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THE NIGHT SHIFT

Terry is happy with his new job, working the security night shift at the mall with his boss, Phil. It’s relaxed and low-stress, until Terry catches Phil messing around and stealing from stores with a transgender prostitute. His boss ends up being arrested and fired, and Terry finds himself with an unexpected promotion. Now, he’s got the night shift all to himself. 

The pay is great, but it isn’t long before the boredom starts to set in. And there isn’t much to do in that large mall: there’s the video game store, the book store (though Terry isn’t much of a reader) and lots of women’s clothing stores. It isn’t long before Terry is bored with video games, and that just leaves some boring books and lots of women’s clothing. 

CHAPTER I

It was Terry’s third night on the job—a job he wasn’t terribly excited about, but he couldn’t complain about the money. 

It was certainly better than his last job, making sandwiches at Subway. He only lasted three months there: three months of being yelled at by angry customers, three months of cleaning the most filthy toilets you’ve ever seen in your life. But even that job was better than the one he held before it, sorting through garbage at the city’s recycling plant. His job there was to go through the mounds of garbage to find items that could be recycled: bottles, cans, and so on. Even with thick gloves and a face mask, peeling used condoms off of Coors Light cans is nauseating. 

Sure, working the security night shift at the local mall had its disadvantages, missing all of the best parties was the first that came to Terry’s mind. He would often get text messages from his friends, letting him know how much fun he was missing. The only free time he got was the few hours before work, after he woke up at 4:00 PM—and none of his friends ever wanted to do anything during those awkward hours. 

So he quickly became a bit of a loner, spending his short days playing videos games and his long nights at work. But the money really was good: twice as much as he was making at Subway, for much less work. All he had to do was watch a bunch of screens, and then every hour he had to go do a walk around the mall, shining a flashlight into each store. He only ever saw one other person during those nine quiet hours: his boss, Phil. 

Phil was twenty years older than Terry, and he’d been working the night shift since he was Terry’s age. “I still remember my first week on the job,” he would say often, with a glimmer in his  eye  as  if  the  first  week  was  the  best  week—as  if  it  was  only  downhill  from  here.  Phil  was Terry’s boss. For Terry’s whole first shift, Phil lingered over Terry’s shoulder, telling him all of his boring stories. Halfway through Terry’s first shift, Phil was out of stories and already starting to  repeat  himself.  Twenty  years  of  work  and  not  even  four  hours  of  stories  to  tell—that’s  how Terry knew he was in for a quiet, slow, and boring job. But at least the money was good—and it was about to get better, but Terry didn’t know that. 

It was around 3:00 AM and Terry was watching the screens in the security room, trying not to nod off. Phil had told him not to bother paying too much attention to the screens, seeing as all of the doors and windows were rigged to set off alarms if touched, but Terry had nothing better to  do.  In  his  mind,  he  liked  to  play  an  imaginary  game  of  Mall  Heist.  He  was  jokingly memorizing all of the spots in the mall that couldn’t be seen by those cameras. When he would go for his walks, he would carefully stick to those blind spots, as if he was on some sort of secret spy mission. He had to keep himself entertained somehow. 

He was watching those screens on his third night on the job when he noticed Phil, opening up the gate to one of the mall’s many department stores. Phil slipped into the store and closed the gate  behind  him,  and  then  he  snuck  out  of  the  frame,  sticking  to  the  eastern  wall,  beneath  the cameras where he was invisible. “What the hell?” Terry said. 

Terry’s first instinct was that Phil was messing with him—maybe even testing him, to see if

he was paying attention. Terry reached for his walkie-talkie. “Hey Phil, what are you up to down there?” He heard his own voice crackling back at him. Phil had left his walkie-talkie behind, on the counter next to the door. So Terry looked back at the screen. Now Phil was nowhere to be seen. If Terry could figure out the cameras in just a few days, surely Phil had them all figured out after working at the mall for over twenty years. Hell, he was probably the one who installed the cameras. 

So Terry grabbed his flashlight and headed down to the mall. 

Even  after  dozens  of  lonely  mall  walks,  Terry  was  still  filled  with  a  strange  sense  of desolation  when  he  stepped  into  the  mall.  For  some  reason,  he  always  expected  the  mall  to  be filled with bright lights and lively people. You don’t really realize how big a mall is until you see it completely empty and dark, only lit by the moonlight coming through the overhead skylights. 

The department store Phil disappeared into was on the other end of the large complex. Terry took his time getting there, shining his flashlight into each store so that he could count the long walk as part of his nightly routine. Occasionally his flashlight would land on a mannequin and he would jump—a habit Phil claimed never went away, even after twenty years. It didn’t help that Terry  had  always  found  mannequins  freaky.  And  he  was  pretty  sure  Phil  was  moving  them around when Terry wasn’t paying attention, as some sort of joke. 

When Terry reached the department store, it took him a few minutes to find the correct key on his very large and very heavy key ring. Each store had its own key. They were all labelled, but that didn’t make locating them much easier. He finally found the key after a few frustrating minutes. He still couldn’t understand how Phil was able to locate a key in under a second. Terry wasn’t sure that was a skill he ever wanted to have, because it was a skill that probably took at least ten years to master. 

Terry  slipped  into  the  department  store.  He  did  a  full  lap  around  the  bottom  floor,  walking slowly,  half-expecting  Phil  to  jump  out  from  around  a  corner  in  some  attempt  to  frighten  the newbie. Terry didn’t want to give his position away, so he kept to the shadows and stepped down softly with each step. He stopped near the back door of the store and noticed the alarm panel had been disarmed. Did Phil slip out for a secret cigarette? Terry carefully grabbed the door and tried to pull it, but it was locked. If Phil slipped out for a cigarette, why would he lock the door behind him? Terry turned the lock and then poked his head outside, but he couldn’t see Phil or anyone. 

Though there was a small green sedan parked not too far away: the only car in a massive parking lot. 

It  wasn’t  Phil’s  car.  Terry  had  seen  Phil’s  car:  an  embarrassing  red  Fiero,  with  a  gigantic Rush sticker on the hood. He kept it parked in the parking garage because he was always afraid that someone would try to steal it, as if it was worth stealing. 

A bump caught Terry’s attention. It came from a door just a few steps away. This door led to the supply room, where the department store kept all of its overstock. Terry crept up to the door slowly. He put his ear against it and could hear what sounded like moaning. Terry covered his mouth  to  stop  himself  from  laughing.  Was  Phil  masturbating?  Was  this  Phil’s  secret masturbation chamber? 

Terry  grabbed  the  door  handle  and  turned  it  slowly  and  carefully.  He  pushed  it  open  and that’s  when  he  saw  his  boss,  bent  over,  with  a  woman  standing  behind  him.  But  she  was  no ordinary woman. This woman was tall with broad shoulders and a long cock between her thighs. 

She was fucking Phil in the ass, making him moan and groan. Phil had an erection of his own, pressing  up  against  his  chubby,  hairy  belly.  Terry  stood  shocked  for  a  moment.  Neither  the tranny nor Phil noticed him standing there with parted lips. Terry tried to take a deep breath, but the shock was too intense. 

But he didn’t want to get caught. He knew Phil would fire him immediately to save himself from  the  nightly  embarrassment.  So  Terry  managed  to  back  out  of  the  room,  closing  the  door carefully. 

He  stepped  aside  and  stared  with  wide  eyes  at  a  blank  wall.  The  sight  was  a  lot  for  his eighteen year old fragility to handle. He’d never seen people having sex before—never mind a built  tranny  fucking  a  full-grown  man.  He  heard  another  noise:  footsteps.  They  were  coming towards the door. 

Terry  looked  around  and  then  jumped  behind  a  rack  of  clothes.  The  door  opened  and  the shemale stepped out. She took a deep breath. Her tits were still out: perky and firm and probably purchased  with  a  discount.  She  had  a  bra  around  her  stomach  but  she  didn’t  pull  it  back  up. 

Instead, she pulled it off and walked over to the nearby selection of bras. She pulled a lacy red option down. “I really need a new bra,” she said before putting it on. 

Phil rushed out from the supply room. “You can’t take that,” he said while pulling his pants up over his erect dick. “I’ll get in so much shit.” 

“Oh, c’mon. These things are so expensive. How can a girl like me afford a hundred dollar bra? Even you aren’t paying me that much.” She put the bra on her big, fake tits (which probably didn’t  need  a  bra),  and  then  she  meandered  over  to  the  selection  of  shoes.  “Ooh,  look  at  these boots.  I  wonder  if  they  come  in  a  men’s  eleven.”  She  laughed.  Her  voice  was  far  from convincing, though even with her broad shoulders, she still looked somewhat feminine. 

She turned towards Terry. Terry ducked down behind the rack of clothes and held his breath. 

He didn’t want to be caught, even though he wasn’t the one breaking any rules. 

“Go see if these come in my size, would you sweetie?” she said to Phil. 

“You really can’t just take things,” Phil said. His face was dark red. 

“Fine. I’ll look for myself.” She went back into the room. Phil chased behind her, and Terry used the opportunity to sneak out. He only got a few racks away when he had to hide again. The Amazonian  shemale  emerged  with  a  box  of  brand  new  boots,  which  were  probably  worth  five hundred bucks. “You’re my best client, you know that?” she said. 

But she wasn’t done. Next, she went over to a rack of expensive purses. She grabbed one and admired it for a moment. “I have to own this. You don’t think they’ll notice, do you?” 

“Seriously, Candy. I’m going to get in so much shit. You can’t just take this stuff. I can’t let you.” 

She walked up to him and kissed him on the lips. “Are you going to stop me?” she asked. 

His  face  was  suddenly  a  shade  of  dark  crimson.  He  stuttered  but  said  nothing.  So  Candy (which probably wasn’t her real name) continued her shopping spree. Terry’s heart was racing. 

He had no idea what he was supposed to do, but Phil was right. If she left with all of that stuff, Phil would get in deep trouble. And not just Phil, but Terry too. Hell, Phil might even try to pin it on  Terry  to  save  himself  the  humiliation.  And  now,  Phil  was  just  allowing  Candy  to  roam  the

expensive department store freely. She had thousands of dollars of stuff stacked up by the door. 

So Terry reached into his pocket and pressed his silent alarm button, which was only supposed to be used in the case of a serious emergency. 

Neither Phil nor Candy had any idea that the cops were now on their way to the mall. 

While Phil and following Candy around in the lingerie department, Terry managed to sneak out  the  back  door.  He  tried  to  think  of  a  way  to  bail  Phil  out,  but  Phil  didn’t  have  his  walkie-talkie. He didn’t want Phil getting implicated, so he just hoped that Phil would play along when the cops came in. He could pretend like he was in the process of detaining the shemale prostitute. 

