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  Dedication


  To my friends (you know who you are), you’re all very supportive and truly amazing. I love you all.


  



  



   The Night Continues


  



  Ashley still couldn’t believe that barely an hour ago he’d hooked up with a stranger in the bathroom at a dive bar. Well, Rick wasn’t just any stranger; he was a hot, sexy, make-your-insides-melt stranger. After the raunchy restroom sex, Ashley accepted an invitation to finish the night back at Rick’s place. That’s how he found himself sitting in Rick’s kitchen while Rick prepared them something to eat. They needed to keep their energy reserve stocked, and if Ashley had his way, they would need it. Still, he wasn’t sure if spending more sexy time with Rick was smart, or if he was an idiot to be going home with a man he just met who could turn out to be some kind of psycho killer, especially since Ashley hadn’t told anyone where he was going. If he washed up dead, no one would remember seeing a guy leave with Rick, since as far as anyone could tell, he’d left with a woman.


  However, as Ashley watched Rick’s back flex while he cooked, he decided that he was ninety-six percent sure Rick wasn’t a killer. Four-percent was a minimal risk, and Ashley’s gut told him Rick was a genuinely nice person. Ashley couldn’t help his thoughts though, and they were scattered all over the place. One second he wondered why they weren’t naked yet, the next he was back to serial killers. Ashley didn’t know why he was so jittery, probably something to do with being in an unfamiliar situation. They’d already fucked and now Rick was inviting him over for the night and cooking for him. It seemed intimate, and Ashley wasn’t sure how to feel about that.


  He knew that just sitting there and watching Rick wasn’t helping; he needed a distraction. They hadn’t really talked since leaving the bar, other than Rick asking him if he liked French toast. Ashley, of course, had replied that it made him salivate just thinking about swallowing a big, warm mouthful of that delicious goodness. Saying something slutty was his default response when he was nervous or unsure of himself, especially around someone he found attractive. And he found Rick more than attractive. He was fucking delicious, but Ashley still couldn’t hold back his abrasive retorts.


  “I don’t cook.” Ashley decided it was best to get some stuff out in the open. He wasn’t sure where Rick wanted this encounter to go, but in case they did somehow develop a relationship, he wanted everything on the table from the beginning. It avoided arguing and miscommunication down the road, assuming this lasted longer than a night. “I mean, I can cook, but I choose not to, it’s too much of a hassle. Everything worth eating can be nuked in the microwave, and it tastes just as good.”


  “That’s okay, I can cook,” Rick looked over his shoulder at Ashley, “Maybe you can …”


  “I don’t clean either,” Ashley cut Rick off before he could offer the ‘I’ll cook, you clean’ compromise. Attempting to be a little more accommodating, Ashley added, “I’ll load the dishwasher, but I don’t scrub anything.”


  “I was going to say maybe you can make up for not cooking with other skills, but if you don’t clean either…” Rick shrugged and just left that statement hanging, insinuating that Ashley’s “other skills” wouldn’t make up for his phobia of common household chores. As if!


  “My body can bend like a pretzel, and I can do things with my mouth that make porn-stars envious. And stamina? Yeah, I got enough of that to outlast the Energizer Bunny.” Ashley said proudly, with a hint of defensiveness.


  Rick turned around and slowly looked Ashley up and down with intense scrutiny. Ashley fought against his instinct to shift away and avoid Rick’s inspection. Ashley knew he looked like a hot mess. For one, his legs were open and clearly visible under the glass dining table. His skirt was short enough that Rick would be able to see his panties, and he’d given up all pretenses of tucking after their earlier adventures. He could feel Ashley junior and the dangling orb twins trying to escape the lacy fabric. The padding from his left breast was out of alignment, and rather than fixing it, he just crossed his arms, causing it to pop out completely. Ashley pretended not to notice as his cheap imitation boob landed on the floor. However, what probably looked the worst was that he’d taken off his wig and hung it on Rick’s coat rack. His own short, brown hair didn’t compliment the makeup he was still wearing, even when it hadn’t been smothered under a wig for hours. Ashley didn’t even want to imagine how many sweat clumps his hair had formed or how raggedy he must look.


