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  Getting Serious


  



  Ashley had a plan; he was going to dress as the sluttiest skank ever, even if he was meeting Rick at the local Dairy Queen and not some club. It would serve him right for the atrocious kidnapping of his left boob. Rick deserved the surprise. Then after thinking about it for a few minutes, Ashley chuckled lightly realizing that probably wouldn’t actually shock Rick at all. In fact, he would most likely be expecting it. After all, in the short time they had known each other — um, more like in the one night they had spent together, all he did was act like a rampant sex fiend.


  Ashley knew he didn’t really want to be thought of like that, not by Rick anyway. He would be a fool to let Rick slip away, and he had no doubt that’s exactly what would happen if he didn’t start acting like an adult capable of having a relationship. That is what he wanted right? A chance to see how they connected with each other, more than just physically. Rick had already put up with a lot, more than he probably should have, and yet, he still asked Ashley out. Ashley wasn’t stupid. He knew Rick could only bend so far before he just gave up on Ashley.


  So, he decided to take this date seriously. He’d use this opportunity to impress Rick and show him that he did, in fact, have more to offer than just being a sexy skanktart. To show that he wasn’t just a brainless bimfoon, that’s when a bimbo breeds with a buffoon, resulting in a true, hot mess. Ashley smiled to himself as he walked over to the far side of his room, just past his vanity and opened his closet, pushing clothes out of his way. He knew just what he wanted to wear, and it was hiding in the very back of the full closet.


  Drag Queens spend a lot of time looking in mirrors, at least Ashley did anyway. Not just while applying makeup but he also spent a lot of time making faces in the mirror. He knew he looked ridiculous, but he had to see how his make-up appeared when he made certain expressions. Blending and shading was an art, and he had a style all his own. Some poses made his cheeks look bloated or pressed his eyebrows too close together, resulting in the dreaded unibrow. That had happened once when he was first getting used to applying make-up. In fact, he found drawing eyebrows especially hard, so he always scrutinized himself, scrunching up his nose and squinting his eyes. Any unflattering expression he made sure not to use out in public. After he has finished painting on his makeup and he’s thoroughly inspected his work, he always blows himself a kiss in the mirror.


  Tonight, there would be no need for drag makeup, but that didn’t mean he wouldn’t still wear some. Sitting down at his vanity with large swivel mirror, he applied light charcoal eyeliner, just to help outline his big brown eyes. Then he put on some clear but shimmery lip-gloss, making his lips look soft and inviting. He smiled at himself in the mirror, thinking Rick wouldn’t know what hit him when he showed up looking serious and professional. Ashley blew himself a kiss in the mirror. He may not be in drag, but he still looked delicious, if he did say so himself. Getting up, Ashley grabbed his jacket and headed out the door. He had one fake-titty to collect and a man to impress.


  



  A Date at the DQ


  



  Ashley didn’t see Rick when he got to the prearranged rendezvous point, also known as Dairy Queen. He walked in and got a booth towards the back along the wall. It wasn’t even close to private, but it was the best he could get. He would have ordered their meals but, with the extensive menu selections, he had no clue what Rick would want. He sat down and patiently waited. Okay, he waited, but he wasn’t very patient about it. He tried crossing his legs, but the table was too low so when that didn’t work, he tapped his foot on the floor.


  He felt almost as nervous as he had on the night he’d met Rick, only then it had been the fear of Rick’s reaction to finding out he was impersonating a female. As it turned out, Rick knew all along and liked Ashley in both the slutty women’s clothes or as a man. He even seemed to like him in a messy in-between state of dress.


  This was different though. Instead of trying to hide who he was, he was going to show Rick the real him. He couldn’t help but worry that he was making a huge mistake. What if Rick didn’t like what he saw? Or worse, what if ordinary Ashley wasn’t spunky enough and he bored Rick? It was a risk, but one he knew was worth taking. That, however, didn’t stop him from still worrying about possible negative outcomes.


  By the time Rick arrived, Ashley still hadn’t gotten his anxieties under control. Nevertheless, when Rick approached the table grinning with one sexy dimple showing, Ashley felt himself relax. Even if Rick turned out not to want to pursue a relationship, Rick would never use anything Ashley revealed against him. Nor would he lead Ashley on and then be cruel. Rick was far too nice for that.


