

I grew up a normal boy, in a normal household. My Mum kept the house while Dad went out to work. I have an older sister by 4 years, who i get on with really well.


Life was just about as average as you could get, nothing spectacular, and totally ordinary.


My sister left school at 16, deciding that Uni was never going to be for her, and started work in varying places before settling into work at a ladies clothing boutique shop on our local high street, where she went from floor staff to being the manager within the first two years.


When I reached 16, I too didn't fancy Uni, and I left school with just a bunch of GCSEs. I looked for work, but a small town like mine had little in the way of employment opportunities.


After a couple of months of looking, I still hadn't landed a job, and I was getting frustrated. 


I told my sister how this was getting me down, so she suggested that she would see how I would be working for her in the shop.


I started work on the Monday the following week. I started by just being shop floor staff, and I thought things were going well. I was pleasant to the customers, efficient with my duties and worked hard.


On the Friday that week, my sister sat me down. Her face said everything. Things hadn't gone as well as I had thought.


"There have been complaints" she said. "Some of the clients don't like being served by a young man. They are going to shop elsewhere. I can't let that happen, so I am going to have to let you go, sorry."


I was devastated. She drove me home, and we went in, and she knew how upset I was.


She went to work the following day, while I stayed at home, feeling really down.


My sister came home that evening, and said that she had been doing a lot of thinking. There may be a solution, and I may or may not like it.


"How would you feel if I said you could continue working at the shop?" she asked. Naturally I said "Yes". 


"As you know, the clients don't like being served by a young man, so, here is the solution!", handing me a bag from the shop. 


I looked in, to find a white blouse, a black pencil skirt, a pair of ballet pumps in my size, and a pair of black opaque tights.


"WHAT??? NO WAY" I said, dropping the bag at her feet, and storming off. 


I went to my room, stunned at what she suggested. 


An hour went by, and I thought how she really was trying to help, and that I was being ungrateful, so I went to her room, knocked sheepishly.


She let me in, and I apologised for being angry. 


The bag was still as it was, so I said, "Ok, lets see what they're like!" 


She took everything out of the bag, putting everything on the bed. "Start with these" she said, taking the tights out of the packet. 


I went to my room to put them on, and when I did, I was surprised at how soft and silky they felt. There was a lovely gloss to them that was being highlighted by the light in my room.


I went to show my sister, and she looked at me, and laughed. I had no concept of what to do with my boy parts, and they were clearly on show! "You will need to do something with that!! Tuck it under or something!"


She had got a bra out for me, one of hers. She handed it to me, and helped me put it on, and stuffed it with a couple of pairs of rolled up tights.


I put the blouse on, slipped into the skirt, and thought, "This isn't too bad!"


I tried the shoes that she had brought, and they fitted just fine, and were comfortable to walk in.


"So, what do you think?" She said. I was quite comfortable, and said "Yes, I think they are OK"


"Let me do something with your face though!" She said, giggling a little.


An hour of hair styling and make up later, and she was finished. I stood up, and looked in the full length mirror on the back of her bedroom door.


OH MY GOODNESS! I really looked like a young woman! I had shape where i didn't have before, and looked like my sister!


My sister said "Sundays are always quieter in the shop. Come in with me tomorrow and see how you get on!" agreeing that she would do my hair and makeup again in the morning.


I agreed and went to my room, got undressed, but kept the tights on a little longer.


They felt amazing, and I loved how they felt as my legs rubbed together. I then felt hugely turned on, and had to masturbate.


I went to bed, excited as to what might follow the day after.
 

I woke up early on the Sunday morning. I couldn't really sleep anyway. I was nervous, and weirdly excited about the day ahead.


I was lucky to be a fairly late developer. Facial hair was minimal at the time, and there was not much body hair to write home about.


I showered, put on a robe, and went to my sister's room. She was already up, and was part way ready. 


"Good morning, are you ready for your makeover?", she said with a huge smile.


I sat at her dressing table, and we chatted while she did my make up and hair again. It felt strange, like I was bonding with my sister on a new level.


When she finished, I looked in the mirror to see a beautiful girl looking back at me. My eyes sparkled, and I couldn't help but bat my eyelashes and pout my cherry red lips. She giggled, spotting what I was doing. "You are so cute!" she said. "I always wanted a sister, and now here you are!"


Time was pressing on, so I went to my room to get ready.


I put on a pair of briefs, boy's ones that I wore underneath my shorts for playing sports. I remembered what my sister had said, and figured out that if I tucked my boy's bits underneath, and pulled the briefs up high, I could hold everything in quite well.


