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––––––––

The mall car park was empty as we pulled into it. Which wasn’t surprising since it was late at night and everywhere except bars and nightclubs were closed. I wasn’t sure why Gina had brought us here, just that she apparently needed something from the store she was the manager of.

I’d met Gina at college and just seemed to get on; nothing romantic in it, just the same wacky sense of humour, sort of like a brother-sister thing. After the economy tanked and family stuff happened and our courses failed to live up to their advertisements we went back to our respective cities, but kept in touch via the web. Things hadn’t worked out for me and Gina suggested I stay with her while looking for a job. Maybe a new city would kickstart something. She was very clear that this was purely a friend helping out an old friend and nothing would come of it. She’d never mentioned having a boyfriend, or significant other. Wanting to change my life around I agreed

I’m not too sure when she suspected I was into female clothes. I don’t recall an instance of her arriving back home and finding me in a dress and heels. Maybe it was my insistence of helping out by doing the laundry? Keeping my kink quiet wasn’t helped by the corporate outfit she had to wear – black heels, knee-length cream pencil skirt, dark red silky blouse, cream silk scarf. I swore I had a hard-on each time she left for work and came back afterwards. 

One evening I was pre-soaking her bras and panties and felt a strange tingle on the back of my neck. I turned round and saw her wearing her uniform, hand on hip, sleek black hair in a ponytail, leaning against the doorway watching me. I hadn’t heard her come back after working at the store.

I might have gotten away with it if I hadn’t felt a volcano-like blush explode on my face and started stammering like a teenage boy experiencing hormones for the first time.

“Hi?” I squeaked at her.

“Coffee?” she asked, giving me a cool look.

Quickly I cleared my throat, “Um... er... um... yeah. Er... thanks.”

I’m pretty sure my voice sounded nearly normal towards the end.

She turned her back on me and I watched her cream pencil skirt sway towards the kitchen. Did she guess? What was going to happen now?

I took some deep breaths and rinsed my hands (I found rubber gloves just didn’t give the necessary tactile feeling when dealing with delicates).

Walking into the kitchen I saw her sitting at the table with her legs crossed, sipping her own coffee, facing me with the same look on her face. My mug was in front of an empty chair.

“Um... thanks,” I eloquently said, and sat down.

“You like clothes?” she asked, raising a perfect eyebrow.

“Sure, jeans, shirts, better than nothing, hahaha.” I gave a laugh that fell to the floor and died.

“I meant female clothes. Skirts, dresses... lingerie.”

“What? No! Jeans, and stuff. Skirts? No. Just no.”

I had to convince her or she’d probably throw me out!

She took another sip, giving me a calculating look at me over the top of her mug.

After a sip she said, “We get all sorts in the store.”

“Oh?”

“You can easily tell who’s going to be wearing the lingerie later.”

My mind decided to have a break.

“Uh huh?”

“Yeah, me and the girls have a giggle about it afterwards.”

My heart rate started to rise. She had guessed! I may as well start clearing my room.

“How you doing with the job search?”

She knew how badly it was going. And it sounded like she was getting ready to kick me out.

“So so. Hoping for some replies tomorrow.”

She sat back, her blouse stretching slightly over her breasts. My swelling dick began a kamikaze dive against my jeans trying to get towards them. 

Then she leant forwards, her eyes looking deeply into mine, and rested her left arm on the table. “ Feel it.”

“Sorry?”

She did something to her voice, mellowing it, “Feel the material. It’s so soft, I feel so feminine wearing it.”

I froze in place, gripping my mug like it would suddenly be yanked out of my hand, and tried to think of anything else. Anything except the feeling of the soft, silky material.

“Have you tried my blouse on?”

“What? No!” I cried, jerking back and nearly spilling my coffee. (I’d thought about it but knew it was the wrong size for me anyway).

She quietly looked at me, her arm still on the table offering me to feel the material.

I put my mug down as if I didn’t it would just spill everywhere. Carefully I reached out to feel the dark red material. As if she were a cat just waiting for a mouse to show its nose round the corner she moved her arm towards her out of my reach.

