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“Motherfucker!” Ashley yelled as he stubbed his toe against whatever was carelessly discarded in the alley. It was too dark to see anything, even using his cell phone screen as a poor imitation flashlight. It was his third time walking through this alley. He knew the door was here somewhere; he’d spent hours researching on the internet for the perfect dive bar for tonight’s experiment. If only his research warned him to bring a searchlight to navigate through the musty alley. A nose plug wouldn’t have been a bad idea either, so he wouldn’t have to keep his nose pinched between his fingers to avoid the putrid smells of rotting trash and stale piss. Classy.   
The small pub didn't have any signs, and the only entrance was an old steel door down a dark passage. Cliché as it was, Ashley wasn’t too worried about being stabbed by an unknown assailant lurking in the shadows; he was armed with a can of pepper spray and could scream like a banshee. If he didn’t find that damn door soon, he’d know every fucking pothole, rock, or piece of garbage cluttering the alleyway. Over ten minutes of searching and not a single person had come or gone from the bar. Ashley was going to find that fucking door, even if it took all night. He needed to go somewhere he wouldn't be recognized, and no one he knew would be caught dead in this shit hole. Fuck, after this he’d probably have to go home and burn his outfit for sanitary reasons before scrubbing his skin raw in a scorching shower.
Finally finding the door five minutes later, Ashley tried to pull it open, but it was heavier than he expected and didn't budge. He heaved as hard as he could the second time; the door still didn’t fucking move. Ashley held the grimy door handle with both hands, and braced himself with his stylish, but affordable, stiletto heel against the wall. He was going to rip this heavier-than-fuck door off its fucking hinges if he had to. It was too dark out to worry about anyone seeing how he looked with his mini skirt rising up, ass exposed and high heel flat against the building. 
Adjusting his grip on the handle, he was a second away from jerking back full force when he felt the door swing inward. Ashley fell forward with the door and stumbled from the surprise. He almost fell into the short man that had opened the door. If not for the numerous experiences he had walking in heels while drunk off his ass, Ashley would have snapped one of those four-inch heels and fallen right into the little man. Ashley liked his men bigger than his own five feet and eleven inches, or six feet, three inches with these heels on.  He was glad he caught himself before the little guy could try and cop a feel. He was feeling a little foolish that he never thought to try and push the door open. Wasn’t it required by fire code for doors to open outward? Probably also code to have a well lit and clear entrance/exit path, but obviously this place was too fancy to bother with customer safety or city regulations. 
“Watch it, Amazonian,” Tiny snapped, as he brushed by Ashley, pushing him so the door bumped into his ass. What a jerk, Ashley thought. After all, the little ogre was the one who jerked the door open in the first place.
“Well excuse me, Mr. McShorty Tiny-Dick, I must have overlooked that you were there. I’m sure you’re used to it.” 
“Stupid bitch,” Tiny said, as he disappeared into the alley.
Not one to let someone walk away with the last word, Ashley shouted, “What’s wrong, you scared of a real woman?” The irony of his statement wasn’t missed, and he hoped his voice didn’t give away that he, in fact, was not a real woman; just a man in a skirt. Ashley thought he’d be lucky to make it through tonight without getting his ass kicked, but he never did know when to bite his tongue. And if anyone started shit, he wasn’t about to just bend over and take it; he’d throw shit right back at them and hope for the best and that things didn’t turn physical. He bruised too easily.
Pulling his skirt back down and taking a deep breath, Ashley turned and walked into the bar. He looked around, but no one was showing him any interest. He knew they’d probably heard his yelling, but he was glad to see they didn’t care. It was probably a normal thing here, people yelling and hurling insults. His altercation with Tiny not causing any extra scrutiny would certainly make the night easier; he didn’t need people looking at him too closely. If anyone noticed he wasn't a real woman, he'd be fortunate if they only kicked his ass. Ashley was confident however, that no one would catch on to the fact he was really a man. He spent hours getting ready for this and was positive he could pull it off; he even perfected his squeaky bimbo voice and had been practicing his airhead giggle for weeks.