  “You look ravishing,” Rick drawled in a deep voice. “Maybe a little over dressed for the DQ though.” He smiled, and Ashley could feel the heat from Rick’s eyes devouring him, taking in every detail. If Ashley hadn’t already sensed Rick’s desire from his heated stare, the growing bulge in Rick’s jeans would have clued him in.


  “This old thing?” Ashley teased, even though Rick’s reaction was exactly what he hoped for. That’s exactly why he had worn this suit, a deep purple button down shirt, a vibrant red silk tie, and black jacket. He’d slicked his hair over from the left to the right. Ashley thought he looked damn good and it seemed Rick agreed. Rick himself was looking mighty scrumptious, wearing well-fitted blue jeans and a tight black t-shirt with the phrase “Trust Me, I’m a Jedi” printed in white letters across his chest. It was a simple outfit, but he made it look good, and, of course, the way he filled out the front of his jeans was wicked sexy. The only way Rick could possibly look any more appealing was if he was naked.


  Noticing Rick still hadn’t sat down, Ashley asked, “Did you want to eat, or did you want to go somewhere else?” After he finished speaking he immediately shut his lips and started pushing his tongue ring against the back of his teeth. It was a nervous habit, but it allowed him time to wait for Rick’s response without his mouth filling up the silence by adding a lewd suggestion for why they should leave.


  “Let’s go order.” Rick said, gesturing for Ashley to go in front of him. As Ashley passed by, Rick placed his hand on Ashley’s lower back and walked beside him towards the counter. Standing next to Rick without his heels on made him feel much shorter. He wasn’t self-conscious about it, but it was definitely registering in his mind as he stood side by side with Rick in only his flat dress shoes.


  The kid working the register appeared to be about sixteen and gave them a funny look, though it was probably more because they were dressed like complete opposites rather than because of how close they were standing. After casually checking to make sure Rick wasn’t paying attention, Ashley opened his eyes wide and stuck his tongue out at the gaping cashier.


  His friend Jared often told him that his ears popped out when he did that, causing him to look like a monkey. Having practiced the face in the mirror several times, Ashley had to agree with him. The kid actually laughed, and by the time Rick stopped studying the menu and looked at him, Ashley’s only expression was a sweet, innocent smile. Rick raised his eyebrow, silently asking, ‘What did you just do?’ Ashley just shrugged and kept on smiling.


  After carefully considering all of the gourmet dinner choices, Rick ordered the savory Mushroom Swiss burger with a medium Oreo Blizzard. Ashley got the moist and tender chicken strip basket, which came with marvelous gravy and a soda. Ashley quickly paid, since he was the one with a boob to save. As they stood waiting for their food, their sides pressing together, Ashley basked in Rick’s embrace enjoying the comfort and intimacy. He was delighted with the knowledge that Rick liked touching him, because he definitely liked to be touched by Rick. Rick’s hand never lost contact with Ashley’s back. He was continuously rubbing small circles or just letting it rest on his lower back, until Rick needed his hands to carry the tray of flavorful smelling food back to their table.


  They were back in the booth, sitting with the food on the table in front of them when Rick asked, “So, what did you do to that kid?”


  Ashley feigned a reaction of appalled shock and was about to ask why Rick would insinuate such things but he came up with a better question. “How bad do you want to know?” Rick raised a questioning eyebrow that Ashley took to mean, ‘I’m not answering that.’ Ashley shrugged and continued on, “Well,” he folded his hands on the table in front of him, “it seems we each have something the other wants.” He used his most sinistery villain’s voice, which sounded more like he had a sore throat than anything else. “Tell me what you’ve done with Lucy, and I’ll give you the information you seek.” Ashley grabbed a fry, dipped it in his rich gravy, and then took an exaggerated bite in an attempt to show his fierceness.


  Rick just watched him, patiently. Ashley could tell he was trying hard not to burst out laughing, probably so he wouldn’t draw more attention than they were already getting. “Who is Lucy?” He asked, before wrapping his lips around a spoonful of his Blizzard, a little bit of ice cream dribbled down from the corner of his mouth.


  Ashley had a hard time focusing as he watched Rick wipe away the drips with his tongue, but he finally managed to say, “Lucy is my left boob, which you’re currently holding hostage. That is why you brought me here, isn’t it? To commence negotiations?”


  “You named your breast pads? Why Lucy?” Rick said, taking a bite of his burger.