Terry  saw  the  approaching  cop  cars.  They  had  their  lights  flashing,  but  no  sirens.  Terry waved them over: six cars in total. The cars surrounded Terry, and a moment later a dozen cops were  standing  before  him,  waiting  to  hear  what  the  emergency  was.  “There’s  a  woman—she broke in and she’s stealing thousands of dollars worth of product.” 

One  of  the  cops  laughed.  “Can’t  handle  a  woman,  rent-a-cop?”  he  said  with  a  big  snicker. 

But Terry didn’t care about the insult. He just wanted to keep his job. He didn’t want to go back to making sandwiches or peeling condoms off of beer bottles. 

“Where is she?” asked another cop. 

“Just in there,” Terry said, pointing at the back door. 

The cops went straight through the door before Terry could say another word. Terry backed away  from  the  door  and  the  cops.  His  heart  was  pounding.  He  wasn’t  sure  what  was  going  to happen  to  him  or  to  Phil.  And  he  certainly  wasn’t  expecting  to  see  Phil  being  dragged  out  in handcuffs before Candy. 

Phil looked at Terry with narrowed eyes. “You little shit! I knew I should never have hired you! I’m going to get you for this, you stupid little bastard!” 

Five  minutes  later,  the  cops  were  gone  and  Terry  was  alone  at  the  mall,  unsure  of  what  he was supposed to do next. 

CHAPTER II

Phil  was  fired  before  the  end  of  Terry’s  night  shift,  as  soon  as  the  mall  manager  learned about the incident. “You did a good thing,” the manager said to Terry. “We need more guys like you on staff.” He shook Terry’s hand and then he started towards his upstairs office. 

“Wait,” Terry said. 

The manager stopped and looked at Terry. “What is it?” he asked. 

“Now what?” Terry said. 

The manager looked at his watch and then back at Terry. “Now your shift is over. You can go home.” 

“Do I come back tonight?” 

The  manager  laughed  as  if  the  question  was  absurd.  “Yes,  of  course  you  do.”  So  Terry grabbed  his  coat  from  the  security  room  and  then  he  went  home.  His  heart  was  still  pounding from all the action. 

He  managed  to  get  a  little  bit  of  sleep  before  his  next  shift.  He  still  wasn’t  sure  what  to expect when he showed up for work. He was still a trainee—at least he thought he was a trainee. 

Would he have a new supervisor? Would one of the daytime guys be moved to the night shift? 

He showed up at 8:30 PM, his usual start time. He walked into the security room and saw a guy he didn’t recognize. “Are you my new supervisor?” he asked. 

The man gave Terry a funny look and then said, “You the night shift guy?” 

“That’s me,” said Terry. 

“Is it already 8:30?” 

“It is,” Terry said. And then he watched as the man stood up, grabbed his coat, and then left, leaving  Terry  alone  in  that  little  room  with  the  many  monitors.  He  expected  someone  else  to walk through that door. He sat there waiting until 9:30 PM rolled around and it became clear that Terry was on his own. He was the new head of the night shift, at least until someone new was hired. 

And it was time to do his hourly walk. He grabbed his flashlight and started going from store to store. The mall felt even more desolate with Phil gone. Now, every time he saw a mannequin that seemed slightly out of place, his heart leapt in his chest. Whenever he heard a little rustle or a distant thump, a cold sweat would form on the back of his neck. There was no one pranking him now, unless the mall manager decided to leave his comfy bed for the sake of a joke. 

And  now,  Terry  found  himself  investigating  every  little  thud  and  creek  in  the  big,  lonely mall. He knew that every little noise was probably just a mouse, but he didn’t want to take any chances. He was just starting to like his new job and he didn’t want to lose it for any reason. 

That  first  night  alone  was  long  and  exhausting.  He  wasn’t  doing  anything  particularly wearing, but he was constantly on high alert, which was draining in itself. 

He  almost  had  a  heart  attack  at  6:30  AM  when  the  security  room  door  opened  and  the morning guy walked in to start his shift. “Jesus Christ!” Terry yelped as he leapt from his chair. 

“You okay?” asked the morning guard. 

“I’m fine. You good to take over?” Terry asked. 

The morning guard nodded his head cautiously. Terry grabbed his coat and took off. His first solo night shift was over. Though now he wasn’t so sure he wanted the job anymore. Alone, it was suddenly more stressful. There was so much pressure to keep the mall safe, but there were so many doors and windows into that mall—how could he watch them all by himself? 

It  was  after  his  second  exhausting  shift  that  he  decided  the  job  maybe  wasn’t  for  him.  He couldn’t  handle  all  of  the  spooks  and  scares.  The  pressure  was  too  much  for  his  youthful sensibilities,  so  he  called  up  the  mall  manager  to  let  him  know  he  was  quitting.  But  before  he could quit, the manager said, “Hey Terry, I was just about to call you.” 

“Really?” Terry asked. 

“Yeah.  I  wanted  to  let  you  know  that  I  finished  the  paperwork  for  your  promotion.  You’re officially a security supervisor. I want you to know that we still really appreciate what you did the other night.” 

“You’re promoting me?” Terry asked. He couldn’t believe what he was hearing. 

“Yeah. Now you’ll make twenty-six dollars an hour, and we’ll get the paperwork started so you can get in on our benefits. We do full health and dental. We can even hook you up with one of our company cars if you need one. Just let us know. Anyway—you’re probably just about to go to sleep, so I’ll leave you to it. Have a good one, Terry.” 

Terry was even too shocked to say goodbye. He put down his phone and saw big numbers running through his mind. Twenty-six dollars per hour was a lot of money. It was more than his own  father  made.  It  was  three  times  as  much  as  he  was  making  at  his  last  job.  He  couldn’t possibly  quit  now.  None  of  his  friends  were  making  that  kind  of  money:  over  fifty  thousand dollars a year, at just eighteen years old, with no bills to speak of. 

He started thinking of all the things he could buy: video games, televisions, his own car, and so on. He even started thinking about buying a house. If he could save half of each paycheque, he would have enough for a down payment on something nice in just a couple of years. He could buy all new clothes and he could afford to take girls out on fancy dates. So what if there was a bit of pressure while he worked the night shift by himself? A little bit of pressure was well worth the small fortune he was about to be making. 

So  the  next  night,  he  showed  up  for  work  with  a  smile  on  his  face.  He  took  a  seat  in  that creaky  chair  in  front  of  those  monitors  and  he  leaned  back.  He  looked  over  at  the  clock  and watched it tick. He was making about a dollar every two minutes—almost a penny for every tick. 

It was fun watching those pennies tick into his bank account. 

He went for his first mall walk early, and he was practically skipping down the hallways. He still  jumped  when  his  flashlight’s  beam  landed  on  a  mannequin,  but  the  little  scare  wasn’t enough to ruin his good mood. 

He went for his second walk early, too. Though this time, he had less skip to his step. It was now  pitch  black  outside  and  the  traffic  on  the  nearby  streets  had  dulled  to  nothingness.  The

creepiness of the mall was starting to set in, and the boredom was starting to set in along with it. 

By  Terry’s  third  walk,  he  was  back  to  his  normal  self,  walking  slowly,  jumping  at  every  little creak, feeling like time was moving in super-slow-motion. He knew the boredom was the reason he was making as much money as he was. If the job was exciting, there would be people lining up to do the job—or the pay would be much less. 

He knew he would eventually need to ‘embrace the boredom,’ as Phil always said. If he was going to tough out the next few years, tedious quietness was something he was going to have to get used to. 

During  his  sixth  mall  walk  of  the  night,  he  heard  a  loud  sound,  coming  from  that  same department store where he witnessed Phil’s degenerate meltdown. “Who’s there?” Terry asked, approaching the store slowly. He crept up along the wall and kept his flashlight drawn. He had no  weapon,  except  for  the  pepper  spray  on  his  belt,  which  wouldn’t  help  him  against  anyone armed  with  a  knife  or  a  gun.  The  department  store  gate  was  closed  and  locked,  like  it  should have been. It took Terry a minute to find the correct key—he was already getting faster. 

“Who’s in here? I called the cops,” he yelled. But it was a lie. He didn’t want to call the cops. 

He  didn’t  want  to  give  his  boss  any  reason  to  think  that  he  was  incompetent,  even  though  he probably was. “I’m serious!” he shouted. 

And  then  he  found  the  knocked  over  mannequin.  He  lifted  it  back  up  and  then  he  looked around. His heart was pounding powerfully. He was half-expecting someone to jump out with a knife—maybe  even  Phil,  looking  to  get  that  revenge  he  swore  he  would  get.  But  there  was  no one there. 

Terry looked at the mannequin. It was wearing a heavy fur coat and a heavy purse—and it wasn’t  the  sturdiest  unit  in  that  mall.  Maybe  the  weight  of  the  clothes  just  knocked  it  over. 

Maybe a bit of a draft was all it needed. Even now, on its feet, it would wobble slightly when Terry nudged it. 

But  he  wasn’t  convinced.  He  went  up  to  his  security  room  and  found  the  monitor  that  was watching the mannequin. He followed the cable from that monitor to the large recording unit and then he pressed the rewind button. But nothing happened. He pressed it again, and then he tried the same button on the other units. None of the monitors changed. None of them were set up to record. There weren’t even tapes in any of the tape slots. “Shit,” Terry said. Was he supposed to be replacing the tapes in those machines? 

He looked around through the various drawers, but there were no tapes. Apparently that mall didn’t  waste  money  on  security  tapes.  Apparently  that’s  why  they  had  Terry,  to  save  a  bit  of cash. He did the math in his head. There were forty-two cameras. To record on all of them would have cost a small fortune every night. 

So all Terry could do was hope that no one had infiltrated that mall. He kept his gaze glued to the monitors, watching for even the slightest movement. But if it was Phil in that mall, then he knew he wouldn’t see anything. Phil knew those cameras better than anyone. 

But luckily, Phil was probably still locked up. 

CHAPTER III

Every  few  days,  a  late  night  delivery  would  show  up  at  the  mall  and  Terry  would  have  to supervise  the  drop  off.  Terry  was  working  the  night  the  new  iPhones  were  dropped  off.  There was  already  a  long  line  of  eager  buyers  outside  of  the  mall,  so  Terry  had  to  be  extra  alert  that night.  The  phones  went  up  for  sale  in  the  morning,  but  a  few  of  the  eager  customers  couldn’t wait. Terry ended up catching one man trying to find an unlocked door at the back of the mall. 

But  Terry  didn’t  really  have  much  to  worry  about.  The  mall  was  nearly  impenetrable.  The windows  were  all  made  from  some  sort  of  police-grade  bulletproof  glass.  The  doors  were  all steel,  with  many  bolts  holding  them  shut.  The  only  way  Terry  could  think  to  break  in  without having a key was to drive a truck through a wall, and if someone was stupid enough to do that, Terry couldn’t stop them. 