  Ashley refused to appear self-conscious, so he wore an expression that he hoped looked smugly confident when Rick finally met his gaze. “I think you’ll have to prove that before I can believe you.” Rick said casually. Oddly, he seemed unaffected by Ashley only having one boob, as he turned back to the stove. Ashley noticed the playful challenge in Rick’s words though. Ashley liked challenges, and he had a compulsive need to beat them. Even more than a challenge, he liked how Rick seemed to be at complete ease with him. In drag, in half-drag, it never felt like Rick judged him.


  Ashley didn’t want to analyze how he felt about Rick’s acceptance though. If this were just a one-night stand for Rick, Ashley would rather not build expectations if that were the case. He decided to focus more on proving his sexual proficiencies. That would be easier if he didn’t look like the bride of Frankenstein’s even uglier stepsister. Ashley politely excused himself before heading to the bathroom Rick had shown him during the tour Rick gave him when they’d first arrived. He quickly started looking for something to remove his makeup and made a mental note to start carrying his facial cleanser and makeup remover pads with him.


  The best thing Ashley could find were some moist towelettes sitting on the counter. He thought Rick must take his personal hygiene seriously, a habit they had in common. Ashley grabbed a couple wipes and started rubbing the makeup off his chest and then his face, hoping they wouldn’t be too harsh for his sensitive skin. Next, he washed his hair in the sink with warm water and towel dried it. Ashley studied himself in the mirror His skin was a little flushed from the wipes, but it wouldn’t last. His hair was artfully messy, just the way he liked it.


  Without the wig, makeup and missing boob, he looked ridiculous in his low cut top. That was a simply fixed problem. He took his top and bra off. Oh yeah, that was way less ridiculous, wearing just his miniskirt and stilettos. The perfect attire for breakfast at Tiffany’s Whore House. Hopefully, being nearly naked would probably get things to quickly transition into activities of a more adult nature. Ashley licked his lips and smiled at all the possibilities the rest of the night held.


  With one last glance in the mirror, he strode back to the kitchen. Rick sat at the end of the table with two plates set and ready. Ashley took his seat beside Rick, keeping his back straight and his head held high. Ashley heard of some people not knowing what to say on dates and there being long pauses of awkward silence, but Ashley had never experienced that problem.


  “What the hell is this, I thought you said you were making French toast?” Ashley questioned, looking at the unidentifiable mound on his plate.


  “There’s French toast on there. I just made it dirty French toast by piling crushed Oreos on top and then adding a drizzle of maple syrup.” Rick said, nodding his head at Ashley’s plate. “Just try it.”


  “I um, have never had French toast this way before. It looks ... interesting” Ashley said He didn’t want to lie and say it looked delicious, but he also didn’t want to be rude and say it looked disgusting. Moreover, he didn’t want to seem boring and say he preferred old-fashioned French toast, but he wasn’t sure he was adventurous enough to try this diabetic’s nightmare on a breakfast-plate. “You must be a fancy gourmet chef or something.” Ashley tried to say flirtingly, as he picked up his fork and started pushing his lump of crushed Oreos around. What Rick referred to as a drizzle of syrup, Ashley called a flood. The Oreos had absorbed a lot of the syrup, making a soggy, unidentifiable looking mixture. The excess syrup was pooling around the edges of the plate.


  “Shut up and try it.” Rick said sharply, “And if you want more Oreos, they’re in there.” Rick nodded towards his Death Star cookie jar in the center of the table. It was probably the most awesome thing Ashley had ever seen, but he kept that to himself. He didn’t want to nerd-out when he was trying to be coolly confident.


  “I think I have plenty of Oreos for now. I always thought Oreos were the most superior cookie. I mean, you can do so much with them, like lick them, twist them apart, dunk them in a glass of milk, or crumble them and use them to bury French toast. How are the other cookies supposed to compete with that?”