  Ashley finished chewing the fry he was enjoying before answering. “Lefty Lucy,” he said, drawing it out so it sounded more like loose-y and following it up with, “Duh.”


  Rick shook his head, laughing quietly before asking, “Do I want to know what you named the right one?”


  Ashley pretended to consider that for a minute, “Probably not.”


  Rick leaned forward, “Tell me anyway.”


  “Righty Tighty, because it is perky and tight, and not much else rhymes with righty that makes any sense.” Ashley thought about what he’d said, “Or as much sense as a man naming his fake breasts can make.”


  “You’re a nut.” Rick said teasingly, taking another big bite of his juicy burger.


  Ashley ripped one of his succulent chicken fingers in half and thought about what Rick said. “I think if I was a nut, I’d be a chest nut.” After a few seconds, he quickly added, “No pun intended.”


  “Because they have a prickly shell you have to break before you can peel back the skin to even get to the edible part?”


  “No, because they taste fu--” Ashley paused and looked around at the other guests, “absolutely delicious.”


  Rick had been displaying a dazzling smile when his expression went blank. “So are you ever not in drag?” He wasn’t condescending or judgmental, or meaning to be cruel. He asked it out of sincere curiosity.


  The question still felt like an accusation and was a shock to Ashley. He didn’t think he could have been more surprised if, out-of-the-blue, Rick reached across the table and bitch slapped him. No longer hungry, yet feeling the need to defend himself, Ashley dropped his fry back in the box and placed his shaking hands in his lap so Rick wouldn’t see them. When they said goodbye Saturday morning, Ashley had pointed out a few of his own flaws, wanting to prevent awkward dating if he wasn’t what Rick was looking for in a boyfriend.


  Now, he was sitting here wondering what he did wrong and knowing Rick was looking at him and expecting a response. Ashley bit his lower lip and tried to buy himself a little time by looking thoughtful. Hopefully, Rick would think he was pondering the question and taking it seriously, which he was. Nevertheless, he also wanted to get up and just leave, telling Rick he was sorry for wasting his time. But Ashley wasn’t the type of person to run away from a situation just because it would be the easier thing to do. He still didn’t know what to say, so he replied with a simple and meek, “I’m not in drag now.”


  “I mean, I doubt you’re a suit and tie at the Dairy Queen kind of guy. So you’re really wearing another kind of costume.” Rick stated without hint of disdain in his words.


  Ashley gaped at him before lowering his head to stare at the table. So much for trying to show Rick he was taking getting to know each other seriously. He felt like he’d fucked it up royally and didn’t even know how. Or was it because he dressed too serious for Rick to take him seriously, which seriously made no sense to him. This is who he is, and he thought Rick was seeing that. Finding out how wrong he had been made his chest feel restricted, and he had to remind himself to keep breathing.


  He liked Rick, a lot, and wanted to be honest with him. Rick made him feel safe opening up about himself, and if he didn’t do a better job of putting himself out there and letting Rick see the real him, he knew he might not get another chance. He just hoped he hadn’t already blown this one. “You said you wanted to get to know each other, and I want that too. I wanted to show you I was taking this seriously and wanted to impress you. That’s why I dressed seriously impressive.” Ashley met Rick’s eyes, “That doesn’t mean this isn’t the real me. Yeah, I wear a lot of outfits, but underneath, they’re all a part of me. They all make up who I am.”


  Rick just smiled at him; it was a warm, inviting smile. “I think that’s the most sincere thing you’ve ever told me. I saw you so dressed up and just assumed you were being another character. For that, I’m sorry.” He sounded genuine, and Ashley let out a small sigh of relief, pleased he hadn’t blown his chance with Rick. Well, not yet anyway.


  He opened his mouth to say something sarcastic, to lighten the mood, but decided against it. “It’s okay, with how I’ve acted, it’s no wonder you’d draw that conclusion. But I mean it. I’d like to get to know you.” Ashley swallowed, “For us to know each other.”


  Rick’s smile broadened. “I’d like that.”


  “So, how do we do that?” Ashley asked.


  “With time.” Rick stated simply.


  “You’re a man of few words.” Ashley smiled slyly.


  “And you’re a man of many.” Rick said with a teasing glint in his eyes.


  “Touché. But really, I’m not very good at this, and I already feel like I know you.”


  “Yeah?” Rick spoke softly, “what do you think you know?”