He rarely did drag but certainly enjoyed it on occasion. Mostly, he liked wearing high heels and wore them any chance he got. It was a lot of work doing full drag. Ashley was lucky to have natural curves and a shapely ass, so he didn’t need to worry about padding around the hips. It was easy for him to stuff a small, B cup bra and use a little makeup to silhouette his chest, making it appear like he had a luscious rack. The hair was easy, throw on his favorite wig and style it a little if needed. Ashley preferred not to think about the unpleasantness that was dick tucking; tucking was a painful bitch. It’s not easy being a queen.  

Tonight was about proving he could pass for a real woman. Ashley thought back to a few weeks ago, when he went out with some friends while in drag. His friend, Jared, kept saying he would never be able to pass as a woman, but that didn’t stop him from trying to feel up under Ashley’s skirt. Ashley had made it clear he needed a man, one who was big and capable of holding him down and wasn’t afraid of fucking him good and hard; a man who wasn’t intimidated by Ashley’s height when he wore high-heels. 

At the time, Ashley said it wasn't about looking like a real woman but about how he felt when he dressed up as one. Which was total bullshit; all Ashley really wanted was to wear the high heels out dancing. But, no one would understand that. His gay friends were fine with him dressing in drag, but if he simply wore high heels while dressed as a man, they would ask all kinds of questions and act like he was a freak for having a fetish for wearing woman's shoes. 
So, by the end of tonight, he was going to prove Jared wrong, or so he hoped. Moving forward with his plan, he walked up to the bar and ordered a drink. Thankfully, the bartender didn't ask for any identification or he would have had to come up with some excuse for how he must have left it somewhere. Ashley picked up his drink and headed for a booth along the wall where the bar’s weak lighting was even lower. The dim light would make it harder for anyone to notice anything odd about him, like that he had a penis tucked between his legs, for example, but it would also make it harder for him to check his makeup. 
****
Rick sat at the bar, facing the door, drinking his beer. He subtly watched as the pretty little redhead adjusted the short skirt before strutting up to the bar. Well, not so little, he thought to himself. Wearing those come-fuck-me heels, Gorgeous was probably just a couple inches shorter than Rick. The shoes were black with pointed open toes. Rick could see those sexy toes were painted the same deep red as the hair flowing down to broad shoulders. If Rick hadn't already noticed an Adam's apple, he would have known it was a man from those muscular shoulders alone; women just didn't have shoulders like that. Of course, no straight man would notice those things either, because they would be staring at that chest. Wearing a skin tight, low cut, black top with a padded bra and chest makeup; it looked like he was stacked. Rick had to examine closely to make sure the guy didn’t have implants his chest looked so real.
Rick watched as he took his drink over to a booth in the shadows along the back wall. Such a fine ass barely covered by the black leather miniskirt. An ass Rick wanted to get to know better. And those legs, damn Rick was hard just imagining those legs wrapped around his waist. The high heels made his shapely muscles stand out as they flowed up into his perfect ass. Rick first noticed two things about a person: a fine ass and a personality. One without the other just didn’t work for him. He already noticed that tight, round ass came with a spitfire personality. 
Rick had had trouble not bursting out into laughter when this beautiful looking woman laid into that asshole, Ronald. Then he just sauntered up to the bar, like metaphorically castrating assholes was an everyday experience. Well, maybe it was for this guy. All Rick knew was that, as soon as he saw that fine ass, he knew he’d have to find out if this sexy stranger was just as spunky between the sheets.  
Rick patiently observed as the man sat down and pulled a mirror and some makeup out of a tiny red purse. Rick knew it was Sexy’s first time at Sal’s just by the way he looked around when he first stumbled in after the Ronald incident. Rick figured it would be best to give him time to settle in before he made his move. He had been coming to Sal’s bar for a few years now, ever since a coworker brought him here after work, and he knew it could take some getting used to. Sal’s got a lot of new patrons every night. It had a reputation for being a shady dive bar where one could find almost anything they were looking for and even a few things they weren’t. So, each night, people would show up looking to score something, only to find out that what they heard about Sal’s was wrong, then leave disappointed, never to venture down to Sal’s again. Or, like Rick, they loved the laid-back atmosphere and enjoyed relaxing after work with reasonably priced drinks and cheap fried food.  