It was a Monday night when a delivery truck pulled into the loading bay. Terry checked his schedule  and  saw  that  there  were  no  scheduled  deliveries  for  that  night.  So  he  made  his  way down to the loading bay and he cautiously poked his head out. Two bearded men were standing next to their large truck. “Can I help you?” Terry asked. He was ready to recede back into the mall at a moment’s notice. Terry knew that the door locked automatically, and it closed fast, so there was no way the chunky bearded men could get to it in time. 

“We have a delivery for your Game Stop,” one of the bearded men said. 

“We’ve got no scheduled deliveries tonight.” 

“Well then should we just leave these boxes on the street? Look, man, we’ve got ten other places to get to tonight. Quit wasting our time.” 

Terry hesitated, and then he slipped out from the mall, letting the door close behind him. He approached the men slowly and then he looked at the four medium-sized boxes that were sitting on the edge of the truck. Humans couldn’t fit in those boxes, so it couldn’t be a Trojan horse sort of prank. But bombs could probably fit in the boxes… What if Phil scheduled a fake delivery in some strange attempt to blow Terry up? “Open the box,” Terry said, keeping his distance. 

The bearded men looked at Terry strangely. Then, one of them pulled out a box cutter. He quickly opened the box and then tilted it forward so Terry could see inside. The box was filled with many copies of the same game: the new Halo game, which wasn’t supposed to come out for another  week.  Terry’s  eyes  lit  up,  as  if  he  was  looking  at  a  box  full  of  diamonds.  “I  can  take these inside,” he said. 

“Whatever,”  the  bearded  men  said.  They  plopped  the  boxes  down  on  the  ground  and  then they drove off. Terry hauled the boxes inside, pushing them down a long series of hallways to get them to the Game Stop. He hauled the boxes into the store’s storage room, and then he found himself staring at that shiny new game—a game millions of people were eagerly waiting to play. 

Terry picked up a copy and stared at it. 

At  the  front  of  the  store  was  a  demo  Xbox.  It  currently  had  some  kiddie  game  in  it.  Terry walked over and turned it on, along with the television it was attached to. His heart fluttered as he pulled the plastic away from the new Halo game. He took out the disk and put it into the demo

Xbox.  Then,  he  spent  the  next  hour  playing  the  brand  new  game.  He  was  probably  the  first person, outside of the development team, to play one of the most anticipated video games of the year. 

He made his next mall walk quick, jogging down the halls so that he could get back to the game. The rest of that night flew by quickly. It wasn’t until the final hour of his shift that he put the disk back in the box and then hid the open game behind a stack of old used games that no one would ever buy. Then he put everything back to the way it was and he returned to the security room. His heart was pounding. For the first time, he’d just broken the rules. He’d abandoned his post to go and play a video game. He knew he’d done a bad thing, but he couldn’t fight away that tingling feeling deep inside of him. 

Sure,  there  were  rules,  but  there  was  no  one  there  to  enforce  them.  Between  the  hours  of 10:00 PM and 7:00 AM, Terry was alone. He had the whole mall to himself. And he could do whatever he wanted as long as no one broke in and nothing was stolen. It wasn’t until that night that Terry realized what an amazing opportunity he had. With no cameras recording and no other people  on  staff,  that  mall  was  his  own  personal  playground.  Maybe  working  the  night  shift wasn’t so bad after all. 

CHAPTER IV

He was quickly realizing he’d landed one of the best jobs in the world, but working the night shift still had all of the same downsides. Terry’s ‘weekend’ was Tuesday and Wednesday. There were no decent parties on Tuesdays and Wednesdays. All of his friends would go to bed early because  they  all  had  school  or  work  in  the  morning.  So  Terry’s  ‘weekends’  were  completely pointless. He would sit in his room with nothing to do. He wouldn’t even feel like playing video games, because he did that so much at work. 

Another  big  downside  to  the  night  shift  was  dating.  Terry  had  no  way  of  meeting  women, outside  of  the  Internet.  And  even  with  the  girls  he  met  on  the  Internet,  there  wasn’t  much  he could do. “We should do something this weekend,” the girls would always say. And then Terry would have to reply with, “What are you doing Tuesday night?” 

And  even  when  he  did  manage  to  convince  a  girl  to  go  out  with  him  on  a  Tuesday  or Wednesday  night,  it  always  felt  strange  and  awkward.  She  would  order  herself  a  steak  or  the lobster at dinner, and Terry’s stomach would turn, as he would normally be eating his breakfast at  that  time.  So  he  would  order  something  light,  like  a  salad.  And  instead  of  booze,  he  would order coffee. Then, if Terry got lucky and managed to take a girl home, then came the awkward hours after the sex, when the girl would snuggle up to him in his bed and fall asleep, and Terry would be wide awake, staring up at the ceiling. 

His skin was starting to become paler than ever before. One girl he took out on a date told him that he looked a bit like a vampire. “But I’ve got a thing for vampires, so I kind of like it,” 

she said, as if that made it some sort of compliment. The girl’s name was Erin. She was a short, cute  girl  with  black  hair  and  very  dark  eye  makeup.  She  wasn’t  exactly  Terry’s  type,  with  her entirely black wardrobe, but her dating profile caught Terry’s attention when she wrote that she was  ‘nocturnal’.  Regardless  of  her  quirks,  it  was  nice  to  hang  out  with  a  girl  on  a  regular schedule. 

For their second date, they met up at 2:00 AM on a particularly dark Tuesday morning, at a park that wasn’t too far from Terry’s house. The park bordered a graveyard, and Terry wasn’t too surprised when Erin wanted to go for a walk along the tombstones. Even standing right next to her, Terry had a hard time seeing her, as her clothes and hair blended into the night sky. “You told me that you worked the night shift, but you never told me where you worked,” she said as she reached out and took his hand in hers. She had long fingers, like a pianist, but they kind of creeped  Terry  out.  At  least  her  hand  was  warm,  proving  she  wasn’t  actually  a  vampire  or  a zombie. 

“I work at the mall. I’m in charge of security,” Terry said, almost hesitantly as it was always embarrassing telling people that he worked as a rent-a-cop. 

But Erin seemed fascinated. “You’re in charge of a whole team?” she said. 

“No, it’s just me,” Terry said. “There used to be another guy, but he got fired.” 

“So you get the mall all to yourself every night?” she asked. 

“Pretty much.” 

“My friends and I once snuck into a mall—a few years back. We drew big pentagrams with pig’s blood on the floor as a joke. And then we left a bunch of candles burning for them to find in the morning. It made the newspaper—maybe you remember that.” 

Terry forced a smile and shook his head. “It doesn’t sound familiar,” he said. The date was awkward,  but  it  was  made  slightly  less  awkward  with  the  large  bottle  of  vodka  that  Erin  had stashed in the inside pocket of her jacket. She passed it to Terry; so Terry took a big, long gulp. 

It had been a while since he’d had any booze. When your only free time is on Wednesday and Tuesday nights, there isn’t much point in drinking. 

Terry  felt  the  buzz  quickly.  He  took  another  long  sip,  and  then  he  went  for  another  walk through  the  tombstones.  He  found  himself  laughing  at  the  absurdity  of  the  date,  and  then  he found himself with an awful dread churning in his stomach. Erin was probably the only match Terry  would  ever  find—or  another  ‘nocturnal’  girl  just  like  her.  Maybe  that’s  why  Phil  was secretly seeing prostitutes; working the night shift, finding love isn’t easy. 

Terry looked into Erin’s eyes. At least she had a pretty face, and she was outgoing. He was about to kiss her when she said, “Oh shit, what time is it? I’m supposed to be at this witchcraft meet up in twenty minutes. Do you want to come? It’s not as weird as it sounds—though it can be a bit weird.” 

He shook his head and forced another smile. “I’ll pass. I should probably be getting home,” 

he  said.  So  he  went  home  and  went  to  bed  early,  still  with  that  dread  lingering  in  his  gut, reminding him that he would probably never find his soul mate as long as he was working the night shift at the mall. 

CHAPTER V

It was  just  past midnight  the  next night  when  Terry’s  phone started  to  beep. He  was  in  the Game Stop, just about to beat the new Halo game, which still hadn’t been released to the masses. 

He pulled out his phone and saw that it was his baby monitor. 

Terry didn’t have a baby, but he had purchased a baby monitor that connected to his phone. 

He left the camera facing the monitors in the security room, and set the sensitivity to high, so that he  would  be  alerted  if  there  were  any  movement  at  all  on  those  screens.  Now,  his  phone  was beeping consistently. 

He  opened  up  the  baby  monitor’s  video  feed,  which  wasn’t  the  greatest  quality.  It  took  a moment to load, and then he watched the small screens through his already-small screen. He saw a figure moving around on one of the outside cameras. Someone was moving around the mall. 

Terry perked up and then he ran up to the security room, leaving the gate to the Game Stop open  and  his  Xbox  game  still  running.  He  didn’t  have  time  to  clean  everything  up.  He  would have to do that later, once this dark figure was taken care of. 

He  scurried  into  the  security  room  and  then  he  scanned  all  of  the  screens  for  signs  of  the potential intruder. His heart was pounding, even though it wasn’t unusual for homeless people to sneak  up  to  the  mall  and  then  sleep  against  the  side  of  the  building.  There  was  music  playing through speakers around the whole building through the night, to deter the homeless, but it didn’t always work as intended. Now, Terry could see nothing. Maybe it was just a guy out for a very late run, or a deer cutting through town. 

Terry was about to turn away from the monitors when he noticed a humanoid figure standing by the loading bay. It was slowly wandering from door to door, as if trying to find an opening. 

Terry pulled out his phone and considered calling the cops—but he didn’t want to get the cops involved. So he grabbed his flashlight and his pepper spray and then he made his way down to the loading bay. He approached the heavy steel door slowly and then he grabbed the handle. He took  a  deep  breath  and  then  he  swung  the  door  open.  “This  is  private  property  and  you’re trespassing!” he shouted as he swung his flashlight’s beam from left to right. 

And then his beam landed on a short woman. She winced away, covering her face with her hands. Terry stepped back into the doorway, ready to slam the door shut in case the girl had a weapon,  or  if  she  decided  to  charge.  And  then  she  said,  “Put  down  the  light!”  and  Terry recognized her voice: it was Erin. 

“What are you doing here?” he asked, lowering his flashlight. 

“I thought I would come and keep you company,” she said with a big smile. 

Terry took a second to let him heart calm down. He looked around to make sure she hadn’t brought all of her witchcraft friends with her. And then he wavered. If he let her in, was he not just as bad as Phil? He shook his head—no, Phil brought a prostitute in, and he was letting her steal. This was much different. “Okay, come on in quickly. But just for a little bit.” He rushed her inside and then he looked around again to make sure no one was watching. 