  “I know you’re thoughtful. When you had to meet your family, you still took the time to drive me home. And you’re loyal and keep your word, like how you passed up a day of sex with me to go camping, keeping your prior commitments. You’re a considerate lover, making sure we both get the most pleasure possible. You cook and clean and wouldn’t mind if I didn’t. If I’m being honest, you could probably find a way to bribe me into cleaning up.” Ashley gave him a wink. “Your place is neat and welcoming, which says a lot about you. I know you have a good sense of humor and smile a lot. You have a foot fetish, and it doesn’t bother you that I have one for heels and doing drag. You have a sweet tooth and like Star Wars. I know you like dogs, or at least had one growing up. And that you like cuddling and having me close, even in public. I know you’re really patient,” Ashley smiled, “with me at least.”


  “I think -” Rick started, but Ashley interrupted him.


  “I’m not finished yet. I could probably spend another hour coming up with little things I’ve already noticed about you. We could sit here and talk about your favorite color or your childhood best friend, but that’s not how I get to know people. I know that it’s not as easy to get to know me like that, and that’s my fault for putting up fronts. And, you know what? I like all that stuff about you, and I want you to learn stuff like that about me.” Ashley paused and took a deep breath before adding in a softer voice, “And hopefully you’ll like what you learn.”


  “I was trying to say I think we should leave and finish talking later.”


  “You haven’t finished eating yet.” Ashley pointed out. He hadn’t either, but he didn’t plan to finish his meal since his mind and appetite was fully on Rick.


  “I’m not hungry, not for that anyway.” Rick nodded at his food before letting Ashley see the burning desire in his eyes. More than just seeing the craving in Rick’s expression, it was as if Ashley could feel it. His body responded, and he could feel his cock starting to get hard in his slacks. He was really glad that he wasn’t tucked, but still, there wasn’t much room for growth in his panties.


  “Oh,” Ashley said, catching on to why Rick wanted to leave. “Hearing how great you are gets you going, does it?” Ashley teased him a little.


  “It wasn’t hearing how great I am; it was the way you said it and knowing that’s how you see me that has me wanting to take you right here on the floor of the Dairy Queen.”


  “Rick, you almost sound like me.” Ashley said playfully.


  “You must have rubbed off on me.”


  “If I remember correctly, it was you who rubbed off on me.” Ashley reached down to adjust his now full erection.


  “Seriously, are you going to invite me back to your place, or do I have to drag you out to my truck,” he lowered his voice so Ashley had to lean forward to hear, “and fuck you across the bench seat?”


  “I thought you wanted us to get to know each other better.” Ashley clarified wanting to make sure this wasn’t a trick to see how serious he was.


  “Is a night spent having passionate, animalistic sex going to make it harder to get to know each other?”


  “It’s making something harder.” Ashley mumbled. “So you want to come back to my place for some raunchy sex?” He said more cheerfully knowing Rick wanted to go to his place because it was closer.


  In lieu of answering, Rick just stood up and motioned for Ashley to do the same. When Ashley wasn’t quick enough, Rick grabbed is arm and helped him to his feet. With a hand on his lower back, Rick lead him towards the exit. “Wait,” Ashley protested, “we have to bus our table.”


  Rick growled, but started quickly loading up the tray with their garbage. After dumping it in the trash bin, they walked outside with Ashley leading the way, Rick following right behind him. “I’ll walk you to your car.” Rick whispered against Ashley’s ear. The warm breath against his skin made Ashley’s spine tingle, and he felt himself relaxing back against Rick’s chest. Rick’s hand found its way to Ashley’s hip and pulled their bodies tighter together. Ashley let out a low moan feeling Rick’s arousal pressing against the top of his ass. “I want you, but I don’t think they’d appreciate us fucking in front of their entrance. Where’s your car?” Rick asked, stepping forward and forcing Ashley to move with him.


  Taking the hint, Ashley picked up his pace and hurried over to his car. “This one’s mine” Ashley said, stepping next to his Silver Prius. Rick looked through his front window and started laughing. “It was a gift from a friend.” Ashley said, explaining the amusing air freshener hanging from his rearview mirror. It said ‘I’m only speeding cuz I have to poop’ on it in rainbow colored letters.