I slid my tights on, and then the sensations hit me again as I felt the smoothness of them as my legs rubbed together. I tried not to think about it, as I could feel myself getting hard again, and really didn't have the time.


I put her bra on, using the "fasten round the front and spin it round" technique, filling the cups with rolled up pairs of tights. 


I slipped into my skirt, put my blouse on and slid my feet into my ballet pumps. I was getting really nervous by now, and felt a knot in my stomach as I took hold of the bedroom door handle. Here I was, about to walk out onto the landing, dressed as a girl. I thought "It's for work, so why should I be nervous?" but the nervousness only got worse as I opened the door. My sister was outside my door waiting.


"You look fantastic!" she said, beaming. "You need to smell right too!" She said, spraying perfume onto my neck, and taking both wrists, spraying a little on each. "Let's go. You're ready,"


I was dreading walking dowstairs, and with every step, came more nerves as I got nearer the front door. She went out of the door first, and said, "Come on, there's nobody out here!"


I practically ran to the car, getting in and shutting the door as if I was being chased by a wild animal! My heart was pounding.


The drive to the shop was only about five minutes, and as we parked outside, I could see a few people already walking around, waiting for the other shops to open. "Nobody is gonna look at you, don't be nervous!" she said, in a warm, reassuring tone. "There's only you and I on until 12, and then Becky is in. You will be fine by then!"


I got out, followed her to the shop door, eager to get inside, but noticing a new sensation. There was a slight breeze that morning, and the feeling of it blowing around my legs was wonderful!


We went inside, and I did the usual thing of making a cup of tea for us both. I had stopped thinking so much about what I was dressed like, until I took my first sip, then looked at my lipstick mark on the cup. I don't know if it was nerves, but i started to giggle!


I did the walk around the shop, making sure everything was ready for opening. Every time I walked past a mirror, I had to stop for a second, and look in amazement at the girl that was staring back! I was feeling comfortable by now, and quite enjoyed it!


There was still half an hour before opening, so I was just walking around, getting used to the feeling of being dressed this way. I began to look at clothes on the displays. It was like i had noticed them for the first time! 


"Seen anything you like?" my sister chuckled, noticing that I was looking at a rack of little black dresses. I actually had done! Dare I tell her though? Surely I shouldn't be liking dresses! I am a boy! 


"Try one on if you want to!" she said, "We're not open for ages yet!".


I blushed, and she knew what was going on in my mind. She was virtually telling me to, and I really wanted to, so I asked her what size I should take?


She took a size 12 dress from the rack, saying "This will fit you no problem!". I took it to the changing room, and hurriedly got changed into it, zipping it up at the side.


I was stunned! It looked amazing, and I looked like the kind of woman I glared at in glossy magazines!


"Are you gonna show me?" my sister shouted. I walked out. "WOW! Hello babe!" she exclaimed. "You can't wear flats with that! Come here!", grabbing my hand and dragging me to the shoe section.


"Size 6 right? Here!" she said, handing me a pair of wedge heeled shoes. "These are really easy to walk in for a first timer!"


I took my ballet pumps off, and put the heels on. I felt so tall! They were surprisingly comfortable, and i was able to walk without too much wobbling. 


I walked over to one of the mirrors, and looked at myself.


The dress fitted perfectly. My tights glistened in the bright shop lighting. The shoes made my legs look like my sister's legs, and my bum was pushed outwards. 


I felt incredibly turned on, and said that i needed to go to the toilet. "Be quick, we open in 10 minutes!" she said.


I went to the toilet, took my tights down, took my hard cock out and masturbated. I was so turned on that i was off in seconds! 


I heard her shouting, "Get out of that dress and back into your work clothes!"


I cleaned up, tucked myself in again, pulled my tights up and went back to the changing room. I changed back into the blouse and skirt, put the flat shoes back on, and put the dress back on the rack.


It was 11 o'clock, and it was shop opening time.......
 

My nerves started to return as my sister opened the shop door. My heart pounded, my breathing became heavy, and I started to shake.


She came over to me, took me by the hand. "You look great. Just do what you have been doing all week, be confident and nobody will look twice at you!" she said in a warm, confidence inspiring tone. She went into the back of the shop, leaving me stood alone.


Moments later, the door was opened by a very attractive lady in her 40's, great figure, elegant, clearly well off. 


I noticed she was wearing a smart skirt suit, nude coloured heels and tan coloured tights with a beautiful shine to them.