“Whoa. What is this place?” she said, looking around. 

“It’s the loading bay. It’s where all of the stores’ deliveries come in.” 

Erin pointed at the forklift. “Can we drive that around?” 

“No—definitely not. I don’t know how and I don’t want to lose my job.” 

Erin  laughed  as  if  Terry  had  just  made  a  silly  joke.  “Relax,  man.  I’m  not  going  to  get  you fired. I just want to see what you do around here. Why don’t you show me around?” 

Terry took a deep breath. His heart was still pounding. He’d recently been given a two-dollar raise,  and  the  mall  manager  said,  “If  you  keep  up  the  good  work,  there  will  be  another  raise before the summer.” Sometimes Terry had nightmares about being fired and having to get his old job at Subway back. 

He showed Erin the back hallways. “You can get to any store through these halls,” he said. 

Then  he  took  her  up  the  long  staircase.  “Up  here  is  my  office.  This  is  where  we  watch  the monitors.” She looked around, nodding her head as if she was only mildly impressed. 

“That’s a lot of cameras,” she said. “Are they recording?” 

Terry hesitated. He nearly told her the truth, but he hardly knew her. As far as he knew, she was  plotting  to  rob  the  mall.  He  parted  his  lips  to  lie,  but  then  he  hesitated  again.  He’d  never been a good liar. 

She laughed. “I’ll take that as a no,” she said. “Don’t worry, man. I’m not a burglar. I just wanted  to  see  you.  Is  that  so  weird?  C’mon—show  me  the  mall.  I  want  to  see  it  all  dark  and scary.” 

So Terry brought Erin down to the big, open, dark, and scary mall. “This is it,” he said. She looked around with a big smile on her face. Then she spotted the camera staring down at them. 

She  waved.  “I  always  assumed  these  things  were  recording.  I  guess  they’re  just  there  to  scare people, right?” 

“They’re there so that I can keep an eye on the whole mall from my office,” Terry said. 

She laughed again. “This is fun. Do you have access to all of these stores? Can you just go into any of them and try on clothes or—” Then she noticed the open gate and the glowing screen at  the  Game  Stop  store.  She  turned  to  Terry  with  a  big  grin.  “So  you  do  take  your  job  super seriously, huh?” 

Terry felt his cheeks turning red. “It’s not what it looks like,” he said. 

“It  looks  like  you  were  playing  video  games  on  the  job.”  She  started  skipping  towards  the store. Terry scrambled to keep up. “It’s okay—I would do the same thing. Do you ever go into the Sears and sleep on the beds. They actually have some pretty comfortable beds.” 

“I don’t sleep on the job,” Terry said. 

“C’mon,  let’s  go  see  the  beds.”  She  started  skipping  off  towards  the  Sears.  So  Terry followed.  He  reluctantly  opened  the  gate  to  the  store  and  then  he  kept  a  close  eye  on  Erin, making  sure  she  wasn’t  secretly  nabbing  anything  off  of  the  many  shelves.  She  ran  up  the powered-down  escalator  and  then  she  threw  herself  onto  one  of  the  plump,  pre-made  beds. 

“C’mon,” she said, waving Terry over. “Live a little.” 

Terry  looked  around.  Just  downstairs  was  where  Phil  and  Candy  were  arrested.  Phil  may have been a shady bastard, but he still managed to last twenty years. Terry wanted to at least last one year. He crawled onto the bed with Erin. She giggled and then rolled on top of him. Then she looked around. It only took her a few seconds to spot the camera that was pointing down at them, glowing with a red light. She waved. Then she turned to Terry. “How many people do you think lay down on this bed every day? One hundred? More?” 

“I don’t know,” Terry said, feeling awkward as Erin straddled him. 

“Hundreds of people have laid on this bed, but no one’s ever fucked on it. That’s weird, don’t you think?” 

Terry shrugged his shoulders. He felt his face turning red. “I don’t know. Is that weird?” 

“We  can  be  the  first,”  she  said  with  a  big  smile.  Then,  without  waiting  for  his  reply,  she pulled her black sweater off of her body, revealing her perky bra-free tits. She tossed the sweater aside and then she shook her beautiful jugs from side to side. Terry’s lips parted as he tried to say something, but he couldn’t think of what to say. 

Then Erin bent down and kissed him on the lips. She had soft lips. She was soft all over—

and warm. Terry placed his hands gently on her pale sides and he ran his hands up and down. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding. He knew he was breaking more rules than he could count, but he could  see  no  reason  to  stop.  Technically,  he  wasn’t  really  doing  anything  worse  than  playing video games for hours at the Game Stop. 

“I feel so naughty,” she said, smiling while biting down on her tongue. 

“We shouldn’t be doing this,” said Terry. 

She  stood  up  and  then  she  tugged  down  her  black  jeans,  along  with  her  black  panties.  She had  a  large,  dangling  labia.  She  took  a  step  forward  and  then  she  sunk  down,  pressing  that beautiful pussy against Terry’s lips. “Eat me out,” she said. 

Terry  hesitated.  The  security  room  was  left  unattended,  and  that  Game  Stop  was  still unlocked  and  opened,  with  that  Halo  game  still  running  on  that  demo  Xbox.  If  Terry’s  boss suddenly showed up, he would be beyond fired. Hell, he might even be arrested; surely having sex in the middle of a department store isn’t legal. 

But he still went ahead and ate Erin out. She became wet quickly. It was only a few seconds before she started grinding her warm meat lips against his face. She grabbed her tits firmly and squeezed,  letting  her  nipples  poke  out  between  her  fingers.  She  had  thick,  heavy  thighs  and  a large ass, which almost smothered Terry once she started grinding hard. He had to hold her hips with her hands, so she wouldn’t press down too hard and suffocate him. 

She spun herself around, keeping her pussy on Terry’s lips. Then she bent forward and pulled Terry’s  cock  out  from  his  pants.  She  started  sucking.  It  felt  good.  Terry  could  feel  his  shaft getting harder and harder. She used one hand to massage his balls and the other hand to hold his cock upright. “You’ve got a nice dick,” she said with a grin in her voice. 

“Thanks,”  Terry  said,  but  it  ended  up  coming  out  more  like  a  question.  His  heart  was  still pounding. He knew that his boss likely wouldn’t come to check on him at such a strange hour of the  night,  but  what  about  vagrants?  What  about  criminals?  What  about  Phil,  who  still  hadn’t gotten the revenge he swore he would get? 

Terry  felt  Erin’s  hand  shifting  around.  One  of  her  hands  moved  down  below  his  ball  sack. 

She extended a finger and then pressed her fingertip against Terry’s butthole. She teased around in a circle for a moment, and then she pressed in. Terry became tense as he let out a gasp. “What the hell are you doing?” he asked. 

“Oh, relax,” she said. “I’m making the blowjob better. Trust me—you’ll like it.” 

Terry  remained  tense.  He  didn’t  like  it.  He  could  feel  her  whole  finger  inside  of  his  body, where it didn’t belong. She started pushing it up and down, fucking him with her finger. It felt strange and unnatural, but he wanted to remain open-minded, so he did his best to relax. “That’s a good boy,” she said. And then she kept sucking. 

And she was right—it did feel good. Terry could feel his orgasm building up inside of him, tingling all around his crotch and his asshole. He took a series of deep breaths as those dangling lips pressed firmly against his face. He kept licking, though it was getting harder and harder to focus. His mind was spinning. Now Erin had two fingers in his asshole, and she was plunging them up and down quickly. “Fuck,” he groaned, and then he let his head fall back. He couldn’t eat  her  out  anymore—the  pleasure  between  his  legs  was  too  intense,  and  it  required  all  of  his focus. 

But  Erin  didn’t  seem  to  mind.  She  just  let  her  naked  body  rest  on  top  of  Terry’s  while  she fingered  his  asshole.  She  stopped  sucking,  and  Terry  hardly  even  noticed.  She  just  let  his erection sit idly on his abdomen while she burrowed a third finger into his tight anus. She was plunging those fingers quickly, as if she was masturbating her own pussy. “You’re so tight,” she said. Terry closed his eyes. He felt humiliated but elated at the same time. He started to squirm as that pleasure grew stronger, buzzing harder inside of him. 

Then he heard Erin gasp. He opened his eyes and saw that his cock was blasting cum across his  chest.  She  wasn’t  even  touching  his  cock.  She  didn’t  stop  plunging  those  fingers  while watching the cum eruption with glowing eyes. She let a giggle slip, and that humiliating feeling became ever worse. “Oh, don’t be so shy,” she said. 

Terry felt suddenly depleted, as if all of his energy left his body with that massive cumshot. 

He remained still on the bed, even after Erin sprung to her feet. “I thought we would have sex, but I guess not,” she said. Then she giggled. “It’s fine, though. I came a few times on your face. 

Do you want to come try on clothes with me?” 

“What?” Terry said, sitting up slowly. 

“Try on clothes,” she said again, louder, as if the problem was Terry’s hearing. “I never get to shop at the mall because it’s always too busy. I never feel comfortable trying on clothes. But now we have the whole mall to ourselves.” 

“I can’t let you steal anything,” Terry said firmly, with the image of Phil and Candy in his mind. 

“I’m not going to steal anything. I’ll just see what looks good on me, and then I’ll come back during the day to buy what I like. That’s not so wrong, is it?” And Terry had to think about it. 

Was it wrong? Could he let her peruse the mall to try on clothes? What else did he have to do? 

So  he  unlocked  a  few  stores  and  then  he  stuck  to  her  closely  as  she  entered  the  first.  Her clothes weren’t baggy enough to hide much under, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t slip some costume  jewellery  into  her  pockets.  She  approached  a  rack  of  dresses  and  started  flicking

through the options. Of course she pulled out the blackest dress and then held it up to her body. 

“What do you think?” she asked. 

Terry looked around. “Remember I have to put everything back to the way it was before the morning,” he said. 

She laughed. “Don’t worry. You worry too much.” She held out the dress. 

“What do you want me to do with this?” he said. 

“Try it on.” 

“Are you insane?” 

“What? I think it would look good on you.” 

“You’re aware that I’m a male, right?” His heart fluttered. He knew Erin was quirky, but he didn’t realize she was this quirky. 

“Oh, quit living in the past,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with being a girl every now and then. C’mon. Try the dress on. Just entertain me.” 

And  then  Terry  found  himself  holding  the  dress,  already  feeling  like  an  idiot.  He  looked down at it and then he shook his head. Maybe he could put it on just to show her that her idea was ludicrous. “I still think you’re insane,” he said as he slipped down his pants and pulled off his shirt. He wriggled his body into the dress. It fit surprisingly well, though it was quite tight at his waist. “That looks good on you,” she said, pointing at a nearby mirror. 