  Rick just gave him a look that clearly said ‘shut up and eat.’ Ashley wasn’t sure if he should be intimidated or impressed with Rick’s ability to communicate so easily without words.


  “I want to try it, I really can’t wait to taste this heavenly looking, um food. It just seems so divine I can’t decide where to start.” Ashley said, doing his best to make his words sound like they were sweeter than honey.


  “Start by putting it in your mouth.” Rick stated dryly. Ashley decided he needed to work on his sweet voice.


  “I’d like to put something else in my mouth,” Ashley gave Rick a sly grin, running his tongue piercing across his bottom lip. Ashley remembered the real reason he was there, and he was a little surprised the strange food almost made him forget. “I think I might be more in the mood for sausage.”


  “I thought that lame line was reserved for pizza delivery guys.” Rick said before taking a big bite of what looked like dirt piled on his fork.


  “I don’t know who delivers your pizzas, but I have yet to see a delivery guy worth using a line on. And if I did, I’d probably use ‘nice shoes, lets fuck,’ since they’re on a schedule and don’t have time for subtle flirting.”


  “I don’t think you have any idea how to be subtle.” Rick retorted with a teasing smile.


  “You’ve known me for like an hour. You lack the necessary time required to make an assumption like that.” Ashley stated factually, but unable to hide his own smile. He didn’t think Rick believed him.


  Rick simply raised his eyebrow, clearly asking ‘who’re you trying to fool?’ Ashley figured it was best to just eat and get it over with. It couldn’t taste that bad. Then, he could get Rick fully naked and have some fun, assuming he didn’t get sick from breakfast. Ashley scooped up a small bite and quickly ate it. He’d never seen pig slop before, but he imagined it was probably about the same texture as this. Nevertheless, it didn’t taste too bad, just very sweet and a bit odd. It was something he couldn’t really describe, and if asked, he would just tell people to try it themselves.


  The loud, sensual moan he released as he slowly pulled his fork from his closed lips was just for Rick. “No one makes sounds like that when they eat,” Rick said unfazed by Ashley’s attempt to sound sexually enticing.


  “It was the thought of having my mouth stuffed full of something else that had me moaning.” He winked at Rick. Then he scooped up another bite and moaned even louder as he gradually pulled the fork from between his lips. His next bite he made sure had extra syrup that he accidentally let drip on his chest, “Oopsie, it looks like I made a mess.” Ashley used his finger to scoop up some of the syrup. Making eye contact with Rick, he smoothly sucked his finger into his mouth. He knew he had Rick’s attention when he heard him groan. “You going to help me clean up or just watch me struggle to get all this syrupy goodness wiped up by myself?” Ashley asked in a low, husky voice.


  “You’re mostly just smearing it around and making it worse. I’d better help before you start getting it on the furniture.” Rick said, grabbing Ashley’s wrist so he could pull the syrup-coated fingers to his lips. Rick closed his eyes as he sucked two fingers into his mouth. Ashley let out a small whimper and quickly used his free hand to drip syrup around both of his nipples and down the center of his stomach.


  Rick released his fingers and opened his eyes. He smiled when he looked at Ashley. “Already made a bigger mess I see.” He stood up and pulled Ashley’s chair out far enough that he could kneel between Ashley’s spread legs. He leaned over and pressed his lips against Ashley’s, careful to make sure their upper bodies didn’t touch. The kiss deepened as their tongues collided, pushing against each other.


  That lasted until Rick started trailing kisses along Ashley’s jaw, down his neck, and finally reaching his chest. He started by sucking and licking on Ashley’s right nipple. Ashley was lost in the moment and wasn’t sure if he was mumbling encouragement or just moaning, but he knew he was the one making soft noises. After finishing with the right nipple, Rick moved to the left one, giving it the same tantalizing treatment. Then he slowly started licking the line of syrup running down the center of Ashley’s chest. While his mouth was busy on Ashley’s stomach, Rick used his hands to unzip Ashley’s skirt. He tapped Ashley’s hips letting him know to lift up. Rick leaned back enough for Ashley to close his legs and let Rick remove his skirt and panties.