In the years that he had been coming here, he never once saw anyone remotely as attractive as the pretty thing sitting in the back booth making faces at his compact mirror. He was pinching his plump lips together and making what Rick could only describe as fish faces. He was probably trying to make sure his lipstick was still perfect and not needing a touch up. Rick almost missed it, he wasn’t the best lip reader, but he was pretty sure those lips mouthed, “I’d fuck me,” and Rick couldn’t agree more with that statement. His hard cock pressing against the seam of his jeans was a constant reminder of just how much he wanted to bury himself in that ass.     
After Sexy finished talking into the mirror, he focused on his eye shadow and alternately wiggled both brows while heavily concentrating on his reflection. When he seemed reassured that his face was still gorgeous, he set the mirror upright on the table. Looking down into it, he adjusted his bra, holding both hands under his fake breasts and fiddling with each of them. Someone really should let him know his chest already looked fine. Once satisfied that they weren’t uneven or lumpy, he closed the mirror and put everything back into his purse. 
Rick was wondering how much time he should wait before introducing himself. His cock was pretty insistent that he’d waited more than long enough. Another guy approached the table first, but Rick didn’t mind. Competition would make the reward that much sweeter. And he couldn’t really be surprised that he wasn’t the only one to notice someone that hot walk in here. It was pretty rare for a woman to come in here alone, and even more uncommon for it to be one looking that sexy. So, Rick sat back, sipped his drink, and waited patiently to see how this would play out. 
****
Ashley had finished putting away his beauty kit after confirming he still looked flawless. He was about to enjoy his drink when Redneck Joe walked up in his blue plaid lumber jacket, tooth pick dangling between his lips, and, by way of greeting, drawled, “Your tits looked bigger from a distance.” RJ stopped to scratch his scalp under his plain trucker hat, “But guess you’ll still do.” 
Of course his tits looked smaller when looking down his shirt. The makeup-illusion only worked when looking mostly straight at his chest. Ashley tried to push his chest out but there was only so much boobage he could get wearing a B-cup bra. And, he was proud of his little boobs; big ones just got in the way and encouraged fondling. “Um thanks, but I’ll have to pass on whatever it was I’d still do for,” Ashley said, in his most vapid voice. Ashley wanted to simply tell him to “fuck off,” but he was pleased this hillbilly thought he was a biological woman, so he let it slide.
“I’m offerin’ ya a night ya’ll never forget, where I fuck ya like you ain’t never been fucked before.” Redneck Joe said, looking like he was ready to spit on the floor, or maybe his face always looked like that. 
“As amazing as a night on the air mattress in your trailer sounds,” Ashley said, being as sincerely perky as he could manage, “I think I should warn you that my boyfriend just got released from prison today and should be meeting me here any minute. And, well, ever since he caught me sleeping with his best friend, he goes crazy if another guy even looks at me. That’s why he was doing time.” This was Ashley’s favorite lie to get rid of a guy, and it was always fun watching their reaction as they processed the story. It always worked too. Their expression would either turn terrified as they skittishly looked around for said boyfriend, or they would stare at him like he was crazy, in which case, he would play along and swat his arms at imaginary dragons flying in front of his face while muttering something like, “No! Dragon dog, you can’t have my shoe, I need it to walk!” Redneck Joe appeared like he was still ready to spit, but he walked away not even saying a word. How rude, Ashley thought.
Maybe now he could relax and enjoy his drink. Less than a minute later, another guy walked up and stood by his table. Ashley hoped that by blatantly ignoring him, the guy would go away. No such luck, however. He slowly turned his head, ready to tell the guy to “beat it,” but no words formed in his mouth when he saw the large bulge of an obviously hard cock. He slowly forced his gaze up to meet the prettiest blue eyes he’d ever seen. He thought the guy might have said something by the way his lips moved, but if he did, Ashley didn’t hear anything.
Ashley knew he’d have to flirt and talk to a few guys to prove he could pass as a woman, but he hadn't thought a man this attractive would approach him. And that bulge, fucksticks, it made his mouth water. He wanted to taste it and have it burst in his mouth. Clearing his throat, tall, dark and studly asked, “So can I buy you a drink?”