Then it hit me! Why was I noticing this? Why was I now looking at what she was wearing? I usually look at attractive women by going "Face, breasts, bum" in that order. But now, I am looking just as much at what she was dressed in. I was confusing myself!


I stayed around the checkout desk while the lady browsed around. I saw her take a dress from one of the racks and go to the fitting room.


A few minutes later, I heard "Young lady, can you help me?". She was calling to ME! She thinks I am a girl!


My heart raced as I walked over to the fitting room. "Yes, how can I help you?" I said, trying to talk softly and not so boyish.


The curtain flung open. The lady was stood there, part way into the dress. "I am struggling with the zip. Be a dear and zip me up would you?" 


I smiled nervously. She turned around and I saw that the zip was almost totally undone. I could see most of her back. She had beautiful tanned skin, and was wearing a very expensive looking bra. 


I was shaking as I took hold of the zip, slowly zipping it all the way up.


"Thankyou dear, what do you think?" she asked. Well I was gobsmacked. Here I was in the presence of a fabulous looking woman, who I just helped to dress, who now wanted my opinion. "Very nice!" I said. She did a few twirls, looking at every angle. The dress looked amazing on her. Her figure really showed it off, and as I looked her up and down, I realised that she had no idea that I was having internal fantasies about her. She just let me stare at her, and didn't mind. This was great!


"I'll take it. Unzip me please!" she said, turning her back to me once more. I unzipped the dress all the way down to the bottom, and before I could shut the curtain, she dropped the dress to the floor. I couldn't help but stare at her as she stood there in her beautiful bra and knickers, gloss tights and high heels. She bent slightly to pick the dress up, and I looked down her bra at her heaving bosom. I was in heaven!


She handed the dress to me and shut the curtain over. I walked over to the checkout desk, where my sister had now stood. 


"How are you doing?" she whispered. "Fine. Really fine!" I replied.


The lady came out of the fitting room, came to the desk and paid, smiling at me as she did.


As she left, I watched her walking to the door, unable to take my eyes of her legs as the shop's lights made her tights shine even more.


As she left I asked my sister, "Do all tights shine like that?". I had never noticed until now, and was amazed at how they looked. "No, some do, some don't. Come here" she said, walking over to a display of tights and stockings. 


She picked out a pair of tan coloured tights that were called "High Gloss", opening them, pulling one of the legs over her arm. I could see the shine, and I felt the other leg. It felt like the softest silk, and I felt a rush of blood. "Try them" she said.


I took them, almost running with excitement, to the fitting room, I took my skirt off, took the opaque tights off and gently eased into the gloss tights. 


My legs looked just like the lady's legs, and as I ran my fingers up and down my thighs, they felt electric! I put my skirt back on, slipped my shoes back on and walked back out into the shop. As I walked, the sound of my legs rubbing together in these tights was like nothing I had ever heard, and the feeling was of sheer ecstasy!


"You are liking this aren't you!" my sister chuckled. I was! I was enjoying this more than a boy my age should! "Is it wrong to?" I asked her, looking for some reassurance. "Well, lets just say you are not the only boy who will be wearing girls clothes today. It's not unusual!"


I was shocked. "What do you mean?" I asked. My sister then went on to explain that some men come into the shop to buy clothes for themselves. They are called transvestites or crossdressers. She explained that they liked to dress in female clothes and look like women. I had never heard of this, and as I was enjoying wearing the clothes too, I asked her, "Am I a transvestite then?". "Maybe!" She laughed.


The shop door opened, and in walked Becky, the other girl who was working that day.


She walked past my sister and I, said "Hi!", went straight into the back of the shop, before coming back out and coming over to us. I knew Becky, as I had worked with her before. She was the same age as my sister - they went to school together, and she knew me from being a young boy. Did she recognise me NOW though?


"Hi, I'm Becky, what's your name?" She asked, putting her hand out to shake. I looked at my sister, who started to giggle, looked Becky in the eye, and then she realised who I was. "OH MY GOD!" she exclaimed. "I had no idea you were a transvestite!"


"Neither did I Becky, neither did I!".......
 

Becky was the kind of girl all the boys liked. Very good looking, shoulder length brunette hair, bit of a gym bunny which gave her a fantastically toned figure. I recall that at school, she was fairly flat chested, but now, seemed quite buxom, so I was pretty sure, without asking, that she had her boobs "done".


Having been comfortable around her through the week, I now found myself a little nervous stood in front of her, dressed the way I was.