  Rick let his searing gaze slowly travel over Ashley’s entire body. Ashley resisted the urge to blush. He would let Rick look as long as he wanted to. Rick’s eyes stopped at Ashley’s feet. “You look so fucking hot with only your heels on.” Rick said, licking his lips. Ashley followed his tongue’s movement and couldn’t resist moaning at the sight. With a sigh, Rick continued, “It’s too bad I need to take them off.” He took his time slowly removing Ashley’s heels, using the opportunity to rub Ashley’s feet. With the heels removed, Ashley was left sitting there completely naked while Rick was still entirely dressed.


  Before Ashley could tell Rick to get naked too, his cock was sucked deep into Rick’s warm, wet mouth. It was an unexpected sensation and Ashley instinctually bucked his hips up and let out a hoarse groan. He watched as Rick bobbed his head up and down, working his cock only using his skilled mouth. Ashley could see Rick’s arms were moving, he assumed Rick was unbuttoning his own jeans. Ashley could hear the lowering of Rick’s zipper. The movement of Rick’s shoulder helped Ashley imagine Rick slowly stroking his own cock from the base to the tip. All the while, his mouth never faltered in the rhythm he’d set sliding up and down Ashley’s hard dick.


  Rick braced his hands on Ashley’s knees. He pushed them further apart and forced Ashley to slide closer to the edge of his seat. Rick pulled Ashley’s cock out of his mouth and ordered, “Keep your knees spread apart.” Then he started sucking on just the head of Ashley’s cock, his tongue licking and teasing the underside. Rick’s hands started slowly moving down Ashley’s legs. When Rick reached Ashley’s ankles, he clamped his hands around them.


  He lifted them up and started to bring them together. Ashley felt his knees start to close, until a glare from Rick reminded him to leave them open. Rick brought the soles of Ashley’s feet together so they were touching and positioned just above Rick’s lap. Rick fully swallowed Ashley’s cock at the same time he thrust his own through the arches of Ashley’s feet. He must have already spread his pre-come around his cock because his thrust glided smoothly between Ashley’s feet. Ashley knew he had a high arch so it probably wasn’t as tight a grip as Rick would have liked. As Rick slowly thrust between Ashley’s feet, Ashley could tell he was really enjoying it.


  Rick increased the speed at which his mouth was masterfully working Ashley’s cock. It didn’t take long before Ashley was warning Rick, “I’m going to shoot.”


  Rick didn’t slow down or pull away. When Ashley released, it was with his cock lodged deep in Rick’s mouth. Rick carefully put Ashley’s feet back on the floor. He waited until he was sure Ashley was finished coming before pulling his mouth off Ashley’s cock. “Delicious,” Rick licked his lips while looking up. “You still need a shower though. You’re all sticky.”


  “You didn’t come yet.” Ashley protested.


  “I’m saving it for later.” Rick grinned smugly at Ashley. “For now, you go start the shower, and I’ll clean this up real quick,” Rick motioned towards the dishes on the table. “And then I’ll join you.” He patted Ashley’s thigh before he started picking up the dishes.


  Ashley just nodded and used the table to help push himself up, he wasn’t sure how steady his legs would be after his intense orgasm. After he was sure he was stable and his legs wouldn’t give out he slowly made his way to the bathroom. He ignored the fact that the bottom of his feet was sticky and hoped he wasn’t leaving a trail for Rick to clean up. He wanted to argue and demand Rick let him bring him to climax right now, but he refrained. It didn’t seem fair that he’d just had a mind-blowing climax and Rick was stuck cleaning up without any release. Ashley figured that Rick might get off on being in charge so he’d do what Rick said. For now. He would guarantee that, before the end of the night he would make Rick blast at least one more load.


  Ashley let the water heat up before he stepped into the tub. He wasn’t sure if he should take his time, letting Rick have a chance to join him. He decided to go about his normal bathing routine. If Rick did join him in the shower, that’d be great. If not, well, he would be fresh and clean for some debauchery between the sheets.