Smiling as sweet as possible, Ashley purred, "You don't need to buy me a drink, honey. I'll suck your big cock right now. Bathroom or alley?" Ashley wouldn't even try to deny that as soon as a big cock came his way, he went from Ashley to Trashley, but damn, that was slutty even for him. He didn’t have any time to waste tonight though. As soon as he saw that huge bulge, he knew he had to have it. And he’d have to get it quick, before he slipped or somehow exposed himself as a man. Ashley knew he would have this man’s cock in him soon, one way or the other, even if he had to slide under the table and blow him right here. That thought sounded really hot actually; and if he was going to act like a slut, he might as well go for the full gusto. 

"As hot as that sounds, I think I'd rather buy you a drink first. I'm Rick," he said with the same confident smirk that was making Ashley uncomfortably hard. His cock was securely tucked up between his thighs by his tight, red panties. Luckily, he was sitting with his legs open under the table so it had a little more room to expand. Rick's smirk clearly said, “I'm Rick, and yes, that is my big dick you're staring at, and yes, I’m going to make you wait before you can get a closer look.” Ashley could play that game too, only he hoped to speed things up a little. He’d have to really lay on the charm and make sure Rick saw the small, silver barbell sticking through his tongue. When a guy sees someone they find attractive with a pierced tongue, they can’t help but imagine it stimulating their cock, something Ashley planned to use to his full advantage.

"I'm Ashley," he said in his most sensual voice. "I like long walks on the beach, eighties music, and anal sex. I'm the kind of girl who will do anything sexually.” Sticking his tongue out, Ashley slowly rubbed his piercing along his bottom lip, “You also might be interested to know that I have no gag reflex." Ashley smiled when Rick quietly moaned while adjusting his huge bulge before he sat down across from Ashley. “I’d love to get on my knees and worship every inch of your thick cock.”
Ashley watched Rick squirm a little in his seat, once again having to adjust his cock through his tight jeans. "You're very direct. I like that. You're also very beautiful, and I think I'd like to sit here and get to know you more." Damn Rick, Ashley couldn't afford to sit here and get to know him better. The longer Rick sat there looking at him and talking, the more likely he would notice Ashley was a man. 
If Ashley was dressed as a guy and Rick had shown interest, he would have loved to get acquainted before moving on to getting physical. Rick was tall, handsome, charming, with a wicked smile and what looked to be a killer package. Too bad he was also straight and thought Ashley was a woman. Otherwise he would totally date or fuck him repeatedly, whichever Rick wanted. Instead, he apparently had to up his game, blow him as soon as possible, and leave before Rick realized who he stuck his dick in. Ashley would probably feel bad about being so deceptive in the morning, but right now, he just needed Rick’s big cock. 
****
Rick felt Ashley's foot start to rub the back of his leg under the table before Ashley opened his naughty mouth. "I'd love to get to know you better, Rick. Love to hear how loud you get when I take you deep in my throat and swallow around your cock.” Ashley wet his lips again, flaunting the piercing Rick was lusting to feel. “What about you, Rick? What do you want?" Ashley asked with a silky purr. He was a master at seduction. 
Rick wasn't sure how to answer that question. Well, honestly, he wanted to bend Ashley over the table and fuck him right here, but he worried that if he said as much, Ashley would have them in that position within seconds. He really didn't want to get kicked out of the pub; he liked it here. Rick was about to answer with something generic like asking to know where Ashley worked or something similar when he felt Ashley's foot start to creep up his thigh.
Rick quickly moved his hands down to stop the foot before it reached his cock. He would probably blow in his jeans if Ashley started rubbing against his erection, as he was already aching for release. Looking down, Rick moaned when he saw Ashley’s foot just a sliver from reaching its target. Ashley still had his heel on, his toes sticking out of the open end. Rick wanted to suck on those cute toes and see how Ashley responded to that. 
Keeping Ashley's foot in place, Rick started rubbing the smooth skin around Ashley's ankle, moving slowly up his leg. When he looked up, Ashley just grinned before raising his eyebrow questioningly. Rick knew he was asking, “Ready for that blow-job now?” And, God, was Rick ever ready, but he didn't want to say that until he was sure Ashley wouldn't disappear after. He wanted this to be the first of many fucks, potentially the start of a kinky relationship if they hit it off more than just physically, and he had a sinking feeling Ashley was in a hurry to blow n' go. 
“I want another beer. What are you drinking, sweetheart?” Rick made sure to phrase his question in what he hoped was straightforward enough to avoid any sexual innuendos. 
