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I sank lower into the warm bathtub, the pink-tinted water enveloping my body like a scented embrace. The girly bath bomb my mother had chosen filled the air with a heavy cloud of cotton candy, sweet and powdery, clinging to every breath I took. Tiny bubbles popped softly against my skin as I lifted one leg out of the water, the pink razor catching the light with a glossy shimmer. I drew it slowly up my calf, the blade gliding with a gentle rasp that left behind skin so smooth it felt almost unreal, cool air immediately kissing the freshly shaved surface and raising faint goosebumps. I continued with careful, practiced strokes, shins, knees, thighs, then shifting to my armpits and forearms, each pass making my limbs feel softer, sleeker, and more delicate.

It was Mother’s Day again. Every year since my dad left, my mom had insisted on this, me spending the whole day as her daughter Samantha. Back then I hadn’t thought much of it; I actually liked how happy it made her, how her face would light up when I twirled in a dress or let her brush my hair. As I got older the feelings changed, the ritual seeming stranger, more humiliating, but she never let me stop. Whenever I tried to ask, her eyes would well up, her voice would sharpen with hurt and anger, and I’d cave like always. Now at twenty-one, I found myself wondering, not for the first time, how many more of these days I would have to endure.

Once every inch was smooth and hairless, I rose from the tub, water cascading down my body in fragrant rivulets that left shimmering trails on my skin. I reached for the fluffy pink towel and patted myself dry with slow, thorough presses, the plush fibers soaking up every drop and leaving me feeling lighter, softer, almost fragile. Then came the moisturizer: thick, creamy, and smelling of sweet sugar like the bath bomb. I squeezed a generous amount into my palm and smoothed it everywhere, my hands gliding over newly bare legs and arms, the lotion sinking in and leaving a silky sheen. A subtle sense of shame creeped in as I took in how pretty and delicate my body looked and smelled again, though it was also strangely refreshing, like taking a shower for the first time in days.

Without thinking I wrapped the towel around my chest, tucking the corner in securely just above where my breasts would soon be, the fabric hugging me in that unmistakably girlish way. I caught myself and paused, realizing my mom was in her own room getting ready and couldn’t see me. The girly drape probably wasn’t necessary… but it felt habitual, just part of the routine at this point. I left it as it was and padded barefoot down the hall to my room.

I let out a defeated sigh as I took in the sight of everything she had carefully laid out across my bed. I reached for the items with a touch of shame, my fingers brushing the cool, shiny fabric first. The hot pink satin panties were impossibly delicate, a tiny white bow perched sweetly at the front. Beside them lay the nude tucking tape. I let the towel drop to the floor, cool air brushing over my still-damp skin, and carefully applied the tape, tucking my manhood away until my front was snug and flat. Then I stepped into the panties, drawing the slick satin up my smooth legs. They settled low on my hips with a soft whisper, the fabric hugging me tightly, the back barely covering the curve of my ass and leaving most of it exposed. I looked down, the sight of my completely feminized crotch, smooth, bulge-less, undeniably girl-like, all too familiar.

I moved to the bed and picked up the two super realistic B-cup breast forms. They felt warm and lifelike in my hands, their skin-tone silicone matching mine exactly. I squeezed a thin line of glue along the back of each, the faint chemical scent cutting through the lingering bath and lotion aromas, then pressed them firmly to my chest. I held them there, arms crossed over them, feeling the adhesive slowly set while my thoughts drifted back.

I still remembered the first time my mom introduced them into the routine. The strange, heavy weight pulling on my chest had felt so foreign and embarrassing. She had taken me shopping at the mall with her friend Sue and Sue’s daughter Carly, who was also my age and in my class. Carly had teased me the entire time in that singsong, mocking voice that still rang in my head every time I thought back to it. At one point my mom and Sue wandered off, and Carly had dragged me into the arcade, threatening to tell everyone at school I was a sissy if I didn’t go flirt with the boy she pointed out. My heart had pounded so hard as I approached him and followed her instructions, batting my eyelashes demurely as I forced the words out, telling him I thought he was cute. I wanted to die a few moments later when he leaned in and kissed me on the lips, my first kiss ever being stolen by another guy. Even worse was an hour later when Carly excitedly squealed announcing to Sue and my mother, who was beaming with pride, that I had gotten my first kiss and that it was from a boy. My mom had actually looked thrilled, leaning in with bright eyes to ask if I’d gotten his phone number.

The memory still made my cheeks burn.

After several long minutes I tested the bond, slowly releasing my hands. The forms stayed perfectly in place, firm and blended seamlessly with my skin as if they had always been there. Just like my mother had taught me, I gave a little hop in place to make sure they were completely dry and settled. They bounced and jiggled realistically against my chest with a soft, fleshy motion that sent a fresh wave of heat rushing up my neck and across my face. I hated doing that.

Still flushed, I reached for the matching pink satin bra. The fabric was cool and slippery between my fingers, the little white bow nestled prettily between the cups. I slipped it on, hooking it behind my back with practiced ease. The straps settled gently on my shoulders, the cups cradling the forms snugly and lifting them into a soft, natural shape.

I turned to my desk, its surface packed full of makeup palettes, brushes, bottles, and other girly accessories I didn’t even want to look at right now. I grabbed the bottle of pink nail polish and an old white towel, then climbed onto my bed. The smooth satin of my panties slid against the comforter as I adjusted myself into position, the slick fabric gliding sensually with every small shift of my hips and ass. I tucked the towel carefully under my feet, settling in to paint my toes.

I dipped the small brush into the bottle of hot pink polish, the sharp chemical scent rising up immediately. With steady, practiced hands I started on my left big toe, drawing the brush in one smooth, even stroke from cuticle to tip. The cool, glossy lacquer spread perfectly, catching the light with a wet, shiny gleam. I moved to the next toe, then the next, the repetitive motion pulling me into a strange, quiet rhythm. My shoulders loosened as I worked, the familiar task letting a soft relaxation settle over me despite not wanting to do this. The polish felt precise and satisfying under my control, each nail transforming into a bright, pretty pop of color.

Every few toes my mind would snap back, reminding me that I was a grown man sitting here in satin lingerie and breast forms, carefully painting my toenails hot pink like it was the most normal thing in the world. The thought sent a brief, uncomfortable rush of shame in knowing that I was allowing this to happen again, but I pushed it down and kept going, the brush gliding expertly over the final nails until all ten gleamed wet and perfect.

I capped the bottle and stared at my feet for a long moment. They looked so undeniably girly now, slender, smooth, the bright pink nails shining like little candy drops against my soft skin. It felt strangely normal after all these years. I let another defeated little sigh slip from my lips as I set the polish aside.

I slid off the bed and walked over to my desk, the satin panties whispering against my thighs with every step. The padded stool felt cool and smooth beneath my barely covered ass as I sat down, the chill seeping through the thin fabric and making me shift slightly. Without thinking I crossed my legs in that instinctive, feminine way, one smooth thigh resting over the other.

I picked up the primer and began applying it with expert little dabs and sweeps, the lightweight formula smoothing over my skin and creating the perfect base. Next came the foundation, which I dotted on in small amounts before blending it seamlessly with a damp sponge. The full-coverage formula settled beautifully, giving my face that flawless, doll-like finish I knew looked cute on me, poreless, smooth, and delicately feminine. My face was already looking much more girl-like in the vanity mirror, softer and prettier.

I set the foundation aside and started to contour, blending the darker powder along my jawline and temples with a fluffy brush, sculpting the angles into something rounder and even more feminine.