  Ashley finished washing and turned the water off, he wasn’t sure how long he had been in there but he had not heard anything from Rick. Pulling the Shower curtain open, he stepped out of the tub and grabbed the towel he’d used earlier. With his back to the door, he started drying off his feet and then worked his way up. He had made it all the way to his hair when he felt hands grab his waist and a large naked body press up against his back. Ashley was surprised but didn’t flinch, he hadn’t heard Rick enter the room and admired his ability to be so quite. Ashley dropped the towel and pushed back into Rick.


  “You have the sexiest ass.” Rick’s voice was husky, his warm breath against Ashley’s ear sent a delightful shiver down Ashley’s spine.


  “It’s yours.” Ashley whispered as he shoved his ass more firmly against Rick. “You can have it any way you want…”


  Rick groaned deeply and readjusted his position behind Ashley. His hard cock slid into the crevice between Ashley’s ass cheeks. He slowly thrust his cock up and down, Ashley moaned every time it rubbed over his opening. Rick nipped his earlobe before grunting, “Any way I want?”


  Ashley’s mouth had gone dry and he had to swallow before he could respond, “If you want it, take it.”


  Rick responded to Ashley’s remark like the challenge it was. Rick tightened the grip he had on Ashley’s hips and spun him around to face the counter. “You might want to hold on.” Rick ordered. Ashley didn’t see anything to grab so he braced his hands against the counter top. He felt Rick’s hand on his lower back, forcing him to bend slightly over the counter, and causing his ass to stick out more. It also allowed Rick’s cock to make longer strokes in Ashley’s cleft.


  “Your ass drives me crazy.” Rick sighed. He used his hands to squeeze Ashley’s ass before he pushed the firm mounds together. Forcing them to mold around his cock and giving him a tighter, more enclosed cavity for his cock to plunge into. Ashley could see Rick’s reflection in the mirror. Rick grinned smugly as he looked down to where their bodies met.


  “Like what you see?” Ashley moaned as Rick started rubbing harder over his still sensitive hole, sending a jolt through his body every time. Even without any stimulation on his dick, he thought he might come again just from the sensations.


  Rick looked up and met Ashley’s gaze in the mirror. Ashley noted that there was a pleased glint in his eyes. “You have no idea how much I want you.” Rick grunted. “Feeling your ass caress my cock, and watching myself slide between your lush cheeks, it’s enough to make me come.” Rick moaned.


  “Do it,” Ashley whimpered, “Come all over me. Cover me with it.” Ashley felt Rick thrust a few more times before he watched Rick close his eyes. Rick’s mouth fell open as he let out a deep groan. Ashley felt his come land on his back, it sparked his own smaller release. He’d never gotten off like that before, something about the way Rick took control and worked them both into complete satisfaction caused Ashley incredible pleasure he’d never experienced before. Ashley didn’t know how many shots Rick released before he finished climaxing. They both stayed like that, waiting to catch their breath and get their pulsing bodies back under control.


  Rick stepped away for a few seconds and Ashley felt the damp towel he used earlier wipe the semen off his back. When he was done, Rick tossed the towel aside and pulled Ashley up and around so they were facing each other. Rick leaned down and gave him a deep kiss. When he pulled back he quietly asked, “Ready for bed?”


  Ashley licked his lips and just nodded.


  



  Unglamorous Day Drag


  



  “What time is it?” Ashley groggily asked, stretching his arms over his head. He smiled remembering the night before with Rick. Even though after they left the bathroom they only went to bed and made-out for a bit before snuggling together and drifting to sleep, Ashley felt content. He could hear Rick moving around in the bathroom. It felt like he’d just gone to sleep when Rick was waking him up, but he surprisingly didn’t feel that tired. Didn’t mean he was ready to get out of bed yet, though.


  “It’s early.” Rick sounded a lot more awake then Ashley.


  “Why are we up then?”