Terry reluctantly walked over to the mirror. He looked at himself, and then he watched the colour drain from his face. The dress didn’t look bad, as long as he wasn’t looking up at his face or  down  at  his  hairy  legs.  “Here,  put  the  panties  on.  Your  boxers  and  killing  your  look.”  She handed him a pair of black panties. So he reluctantly slipped out of his boxers and into the tight, lacy undergarment. 

Then he looked back at Erin. “This is so silly,” he said, and then he noticed she was gone. 

“Erin?” 

He  heard  her  distant  snickering,  coming  from  outside  of  the  store.  Terry,  in  his  little  black dress, rushed out from the store and into the mall. He saw Erin bolting around the corner. He had to catch her before she reached the exit. He couldn’t let her steal anything. So he started running. 

The air lifted up his dress, exposing his tiny panties. He held the dress down, feeling the cool air teasing his exposed legs. “Erin, stop right now! If you don’t stop, I’ll have to call the cops!” 

He nearly stumbled around the corner. The marble floors felt icy cold on his bare feet. But he hadn’t  made  up  any  ground.  Now,  Erin  was  even  further  away,  nearly  at  the  door  to  the  back hallway. From there, she would easily be able to find that loading bay door where she came in. 

“Stop!” Terry yelled again as he heard her giggling. 

He ran as fast as he could. He closed his eyes and tried to control his breathing. The mall was a giant  mess;  he couldn’t  actually  call the  police.  The  Game Stop  was  still open  and  that  Halo game was still running, the Sears was still open and the bed sheets on that bed were still ruffled up, and there were a few different women’s clothing stores left open. This wasn’t going to look good…

He threw the hallway door open and then he sprinted around the corner as the last of his hope

was starting to run out. Then, he ran right into Erin. She grabbed him with a big hug and then they both fell down to the ground. She couldn’t stop giggling. “You didn’t really think that I was robbing that store, did you?” she said, looking into his eyes. 

“I don’t know,” he said. He couldn’t figure out why she wasn’t nearly as exhausted as him. “I can’t lose this job.” 

“You aren’t going to lose the job. You just need to relax,” she said. Then she looked down at his dress-clad body. “Don’t you think we would make a cute lesbian couple?” 

Terry jumped up to his feet. “C’mon, get up. I need you to help me clean up. The morning guy is going to be here in a couple of hours.” 

“I’ll only help you clean up if you dress up like a French maid. I saw the perfect outfit in the lingerie store next to the Sears.” 

“I’m not doing that,” Terry said. 

“Please!  Do  it  for  me.  It  would  make  my  night.  Besides,  I  might  have  messed  a  few  other things up while you weren’t looking. You want me to clean all of that up, right?” 

Terry sighed, and then he reluctantly found himself in that lingerie store, getting naked and then wriggling into a tight French maid outfit. While he was doing up all of the little straps, Erin snagged a long blonde wig off of a mannequin. “Put this on,” she said. But she just went ahead and put it on his head for him. 

“I feel like an idiot,” he said. 

“Well you look hot,” she said with a bit grin. Then she slapped him on his exposed ass. At least she kept to her word, helping him get all of the stores back to the way they were. She even did a spectacular job making the bed in the Sears. “I worked at Sears when I was a teenager,” she said. “You just helped me live out an old fantasy of mine.” 

Terry got all of the gates locked up and his Halo game put away back into its secret place. 

“Thanks for the help,” he said. 

“Thanks  for  being  so  sexy,”  she  said.  And  then  he  remembered  he  was  still  wearing  the ridiculous lingerie. “You’d better get that put away before that morning guy shows up. I should be going. Tonight was fun. We should do it again sometime.” She leaned forward and kissed him on the nose. Then she started towards that loading bay exit. “I can just let myself out, right?” 

“Yeah,” Terry called back. And then she was gone. He rushed over to the lingerie store and found his work outfit. He was about to take off the French maid costume, and then he caught his reflection in the mirror. With the blonde wig, he actually didn’t look too bad. The blonde fringes framed his face in a flattering way, and the outfit’s tight corset gave him a surprisingly feminine physique.  He  turned  to  his  side  to  admire  his  surprisingly  perky  butt.  He  gave  his  bum  a  little shake as his heart stuttered. 

It  may  have  been  a  stressful  night,  but  it  was  kind  of  fun—and  it  was  exciting.  Terry  had never been much of an adrenaline junky, but he could understand the draw, especially once he made  his  way  back  to  that  security  room,  before  those  idle  monitors.  The  room  was  quiet  and everything was still. And that stillness suddenly seemed unnatural. 

CHAPTER VI

The next night, Terry didn’t feel like playing video games. He loaded up that Halo game and had it beat before the end of his first hour. He looked through the store for another game to play, but  nothing  caught  his  interest.  He  tried  to  play  one  of  the  yet-to-be-released  games  from  the back room, but it didn’t hold his attention for more than ten minutes. 

He wandered the mall halls and looked into the various stores, hoping to spot something to do.  He  wandered  through  the  board  game  store,  but  there  was  nothing  there  for  him.  He  went into the bookstore, but he’d never been much into reading, and none of the books on the many shelves made him want to change that. He spent twenty minutes in the graphic novel section, but even the graphic novels refused to hold his attention. 

He  wanted  another  taste  of  excitement,  like  he  had  the  night  before.  He  wanted  to  feel  his heart pounding ferociously again. He wanted another burst of adrenaline in his veins. 

So he came up with the idea of wandering the halls with his flashlight turned off. He got a little jump when he turned and saw a mannequin right up against the glass of a men’s suit store. 

But  the  rush  faded  quickly.  He  got  another  little  scare  a  few  minutes  later  while  perusing  that Sears store, when that same mannequin toppled over from the weight of its heavy fur coat and dense purse. But Terry wasn’t happy with little scares. He wanted to feel that same excitement. 

He wandered into the HMV and found the scariest horror movie he could. He put it on in his security  room  and  watched  it  from  start  to  finish,  hoping  it  would  put  him  on  edge  so  that  his next dark mall walk would be more fun. But the movie failed to get his blood flowing, and now he had to carefully wrap the DVD back up in its plastic wrap. 

He looked at his watch. He still had six hours left in his shift. Now he could understand why Phil was bringing transgender prostitutes around the mall: he was probably just desperate for a bit of a thrill. And surely fucking a tranny hooker while on the job was somewhat of a thrill. But Terry  wasn’t  about  to  look  up  the  local  escort  listings.  He  still  wanted  to  keep  his  job,  and  he didn’t exactly want to catch any diseases. 

So what could he do? 

He  found  himself  standing  in  front  of  that  lingerie  store.  He  looked  through  the  window  at that French maid costume. It gave him an idea—and the idea alone was enough to make his heart pound.  What  if  he  put  it  on  and  ran  a  lap  around  the  outside  of  the  mall?  It  was  unlikely  that anyone would see—but what if someone happened to be walking by at that strange hour of the night? Terry unlocked the shop and then he quickly got undressed. Now his heart was pounding the  way  he  wanted  it  to  pound.  He  could  feel  that  warm  adrenaline  buzzing  down  into  his fingertips. He took a deep breath before slipping the little outfit onto his body. He took a minute to do up all of the little clips. Then he grabbed that blonde wig off the nearby mannequin. 

He  knew  there  was  probably  broken  glass  around  the  mall,  so  he  couldn’t  do  the  run barefoot. But he managed to find a pair of black heels in that lingerie store that just fit his small feet.  He  wobbled  in  the  heels.  They  just  added  to  the  challenge,  making  his  heart  pound  even harder. He carefully made his way down to the loading bay door. He had his phone tucked into

the  little  apron  pocket  of  the  outfit,  along  with  the  key  to  that  loading  bay  door—and  only  the key to that loading bay door. If he ended up on the other end of the mall, the only way back in was to run all the way around, in those tall heels and that skimpy outfit. 

“What the hell are you doing,” he whispered to himself as he grabbed the door handle. But he didn’t stop. He wanted the thrill, even if it was an obscure thrill. He took a deep breath and then he ran out the door. He ran past the loading bay and into the parking lot. The air was cool against his  exposed  skin.  There  was  no  one  in  sight,  but  that  didn’t  make  his  little  game  any  less exhilarating.  He  ran  as  fast  as  he  could  in  those  heels,  nearly  falling  over  a  few  times—but  he managed to stay on his feet. He came around the bend. The headlights of an oncoming car started to materialize on a distant road. Terry’s heart pounded even harder. What if the person thought Terry was lost and needed help? What if it was a cop out on patrol? 

Terry kept running. He ran around the corner as the light from those headlights crossed over his  body.  The  car  went  past  without  slowing  down,  but  Terry’s  heart  kept  throbbing  into  his ribcage. He was halfway—stuck outside in skimpy lingerie for at least another five minutes. 

He  had  a  big  smile  on  his  face.  He  could  feel  his  butt  cheeks  bouncing  slightly  with  each step.  He  kind  of  liked  the  way  it  felt.  He  caught  his  own  reflection  in  the  large  window  of  the sporting goods store. From a distance, he actually kind of looked like a chick running down the road. In fact, he didn’t have to be too far away to get that feminine impression. Even when he was running right against the wall, he could see a girl where a boy should have been. 

Another care passed, making Terry’s heart race even faster. This car actually slowed down, as  if  the  driver  noticed  Terry.  Terry  bit  down  hard  on  his  tongue  and  turned  quickly  into  the loading  bay.  He  quickly  fumbled  for  that  key  in  his  apron  pocket—but  it  wasn’t  there.  And neither  was  his  phone.  They  must  have  fallen  out  while  he  was  running.  “No!  Shit!”  he  said, spinning around to look at the ground. The key could have been anywhere, along with his phone

—it could be as far away as the complete other side of the mall! And now, he was exhausted. He couldn’t do a full lap in just ten minutes—especially not in those heels, and he wasn’t about to make the run in bare feet. “Shit!” he said again, running around the corner, desperately looking at  the  ground.  But  the  ground  was  dark.  He  couldn’t  see  anything,  and  he  didn’t  have  his flashlight. 

That same car came around again, this time moving slowly. Terry looked over at it as it came closer and closer, heading down the road towards the entrance into the parking lot. Was it one of the  mall  owners?  Was  it  a  police  officer?  Or  was  it  just  some  creep  who  couldn’t  resist  the opportunity to see a chick running around in lingerie? Whoever it was: Terry was in for a serious humiliation. 

Then, a glimmer caught the corner of his eye. There on the ground was the key, right next to his phone. He grabbed both and started running back towards the loading bay door. He pressed the key into the hole quickly and then looked back just as that car was turning into the parking lot. Terry ran inside and slammed the door shut firmly behind him. 

He  slid  down  to  the  ground  with  his  back  against  that  cold  steel  door.  He  took  a  few  deep breaths,  and  then  he  pulled  open  the  baby  monitor  app  on  his  phone.  He  watched  as  that  car slowly perused the parking lot before leaving through the same entrance it came in from. He let out a long sigh of relief. It was a close call—but it was exactly the thrill he was hoping for. 

