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Sissy Date

 


“Come on,
man,” Trevor Simpson asked of his buddy Colin Weber.

“No, dude,” Weber
replied.

“Why not man?”

Weber laughed. “You know why,
dude.”

“It’s a fucking costume party,”
Simpson said. “Everyone will be wearing a costume and no one will
know who we are.”

“No.”

“Come on, Colin,” Simpson pleaded.
“There won’t be anyone from our school and you’re fucking hot when
you dress up. You’ll be as pretty as any girl there.”

Weber thought it over. He and his older sister
had been playing dress up for more years than he could remember and
he did enjoy putting on make up and wearing heels.

“I don’t know, Trevor?”

“Come on, dude. You’ve been sucking
my dick since we were in junior high and I’ve never taken you on a
date. You can bring your shit over to my place and get ready there.
My folks are out of town and no one will know.” Simpson paused in
thought. “We can get dinner somewhere and if you’re a good girl, I
might take your panties off and stuff my big cock in your
ass?”

Weber smiled. “How can I say no to
that?”

“So you’ll do it?”

“Maybe,” Weber replied. “But why
don’t you just ask some chick?”

“Because I don’t want to ask some
chick,” Simpson said. “I want to take you. It will be fun and it’s
the least that I can do after everything you’ve done for
me.”

“And?”

“And I might be going to school
back east next year. You know that. I want to make it right, you
know. I don’t want you thinking that I took advantage of
you.”

Trevor Simpson was a good looking kid, jet
black hair, piercing blue eyes, chiseled jaw. Simpson was the kind
of guy that could talk a priest out of a hand job and not think
twice about asking. All his life he had been an all-star little
leaguer and now he was a slugger for the local college with a .481
batting average and all the scouts watching.

Colin Weber was a good looking kid also, but
the not the strong sort. He had a thin, athletic build, beautiful
green eyes and feminine features.

Neither Simpson nor Weber was gay. They didn’t
look at guys and both liked girls. It wasn’t like they watched gay
porn together or anything.

Weber knew what his friend was implying. If
baseball season went anything like it had been up till now, Simpson
would be recruited to a to-notch school. If it didn’t happen this
year, it would happen next year or the next. Or he would be drafted
right onto some big league farm team. Either way, Simpson would
move on.

“Yeah,” Weber replied. “I’ll do it,
but you owe me.”

Simpson laughed. “Dude, I probably owe you a
hundred. Thanks, man.”

“So when is it?”

“Saturday,” Simpson said. “You can
stay at my place Friday and you know, maybe we can try that first
date thing?”

“I think we’re past a first date,
dude?”

“Yeah,” Simpson said. “We’ve
fucked, but we’ve never done anything else. We can drive around
town if nothing else and just have some fun.”

Weber nodded his agreement.

“Besides,” Simpson added. “I always
wanted a chick that would suck my dick while I drove down the
freeway.”

“Sounds like fun,” Weber replied.
“Sure, I’ll do it. Come by and pick me up after school.”

“Okay, man,” Simpson said. “I
promise you that Colleen will have the time of her
life.”

“We’ll see,” Weber said.

Simpson drove away in a rumble of tuned
exhaust with Weber sitting on the sofa mulling over what had just
transpired. Although he wasn’t gay or didn’t consider himself the
type, he was a cross dresser. It was something that his older
sister had started when he was a little boy. The two would play
dress up and house in her room while mom was at work. Over time,
Weber came to enjoy the feel of stockings on his smooth legs, the
taste of lipstick and lace panties. To his ears, there was no
better sound than that of heels clicking as he walked.

The boys played video games—like all boys will
do—to entertain themselves while their parents worked. Well,
Simpson’s parents. Weber was raised by his single mother and older
sister. And they surfed the net looking at porn.

“Hey,” Simpson said late one
morning as they took in their fill of raunchy porn sites.

“What?” Weber asked.

“You should suck my dick,
man?”

“What?” Weber asked
again.

“You know, dude,” Simpson said like
it was nothing out of the ordinary. “Suck my dick.”
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