As I worked the brush in gentle circles, my mind drifted back to my freshman year of college. I had finally worked up the courage to bring my first real girlfriend, Alyssa, home to meet my mom. We were sitting on the couch after the initial greetings when my stomach dropped, the pink “Samantha” scrapbook was sitting right there on the coffee table, impossible to miss. I’d suspected she left it out on purpose, though she’d sweetly denied it later. Of course, Alyssa eventually got curious and opened it, eyes lighting up with delight as my mom joined her on the couch, flipping through page after page of photos and gushing happily about our special little Mother’s Day tradition. Instead of the weekend I’d hoped for, losing my virginity to a girl who actually wanted me, I ended up spending it fully dressed as Samantha, modeling every girly outfit in my closet at Alyssa’s behest. As humiliating as it was, she seemed to love it, and I tried to tell myself it was fine, that I shouldn’t panic.

She did love it… just not in the way I would have hoped for. She broke up with me the moment we got back to campus. The real blow came afterward when she and her friends started insisting I help with their makeup and hair before nights out, sometimes going to the clubs, sometimes going on dates with guys. I couldn’t refuse, they all knew my secret and Alyssa had plenty of photos. It quickly escalated. Soon I was regularly transforming myself into Samantha, sitting there in dresses and heels while they gossiped excitedly about the guys they hoped to sleep with that night. I remained their emasculated, lipstick-wearing virgin cuckold throughout it all. Thankfully the sessions had become less frequent once they joined a sorority, though even this year, my junior year, there had been more than a handful of times I’d had to sneak away from my roommate, transform in a bathroom, and head over to the sorority house like some secret sissy on call.

I finished the contouring and dusted bright pink blush across the apples of my cheeks with soft, feathery strokes, blending it until they looked naturally flushed and pretty. Leaning closer to the mirror, I studied my reflection carefully. It was good, really good. My face already looked so feminine, rounder and smaller, the makeup enhancing every delicate feature until Samantha stared back at me.

I set the blush brush down and reached for my eyeshadow palette, taking a slow, steadying breath before I began my eye makeup.

I glanced at the clock, and it was already 5 PM. Mom had specifically told me to go for an evening look tonight, so I scanned my eyeshadow palette and chose a sultry mix of deep plums, shimmering pinks, and soft lavenders. Years of practice guided my hands as I began.

I swept the darker shades into the creases of my eyelids first, then layered the sparkling lighter tones across the lids, blending them outward with a soft brush until the colors melted seamlessly into one another. I checked both eyes in the mirror, tilting my head this way and that, making tiny adjustments until they were perfectly symmetrical: glamorous, smoky, and undeniably feminine. The process pulled me in. For a few minutes I almost felt like an artist, lost in the precision and beauty of it, the soft bristles dancing across my skin, the faint powdery scent of the makeup filling my nose.

Next came the eyeliner. I drew a crisp, winged line along my upper lashes, then a softer one underneath, the black pencil gliding smoothly. After that I curled my lashes and coated them heavily with dark mascara, each stroke lengthening and thickening them until they looked dramatic and fluttery. Then I picked up one of my lip liners, carefully overdrawing my lips just a touch to create a perfect Cupid’s bow. I filled them in with a soft pink lipstick, pressing my lips together to set the color, before topping everything with a very shiny, wet-looking pink lip gloss. The gloss felt slick and heavy, catching the light with every tiny movement of my mouth.

I leaned back and preened in the mirror, turning my face slowly from side to side under the soft vanity lights. My eyeshadow was stunning, a seductive blend of shimmering pink and lavender across the lids that deepened into rich plum and smoky purple in the outer corners, the colors sparkling subtly with every blink. The sharp black winged liner made my eyes look larger and more seductive, while the heavy coats of mascara turned my lashes into long, dramatic fans that brushed gently against my brow bone. My cheeks glowed with the bright pink blush, soft and flushed like a natural rosiness, and my lips looked plump and inviting, the overdrawn Cupid’s bow perfectly shaped and coated in that glossy, wet pink shine that caught every bit of light.

There wasn’t a single flaw. My makeup was perfect. Even without a wig, I already looked super pretty. The mirror reflected me from the chest up: two perky B-cup breasts nestled perfectly in the shiny pink satin bra, and above them, a beautifully made-up girl’s face framed by my boyish haircut. For a moment it troubled me deeply, how good I had become at this, how normal this had become, and most of all how much more attractive Samantha looked than Sam ever did. I knew it for a fact from all the times guys had hit on me when I was dressed up, and the very few times any girls had ever noticed plain old Sam. I tried to shove the thought away and focus on finishing up. We had to leave soon.

I reached into my desk drawer and pulled out a small box of press-on nails. They were bright pink with fine glitter, oval-shaped, and extended about a quarter inch beyond my natural nails, classic ultra-feminine mom choices. When I dressed up, I never got to wear anything normal or subtle. I applied a thin layer of glue to my first nail, then to the back of the false nail, pressed it firmly into place, and held it for a few seconds until it set. One by one I repeated the process, the sharp glue smell mixing with the sweet cosmetic scents around me.

As I worked, bitter thoughts surfaced. My mom really always picked the most girly, over-the-top things for me. And beyond that, the tradition had never really stayed limited to just Mother’s Day, especially when I was younger. I cringed inwardly remembering trick-or-treating as a ballerina, the way the tutu had swished and bounced around my pink tights with every step. I thought back to dressing as Cinderella during that Disney trip with Carly and Sue, the big blue gown and see-through slippers drawing compliments and requests for pictures the whole day. Then there was celebrating mom’s birthdays in elegant floor-length gowns. And worst of all were those beach days where I was dragged along in skimpy bikinis, the tiny triangles barely covering anything while I tried to hide my embarrassment laying face down on a towel the entire day. Of course, I would always leave with girly tan lines, a perfect excuse to have me spend many others days in the summer dressed as Samantha.

Once all ten nails were dry and securely in place, I thoughtlessly tapped them on the desk like I was playing a little piano melody. The delicate clicking sound snapped me back to reality. I held my hands up in front of me, turning them slowly. They looked so girly now: long, elegant, glittering pink and impossibly feminine.

I stood up from the stool and walked over to the bed to begin changing into my outfit. The difference hit me immediately. My long lashes batted at the top of my field of vision with every blink. The heavy, perky weight of my breasts bounced gently against the satin bra with each step. The long nails made my hands feel foreign and graceful as they swung lightly at my sides. Without even meaning to, my walk changed, there was a subtle sway in my hips, my posture straightened with a slight natural arch in my back, my steps became smaller and more delicate, and my wrists stayed limp, hands held elegantly in front of me. The transformation always seemed to reshape how I moved and how I carried myself, like I was subconsciously being pulled deeper into Samantha with every breath.

I picked up the dress from the bed, letting the soft, stretchy fabric unfold in my hands. It was a delicate pink lace mini dress covered in intricate floral embroidery, the material surprisingly lightweight yet textured with raised floral patterns that felt elegant and expensive against my fingertips. I held it up, studying the square neckline and the way it would hug my body. It was definitely very girly and a little sexy, but I felt a small sense of gratitude that my mother hadn’t chosen something ridiculously frilly or outright slutty like she had in past years.

I stepped into the dress and slowly pulled it up my smooth legs, the lace whispering and clinging gently to my thighs and hips as it rose. It settled high on my upper thighs, not scandalously short, but short enough to make me aware of every movement. The square neckline framed my chest, showing a tasteful hint of cleavage from the breast forms without being excessive. I adjusted the thin straps carefully over my pink satin bra straps, making sure they stayed hidden. Reaching behind me, I grasped the zipper and tugged it upward, my long glittery nails making the motion clumsy for a few frustrating seconds before I finally managed to pull it all the way up.