CHAPTER VII

Terry  got  changed  back  into  his  proper  clothes  and  he  made  his  way  back  to  his  station.  It took his heart a good twenty minutes to calm down. He couldn’t believe what he’d done—it was so naughty and taboo and exhilarating. He checked the clock and saw that he still had four hours left to kill. So what else could he do to pass the time? 

Once again he found himself wandering the mall’s hallways, even though it wasn’t yet time for  his  hourly  patrol.  He  looked  into  each  different  shop,  hoping  to  spot  something  that  would spark another exciting idea. But nothing seemed to do the trick—nothing except for the skimpy women’s  clothing.  But  he’d  already  played  that  card  enough.  He  wanted  something  different, something  less  potentially  humiliating—though  it  was  the  potential  humiliation  that  made  the cross-dressing idea so enticing. There is no excitement without a good risk. 

Terry came upon the mall’s makeup store. He looked inside and saw that there was a whole desk  covered  in  opened  makeup—the  desk  where  they  did  demonstrations  for  potential customers. He opened up the gate and unlocked the store. There was a switch on the side of the counter that turned on a series of bright bulbs around a large mirror. Terry stared at himself in the mirror and noticed that he had a large grin on his face. He shook his head, trying to shake that grin away, but it wouldn’t go away. “You can’t be serious,” he said to himself. But the idea had already planted itself in his mind, and it was growing quickly. 

He rushed over to the lingerie store to retrieve that blonde wig that looked so good on him. 

He grabbed a skimpy red clubbing dress off the rack and then he rushed back over to the makeup store.  His  heart  was  once  again  pounding  the  way  he  wanted  it  to.  He  looked  at  all  of  the different  makeup  supplies  and  had  no  idea  where  to  start.  So  he  just  grabbed  something  at random:  eyebrow  filler.  He’d  always  had  thin  eyebrows,  so  he  figured  it  was  a  good  place  to start.  He  carefully  drew  the  little  marker  over  his  eyebrows.  He  wasn’t  sure  what  the  point  of filling in his eyebrows was, but he figured he had nothing better to do. 

Then he picked up a tube of mascara. He opened it up and then brought it up to his eyelashes. 

He’d  seen  his  mother  applying  mascara  before,  she  he  had  the  basic  idea  down  in  his  head  of what  to  do  with  it.  He  started  to  roll  the  dark  product  onto  his  lashes.  Then  came  the  eyeliner. 

This little pen was tricky. His hands were trembling, so getting thin straight lines was impossible. 

He still did his best, and his best wasn’t terrible. He was able to hide the imperfections with the eye shadow that came next. 

Then  came  the  lipstick.  He  picked  a  ruby  red  colour  that  matched  the  skimpy  dress  he snagged  in  the  lingerie  store.  It  went  on  glossy,  making  his  lips  look  wet  and  plump—like  the perfect set of blowjob lips. He rubbed his lips together and then made a kissy face at himself in the mirror. 

Now  it  was  time  to  get  changed.  He  got  out  from  his  security  outfit  and  into  that  little  red dress. It tied up in the front, with a long slit down to show off the cleavage he didn’t have. But it didn’t look bad without a bust—it just looked like he was a flat-chested chick. He’d always had a bit of a thing for flat-chested chicks anyway. 

He got his wig on and then he ruffled up the hair to make it look more natural. 

His  reflection  was  convincing—almost  terrifyingly  convincing,  especially  since  it  was  his first attempt at doing his own makeup. 

But he could see room for improvement: the slight stubble on his chin, for instance—or the hair on his armpits. And, of course, there was his leg hair, which made his lower half completely unconvincing. But all of those issues could be fixed with a razor and some shaving cream, which there was plenty of in the drug store just next to that makeup store. Terry got what he needed and took  it  over  to  the  nearby  public  bathroom.  It  took  him  twenty  minutes  to  get  shaved  up completely—and  most  of  that  time  was  spent  shaving  carefully  around  his  cock  and  balls.  He originally planned to leave his crotch hair where it was, but it just looked ridiculous without any accompanying body hair. So it all had to go. 

Now he was looking frighteningly convincing. He even looked kind of hot, especially when his head was tilted down to hide his Adam’s apple. But he found a solution for that as well, back at  the  lingerie  store.  At  the  checkout  counter  was  a  stack  of  lace  chokers.  He  got  one  fitted around his throat. Then he grabbed a pair of red panties to hold his bulge back. He wriggled his feet into that same pair of black heels, giving his outfit some contrast. The heels made his butt perky and girly. 

He walked over to the mirror to see the final result. And he couldn’t believe his eyes. He was staring at a woman. From his head to his toes, he looked amazingly convincing, and sexy too. He did a little twirl, feeling the light skirt of his red dress lifting into the air. Then he walked out into the mall hallway, one foot in front of the other. He liked the feeling of the cool air teasing up his bare thighs. He liked the way his bum bounced with every step. And he liked the sound of his heeled  feet  echoing  in  the  quiet  hallways.  He  even  liked  looking  down  and  seeing  his  long blonde hair cascading down his shoulders and chest. He felt sexy, and in a strange way he liked it. 

He looked up and saw the cameras pointing down on him. He knew they weren’t recording and he knew there was no one watching in the control room, but that didn’t stop his heart from skipping a beat. In a few hours, that mall would be crawling with people—hundreds of people, including  people  he  knew.  In  a  weird  way,  that  thought  filled  him  with  a  taboo  excitement—

maybe the same taboo excitement that Erin was feeling when she asked him how many people had been on that bed. 

Terry  went  into  that  Sears  now.  There  was  a  little  sofa  section  right  next  to  the  exterior entrance of the store. He sat down on the sofa, knowing anyone could look through those large glass doors. He knew no one was out there, but the thought alone was enough to make his heart skip  another  beat.  He  was  quickly  becoming  obsessed  with  that  naughty  feeling  tingling  in  his bones. The excitement was intense, even though he was just sitting. And there was a small part of him that wanted someone to peek in through the window, to see him sitting there, to lust over his perfect little body and his adorable face. 

He wondered what Erin would think if she saw him all dolled up. Would she want to finger his asshole again, or would she laugh in his face? He held up his phone and snapped a selfie of himself. Then he went to send it to her. Now his heart was slamming absurdly quickly into his ribcage. He cancelled the message before he could press that send button. He needed to keep his sanity. He couldn’t let his excitement make a fool out of him. 

Though he kept on sitting by that window, enjoying the excitement of knowing he could be outed  at  any  moment.  He  stretched  out  his  legs  and  then  crossed  them  the  way  women  do.  He watched his pretty legs as he danced his foot from side to side. 

Then he checked the time on his phone. He had one hour until his shift was over and he still had quite a bit to clean up. So he got to work, saving his change out outfit for last. He made it back to his seat in the security room five minutes before the morning guard came to take over. 

CHAPTER VIII

As soon as the mall was dark and empty the next night, Terry started to get himself dolled up. 

He  didn’t  entirely  know  why  he  was  doing  it—he  just  knew  that  he  liked  the  thrill  of  it,  and being  dressed  up  like  a  slutty  chick  would  make  whatever  he  ended  up  doing  that  night  even more exhilarating. 

His  heart  fluttered  as  he  pulled  a  tight  pair  of  lacy  panties  up  his  legs.  Was  he  becoming addicted  to  the  thrill  of  cross-dressing?  Would  he  be  able  to  stop  himself?  He  was  playing  a dangerous game—like a pharmacist experimenting with addictive drugs. He had a whole world of women’s clothing available to him, five nights a week. If he really was becoming addicted, it was going to be hard to stop. And if he ended up getting dolled up every night, it would only be a matter of time before he got caught. 

But even though he knew that, he still found himself in that little makeup store, putting on some  eyebrow  filler,  some  eye  shadow,  some  mascara,  some  eyeliner,  a  bit  of  glossy  lipstick, and a touch of blush. He did a better job with the eyeliner, though there was still lots of room for improvement. 

Instead  of  dressing  up  in  the  lingerie  store,  he  found  an  adorable  dress  in  Nordstrom. 

According to the price tag, the dress was worth fifteen hundred dollars—more than Terry’s entire wardrobe combined. He finished the outfit with a pair of eighteen hundred dollar heels, and some black  satin  gloves,  which  felt  amazing  on  his  hands.  He  loved  the  way  the  lightweight  dress flowed as he walked down the long mall hallways. And once again, his heart was fluttering with excitement, just the way he liked. 

He got a rush every time he walked past a window. He nearly fell onto his ass every time he turned to see a mannequin looking his way. And then when he wasn’t shocking his heart, he was revelling  in  a  different  sensation:  the  feeling  of  being  pretty.  He  would  stop  every  so  often  to admire his reflection in tall store windows. He would even occasionally slip into the stores, just to look in the mirror. He slipped into the lingerie store to grab a black lace choker, like the one he wore the night before. And that’s when he noticed the curtain separating the main part of the store from the ‘no kids allowed’ part of the store. Terry looked around before slipping through that curtain. 

The  smaller  back  room  was  mostly  stocked  with  bachelorette  party  supplies:  penis-shaped straws,  a  whistle  shaped  like  a  vagina,  books  about  real  sex  positions,  books  about  made  up impossible  sex  positions,  and  other  gag  gifts.  But  there  was  one  wall  of  sex  toys:  dildos, vibrators, blow-up sex dolls, and even a selection of Fleshlights. Terry’s heart started pounding as an idea came into his head. His gaze was fixed on a strap-on dildo. It was long and purple with black straps. He grabbed it off the shelf and gave it a little shake. He watched as the long purple shaft bounced and jiggled. 

He slipped back out into the mall’s main hallway with the dildo in hand. Now his arms and legs were trembling as a sweat formed on the back of his neck. He looked around nervously as he made his way to the Sears. He went up the floor to where the beds were, and then he took one of  the  male  mannequins  and  laid  it  down  on  its  back.  He  got  that  strap-on  fixed  on  the

mannequin, as if the mannequin had a large erection. Then he looked around again: an impulse more  than  anything  at  this  point.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and  then  he  bent  forward  and  start  to fellate the tall cock. He gently curled his trembling fingers around the purple cock and began to stroke as he gently teased the tip with his tongue. His mind was racing with more thoughts than he could process, making it impossible to figure out why the hell he was giving a mannequin a blowjob. 

But he didn’t stop. He got up on his knees and straddled the mannequin the same way Erin straddled  him  on  that  same  bed.  He  pressed  his  ball  sack  down  against  the  plastic  humanoid’s face and gently started to grind as if he was rubbing his pussy against the fake plastic lips. And strangely, he started to get hard. 