Ashley grinned. “This was a rum and coke.” He pointed to his still half-full glass. “I’d much rather drink your load, though.”  He finished by winking at Rick and using his teeth to play with his piercing. Fuck, of course Ashley would make the simplest comment sexual and hot as hell. And damn, the thought of releasing down Ashley’s throat was enough to make him almost forget he was trying to make sure this went beyond one sexual encounter. 
Reluctantly pushing Ashley's foot out of his lap, Rick stood up, “I’ll be right back with those drinks” before heading to the bar. He made sure to lean against the bar so he could keep an eye on Ashley. He had a feeling that some of the bluntness of Ashley’s statements actually came down to nervousness. Rick wanted to make sure he didn’t try to leave while he was getting their drinks. 
When Rick got back to the table a few minutes later, Ashley was still just sitting there playing with his tongue piercing. Rick set the rum and coke in front of Ashley while sitting back down. “I’ve always found words so meaningless. Everyone is always talking so much that what they say just has no substance. I’m not going to say, ‘Thanks for the drink, Rick.’ Instead, I’d rather show my appreciation by sucking your dick. What do you say, Rick? How about letting me show you my gratitude now?”
Everything Ashley said made it harder for him to not just give in and let them both get what they wanted, but he was still not convinced Ashley wouldn’t just disappear when they were finished. Rick decided he would keep trying to start a conversation even if it was looking impossible to get Ashley to discuss anything but sex. “What’s your favorite color?” 
Ashley groaned before answering, “Red, it’s fierce and passionate. I love watching my skin flush red after a long, hard fuck.” Oh hell, Rick tried to make conversation, but this was just too much. The picture Ashley just described had him too turned on to think. Rick needed to clear his head and get his thoughts together. Making excuses about needing to piss, he stood up and headed to the toilets. Maybe if his erection died down he could get some blood back to his brain. Then he could start an actual conversation and get to know Ashley a little more. But it was hard to stick to that plan when he was near Ashley when all he could think about were those killer legs, tight ass, and wicked mouth. 
****
Ashley waited for Rick to close the door before following after him. He noticed earlier the bar had three unisex bathrooms, which would be a little more private. Ashley hoped Rick forgot to lock the door behind him so he could slip in, drop to his knees and show Rick just how stupid talking was when he could have Ashley's lips stretched around his cock instead.
Saying a small “thank you” when the door opened, Ashley slipped in as quietly as possible, locking the door behind him. Rick was standing at the one toilet with his back to the door. He obviously didn't hear the door open, or if he did, he knew it was Ashley and didn't bother to turn around. Ashley set his little red purse on the small counter next to the sink.
He walked up behind Rick, placing his hands on his hips. “I’m too hard to piss,” Rick said quietly. Ashley pushed with his hands, turning Rick around so they were facing each other. Rick didn't say anything else, but he also didn't act surprised, so he must have known Ashley would follow him. “I can take care of that for you,” Ashley responded just as quietly as he slowly crouched down on his heels. He really didn't want his knees touching the floor, since that was just gross. Rick had his jeans unzipped, his cock sticking out through the opening. It was already so hard that the foreskin had retracted. It definitely looked hot, with just his cock sticking out, but Ashley also wanted to play with Rick's balls. 
Unbuttoning Rick's jeans, Ashley grinned when he discovered Rick wasn't wearing any underwear.  He slowly pulled the jeans down Rick's thighs. Tired of waiting, Ashley raised his eyes to Rick's, making sure Rick was watching as he leaned forward and took Rick's entire length down his throat. "Fuck!" Rick roared in surprise before moaning loudly. With his face pressed against Rick's crotch, Ashley took a deep breath through his nose. Rick smelled manly but with a hint of peaches. Ashley briefly wondered what kind of body wash Rick used before getting back to the blowjob. 
He brought one hand up to cup Rick's large balls hanging low under his cock. With his other hand, he moved around to squeeze Rick’s muscular ass. He bobbed his head a few times, enjoying how much Rick stretched his mouth as he moved back and forth. Ashley stopped massaging Rick's balls to bring his hand up and wrap around the base of Rick's cock. It was time to show Rick just how much fun a tongue piercing could be.