I sat down elegantly on the edge of the bed, smoothing the lace beneath me, and reached for one of the pink heels. They were stunning, shiny pink satin with a clear strap that would sit just below my toes, tall stiletto heels, and delicate ankle straps adorned with big satin bows and dainty pearl chains. I slipped my foot into the first one, the clear strap settling snugly over my hot-pink painted toes while the heel lifted me dramatically, four or five inches at least. The fit was tight and secure once I fastened the ankle strap. I repeated the process with the other foot, the second heel clicking into place with the same elevating effect.

When I stood up, the change in posture hit me instantly. These were some of the highest heels I’d worn in a long time, and after months without practice I felt momentarily thrown off balance, my body tilting forward. But years of experience took over. After a few careful, wobbly steps I found my dainty rhythm again: tiny steps with one foot placed directly in front of the other, hips swaying fluidly, back arched to push my butt and breasts forward, elbows pinned close to my sides while my wrists hung gracefully with every movement. The long nails, heavy breasts, and towering heels worked together to make me mince in an undeniably feminine way as I walked back to the vanity.

I smoothed the lace skirt beneath me as I carefully lowered myself onto the stool and crossed my legs again, the dress riding up slightly against my smooth thighs. I rummaged through my jewelry box and slipped on a pair of silver hoop earrings, the cool metal brushing my lobes. Next came a dainty silver necklace with a little heart pendant that settled perfectly between my breast forms, the metal resting warmly against my skin. I added a fake-pearl wristlet that matched the ankle straps on my heels, the beads cool and smooth around my wrist.

I grabbed the mesh wig cap and pulled it over my head, tucking every strand of my boyish hair underneath. Then I carefully lifted the long blonde wig from its stand, a $2,000 super realistic piece I was actually very grateful for after some of the cheap, obvious ones from my early days that immediately gave me away as a crossdresser. I slid it onto my head, adjusting it carefully before flipping the silky hair back over my shoulders. Picking up the pink hairbrush, I began brushing it out in long, smooth strokes while watching myself in the mirror.

A gorgeous, delicate girl stared back at me. The evening makeup looked stunning under the lights, shimmering pink and lavender eyeshadow blended into deep plum and smoky purple, dramatic winged liner, and thick fluttery lashes that made my eyes look huge and seductive. My cheeks glowed with soft pink blush, and my lips were plump and glossy, shining wetly with that perfect pink pout that made them look moist and kissable. The long blonde hair cascaded in soft waves around my face and over my shoulders, framing everything beautifully. Below that was the pink lace dress hugging my figure, the perky breasts creating a convincing cleavage, the heart necklace nestled between them. I looked every bit the beautiful young woman.

A complicated mix of shame and reluctant excitement fluttered through me at seeing Samantha fully back.

Once my hair looked perfect, I sprayed myself generously with my favorite sweet Victoria’s Secret perfume, floral and sugary, until the girly scent surrounded me completely, matching how I looked. I grabbed the little pink clutch from my desk and loaded it with my compact, makeup, some tissues, my ID, and a bit of cash from my wallet.

I looked at myself in the mirror one last time. The familiar nerves twisted in my stomach, the ones that always came when I was fully done up as Samantha and about to step out into the world, but there was also a quiet layer of confidence now after years of doing this. I knew I could pass as a beautiful, ladylike young woman, even if I didn’t want to.

I took a deep, grounding breath, stood up gracefully, picked up my clutch, and minced out the door. My heels clicked delicately on the floor as I walked down the hall toward my mom’s room, hips swaying, breasts bouncing gently with each careful step.

I timidly knocked on her bedroom door, my knuckles producing a soft, delicate tap that immediately made me feel embarrassed at how meek and girly it sounded.

“Come in, princess,” she called, her voice warm and happy.

My cheeks heated instantly. I opened the door slowly and stepped inside, the lace of my dress brushing against my thighs with every mincing step in the tall heels.

My mom looked very pretty in a short red dress that hugged her figure, matching red heels, her makeup mostly subtle except for a bold, bright red lip. She was a very pretty woman, but far less feminine and made-up than I was. Standing there in my pink lace mini dress, full evening glam, long blonde hair, and glittering nails, I felt like an overdressed doll by comparison.

When she turned and saw me, her face lit up with pure delight. She rushed over, smiling so happily it made it seem worth it for a moment. My mom had a sort of depressive way about her, and I could tell that whenever I spent time as Samantha, her mood changed and it very obviously meant a lot to her.

“Oh my God, honey!” she exclaimed, pulling me into a tight hug. Her arms wrapped around me, pressing my breast forms firmly against her as the sweet scent of her perfume mixed with mine. She pulled back, holding me at arm’s length and looking me up and down with open admiration. “You look beautiful, Samantha. I missed my little girl so much!”

I blushed deeply, the heat spreading across my face and down my neck. “Thanks, Mom! So do you,” I replied, my voice coming out in that perfect, soft feminine tone I’d perfected over years of practice, completely indistinguishable from a real girl’s.

“Thank you, sweetie!” she said excitedly, hurrying over to grab her phone before walking back. “But I can’t even compare. You look like an actual barbie doll, honey. Smile!”

Instinctively I cocked one hip, pushing my hip and butt out while resting my hand there, tilting my head slightly and smiling prettily as she snapped the picture. The long nails on my fingers blending in against the pink lace.

“This is adorable, Samantha! We need some more!” she said emphatically. “Strike another pose.”

I hesitated for a second, unsure and embarrassed, before years of feminine photoshoot experience flooded back in. I set my clutch down, kicked one leg up behind me while balancing precariously on one tall stiletto, and formed my hands into a heart shape in front of my chest. Mom squealed, “So cute!” as she snapped away. “Now let’s go for something a little sexier since you’re a grown woman now.”

Blushing furiously, I did the first thing that came to mind and immediately regretted it. I turned toward the wall, planted my hands against it with fingers splayed to show off my long glittery nails, bent forward at the waist, arched my back sharply to stick my butt out, and looked seductively over my shoulder. The lace dress rode up my thighs, probably flashing my panties, as my breasts hung forward in the square neckline.

“Oh my God, Samantha. So sexy,” Mom said, taking several photos. “I can’t believe you don’t have a boyfriend at school yet.”

I blushed even harder and bit back the urge to remind her I was straight. She already knew. There was no point ruining her mood.

She was ecstatic. “Alright sweetie, one more. Lay on my bed.”

Embarrassed but wanting to get it over with, I climbed onto her bed and lay flat on my stomach, resting my chin demurely in my hands.

Mom giggled. “Honey, you should be a model. That is literally the exact pose I was thinking. Just let me help you out a bit.” She walked over and tugged my neckline down a little lower, smirking. “Ladies should be proud of their assets, right sweetie?”

She giggled. I forced an awkward forced girly giggle in response, my cheeks burning.

As she stepped back and aimed the phone, she said, “Alright sweetie, kick your legs up and show off those gorgeous shoes!”

I kicked my feet up behind me, ankles crossed, and smiled demurely while she snapped more pictures.

When she lowered the phone, I started to get up, but she stopped me. “Just stay there one sec cupcake, I just wanna get a few of us together.”

“Okay Mom,” I said, shifting to sit on the edge of the bed. I adjusted my skirt, crossed my legs at the thigh, and rested my hands delicately in my lap. She sat right beside me, hip to hip, crossing her legs the same way, and held the phone up for a selfie. “Smile.”

I smiled as she took several shots.

“One more but with kissy faces,” she said.

I puckered my glossy pink lips. We both made kissy faces while she snapped a few more.

When she was done, she kissed the top of my head. “You’re the best, honey,” she said, standing up and scrolling through her phone with a big smile. “These are so cute.”

As humiliating as it all was, I was at least grateful she was having so much fun. She was a great mom and we were very close; I was happy I could make her this happy.