Once the purple dildo was coated with a nice layer of warm saliva, he repositioned himself, lining the tip of that cock up with his tiny hole. He pressed his hands down on the mannequin’s surprisingly  stacked  chest.  “Not  too  rough.  I’m  a  virgin  down  there,”  he  said  in  a  girly  voice. 

And then he caught himself grinning. He reached back and pulled his panties to the side. Then he started to slowly sit himself down. Nothing happened at first. The dildo bent and refused to push through  that  tiny  hole.  Terry  found  himself  sitting  up  and  trying  various  angles  before  the bulbous tip finally and suddenly pierced through. Terry froze for a moment. Now the cock was sinking in with relative ease. He could feel that plastic cock rubbing against his anal walls as it travelled deeper and deeper. He took a sharp breath in and looked down, watching as the purple shaft disappeared into his body. 

He could feel himself stretching out, but it felt kind of nice, especially once he got the angle just perfect, with his back straight and his bum perked out. He had to wriggle his hips to get the last couple of inches inside of his body. And once it was in completely, he stopped. He looked around  the  quiet  department  store.  There  was  nothing  normal  about  what  he  was  doing. 

Everything  about  it  was  beyond  strange—perverted  and  crazed  even.  But  he  still  couldn’t  stop himself. The thrill was too great and the euphoria that was now pulsing between his legs was too strong.  He  let  a  long  sigh  out  and  then  he  said,  “You  fucking  cock  feels  so  nice  in  my  little asshole.”  He  started  to  bounce  up  and  down,  slowly  at  first.  He  kept  his  palms  planted  on  the plastic man’s strong chest. 

His  heart  stuttered  as  the  memory  of  Phil  and  Candy  suddenly  entered  into  his  mind.  He could still see Phil bent over, taking Candy’s impressive cock in his ass. And how did that start? 

Was that something Phil did all the time? Was that a fetish that was born from bored night shifts at that quiet mall? Was Terry seeing his own future when he looked into that storage room and saw that tranny prostitute fucking his old boss? 

And  did  this  mean  that  Terry  was  gay—or  maybe  just  bisexual?  He  didn’t  grab  a  female mannequin—he made a point of grabbing one with chiselled muscles and a rugged face—and not to  mention,  he  currently  had  an  entire  plastic  cock  in  his  ass.  Straight  men  don’t  stick  plastic cocks in their asses, do they? 

Terry pushed those thoughts away. He was just having fun, just indulging in a bit of a thrill. 

There was no deeper meaning behind any of it. It was just the naughtiest activity he could think of.  So  he  kept  bouncing.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  clenched  his  butthole.  The  cock  was  pressing right into his sweet spot, making his legs tremble. He let a long moan out from his lips and then he started bouncing faster. He opened his eyes and looked down to see that his cock was erect and throbbing hard. He was tempted to grab it and jerk it off, but he resisted the urge. He wanted

to see if he could come without touching himself, like he did when Erin fingered his asshole with three  whole  fingers.  He  bounced  even  faster.  The  bed  shook  and  creaked.  Terry’s  legs  were trembling  hard  now.  His  heart  was  fluttering  between  his  gut  and  his  throat.  He  couldn’t  stop himself from moaning. He couldn’t stop himself from squirming. 

“Oh fuck!” he groaned, and then he opened his eyes to watch as his erection spewed warm cum all over the mannequin’s ripped chest. He clenched and squirmed and moaned and trembled as blast after blast coated the mannequin’s torso. Then he stood up. The dildo left his ass with an unflattering slurp noise. Terry stumbled off of the bed. 

Then he heard a pattering and a sudden clank behind him. He spun around. One of the pans in the kitchen section was swaying gently in the darkness. “Who’s there?” Terry called out, his voice cracking slightly. He looked around with a pounding heart. He didn’t have his flashlight on him, but he did have his phone. He quickly opened up that baby monitor app and then he looked carefully at the monitors showing the Sears. He could see himself, standing in that dress and wig, but he couldn’t see anyone else on any camera. He carefully approached the kitchen section. He looked at that pan, which was no longer swaying, and he wondered if the swaying was just in his head.  Maybe  it  was—but  the  noise  definitely  wasn’t.  He  heard  something,  and  it  wasn’t something small like a mouse. 

He looked around again. “If someone is here, show yourself now, or I’m calling the cops,” he called  out.  Then  he  heard  another  clank  coming  from  the  other  end  of  the  store,  where  the powered down escalator was. He ran over, hoping to catch the culprit. He got to the top of the escalator and looked down. Maybe it was his eyes playing tricks on him, but he thought he saw a shadow fleeing towards the store exit. “Fuck!” Terry muttered under his breath. 

He had a decision to make: chase the potential invader or get that bed and himself cleaned up, in case he needed to call the police. He definitely couldn’t call the police with a full face of makeup, and an erect mannequin laying on a bed. But he couldn’t face a criminal in his current state either. He didn’t have his pepper spray or even his flashlight. He took a deep breath. 

He decided to follow the intruder. Maybe he wouldn’t be able to do anything if there was a confrontation,  but  maybe  his  presence  would  be  enough  to  scare  the  person  away  before  they could  steal  anything  of  significance—if  there  was  even  a  person  sneaking  around  in  that  mall, and not just a figment of Terry’s nervous imagination. 

CHAPTER IX

Terry stumbled out into the mall. The wide, dark corridor was dark and quiet. “Hello?” Terry called out. His voice echoed back at him as a cool draft crept up his exposed thighs. “The cops are on their way!” he shouted again. And the mall became silent again—but only for a moment. 

Then, he heard the sound of a snicker. It came from far down the hall, but he could hear it with crystal clarity. When those hallways were empty, sound could travel effortlessly from one end of the mall to the other. 

“Shit, shit, shit,” Terry muttered under his breath. 

He rushed over to the back hallway, and then up the stairs to the security room. He grabbed his flashlight and then he turned his gaze to the monitors. He scanned the many screens carefully, looking for movement. He was just about to turn away when he saw a still figure in front of one of the stores. The person seemed to be fumbling with the lock on the gate. Were they picking the lock, or did they have a key? 

Terry’s heart sunk deep down into his stomach. He had to stop the person, even if it would be terribly humiliating. He could catch the culprit and then let them go with a warning—as long as they promised not to say anything about what they saw: Terry all dolled up fucking a mannequin like  a  complete  psychopath.  He  grabbed  a  pair  of  handcuffs  off  the  desk  before  leaving  the office. 

He crept down the stairs and started towards the store that was being broken into. He stayed close to the wall as he made his way towards the main corridor. He poked his head out and saw that the gate was unlocked but closed, as if the culprit snuck inside, hoping not to be seen. 

Terry  quietly  darted  across  the  corridor  and  gently  pressed  his  back  against  the  wall.  He sidled  up  to  the  gate  and,  as  quietly  as  he  could,  pulled  the  gate  open—just  enough  so  that  he could fit through. He kept his flashlight off as he ducked down and hurried towards a tall rack of clothing.  He  took  a  deep  breath  and  scanned  the  room  from  behind  his  clothing  barricade.  He was about to move towards the next clothing rack when a pair of arms wrapped around him and tackled him to the ground. 

“Get off of me!” he cried, squirming. 

“I’m going to fuck you in the ass!” said a deep voice—but it was a strange deep voice, as if the  person  was  straining  to  make  their  voice  deep.  The  criminal  tried  to  pin  Terry’s  arms,  but Terry managed to overpower the person, tossing him over and then rolling on top of him. And that’s when he realized he was wrestling with Erin. “Erin?” he said with a heart that was on the verge of cardiac arrest. “What the hell are you doing here?” 

“Surprise,” she said with a big smile. 

“How did you get in here? Are you mad?” 

She  laughed.  “The  other  day  before  I  left  I  unlocked  a  window  in  the  loading  bay.  I  can’t believe no one came around and locked it. Though I scraped my arm pretty good while crawling through.” 

Terry tried to get up but Erin held him down, wrapping her arms around him and grabbing his ass with both hands. “I like your outfit,” she said. “I had a feeling you were going to try on a few more dresses after I left. I could see in your eyes that you liked it.” 

“I don’t like it,” Terry said as his cheeks became hot. 

“So  what’s  this  then?  Are  you  punishing  yourself  for  something?”  She  giggled,  and  Terry had no response. His whole face was hot now. He wriggled his body until he broke free from her grasp, and then he hopped up to his feet. 

“You shouldn’t be in here. I can get in a lot of trouble,” he said. 

“Oh, c’mon. I thought we were over this whole paranoid thing. I’m not stealing or breaking anything. We’re just having fun. You’re the one wearing a two thousand dollar dress. I have a feeling that’s against your little security boy rulebook.” 

Terry bit down on his tongue. He straightened his dress and took a deep breath. “So I kind of like the feeling of it. So what?” he said. 

She laughed. “So nothing. I already told you that I think you look good in a dress.” 

“You think this is funny?” he asked. “It’s not a big deal.” 

“You’re the one making it a big deal,” she said. “Now get over it and let’s try on some more stuff.  Maybe  we  can  go  over  to  Sears  and  have  a  bit  of  fun  on  the  beds  again.”  She  winked, making Terry’s stomach turn. He’d already forgotten about that embarrassing incident. She must have seen everything: the mannequin, the strap-on, the bouncing, and probably the sucking too. 

“I was just fooling around,” Terry said. 

“With what?” 

“You know what. I was just… bored. People do weird things when they’re bored.” 

“I  don’t  know  what  you’re  talking  about,  beautiful.”  And  she  was  keeping  a  surprisingly straight face. 

“I know you were watching me up in the Sears.” 

“I think you’re losing your mind with all these lonely nights,” she said. “Now c’mon, let’s go fool  around.  I’m  feeling  frisky  and  those  pretty  legs  of  yours  aren’t  helping.”  She  grabbed  his hand, but he didn’t budge. His heart stuttered as he looked into her eyes, trying to figure out if she was telling the truth. “What is it?” 

“You really weren’t watching me up there?” 

She stared back with narrowed eyes. “Now you’re starting to freak me out. Up where? What are you talking about?” 

Terry’s legs began to tremble. He knew that someone had been up in that Sears with him, and if it wasn’t Erin, then who was it? Could it have just been a breeze, with a little help from his imagination?  Maybe  he  heard  the  distant  echo  of  Erin  slipping  in  through  the  loading  bay window—but that was nearly half a kilometer away, on the opposite end of the mall. How could that be true? And how could a draft make a pan sway, but just one single pan? 

“Terry? You okay?” she said. 

“I’m  fine.  I  just—I  think  we  should  just  fool  around  down  here.  Let’s  not  go  up  to  those

beds.” He didn’t want her to see the mannequin if it was true that she hadn’t already seen it. 