****
Rick braced his hands against the walls of the small room to help remain steady on his feet. He never had anyone suck his cock so well or swallow the full length so easily. Then Ashley used his hand to pull Rick's foreskin back up around the head of his cock. Ashley slid his tongue in between the foreskin and the head of his cock, the piercing adding extra stimulation Rick had never felt before. His knees almost buckled, and he started thrusting his hips, more by reflex than any conscious thought. Ashley started moving his tongue around the head as he used his hand to stroke up and down Rick’s shaft, adjusting to Rick’s thrusting rhythm. Rick was moaning louder and more continuously as Ashley pushed the foreskin back up against his tongue before pulling it down again. 
Then Ashley pressed the end of the piercing into Rick’s cock slit. The sensation was overwhelming and Rick wasn’t sure how he held off coming. Ashley’s tongue felt un-fucking- believable, too good.   
"Stop!" Rick ordered. He couldn't take any more without coming. "I want to fuck you."
Ashley pulled off Rick's cock with a pop. He nodded to Rick before putting his hands on his knees and pushing himself up. He walked a step over to the sink, grabbing something out of his purse. 
Holding up a condom, Ashley said with a wink, "Aunt Flo’s visiting and she's got the front door locked down tighter than Fort Knox, I'll let you sneak in the back though. It's a lubed condom and I already did some prep work, so you can just suit up and slide home." He finished by bending over, putting one hand on the counter while the other pulled his panties just below the swell of his perfect ass. He pulled his skirt up completely exposing his bare backside.
He obviously thought Rick hadn’t already figured out he was a man and was doing everything he could to make sure Rick didn't find out. Rick didn't know if that was part of the thrill for Ashley, thinking he was seducing straight guys or if he was just worried how Rick would react if he found out. Rick didn't care either way, but there was no way he was going to fuck him in that position. He had other plans. 
****
Hearing Rick open the condom, Ashley turned to watch over his shoulder as Rick rolled it down his cock. Turning his head back around when Rick started walking up behind him. He was surprised when Rick grabbed his hips and spun him around before setting him on the edge of the counter. He had no time to react before his legs where being lifted up making him lean over until his back hit the wall. Rick had Ashley’s legs in the air and was pulling his panties off over his heels before Ashley even knew what was happening. Rick dropped the panties on Ashley's purse.
"Hold your legs up," he ordered and Ashley immediately grabbed his legs behind the knees holding them in place, slightly panicking because when Rick looked down he would see Ashley’s hard cock and exposed balls now that they were no longer trapped by the panties. "And relax, I know you have a dick," Rick said as he pulled his shirt over his head, tossing it by the panties. His chest was hairy, although not overly thick and it was trimmed. He had enough hair to run your fingers through but still see his dark nipples and a stunning tattoo. It was a large, dragon sketched in vibrant black lines. The dragon’s head was over his right pec, the mouth was open, and its tongue was colored with a striking red, while the eyes were a soft shade of gold. The rest of the dragon wasn’t filled in with ink. The body trailed down his torso and the tail wrapping around his lower abdomen and curling around his naval, with the tip flaring out to point down towards Rick’s dick. He had a slight beer belly, but it was small enough that if he sucked it in, it would be almost flat. 
Ashley wanted to lick every inch of that tattoo, following the trail back down to Rick’s juicy cock. He was so mesmerized by Rick that it took him a minute to realize what Rick had said. "Wait, how did you know I was a man, and why didn't you say something sooner? I used all my best techniques to get you off quickly, scared you'd notice I was a guy and kick my ass. And yes, I know I would have deserved it for trying to trick you, but you're so hot and when you walked up to my table with that huge cock bulging in my face, I just had to have it," Ashley smiled weakly at Rick. "And being, uh, prepared is just sort of habit. I had no intentions of actually sleeping with anyone tonight."
"I knew the minute you walked in that you were a man," Rick said moving his hand to Ashley's neck and rubbing his thumb over Ashley’s Adams apple. "You should have worn a chocker or something to cover your throat. If it helps at all, the straight guys were too busy looking at your rack or ass to notice. And I didn't say anything because I didn't know if you thought of yourself as a woman or just dressed as one. It didn't matter to me either way; you're beautiful, and I wanted you the moment you stumbled in while yelling insults at people trying to leave." 