I stood up, grabbed my purse, and looked over at her. She was still glued to her phone. I timidly asked, “Hey mom… you’re not sending those to Sue and Carly, are you?”

She gave me a look of shock that I knew was fake. “Oh no honey, did you not want me to? I already sent them.”

“It’s fine,” I dejectedly replied, dread pooling in my stomach, especially at the thought of Carly seeing them.

Mom noticed and softened her tone. “I’m sorry honey, I just figured you wouldn’t mind. I mean, they’ve seen you dressed up since you were a little girl. Carly was even there when you got your first kiss from that boy at the mall.”

I blushed hard and looked down in shame, hating the casual reminder of my first kiss being with another guy and the reference to me as having been a little girl.

Not seeing any point in pushing it, I said quietly, “It’s fine, Mom.”

She grabbed her purse and pulled me into another hug. “Thank you for doing this.”

Forcing a bright girly voice and attitude, I smiled and asked, “So where are we going, Mom?”

“Well… out to dinner first,” she said, “and since you’re a grown woman now… I figured we could go out for drinks together afterwards.

Feeling super nervous but not seeing any way out without upsetting her and potentially starting an argument, I answered, “Sounds good, Mom.”

She smiled, flicked off the light, and said, “Then let’s get going, honey.”

I followed her out a few steps before feeling a buzz in my purse. I opened it and checked my phone, my stomach dropping as I saw three new texts from Carly. I opened them. The first two were the photos Mom had just taken, me bent over and looking seductively over my shoulder, my panties peeking out beneath my short skirt, and me lying on the bed with my legs kicked up. Below them was a text message:

“Soo happy to see my favorite little sissy is staying in touch with her feminine side. Your mom really outdid herself this time, you look like a slutty barbie doll, I actually love it. I hear you’re going out to a bar tonight, have fun! Since you’re obviously so confident as a girl now, make sure to wear your cute new outfit over tomorrow so we can go out together. I’m sure you remember what a great wingwoman I am! See you tomorrow bitch!”

Feeling sick to my stomach but knowing I had no choice with all the blackmail she’d collected over the years, I texted her back bitterly but in the required attitude I always used with her:

“Yes, Mistress Carly, thank you for thinking of me! So excited to go out with you! Xoxo”

As I stood there feeling sorry for myself, stomach churning at the thought of tomorrow, I heard my mom call me from downstairs, “Coming, princess?”

I put my phone away, took a breath, and decided to just focus on getting through tonight. In my sing-song girly voice I called back, “Yes mom, I’m coming,” and minced out of her room toward the stairs.

I felt the anxiety creeping back in as she pulled the car into the restaurant parking lot, my stomach tightening with that familiar flutter. When she parked and got out, I opened the passenger door carefully. I kept my knees pressed tightly together and swung both legs out at the same time in one smooth, practiced motion, the way I’d learned over the years to keep a short skirt from riding up and flashing my panties. The cool evening air brushed over my smooth thighs as I stood, the lace dress shifting against my skin. I closed the door behind me and clutched my little pink purse in front of me with both hands, the long glittery nails tapping lightly against the fabric.

Mom and I walked side by side toward the entrance. Every step made me hyper-aware of my body: the gentle sway of my silver hoop earrings brushing my neck, the soft bounce of my breasts in the satin bra with each click of my tall pink heels on the pavement, and the subtle jiggle of my ass beneath the tight lace. The dress hugged my curves, the embroidered floral texture rubbing delicately against my skin. I was definitely anxious, but I knew from experience that the feeling usually faded after a few minutes. I focused on relaxing my shoulders, keeping my posture straight with a slight arch in my back, and carrying myself like a graceful young lady, small steps, hips swaying gently, always smiling.

The hostess, a beautiful young woman about my age, greeted us with a warm smile as we stepped inside. “Welcome, ladies! You both look gorgeous tonight. Let me guess, sisters?”

My mom laughed brightly. I smiled politely, feeling the gloss on my lips stretch.

“You’re too sweet,” my mom said. “This is my daughter Samantha. We always get dressed up and go out on Mother’s Day, it’s sort of our mother-daughter tradition.”

“Oh, I love that,” the hostess replied, then turned to me. “And I love your outfit, by the way. That dress is gorgeous on you, and those shoes are so cute! But I think if I wore them for more than fifteen minutes my feet would fall off.”

I managed a small anxious smile but slipped easily into the role I’d played so many times before with other girls. I tilted my head slightly, letting out a soft, feminine giggle. “Thank you! The shoes really are brutal, but I love this dress so much and I feel like it looks so cute with them.”

She smiled and grabbed two menus. “It really does. You look amazing, girl. Follow me, ladies.”

Mom gave me a little smirk as we walked behind her. I felt a flush of embarrassment at how naturally the girl talk had flowed out of me, but also a quiet gratitude that I was blending in so well. It hadn’t always been that way.

We reached our table and both sat down gracefully. I smoothed the lace skirt beneath me and crossed my legs at the thigh, the tall heels making my calves look long and shapely. “Thank you,” we both said. The hostess wished my mom a happy Mother’s Day and walked away.

A moment later our waiter appeared, a good-looking Latino guy around my age. “Welcome, ladies. My name is Alex and I’ll be your server tonight. Can I get you ladies started on anything to drink?”

My mother ordered first. “I think we’ll get started with some pinot noir, whichever one you think is best.”

“Excellent choice,” Alex said, then turned to me with a warm smile, his eyes lingering in a way that made my stomach flip. “Will that be alright for you too, miss?”

“Yes,” I answered, my voice coming out a little more breathy and high-pitched than I’d intended. I felt my cheeks burn, especially when I caught Mom smirking at me from across the table.

“Perfect. I’ll be right back with your drinks, ladies,” he said with another smile before walking away.

As soon as he was gone, Mom giggled. “Such attractive staff here.”

Blushing and trying to sound nonchalant, I replied, “Yeah… definitely.”

Mom leaned in a little. “The hostess was gorgeous, right?”

I nodded along, thankful she was talking about her and, in a way, acknowledging on some level that I was, after all, a straight guy. “Yeah, she really was.”

Mom’s smirk deepened. “Since you two girls seemed to hit it off, you should see if she could set you up with our waiter.”

I blushed harder and looked down in shame, the heart necklace shifting between my breast forms. Mom laughed softly and squeezed my hand. “Relax, I’m just teasing, sweetie. Now let’s look at the menu quickly so when he comes back with our drinks we can get our orders in. I’m excited to go out with my girl!”

I forced a smile, picked up the menu with my long glittery pink nails, and began glancing over the options.

After Alex dropped off our drinks and took our orders, I took a careful sip of the pinot noir, the cool, velvety wine sliding over my tongue with notes of cherry and oak. As I pulled the glass away from my glossy pink lips, I noticed the perfect imprint of my lip gloss left on the rim, a soft, shimmering pink crescent that held my attention for a second.

My mom swirled her own glass and asked gently, “So are you nervous for finals, honey? They start in like two weeks, right?”

I set the glass down, my long glittery nails clicking softly against the stem. “Um, a little,” I answered softly, “but I don’t think it’ll be that bad. Like, two or three of my classes should be fine. I just feel like Calc Two might be kind of hard, but I already started studying.”

Mom smiled warmly and took a sip. “That’s my girl. You’ve always been so smart and hardworking. You know, you’re gonna have a lot of options when you graduate, right?”

I smiled, genuinely enjoying the compliment given my recent stress about what major to declare and what I would do after college. “Thanks, Mom… I really don’t know what I’m gonna do though, honestly.”

She reached across the table and took my hand, her thumb brushing over my knuckles and the delicate pearl wristlet. “Most people don’t at your age, but you’ll figure it out. Trust me, Samantha.”