Confused I looked up into her smiling face.

“You are!”

What? Oh, shit.

“No! You said I should!”

“Wow. Are you wearing panties now?”

“No!”

“Go on, show me.”

“No!”

I quickly got up and she almost did a spit-take at seeing my tented jeans, my dick pushing painfully at the material.

“Oh. My. God! Do you wear dresses when I’m not here? Hopefully not my dresses, they wouldn’t fit. You been through my wardrobe?”

I couldn’t take it anymore, my life was in ruins, my second chance up in flames.

“Look, shut up! I don’t want to talk about it! Just tell me to fuck off and I’ll go!”

I turned to leave and head back to start packing.

“Wait! Robert! I’m sorry!” I heard her get up from the table and hurry after me. “I’m sorry! It’s just... something I never expected.” 

My door was just ahead of me. I was desperate for whatever comfort I could get from hiding behind it.

“Please. I don’t want you to go. I’m sorry.”

I felt her hand grab my arm and tried to shake it off but her grip was too strong. Before I knew it she’d pulled me into her arms and was hugging me tightly. Hot tears ran down my cheeks as a perfect storm of emotions filled my head.

She whispered, “I’m sorry.”

We stood there for what felt like an eternity, tears spilling from my eyes, my nose running as well. Eventually I calmed down. 

She leant back to look at me. “I’m sorry.”

Not trusting myself to speak I nodded. Thankfully my dick had learnt its lesson and was shrinking back to its non-erect size.

“I think I know how to help you.”

I queried her with a look.

“Let’s get you cleaned up first, though.”

Taking my hand she led me back to the kitchen and sat me down. While she grabbed some kitchen towel I took a sip of my lukewarm coffee to wet my dry mouth. Standing over me she wiped the tears from my face and said, “Blow,” holding some up to my nose. I did as I was told and she quickly binned the results.

I cleared my throat and croaked, “You said you knew how to help me?”

“Yeah, but I need to get something from the store first.”

“Ok. I’ll er, watch TV, or something.”

She shook her head, “No, I don’t want to leave you like this. We’ll go together so I can keep an eye on you.”

She put her leather jacket back on over her work outfit, grabbed her caramel leather bag and locked up behind us after I’d put my own jacket on. Still slightly emotional I got in her car.

~

At the mall we walked past the main large entrance round to a small metal door, where she hunted around in her shoulder bag for the keys. I guess the people that ran the other shops didn’t want the main entrance opened.

“Is this ok?” I asked. “Wont people wonder what’s going on?”

“See that?” She indicated a round black hemisphere at an angle to us high up on the wall. “Security camera. I know the guy on duty. He’ll just think I’ve forgotten something.”

“But what about me? Wont he think I’m forcing you to come here so I can rob the store?”

She turned her back to me, faced the camera and did some movements with her hands. “I just told him I’m ok and he’s not to worry.”

“Oh, ok.”

She unlocked the door and I gave the camera a smile and friendly wave as I followed her in.

The door automatically locked as she pulled it shut behind us, the sharp sound echoing strangely in the empty mall.

The place felt like it was a church and that we were trespassing. Only the nightlights were on which gave it an eerie feel as there was so much darkness.

“Isn’t it cool?” she asked, her heels clicking on the stone flooring.

“Er, yeah,” I whispered, not wanting to speak normally in case I disturbed a spirit or something spooky doing some window shopping.

Faint cooked food smells came from the food hall reminding me that I should have sorted dinner out for us, before all of this started. Maybe we could sneak into the pizza place and get one to go when we left? I could leave some money for them?

We walked past silent water features and flower displays and strangely-shaped things I took to be statues until Gina stopped outside the store she ran. To be honest I never knew how large it was as I’d never visited her at work. I didn’t want to impose on her time, I also knew what she was like at college if she was interrupted.

Faint lights shone down onto the window mannequin displays. From what I saw I guessed it catered for early twenties upward, those wanting a bit more sophistication than just leggings and tees.

The sound of the metal door shutter rising startled me, its noise loud in the hushed silence. I looked around and saw more of the black security hemisphere cameras
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