"So, how long have you been dressing up?" she asked, still smiling like a Cheshire Cat. I explained how I came to be dressed like this, and how it was all my sister's idea.


"And how do you feel about it?" she said. I didn't know what to say. I was unsure whether I should tell her how I really felt - that I was REALLY enjoying it, and that dressing like a young woman was giving me such a thrill. I started to blush before I could answer, and began to hesitate. "Well you look like you are quite at home in a skirt, I am a bit jealous of your legs!"


I couldn't believe what I was hearing! She seemed absolutely fine with it, so deciding to be honest with her, with a bit of nervous confidence, I said to Becky, "I'm loving it!". "Well, looking as good as you do, you should be loving it, what have you got in there?" she asked, grabbing a feel of the bra I was wearing. 


They weren't particularly even, and the rolled up tights I was using as "breasts" were quite pathetic compared to Becky's beautifully shaped boobs.


Becky looked behind her, seeing that the shop was empty apart from the three of us. "I used to do that, until I found these", she remarked, as she reached underneath her top, fumbled for a second, before pulling her hand out, holding what looked like a large chicken breast. "They are silicone. I have never had tits, and can't afford implants, so use these!". She handed me one, then fumbled around, getting the second one out, handing it to me, saying "Give them a go, they will look better!"


I unbuttoned my blouse so I could get to my bra, took the tights out of the bra cups, and put these silicone breasts in. They were warm from Becky's body heat, and as I looked down, I was astounded at how I now had proper looking boobs. I went to one of the mirrors, and stared at myself. My new breasts looked amazing. I always liked nice breasts on a girl, and now I had some of my own! My sisters white satin bra that she had let me wear, now looked so much better now I had filled it properly too.


I felt myself getting hard, and as I squeezed the breast forms, they felt so real. They were Becky's boobs too, and the combination of how they looked, how they felt, and that they were hers, made me start to quiver. 


As I looked at myself head to toe, now a pretty girl, nice breasts that felt amazing, great legs that looked incredible as the lights picked up every hint of shine in my tights, and as I rubbed my thighs together to try and contain my erection, I could feel the electrifying silkiness of the tights, and the feeling was of pure ecstasy. I felt a sudden rush of blood, and knowing what was about to happen, I quickly walked towards the back room, but couldn't contain myself any further and I felt myself cum in my pants.


I practically ran to the toilet, and as I took my skirt off, took my tights down I saw the mess I had made in my boy briefs. It had seeped through to the gusset of my tights too, and using a bit of tissue, I was able to salvage the tights, but the briefs were too messed up. 


I cleaned myself up in the sink, and had no choice but to get rid of my boy briefs, putting them in a "feminine hygiene" bin. Now I didn't know what to do. I put my tights on again, tucking myself in as best I could, put the skirt back on and opened the toilet door slightly, peeping to see if Becky or my sister were in the back of the shop. I could hear them both in the shop, and it sounded like they were chatting, so I made my way into the stock area, looking to see if there was anything I could wear to replace my briefs.


I quickly fumbled through the knickers stock, looking for anything size 12 - remembering that my sister had said size 12 would fit me - and found a pair of white knickers, satin at the front, with delicate lace to the back.


Getting back to the toilet as quick as I could, I slipped out of my skirt and one leg of my tights, and put the knickers on. They felt so good! The satin front felt amazing as I tucked my cock in, and I checked in the mirror, to see how my bum looked in them. The delicate white lace made my bum look incredible, and just like a girl's.


My sister knocked at the door, "Are you OK? You've been ages and Becky wants her boobs back!"


"I'll be right out!" I said, quickly redressing, and taking the breast forms out. 


I went back out into the shop, Becky was stood with her arms folded, tapping her foot, saying sarcastically, "Are you finished with them now? Get your own next time, I'll show you where to get them from too!"


She put the breast forms back in, and her perfect bosom now returned! "Tell anybody about this, and I'll tell everyone what a sissy girl you are!" She laughed.


My sister told me they had been chatting and had decided to go for a drink after work, and told me I was coming too. 


"I can't go into a bar, I don't look old enough. I haven't even got a change of clothes to go out in", I said, knowing from bitter experience of being kicked out of a local pub, underage. "No, but you do look older as a young woman!" She winked.


"Oh, I see!", realising what she was suggesting. I was having so much fun, I agreed to go along with it. What have I got to lose? Everyone I knew was too young to go to bars, so there was no chance of me seeing anyone I knew. 


This was going to be interesting....
 

THE END
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