“Yeah… I’m sure you’re right,” I said, squeezing her hand back.

“I am,” she replied with a playful wink, then leaned in a little more. “So…onto more exciting news. Are you seeing anyone at school?”

I looked down at my wine glass. “Not really…” The sad truth of my pathetic, and truthfully nonexistent dating life since Alyssa weighed heavily on me. It was bad enough that I was still a virgin, not to mention that I had only ever even kissed one girl, and now was her personal makeup artist. I had no real dating prospects lined up.

“Aww honey,” said my mom, giving me a sympathetic look. “You’ll find someone. Do you ever see that Alyssa girl anymore?”

I kept my eyes lowered in shame. “Um yeah… sometimes. Her and her friends still like me to help them get ready for their dates sometimes.”

Her expression stayed soft and understanding. “That must be hard, honey… Do they still ask you to dress up when you do?”

I nodded shamefully, fighting the sting behind my eyes as tears built and my throat tightened. It hurt to admit that my first relationship had resulted in my becoming a feminized cuckold, but that was basically the truth of it.

My mom reached across and took both my hands in hers. “You know, I’d take it as a compliment, sweetie. They obviously trust you a lot and enjoy having you around for such intimate moments. In some ways you’re more intimate with them than their dates ever are. Girls are much closer with their girlfriends than their boyfriends, sweetie.”

Her words were meant to comfort, but they only made me feel smaller, more pathetic and more completely emasculated. I didn’t want to be their girlfriend; I wanted to have a girlfriend. I knew my mom understood that; it was obvious that no guy would choose this over having a beautiful girlfriend like Alyssa, but she still spoke as though it were a positive outcome for me. I hated that.

I muttered quietly, “I guess…”

Just then Alex returned with our food, setting the plates down with a warm smile. The smell of perfectly cooked salmon and roasted vegetables rose up to meet me.

“Thank you, honey,” Mom said brightly.

I forced a polite smile, looking up at him sweetly. “Thank you, Alex.”

He smiled back at me a little longer than necessary, his eyes clearly showing interest. “Is there anything else I can get you ladies?”

“We’re good for now, thank you,” my mom replied.

As he walked away, stealing one last glance at me, she reached across the table again and grabbed my hands, squeezing them tightly. She looked at me with real intensity. “I love you, honey. And I promise you things are gonna work out for you soon. Please don’t be sad. Trust me.”

I felt a little of the weight lift off my shoulders. I smiled softly. “Okay, Mom.”

She smiled back, radiant. “Now let’s eat. This looks delicious!”

I forced a small, girly smile and daintily picked up my fork with my long pink nails. I took a very small, elegant bite of the salmon, the flaky fish melting on my tongue, then washed it down with another sip of wine, careful not to smudge my gloss too much. The lace dress hugged my body as I sat there, breasts pressing gently against the square neckline, heart necklace resting between them, while I ate like the graceful young woman everyone saw me as.

I took another sip of wine, the pleasant warmth spreading through my chest as the pinot noir did its work. We were both starting to feel a light, happy buzz. The conversation flowed easily again, shifting back into the light, playful rhythm we always fell into on these nights. We laughed and joked like the mother-daughter pair we pretended to be every Mother’s Day, me giggling at her silly stories, her playfully teasing me about my own feminized experiences, the two of us leaning in close over the table as the lace of my dress shifted softly against my thighs and my breasts pressed gently against the square neckline with every laugh.

When Alex returned with the check, he smiled warmly, his eyes lingering on me again. “Have a great night, ladies.”

My cheeks flushed hot under his gaze. As he walked away, my mom opened the check folder and immediately started giggling. “Samantha, look,” she said, sliding it across to me.

There, written neatly below the total, was Alex’s phone number with a little heart next to his name. I blushed crazily, the heat rushing all the way down my neck.

“You see? I told you things would work out,” Mom said with a teasing grin.

I let out a girly little giggle, the sound escaping before I could stop it. My mom looked at me warmly across the table. “You see, I’m glad we still do this every year. You can deny it if you want, but I think you really enjoy this too. Sometimes you seem kind of… sad and maybe even depressed as Sam. As Samantha you become so bubbly and happy. I love to see that pretty smile on your face.”

I blushed deeply and looked down at my long glittery nails resting on the pink clutch in my lap, the heart necklace cool between my breasts. There was some truth to her words, I did feel lighter tonight, more animated, but I also knew how much of it came from years of training myself to act sweet and bubbly. Still, with the wine humming pleasantly in my veins and the evening feeling strangely nice, I decided not to overthink it.

“Thanks, Mom,” I said softly, meeting her eyes. “This is fun. I’m glad we do it too.”

The look of pure happiness on her face told me how much that meant to her.

We stood up to leave. As I smoothed my lace mini dress down my thighs and adjusted my purse, Mom leaned in with a mischievous smile. “You know what would be fun? Flirt with Alex a little on our way out.”

I froze, completely embarrassed by the suggestion. “What? No, I can’t.”

“Oh come on, it’ll be fun,” she insisted, eyes sparkling with mischief. “You never have to see him again. Just say something cute on your way out.”

My heart beat faster as we walked toward the door, the tall pink heels clicking sharply on the floor, my hips swaying in that practiced feminine rhythm. I was still nervously debating whether I’d actually do it when Alex walked past us again.

He smiled directly at me. “Have a good night, ladies.”

Without thinking, I turned on my heels, tilted my head, and said in my most emphatic, flirty voice, “Thank you, Alex. I swear…you are literally the cutest waiter I’ve ever had.”

Alex’s face went bright red. He looked completely caught off guard, muttering a bashful “Thanks…” as he stared at me. Mom and I minced outside, the cool night air washing over my bare thighs and fluttering the hem of my dress. The second we were through the doors we both cracked up, laughing together until tears pricked at the corners of my eyes.

As I carefully lowered myself into the passenger seat, knees together, legs swinging in gracefully, a strange little spark of pride crept in. I had made a guy who was clearly much bigger, stronger, and manlier than me blush and stumble over his words like that. The feeling was confusing… but undeniably there. I almost never felt any sort of power around other guys, especially guys like him, but I certainly had when I made him blush like that.

I felt the anxiety spike again as my mom pulled up and parked outside the bar, my stomach twisting into tight knots. The lively thump of music and chatter spilling out from inside only made it worse. I turned to her in the passenger seat, my voice soft and hesitant. “Um, Mom… maybe we could do something else?”

She looked over at me with gentle concern. “What’s the matter, honey? Are you nervous?”

“Yeah… kind of,” I admitted, my long nails fidgeting with the hem of my lace dress.

She smiled warmly and reached over, placing her hand affectionately on my smooth, bare thigh just below the short hem. Her touch was comforting against my soft skin. “There’s nothing to be nervous about, Samantha. You’re a beautiful girl, and that’s exactly what everyone inside is going to see. Let’s just have a drink or two and then we can leave if you’re still uncomfortable, okay?”

I still felt a bit of panic, but I didn’t want to disappoint her. “Okay,” I said softly.

We stepped out of the car. The cool night air kissed my thighs and fluttered the embroidered hem of my pink lace dress as I stood. My heart pounded hard in my chest as we walked toward the entrance. Every sensation felt amplified: the tall pink stilettos clicking sharply on the pavement with each dainty step, the gentle bounce and sway of my breasts in the satin bra, the heart necklace shifting between them, the sway of my long blonde hair brushing my bare shoulders, and the constant whisper of lace against my skin. My hoop earrings brushed my neck, the pearl wristlet clicked softly, and my glittery nails caught the streetlights with every swing of my hands. I kept my posture arched, hips swaying in that graceful, feminine rhythm I probably couldn’t turn off if I tried.