  


  “I have to be at my parents’ house by eight thirty. We’re doing a weekend camping trip, and I promised I’d be there. I already have my stuff loaded in my truck or I’d have had to get up even earlier.”


  It was too early for Ashley to even think about camping. Did he even know anyone that had ever been camping before now? He certainly hadn’t been. “That sounds like a really fun time,” being stuck in the woods surrounded by family. Ashley didn’t say the last part aloud.


  “Yeah, we like to do something as a family at least once a month. It’ll be a good time.” Rick stepped into the bedroom, he was already dressed and freshly shaven. He smiled at Ashley apologetically, “I’m sorry I have to rush you out of here.”


  “Oh,” was all Ashley said, as he suddenly realized he wasn’t sure how to get home. He couldn’t walk home in the outfit he was wearing last night. He’d probably be mistaken for a hooker and end up being arrested. In addition, he really didn’t want to have to sit in a taxi like that either. “That’s cool, Rick. I should probably get home anyway. Is there any possibility that you might have a shirt I can borrow or something?”


  Rick seemed to think about it for a minute. “You know I think my sister left something here that will fit you. I’ll be right back.” When Rick returned, he was carrying a gray hoodie and also Ashley’s skirt, panties, and heels. “I put your other stuff in a bag by the door.”


  “When you said ‘rush,’ you weren’t kidding.” Ashley mumbled. He was naked as he got out of the bed and walked over to Rick, “I’ll take these and use the bathroom and be ready in a jiffy.”


  Before Ashley could turn towards the bathroom, Rick stopped him by cupping his cheek. “I really am sorry we have to be in such a hurry.” He rubbed his thumb along Ashley’s bottom lip. “I’m just not sure how long it will take to drive you home, and I don’t want to keep the family waiting.” He leaned down and gave Ashley a quick kiss. He thought it was really sweet of Rick to anticipate his need for a ride home and to then take the time to drive him.


  When Rick pulled out of the kiss, Ashley smiled appreciatively up at him and said, “A ride home does make up for rushing me around.”


  Ten minutes later, they were at Rick’s front door and Ashley had just finished straightening out his messy wig. He pulled his large sunglasses out of his bag and slipped them on. “So, how do I look?”


  “Beautiful.” Rick responded.


  Ashley just laughed and reached out to give Rick a playful shove, “I know I look like a mess. I’m wearing my slutty skirt and stilettos, my wig is in complete disarray, and I’m not wearing a speck of makeup.” Ashley looked down at his chest. “But what really completes the ensemble is that I’m wearing a sweatshirt that barely stretches below my belly button and says ‘I Love my Little Pony’ with a picture of two ponies and a rainbow.”


  “Hey, that sweatshirt is adorable.” Rick said, sounding like he was trying not to laugh as a big smile formed on his lips.


  Ashley shook his head and looked in the plastic bag Rick had left by the door. It had his bra, boobs, and the top he’d worn the previous night. He dropped his purse in there as well so he’d only have one thing to carry. “I think this will still draw less attention than my slutty top would, and I appreciate you letting me borrow it.” Ashley said sincerely. “I’m ready when you are.”


  



  The Ride Home


  



  “So, are you going to offer me your number?” Rick asked, after Ashley gave him directions to his apartment.


  “Why, so you can call me for a booty call?” Ashley responded enthusiastically.


  “No, so we can go on a date, hang out and get to know each other better.”


  “Maybe you misunderstood me. I want the booty call! Plus, we already did that, remember? When we met, you said you wanted to get to know each other, so we talked for like twenty-five whole minutes before hooking up in the bathroom.”


  “We need more than just sex. I want us to get to know each other and build a relationship that will last even if the sex becomes routine.”


  “Well,” Ashley said to buy himself some time. Rick had seen most of his personality quirks and seen him looking tragic in various states of half drag. And he still wanted a date. Ashley knew he should probably jump on this chance. After all, Rick seemed like a great guy and he was hot. Still, he felt the need to make sure Rick really saw what he was like. He didn’t want to waste time dating if they were going to break up over some little thing down the road. “I guess we can go out sometime and just see where things go. You do already know I don’t cook or clean. I’m also very competitive, and I like to get my way.”