"Oh,” Ashley muttered. “I rarely do drag and mostly just do it to wear the shoes. I definitely like being a man," Ashley said as he watched Rick lean in closer. “And that guy started it.”
"The shoes are hot. I'd like to see you in just the shoes. I'd like to fuck you in just the shoes," Rick whispered before he leaned in and kissed Ashley. It was a sweet, tender kiss that Rick ended before it got heavy. "Let go of your legs and put your feet on my shoulders." 
Doing as Rick instructed, Ashley felt Rick positioning the head of his cock against his hole. Rick put both of his hands on Ashley's thighs as he pushed his cock into Ashley’s ass. Ashley groaned as Rick continued pushing until his cock was completely sheathed inside him. After giving Ashley a minute to adjust to his dick, Rick began a steady thrusting rhythm. Ashley watched as Rick turned his head and slowly ran his tongue up the side of his black high heel. 
When Rick reached the opening on the end, he sucked Ashley's big toe into his mouth. Ashley bit his bottom lip and tried to muffle his whimpering. Holy Mother of Fucking, he had never seen anything as hot as Rick licking his stiletto while pounding his thick cock into Ashley’s willing hole. 
Pulling his lips off Ashley's toes, Rick turned and said, “Your heels are so hot. I could suck on your toes all night.” Rick grunted and started thrusting more. “And the way your ass grips my cock-”
“Jesus, Rick, just shut up and fuck me. Dirty talk is for foreplay not while fucking. You have an awesome dick, now shut up and use it.” 
“You in a hurry, Princess?” Rick grunted as he started thrusting harder and faster. “Jus’ wanna hurry up and get off?” Rick muttered. 
Ashley shook his head. “Quite the opposite, in fact. If you keep talking like that, my cock is going to blow too soon.”
“Ah, don't want to hear about how I'm going to take you home tonight, strip you naked, except for the heels, and fuck you senseless, then, do you?” Ashley shook his head as he bit his lip harder, willing his body not to come before Rick was ready. “Or how, in the morning, I'll take you on my glass dining table?” Rick teased. 
“Fuck, Rick, I can't wait anymore,” Ashley panted as Rick wrapped his hand around his cock, only pumping a couple times before Ashley was coming all over Rick's chest and stomach. Ashley really appreciated that Rick made sure Ashley’s jizz landed on his own bare chest instead of Ashley's top or skirt. And Rick looked damn fine with Ashley's spunk dribbling down his hairy chest. 
Rick kept pumping a few more times before he stilled with his cock buried deep in Ashley's ass. When he finished coming, he gently pulled out and tossed the spent condom in the toilet. Rick then lowered Ashley's legs to the ground and helped him sit back up on the counter.
“I got you all dirty, Rick, better let me clean you up,” Ashley purred before leaning forward and slowly licking his own come off Rick's belly, starting at the tip of the dragon’s tail he worked his way up to Rick’s chest. Once he was satisfied he’d licked every inch clean, he looked up at Rick who let out a low growl before wrapping his hand around the back of Ashley's neck and bringing him in for a rough kiss. Rick pushed his tongue into Ashley's mouth, taking complete possession of it; all Ashley could do was whimper and hang onto Rick’s strong shoulders.
“Get your panties back on, Ashley, if that is, in fact, your real name. I have more plans for you tonight,” Rick said as he slipped his own shirt into place. 
He smiled at Rick, “Wouldn’t you like to know my real name?” Ashley couldn’t help winking at Rick and teasing him before seriously responding, “Ashley is my real name, it’d be too much work trying to remember a different drag name, I’m lucky my name works for both genders. Now, about these other plans you have, I can’t wait to see what else you have in mind.”
Rick gave a mischievous smirk and his eyes lit up with uninhibited desire, promising that the night was only going to get hotter. That had Ashley rushing to get his outfit decent enough to walk out of the bathroom without drawing too much attention. “Let’s go.” Ashley said as he took Rick’s outstretched hand. Rick quickly led him through the bar, as they were both eager to get on with the rest of the evening. As they were making their exit, Ashley thought to himself that, unless he counted that douche Redneck Joe, not passing as a woman was one challenge he didn’t mind failing.   
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