As we approached the door, the bouncer, a very tall black guy who looked to be in his twenties, stood there looking very serious and making my panic spike even higher. My ID. It dawned on me that he was going to ask for my ID. I began to panic.

But he just smiled kindly at us. “Have fun, girls.”

A massive wave of relief washed through me. Mom smiled. “Thank you.”

I tilted my head coyly, my glossy pink lips curving into a small smile. “Thank you,” I said in my soft, feminine voice.

My mom clutched my arm excitedly as we stepped inside, her fingers warm against my skin. “You see, girl? I told you! Nothing to worry about.”

I couldn’t help giggling, the sound light and bubbly. “Okay, okay, you were right.”

The crowded, lively bar enveloped us immediately: warm lights, pulsing music, laughter, and the mingled scents of perfume, drinks, and sweat. My mother kept her arm linked with mine as we moved deeper inside, my heels clicking on the floor, breasts bouncing gently with each step, lace dress hugging every curve. The panic still lingered, but for now I was inside, safe and fully passing as Samantha.

I followed her through the lively crowd as she led me over to the bar, the tall pink stilettos making each step a careful, swaying mince. We waited for the bartender’s attention, and I grew increasingly self-conscious. I glanced around and caught several guys looking our way, their eyes sliding over my body, lingering on my legs, my chest, my ass, and my face. I felt a confusing mix of relief and humiliation as it dawned on me that none of them had any idea I was a guy. They were checking me out because they thought I was a cute girl. I did my best to stay calm, keeping my posture straight with a soft arch in my back, one hand lightly resting on the bar, the other holding my clutch gracefully. My long blonde hair brushed my bare shoulders, and I made sure my movements stayed feminine and natural.

Eventually the bartender came over. “What can I get you ladies?”

Mom ordered confidently, “Two cosmos, please.”

A minute later he returned with two pretty pink cocktails, the glasses rimmed with sugar and garnished with lime. She handed one to me. “Cheers,” she said, raising her glass with a bright smile.

Trying to relax and enjoy the moment, I clinked my glass gently against hers, the crystal ringing softly. “Happy Mother’s Day,” I said in a lilting, sing-song voice.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she replied warmly. We both took a sip. The sweet-tart cranberry and lime flavor burst across my tongue, the chilled liquid sliding smoothly down my throat as the alcohol added to the light buzz from dinner.

Just as we were sipping, two guys approached us. The first was a good-looking man in his thirties with a trimmed beard, his attention clearly on my mom. The second was a handsome, clean-cut guy a bit taller than me and around my age, his eyes locked directly on me with obvious interest.

I immediately felt a spike of nerves but forced myself to remain calm and look confident, tilting my head slightly and keeping my glossy pink lips shaped in a polite smile.

The older guy grinned at my mom. “Don’t tell me you ladies paid for those yourselves. You’re way too pretty to be buying your own drinks.”

She laughed flirtatiously. “Well, I guess you men will have to buy us our next round.”

“What’s your name?” he asked.

She smirked at me. “I’m Michelle, and this is my daughter Samantha.”

The man looked at me with a kind smile before looking back to my mom. “Nice to meet you ladies. I’m Jeremy, and this is my little cousin Brad.”

Brad smiled warmly at me. “Nice to meet you. We were hoping you two might wanna partner up with us for a game of pool.”

I glanced nervously toward the billiards tables in the back, my heart fluttering. I held my polite smile. “Um, nice to meet you guys, but… I think we’re leaving soon.”

Mom looked at me and smiled encouragingly. “Oh, come on, Samantha, have a little fun.” Then she turned back to the guys. “We’re gonna use the ladies’ room first. When we get back we’ll meet you at the table, and maybe you’ll have another two cosmos for us?”

Jeremy laughed. “You got it, girls.”

Mom gave them a flirtatious little wave. “See you boys soon.” She took my hand in hers, her fingers warm yet firm.

I smiled awkwardly at Brad before letting Mom lead me toward the ladies’ room. My pink clutch dangled delicately from my wrist, the half-drunk cosmo held carefully in my other hand so it wouldn’t spill as we made our way through the crowd. I felt super nervous, but I stayed composed, focusing on keeping my movements graceful and ladylike.

I followed her into the ladies’ room, the heavy door swinging shut behind us with a soft click. Thankfully, we were the only ones inside.

The moment we were alone I turned to her, my voice coming out a bit frantic and a little higher than usual. “Mom, we can’t play pool with them!”

She stepped up to the mirror, completely unfazed, and began touching up her bright red lipstick with slow, precise strokes. She glanced at me sideways in the reflection, her tone amused. “Why not, Samantha?”

“Mom,” I said more insistently, “that guy obviously likes me.”

She giggled softly, still focused on her lips. “Well why wouldn’t he, Samantha? You look beautiful tonight.”

Annoyed and nervous, words tumbled out before she cut me off. “Mom, I don’t…”

She capped her lipstick with a decisive click and dropped it back into her bag. “Honey, relax. It’s just a game of pool. It’s not like you have to do anything with him. Besides, it’s not like you haven’t flirted with and even kissed boys before. What’s the big deal now?”

I opened my mouth, trying to find a good answer. “I…I don’t like guys, Mom…”

She seemed a little annoyed but kept her voice sweet as she stepped closer and placed her hand gently on my bare shoulder, her fingers warm against my skin. “Samantha, remember what we talked about earlier with your dating life? And with you seeming happier as a girl?”

I knew where she was going with this and I didn’t like it. “Yeah but…”

“No buts, honey. Just let me finish.” Her hand stayed on my shoulder, steady and affectionate. “I’m not saying you should date boys. All I’m saying is, looking as absolutely gorgeous and feminine as you do, and seeing as you’ve spent less time as Samantha in recent years, you should make the most of it. Have some fun. Lighten up. Laugh a little. Enjoy the attention, girl.”

I stood there for a long moment, heart racing, the lace dress clinging to my curves, my breast forms rising and falling with each anxious breath. The tall heels made my legs feel long and delicate, the pearl anklets cool against my skin. Her words made a strange kind of sense even through my nerves.

I softly mumbled, “What…what should I do if he flirts with me?”

Mom laughed lightly. “Flirt back! Enjoy being a girl, Samantha. You already look like one, might as well enjoy feeling like one, honey. Just relax and enjoy being treated like the beautiful little lady you are. You don’t have to do anything you don’t wanna do.”

I stood there deliberating, the buzz from the wine and cosmo making my thoughts feel a little fuzzy. Finally, I muttered, “Okay…”

“Yay!” Mom pulled me into a big, tight hug, pressing me against her and squeezing. Then she grabbed my hand, lifted the half-empty cosmo to my lips, and tilted it gently. “Now finish this, princess.”

I gulped it down obediently, the sweet pink liquid sliding down my throat as she held the glass for me, giggling the whole time. When it was empty she laughed with me. “Feeling loosened up now, girlfriend?”

I smiled despite myself, laughing a little. “Yes, Mom.”

“Good girl,” she said warmly. “Now touch up your lipstick so we can go out and meet our men.”

I stepped in front of the mirror, the bright lights illuminating my flawless evening makeup. I pulled the pink lipstick from my purse, my long glittery nails clicking against the tube. I was definitely kind of drunk now, I could feel it in the pleasant haze and the way my movements felt a little loose. I watched myself in the mirror as I carefully applied the glossy pink color, overdrawing my Cupid’s bow just slightly the way I’d been taught, pressing my lips together with that familiar girlish motion. The girl in the reflection, long blonde hair, smoky glamorous eyes, plump shiny lips, perky breasts accentuated by her tight pink lace dress, looked every bit the pretty college girl out for a night with her mom.