  “You snore,” Rick added.


  “I do not snore!” Ashley said outraged. “Take that back!”


  “Don’t worry, it was a cute snore. It was really soft and reminded me of when I was a kid. Our golden retriever would curl up and cover his nose with his tail, and every now and then, he’d let out a little snort.” Rick said smiling.


  “You didn’t just say I snore like a dog.”


  “I said it was cute.” Rick justified, “You’re the one who started listing your faults; I was just contributing to the list. And you should know, the more excuses you make for why we won’t work, the more determined I get to prove you wrong.”


  “I didn’t really need help with that list, thanks.” Ashley said, nudging Rick’s shoulder with his own. “I guess since I’ve charmed you so much, the least I can do is let you take me out sometime.”


  Rick dropped Ashley off with a passionate kiss and a promise to get in touch when he got back into town on Sunday.


  



  Welcome Home Surprise


  



  When Ashley stepped out of the elevator on his floor, he could see a man knocking on his door. Even from the back, he could tell by the tight jeans and designer shirt that it was his kind-of-a-friend, Jared. Okay, he’s really Ashley’s best friend, but Ashley still thought about jumping back into the elevator cab, if only the doors hadn’t already closed. With a sigh, Ashley walked up and tapped on Jared’s shoulder.


  Spinning around, Jared said with false sincerity, “I’m sorry”, and without missing a beat added, “Ms. Lohan. Did I disturb you?” Nodding at Ashley’s door he continued, “My friend won’t wake up and he turned his phone off.”


  Ignoring the gibe about looking like Lindsay Lohan, Ashley asked, “Did you ever consider your friend might not want to see you this early?” Ashley fumbled around in the plastic bag for his phone. Finding it, he said, “Phone’s dead.” He waved it in the air for Jared to see.


  “Holy fuck!” Jared sounded shock. “Ashley, what the hell happened to you?”


  Ashley glanced down at himself. Yeah, he was a mess, but he couldn’t be that bad. “Nothing happened to me.”


  Jared studied Ashley a little closer before asking, “Then why do you look like a sickly crack whore?”


  “Day drag.” Ashley answered simply. “The sun turns vampires to dust and drag queens into this.” He motioned with his hand down his body. “Now, will you move so I can unlock my door?” Ashley would like to avoid running into anyone else in his current state.


  “Please do,” Jared gestured to the door while stepping out of the way. “I’m having an emergency and need to borrow a Q-tip, pronto.”


  “You came all the way over here for a Q-tip?” Ashley finished unlocking his door, and they stepped into the apartment.


  “I met a guy last night. He lives in this building but he did not have a single Q-tip!” he crossed his arms and sighed heavily. “I think his name was Bruce.”


  “And you couldn’t wait until you got home for one?” Ashley questioned skeptically.


  “No, I could not wait.” Jared said resolutely, heading towards the bathroom. Ashley went to his room and placed his wig on his vanity, he would brush it out later. He tossed the plastic bag on his bed. Changing into a pair of sweats and a t-shirt, Ashley walked back into his living room.


  Jared seemed disappointed standing in the middle of the room, both hands in his jean pockets. “It didn’t work. I can still feel it in there,” he said, giving Ashley a pleading look.


  “I have no idea what you’re talking about.” Ashley said, feeling confused.


  “It’s Bruce’s fault!” Jared said animatedly. “The bastard didn’t warn me he was a long distance shooter. He hit me right in the ear with one of his spunk cannon fires. Luckily, I had my eyes closed.” Jared flopped down on my couch. “How could he not warn me first? That’s rude, right?” Jared looked at Ashley, who nodded in consent. “He should have handed me a pair of earplugs and said ‘You’ll want these, it’s going to be a wet ride!’ At the least he could have mentioned something about the front row being in the splash zone.”


  “That’s more information than I would ever need.” Ashley stated, sitting down beside Jared.