  “It suits you.” Rick said stepping up to him so his back was against the car door, plastering his front against Rick. Reaching out his hand, Rick grabbed the back of Ashley’s hair, tilting his head up, and crushing their lips together. It was rough, demanding, and told Ashley just how ravenous Rick’s desire for him was burning. Ashley moaned into the kiss, and Rick used the opportunity to thrust his tongue into Ashley’s mouth. His hands were just starting to feel up Rick’s chest when Rick broke the kiss and stepped back. “I’ll meet you at your place.” Rick said before walking a few spaces over to his truck. Ashley stood there for a few minutes catching his breath and trying to get his body cooled down enough to drive home. He felt like his brain melted from the heat of that kiss.


  



  Ashley Gets Pregnant!


  Just Kidding. They Do Have Sex Though


  



  Rick was waiting outside the front entrance of the building by the time Ashley had parked his car in the lot. He figured Rick must not have needed as much time to cool off as he did before being able to drive. Ashley used his access card to open the doors and led Rick down the entry hallway, and past the mailboxes to get to the elevators. Rick didn’t try to touch him this time, and Ashley figured that was for the best if they wanted to make it all the way to his apartment.


  Stepping into the elevator, Rick said, “You still never told me what you did to the kid working at DQ.”


  It took Ashley a couple seconds to remember what he was talking about, “And you never gave me my boob back.”


  “Here.” Reaching in his back pocket, fumbling for a few seconds, he pulled Ashley’s precious Lucy free and held it out to him.


  Ashley took it from him and noticed there seemed to be a few more lumps than when he last felt it. “Now it’s all lumpy, you goober. They aren’t really meant to be stuffed into a back pocket or sat upon.”


  “Really?” Rick asked, grabbing the boob from Ashley and examining it. “Sorry, I didn’t think it would get deformed like that.” Rick said sheepishly, “I’ll buy you a new one.”


  “Don’t worry about it. They’re cheap, and I have extras anyway.”


  “So,” Rick said, not meeting Ashley’s eyes, “now that you technically got your boob back, are you going to tell me now?”


  


  “Fine,” Ashley sighed heavily for dramatic effect. “If you must know, I made a monkey face at him.”


  The elevator doors opened, and Ashley stepped out. He didn’t make it very far before Rick’s hand on his arm stopped him. Turning so they were facing each other, Rick said, “Show me, please.” Ashley hesitated, but decided there was no reason not to show Rick. Besides, the man did say please, and he was simply too cute to say no to. Ashley reenacted the monkey face, and Rick instantly started laughing. Ashley let his expression relax back to normal. “Oh man, your ears.” Rick said between laughs. “They look so cute sticking out like that.” Ashley tried to glare at him, but Rick ruined it by caressing his cheek and then gently rubbing his earlobe between his thumb and forefinger. His other fingers curved around Ashley’s neck slipping under his shirt collar. “Seriously,” Rick said huskily, “everything about you turns me on.”


  “I can see that.” Ashley nodded towards the bulge in Rick’s jeans. “And luckily, I’ve had twenty five years to get used to these ears, so I’m not overly sensitive about them.” Ashley tried to distract himself from just how much Rick’s warm touch was making his knees feel weak.


  Rick pulled him into another scorching kiss that only lasted mere seconds, but Ashley felt it from his lips to his toes. “Nothing to be sensitive about. You’re one hundred percent perfection just the way you are.” Rick told him sincerely. For the first time that Ashley could remember, he felt himself start to blush, even as his stomach did summersaults. That was also the first time he’d ever heard anything so sweet, and he knew Rick meant it, making it all the more sweeter.


  “I think we should go inside.” When Rick made no move, Ashley took a step backwards and Rick stepped with him. When Rick took another step, Ashley stumbled backwards, but Rick moved his hand to his lower back and steadied him. “This would be easier if you let me turn around.”


  Rick shook his head slightly, “I like looking at you. Which door is yours?”


  “Number nine zero nine. It’s the fourth door on the left.” Ashley wasn’t sure how far they had already walked down the hall, and he didn’t want to look away from Rick. Occasionally, Rick’s eyes would dart over to check their progress down the hall, but mostly his gaze remained locked on Ashley.


  After only a few awkward stumbles, they stopped and Rick said, “Keys?” Ashley pulled his key chain out of his front pocket and held up the one for his unit. Rick took it and after unlocking the door, forced Ashley back into his apartment. Ashley felt a shift when Rick moved his leg back slamming the door. “I think we should head right to the bedroom. Okay with you?” Rick asked sounding breathy, the desire in his voice adding to Ashley’s own deepening needs.