I capped the lipstick and dropped it back into my purse.

Mom smiled brightly. “Ready, girlfriend?”

I gave her a small smile, still nervous but resigned. “I guess so.”

I followed her out of the bathroom, heels clicking, hips swaying, the empty cosmo glass left behind on the counter.

I followed mom back to the pool table on unsteady heels, the short lace dress swishing high on my thighs with every swaying step. Both guys were waiting, holding our fresh cosmos. Jeremy handed mom hers with a smooth grin and slipped his arm around her waist. “Welcome back, ladies.”

Brad turned to me with an easy smile, offering the pink drink. Following Mom’s advice, I added a little extra sway to my hips, looked up at him through my lashes, and took the glass with my glittery nails brushing his fingers. “Thank you, Brad,” I said, soft and coy, batting my lashes just a bit.

“You’re very welcome, Samantha,” he replied smoothly, his voice low. The way he said my name made my cheeks burn instantly.

The guys suggested teams, my mom and Jeremy versus Brad and me. Jeremy broke first with a solid crack. I stood awkwardly beside Brad, sipping the sweet, icy cosmo and trying to calm the nervous flutter in my stomach while the alcohol slowly loosened me up.

Brad took his turn and sank a couple of balls. “Good job,” I murmured as he walked back and handed me the cue. Mom went next, but not before leaning close to whisper in my ear, “Come on, girl, you can flirt better than that.”

Then it was my turn.

I had no idea what I was doing. I gripped the cue awkwardly, my long nails making it feel even more foreign. My mom, now tucked against Jeremy with his arm around her, laughed lightly. “Oh, she’s a bit of a klutz and has never played before. Could you help her, Brad?”

“Of course,” Brad said, stepping up behind me.

My heart hammered as he came close. He placed his hands over mine, adjusting my manicured fingers around the stick, his warm hands completely covering my smaller ones. “Now you want to hold it like this,” he murmured, his breath brushing my ear. I blushed furiously, looking up at him through my lashes before dropping my gaze shyly.

Then he wrapped his arms fully around me and guided me forward. I bent over the table in my tall heels, the short lace dress riding dangerously high on my thighs as my ass pressed back firmly against his crotch. The firm pressure of his body against mine sent a humiliating jolt through me. Brad leaned over me too, his chest against my back, arms enveloping me completely as he pressed up against my butt and whispered close to my ear, “Just try to focus on hitting the middle of the red ball.” He guided my back hand, cocking the cue. “Ready?”

Humiliated, vulnerable, and strangely excited all at once, I whimpered softly, “Mhm…”

He guided the shot. The cue struck perfectly and the ball rolled in.

Face burning, I straightened up and turned, not knowing what else to do. “Thank you, Brad,” I said breathily, stepping in for an awkward hug. Behind him, I caught my mom watching with a smug little smirk while Jeremy held her from behind, whispering something that made her laugh.

The rest of the game continued like that. The guys were touchy: hands on our waists, brushing arms, lingering closeness. Brad “helped” me with every single shot, each time pressing close, bending me over the table, his body warm and solid against mine as I thrust my ass against his manhood. At first I was mortified, cheeks constantly flushed, hyper-aware of how my breasts pushed against the lace neckline, how my ass pressed up against him, how girly and small I must have looked.

But with every sip of the sweet cosmo, the humiliation softened. The alcohol melted my inhibitions. I started relaxing into the role, leaning back into his touch, twirling a strand of my long blonde hair around my finger, batting my lashes when he complimented my shots, playfully bantering back and forth with flirty little comments. I felt more and more like Samantha, bubbly, flirty, desired.

When Jeremy finally sank the eight ball, him and my mom erupted in excitement and kissed. Brad pulled me into a big hug, his hands sliding low, just above my ass, holding me gently. “You did really good,” he whispered, his breath warm against my ear.

When he pulled back, my arms were still looped around his shoulders. More drunk now, loosened up and deep in the flirty-girl role, I looked up at him through my lashes and said softly, “I had a good teacher...”

Brad smiled, leaned in, and kissed me.

His lips were warm and confident against my trembling pink ones. Caught off guard and deeply embarrassed, I still found myself kissing him back for a moment, my eyes fluttering shut as his hands rested on my waist, thumbs rubbing small circles over the lace. The sensation of being held and kissed like this sent a confusing rush through me. It was deeply humiliating to once again find myself kissing a guy, though I couldn’t deny I was having some fun.

Mom’s voice cut through the moment, bright and amused. “Well, should we get a table, love birds?”

I pulled back, blushing furiously, completely humiliated as I met Mom’s smug, satisfied smile. She walked past holding Jeremy’s arm, looking every bit the proud mother.

Brad looked down at me with a warm grin. “Come on,” he said, taking my hand. I let him lead me after them, my tall heels clicking, lace dress hugging my body, lips still tingling, a confusing swirl of shame and reluctant thrill pulsing through me with every step.

I followed mom and Jeremy to a dimly lit booth in the corner. Jeremy slid in first, mom right behind him, but there wasn’t much room left on the seat. Brad smiled politely at me. “You can sit.”

“Oh nonsense,” Mom cut in with a playful smile, “she can just sit on your lap, Brad.”

My face burned with instant embarrassment. Brad looked at me, kind but expectant. “Is that okay with you?”

Not seeing any graceful way out, I forced a coy little smile. “Mhm.”

Brad sat down and I carefully lowered myself onto his lap, my short lace dress riding up my smooth thighs. He pulled me in close, his strong arms wrapping around my waist as one warm hand settled possessively on my bare thigh, just below the hem. The heat of his palm against my soft skin made my stomach flutter. Mom smirked at me knowingly across the table. I looked down in shame, hyper-aware of how small and delicate I looked and also felt perched on him like this.

The four of us started chatting casually but flirtatiously, laughing and joking. I did my best to play along, letting out girlish giggles and leaning into the conversation even as my heart raced. Eventually the talk split into two separate conversations. Mom and Jeremy became absorbed in their own flirty whispers while Brad turned more toward me. I shifted on his lap so I was facing him a little more, my arm resting around his broad shoulders. His hand never left my thigh, slowly rubbing gentle circles that sent little sparks up my leg.

“I meant to ask,” Brad said, voice low, “I know you said you’re in college too. What are you majoring in?”

“Oh, I haven’t decided yet,” I replied, twirling a strand of my long blonde hair around one glittery pink nail. “I’m between nursing and business administration. What about you?”

Brad smiled, squeezing my thigh a little firmer right at the hem of my dress, his fingers brushing just under the lace. “Well, if it helps you decide… you’d make a really sexy nurse.”

I giggled, looking down as fresh heat flooded my cheeks. The compliment made me uncomfortable, but there was also a confusing little thrill in the attention. I hadn’t felt desired in a long time.

“Thanks,” I responded playfully, “that definitely means I have to be a nurse now.”

Brad laughed with me. “Yeah, you definitely do.”

We were still laughing when we both turned and noticed my mom was full-on making out with Jeremy, their mouths moving hungrily. An unspoken pressure settled over me. I swallowed nervously. “Well… looks like they’re having fun.”

Brad’s voice dropped, growing sultry as his gaze intensified on my glossy lips. He leaned closer. “What’s the matter? You’re not having fun?”

“No, I am,” I answered coyly, my voice breathy.

His hand slid smoothly under the hem of my dress, squeezing my inner thigh just below my satin panties. I whimpered softly. Brad leaned in and whispered against my ear, “Let’s have some fun, Samantha,” before kissing me again, much more aggressively this time.