She smiled  and  put her  hands  on his  shoulders.  “But  the floor  is  so hard,  and  it’s  probably dirty. Let’s at least go find a couch. I think I saw a display downstairs at Sears—or is Sears just off limits for you tonight?” 

Terry  forced  a  smile.  “The  couches  are  fine.”  So  they  started  towards  that  couch  display. 

Terry took out his flashlight and carefully scanned each store along the way. 

“Looking for something?” she asked with a chuckle. 

“Just looking,” he said. 

“You know, it would turn me on if you talking with a proper lady voice. Your manly voice keeps taking me out of my headspace.” 

Terry cleared his throat. He looked around again to make sure no one was watching, and then he  used  his  best  female  voice  to  say,  “How  does  this  sound?”  He  felt  his  face  turning  red.  He didn’t know why he was playing along, and he definitely didn’t know why he was enjoying it. At least Erin seemed to like it. Maybe she was secretly a lesbian or a bisexual. Or maybe she just had an unusual idea of fun. 

They arrived at the couches. Erin threw herself down on her back and said, “Undress me and then fuck me. I would give you a handy, but now I know that you’re a premature ejaculator.” She laughed.  “I’m  just  kidding—but  seriously.  Undress  me  and  then  fuck  me—and  leave  the  dress on.  I  want  to  feel  it  rubbing  against  my  naked  skin.”  Now  her  cheeks  were  red  as  she  bit  her bottom lip. 

Terry yanked off her skirt and then he pulled down her panties, revealing that shaved pussy. 

He  ran  his  fingers  up  her  plump  lips,  eliciting  a  soft  moan,  and  then  he  took  her  sweater  and pulled it up and over her head, revealing those bra-free titties that looked so perfect on her chest. 

He grabbed her nipples and gently squeezed them, pulling them slightly to make them especially erect. “I’m already wet,” she said. Her voice was hardly more than a whimper. Her whole face was red now. The sight of Terry in drag really aroused her. 

Terry sunk down and licked the length of her slit, eliciting another soft moan from her lips. 

Using his hands, he spread her open and took a good look inside of her. A dribble of clear fluid ran  out,  as  if  to  invite  him  inside.  He  bent  forward  and  licked  it  up,  tasting  her  sweet  nectar. 

“Please just fuck me. I’m so fucking horny,” she said. 

So  he  hiked  up  his  skirt  and  slipped  his  erection  out  from  his  panties.  He  gave  it  a  few strokes, making sure it was as hard as it could be, and then he pressed it against that damp hole. 

She  groaned  and  rolled  her  head  from  side  to  side.  Terry  had  never  made  a  woman  so  horny before. Usually girls closed their eyes, and Terry assumed they were imagining better men: men with bigger muscles and handsome faces—but Erin was staring right into Terry’s eyes, looking down his body occasionally, and she was more aroused than any girl Terry had ever seen. It felt good. He felt sexy. 

He  pushed  his  cock  into  her  warm  pussy.  She  clenched  tight  and  then  she  released,  letting him sink in completely, stuffing her little hole. “Oh God,” she groaned as her fingernails dug into the couch’s upholstery. 

Terry  couldn’t  keep  his  eyes  off  of  her.  And  she  couldn’t  keep  her  eyes  off  of  him.  She

reached  up  and  sunk  her  fingers  into  his  blonde  hair.  Then  she  had  an  orgasm.  She  ran  her fingers  down  to  where  his  breasts  should  have  been.  She  had  another  small  orgasm.  Then  she brought her hands around to his ass. She stuck one of her fingers into his asshole and then she said, “You’re so beautiful.” Then she had another orgasm. 

And for the second time in an hour, Terry came. He filled her pussy with his hot load before falling  on  top  of  her.  He  took  a  deep  breath,  feeling  her  soft  breasts  pressed  against  his  chest. 

Erin nestled her face against his neck. She took a deep breath in. “I think we need to find you a nice perfume.” 

“That sounds good to me,” he said. 

“Don’t move,” a male voice said. 

Terry  looked  over  at  the  same  time  as  Erin.  He  could  feel  her  heart  suddenly  pounding against his. About twenty feet away, Phil was standing with a gun in one hand and a cellphone in the  other.  The  cellphone  was  pointed  right  at  Terry  and  his  date,  as  if  he  had  just  finished recording their whole romp. “Phil?” Terry said. 

“I said don’t move,” he said, “or I will shoot—believe me! I’ll do it!” He took a step forward. 

It  was  hard  to  make  out  his  face  in  that  dark  room,  but  Terry  could  see  that  his  hands  were trembling. “I’m serious! I’ll shoot! I should shoot anyway. I should just end your life after what you did to me.” 

“Terry—who is that?” Erin said. Her voice was quiet and trembling. 

“Shut up!” said Phil, thrusting his gun forward in a threatening motion. “I’m trying to think of a reason not to shoot. This isn’t my gun. I can wipe the prints off and then just leave it here. 

No  one  could  possibly  know  that  it  was  me.  And  you  really  do  deserve  it  for  ruining  my  life. 

You know that I’m a sex offender now? I’m on a list with all of the paedophiles. I’ll never be able  to  get  a  job  again  in  my  life.  I  had  to  pay  a  massive  fine,  and  the  mall  is  suing  me  for everything  I’ve  got.  I’m  as  good  as  dead.  Hell,  maybe  after  I  kill  you,  I’ll  go  ahead  and  kill myself.” His hands were seriously trembling now. He was trying to control his breathing, but he was doing a terrible job. 

“I didn’t mean to get you fired, Phil. I just didn’t know what to do,” said Terry. “I saw that girl taking all of that stuff, and I couldn’t think of any other way to stop her. I thought you would play along with it—pretend like you were trying to apprehend her. Why didn’t you play along?” 

“The cops came in and saw me holding all that stuff. What could I say? That I was trying to put it away? You really are a stupid, little idiot. And look at you—now you’re the one stealing. 

You think you’re better than me? Look at you, all dolled up. You look good—I have to admit. I would  hire  you  if  you  put  yourself  up  for  hire.”  He  licked  his  lips,  making  a  cold  tingle  travel quickly down Terry’s spine. “You look good, but it will still be embarrassing when the cops find you dressed up. What will your family think? What will your parents think when they find out their son was just a cross-dressing criminal?” 

“Please don’t shoot that gun, Phil. You’re better than this,” said Terry. 

“I had a feeling you were up to no good. And then I drive by and see you running around in lingerie like a little slut. I tried to get a video—I could have had you fired already. But it doesn’t matter. I’ve got you now. Now the only question is, do I get you fired and slapped on the same paedophile list as me, or do I kill you for ruining my life?” 

“Please don’t kill us,” Erin said. 

“Shut up, slut,” Phil said. 

Terry took a deep breath. He closed his eyes and waited for his life to end. He could tell that Phil wasn’t just threatening—he was there on a mission, and that mission was to end Terry’s life. 

So why wasn’t he doing it? Did he not want to kill Erin as well? Was he trying to figure out how to deal with both of them? Or was there another reason he wasn’t pulling that trigger? 

Terry opened one of his eyes and saw that Phil was still standing with that gun drawn, still trembling with his finger over the trigger. “Just do it!” Terry said. 

“I’m going to!” Phil yelled. But he still wasn’t pressing that trigger. 

“Do it then!” 

Phil closed his eyes. His face became red. Then suddenly, he started crying. He lowered the gun and then he stumbled back onto one of the nearby sofa chairs. He planted his face into his hands  while  Erin  slipped  out  from  underneath  Terry.  She  carefully  ran  off  to  call  for  help, leaving Terry to deal with Phil. 

Terry stood up slowly. “It’s okay, buddy. Just tell me what’s going on.” 

“I can’t kill you,” he said. “I know you didn’t mean to get me fired. It’s not your fault that I screwed up. Now my life is ruined.” 

“Your  life  isn’t  ruined,  Phil.  It  will  be  harder  to  get  a  job,  but  you’ll  manage  to  find something. People on those lists find work all the time. It’s just going to be harder—that’s all.” 

“And then there’s the lawsuit. They’re going to take all of my money,” he said. 

“So you’ll have to start fresh. Think of it as an opportunity. You spent the last twenty years here—now you’re free to do something completely different. You can become a whole different person.” 

Then Phil looked up. His eyes were glowing. His lips parted but no words came out. 

“What is it?” Terry asked. 

“I—I want to be like you,” he said. 

“Like me?” Terry asked. 

“I want to be a girl. I want to be pretty. I always wanted to put on dresses, but I was always too afraid someone would see me.” 

Terry nodded his head slowly. “Who cares if anyone sees you? It’s none of their business.” 

He stared at Terry for a moment before cracking a smile. “You’re right,” he said. He slowly stood up. Then he reached for the gun. He lifted it up, making Terry flinch. He slipped it into the waistband of his jeans. 

“You should get out of here before the cops come,” Terry said. 

“You won’t have time to get changed,” Phil said. 

Terry  laughed.  “That’s  fine,”  he  said.  “So  they  might  think  that  I’m  a  girl,  or  they’ll  think that I’m a tranny—it doesn’t make a difference. They’ll go on with their day and I’ll go on with mine.” 

Phil  nodded  his  head  slowly.  “In  just  a  few  weeks,  you  managed  to  do  what  I  couldn’t  in twenty  years,”  he  said  with  his  glowing  eyes.  Then  he  turned  and  ran  off.  Instead  of  using  the few  minutes  he  had  to  get  changed,  Terry  started  cleaning  up,  making  it  look  like  there  was never any scuffle. 

The cops pulled up to the Sears door. Terry took a deep breath and then he walked out, in his wig and makeup and dress. “False alarm, officers,” he said, holding up his security badge. “Just a really big rat.” 

The officers stared at him with blank looks. They looked at one another then back at Terry. 

“You sure everything’s fine, miss?” one of them asked. 

“It’s all good. Thank you for coming so quickly.” 

“Alright.  Be  careful  now.  A  pretty  girl  like  you  shouldn’t  be  running  around  at  night  in  a pretty dress like that. There are some real creeps around here.” 

Terry smiled. He felt his cheeks turning red as he bit his bottom lip. One of the officers was checking  him  out.  He  turned  to  go  back  into  the  mall,  and  then  he  looked  back  quickly  before stepping  through  the  door.  He  watched  as  the  officers  quickly  darted  their  gazes  away  from Terry’s bum. He was flattered, with a giant smile on his face. 

Erin was waiting for him inside. She was holding the purple strap-on, with a big grin on her face. “I found this on a mannequin upstairs. You feeling up for another round?” She waved the plastic cock, making it sway. 

“Okay,  but  let’s  be  quick,”  Terry  said.  His  cock  was  already  getting  hard  at  the  thought  of being  stuffed.  He  realized  in  that  moment  that  he  had  the  best  job  in  the  entire  world,  and  the best girlfriend he could ever wish for. 
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