  Jared ignored him and continued, “Then Bruce is all like ‘Let me clean that up for you,’ or I think that’s what he said. I only had one working ear at that point. And before I knew what was happening, he was leaning down and thrusting his tongue in my ear.” Jared shook his head a little, “like that would help. All he did was push his jizz further into my ear and make it even nastier with the extra saliva.” Jared closed his eyes and made an expression as if he was reliving the memory. “After the shock wore off, I begged for a Q-tip.” Jared opened his eyes and looked directly into Ashley’s eyes, “I fucking begged, Ashley! He didn’t even have a cotton ball! That’s why I’m here. But, it is too late now. All the man juice has dried up, and it feels crusty. It’s making my ear itch.” Jared explained, again sharing excessive information.


  “Are you done? Because I don’t think I can stomach anymore of your details.”


  “Yeah, I think that’s it,” Jared said softly, “I mean, we were having a really great time, it was smoking hot. Then, without warning, he erupted like a gushing geyser. Total mood killer.” Jared looked at Ashley, “I’m glad you look normal again. Druggy streetwalker is just not a look you can pull off sweetie.” Ashley glared at him. “Stop looking at me like that and start telling me what has you doing the ultimate walk of shame this morning.”


  Ashley filled Jared in about what happened the previous night, leaving out the specifics and adult content. As over the top as he might be, he still didn’t like to talk about intimate and sexual details, even with friends. When he finished with his story Jared responded, “Oh honey, you know I was drunk and just teasing you. Until I saw you this morning, I thought you always looked gorgeous.” He smiled at Ashley.


  “Shut up.” Ashley nudged their shoulders together. “I didn’t look that bad this morning. And you’re doing the walk of shame right now.” Ashley gestured towards Jared’s outfit, obviously the same one he wore last night.


  “But, I still look cute, no shame in that. You looked like a dirty mess.” Jared stopped and appeared to be thinking, “Although I did honestly think you were an authentic party girl. So you can pass as a biological-train-wreck-of-a-woman and even fool your friends.” Jared said, clapping his hands as if he had just given Ashley great news.


  “You have a gift for words and always know what to say to make a person feel good.” Ashley said sarcastically.


  “That’s true.” Jared smiled, “Take me home now. I need to look up how to get dried baby batter out of my ear canal.”


  “Call a cab. And for the love of God, never talk about come in front of me ever again.” Ashley begged.


  “I promise I’ll never talk about a man’s sweet cream in front of you again, if you give me a ride home.” Jared offered.


  “Deal!” Ashley immediately responded before Jared could try to change the agreement. Having already been out looking worse, Ashley just slipped on his flip-flops and took Jared over to his place.


  



  Blackmailed into a Happy Ever After


  



  It was early Sunday evening when Ashley got a text message from Rick. I have your boob. If you ever want to see it again, you’ll have to meet me for dinner tonight.


  Ashley didn’t even need to think about a reply. How do I know you really have my boob and this isn’t a trap?


  A few minutes later, Ashley received a picture of his left breast padding. He hadn’t even noticed it was missing from his bag. In the picture, the boob was leaning against Rick’s wicked cookie jar, with a tiny plastic Storm Trooper holding a gun, pointed right at the padding. There was also a note in black, block letters: ‘DINNER, OR THE BOOB GETS IT!’


  Ashley couldn’t help but grin as he replied, Fine. I’ll be there. Where will the exchange go down?


  Dairy Queen at 6:30pm. Come alone.


  With the rendezvous set, Ashley knew he needed the perfect outfit for this exchange. He smiled, his thoughts spinning, as a plan formed to turn the tables on his blackmailer.


  



  ####


  



  Kyle Adams


  I love hearing from readers. Feel free to contact me or add me as a friend on any of the following site:


  Email: Kyle_Adams2@yahoo.com


  Blog: kyleadams2.blogspot.com


  Goodreads: http://www.goodreads.com/KyleAdams


  Twitter: http://twitter.com/kyle_adams2


  Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/kyle.adams.52459615
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