His mouth claimed mine, warm and insistent. I was overwhelmed by the sensations of everything: how feminine I felt sitting on his lap in my lacey pink dress, breasts pressed against his manly chest, the taste of his lips mixed with the lingering sweetness of my cosmo. Humiliation burned deep inside me, but I tried not to think about it and just gave in to the moment, kissing him back as his hand continued rubbing my thigh.

After a few heated minutes I felt him growing hard beneath me, his cock pressing up and straining firmly against my ass through our clothes. The feeling of sitting on another man’s hard cock while he kissed me was deeply emasculating, yet strangely exciting, knowing I was making a strong, handsome guy react like this because of how pretty and desirable I looked.

Brad’s hands moved to my hips and guided me, repositioning me until I was straddling him, both legs on either side. I was now sitting directly on his hard cock, the thick length nestled right between my cheeks through my thin satin panties. I let out a girly, vulnerable little gasp at the intimate pressure. His hands slipped back under my dress, this time grabbing my ass directly over my panties. I moaned involuntarily as he massaged my cheeks firmly, pulling me tighter against him. He kissed me even more intensely, his tongue slipping into my mouth.

Despite the deep shame I felt at what I was doing, I submitted completely, kissing him back with growing eagerness. I wrapped my arms around his shoulders, my long nails lightly scratching the back of his neck as I melted into him. Brad started grinding and thrusting his cock up against me, dominantly guiding my ass with both hands so I moved in rhythm with him. Little moans and whimpers escaped into his mouth with every roll of my hips against his pulsing manhood.

I was completely humiliated, but felt so submissive, so girly, and so caught up in the hazy, drunk moment that I let it all happen, grinding against his big cock while we made out passionately, his strong hands kneading my ass like he was claiming me as his property.

Eventually the intensity eased a little. I felt a woman’s hand gently touch my arm. I tentatively pulled away from the kiss, lips tingling, and turned to see my mom looking at me knowingly, a soft smile on her face that seemed to convey “I told you so.”

“Sorry to interrupt, honey,” she said sweetly, “but we need to get going. I have to pick up your brother from his girlfriend’s house.”

I was still panting, still straddling Brad with his hardness pressed right between my cheeks, but I nodded quickly, flooded with relief at what was obviously an excuse to get me out of the emasculating situation, given that I didn’t have a brother.

Brad helped me slide off his lap. My dress was slightly rumpled, my thighs warm from his touch, and my heart was still racing as my mom and I prepared to leave.

I grabbed my little pink purse from the table, the glittery nails on my fingertips clicking softly against the clasp. Brad stood up beside me, and my eyes immediately dropped to the obvious, thick tent straining against the front of his pants. The sight made me feel suddenly very small and dainty, my smooth legs pressing together beneath the short lace dress.

He cupped my face gently with one big hand, thumb brushing my cheek. “I had a lot of fun tonight. It was really great to meet you.”

I blushed hard, the heat spreading across my face and down my neck. “It was great meeting you too,” I admitted softly, my voice breathy and feminine. “I…I had a lot of fun.”

Brad stepped closer. His hard cock pressed forward, poking against the front of my lace skirt, right over where my own tucked, limp little penis would have been if I wasn’t what I was. I let out a nervous, girlish giggle, the sound escaping before I could stop it.

“Can I get your number?” he asked, eyes locked on mine. “I’d love to see you again.”

Without really thinking, I nodded. “Mhm.”

He handed me his phone. My long pink nails clicked and tapped across the glass as I typed in “Samantha” and my number. A tiny voice in the back of my mind wondered why I was doing this, but the drunk, hazy warmth in my body kept my fingers moving until I handed it back.

“Here you go,” I said, looking up at him through my lashes.

Brad smiled, quickly texted something, then slipped the phone into his pocket. “Okay, I texted you, so you have my number.”

“Okay,” I replied coyly, biting my glossy lower lip.

He cupped my cheek with one hand and my ass with the other, pulling me flush against him for another soft, sweet kiss. I surrendered to it immediately, my eyes fluttering closed as his lips moved tenderly against mine. His cock poked more firmly into my skirt again, and a fresh wave of shame washed through me. I could barely even feel my own much smaller penis tucked away limply and hidden beneath my satin panties and lace dress, meanwhile, his was rock-hard and throbbing, practically begging to slip inside and conquer me.

Brad gave my ass one last firm squeeze. I squealed softly into his mouth, the sound high-pitched and surprised.

“Talk soon?” he asked, pulling back with a smile.

“Mhm,” I answered, still blushing.

I walked over to my mom on shaky legs and took her arm. Jeremy smiled at me. “Nice to meet you, Samantha.”

“Nice to meet you, Jeremy,” I said softly.

“Nice to meet you, Michelle. I’ll text you?” he added, looking at mom.

“Mhm,” she replied, sounding politely uninterested as she eagerly took my arm and led me toward the door.

I struggled to keep up, drunk and unsteady in my towering pink heels. The tall stilettos clicked loudly with every mincing step, my hips swaying, breasts bouncing gently in the tight lace dress, long blonde hair swinging around my shoulders.

As soon as we stepped outside into the cool night air, she turned to me with a huge grin. She was silent for a moment, then said teasingly, “Who knew my little girl was so slutty?”

I looked down in deep shame, my cheeks burning hotter than ever, unable to meet her eyes. She just giggled, clearly delighted.

I sat silently in the passenger seat on the ride home, the cool leather pressing against the backs of my bare thighs where my short lace dress had ridden up. The car’s gentle motion made my breasts shift softly in the satin bra with every turn, the heart necklace still warm between them. My glossy pink lips still tingled from Brad’s kisses, and I could feel the faint ache in my ass from where his hard cock had been grinding against me. Every little reminder sent fresh waves of shame rolling through me. I kept my legs pressed tightly together, glittery nails fidgeting with the hem of my dress as I stared out the window, cheeks burning.

My mom was practically vibrating with excitement beside me. “This is so exciting, Samantha! Tomorrow I’ll take you to the mall to buy something sexy for your first date with your new man.”

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. Deeply ashamed but still too drunk to think clearly, I mumbled, “I’m not gay, Mom… I don’t want to go on a date with a guy.”

Mom chuckled, glancing over at me with an amused smile. “You could’ve fooled me, honey. You were literally all over him… and I saw that tent in his pants.” She giggled at the memory, clearly delighted.

I looked down in utter disgrace, my face flaming hotter as memories flashed through my mind: straddling him, grinding on his cock, moaning into his mouth while he groped my ass under my dress. I opened my mouth, trying to find something to say, but nothing came out.

She reached over and patted my thigh affectionately. “And that doesn’t make you gay, Samantha. You’re a girl, sweetheart, and you always have been. It’s completely natural for young ladies like yourself to have boyfriends.”

I was so flustered and overwhelmed I could barely form words. I just needed an excuse to get out of all of this and go back to being Sam quickly. “I…I can’t go shopping tomorrow, Mom… I have plans with Carly.”

She squealed with excitement, her voice lighting up. “Oh my gosh, that’s great! I’m sure she’d love to come and help you pick out something cute. Don’t worry sweetie, you trusted me tonight and you had fun. Trust me on this, this will be good for you, honey. Not all boys are meant to be boys.”

I sat there in silence, confused, humiliated, and completely overwhelmed. The lace dress felt tighter against my body, my tall heels still strapped to my feet, makeup still perfect on my face, long blonde hair falling around my shoulders. Everything about me screamed girl, and for the past few hours, I had felt like a girl. I couldn’t find the strength to argue anymore.

“Okay, Mom,” I muttered softly, staring down at my glittery pink nails.

The rest of the ride was quiet except for the low hum of the engine. I leaned my head against the window, already dreading tomorrow, the mall with Mom and Carly, and the looming date with Brad, while the taste of his kiss still lingered on my lips.

The End.
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