  “That,” Ashley swallowed, “sounds divine.” Ashley had no trouble navigating his way backwards into his room through his small apartment. They were still holding eye contact when they reached the bedroom, stopping next to the bed. In the privacy of Ashley’s bedroom, the feeling of intimacy increased substantially, leaving Ashley suddenly unsure how to proceed. Luckily for him, Rick didn’t have the same issue. Sliding his hand slowly from the back of Ashley’s neck until it reached the knot of his tie, Rick gave a gentle tug. Ashley gasped when the back of Rick’s warm knuckles grazed his throat, the exquisite sensation sending another slow shiver rippling through his body.


  Ashley reached up and wrapped his tingling fingers around Rick’s forearm. He wasn’t sure why, but something about the connection made him feel anchored, steady. He didn’t have to worry about his knees giving out, because he knew Rick wouldn’t let him fall. He watched a sensual smile slowly creep up Rick’s lips as he gently loosened Ashley’s tie. He didn’t remove it though, or even completely untie it but just loosened it enough that he could start unbuttoning Ashley’s shirt.


  Not a word was spoken, but Ashley could feel the tension between them charging up, getting ready to explode. With his shirt undone, Rick popped the collar up and pulled the shirt out from under the tie loop. Forcing Ashley to release his hold on his arm, Rick slid both the shirt and the jacket off Ashley’s shoulders. Ashley closed his eyes and just enjoyed the feeling of Rick’s feathering touch against his skin. When his clothing hit the floor, Ashley remained standing there in just his slacks and dress tie. Ashley opened his eyes and a shiver tingled down his spine, again. It wasn’t because he was cold, it was because of the way Rick licked his bottom lip while looking at Ashley as if he was the most desirable man in the world. Like the only man in the world.


  Dropping to his knees, Rick started untying Ashley’s shoestrings. “This will be easier.” Ashley said, pulling his foot back so he could toe off his dress shoes, which he quickly kicked out of the way.


  “Easier is not always better.” Rick offered, as he started removing Ashley’s socks.


  “Easier is better if it means we get naked faster.” Ashley contradicted with a broad smile.


  “Patience is a virtue.” Rick slipped off the first sock, taking his time to gently massage Ashley’s foot.


  “Why put off to until tomorrow what you can ravage right now?” Ashley countered, keeping up the banter with Rick was all that was distracting him enough to keep from prematurely blowing his load in his panties. His cock hadn’t even been touched yet, but Rick had him close to plummeting over the edge of excitement into a blissful orgasm.


  “Good things come to those who wait.” Rick said, grinning up at him, his expression of satisfaction making it clear he knew how much he was affecting Ashley.


  “Why wait, when you can procreate?” Ashley said, trying not to giggle as Rick’s light touch on the bottom of his foot slightly tickled.


  “We can’t procreate, not together any way.” Rick said casually.


  “You asshat.” Ashley said teasingly. “That’s a minor technicality, but fine. Why wait when you can fuckreate?”


  “Because waiting makes it that much sweeter or because some things are worth the wait. Pick one.” Rick said, in the same playful tone Ashley had just used. He finished pulling Ashley’s socks off and slid his hands inside the legs of his slacks along his calves, rubbing Ashley’s legs.


  “Really? Because this wait feels like it wants to kill me.” Ashley hoped Rick would hear the plea in his voice and speed things up. He wasn’t sure how much longer he could hold off before he’d have to take matters into his own hand. He preferred for it be Rick’s hand or mouth that brought him the release he needed.


  Leaning forward, Rick nuzzled his cheek against Ashley’s groin. Ashley’s body initially jolted from the unexpected contact before he consciously pushed his hips forward, enjoying the soothing pressure against his hard cock. “You feel fine to me.” As Rick spoke, his lips moved against the shaft of Ashley’s dick.


  “Did you know that it can take sloth’s days to have sex?” Ashley stated. Rick pulled back and gave him a concerned look. Ashley ignored it and continued. “With the pace you’re setting, I’m thinking you could be part sloth.”


  Rick’s jaw dropped, and he just gaped at him before a big smile spread across his face. “I don’t know why hearing that surprises me. Only you would come up with something like that during foreplay.” Then he reached out and placed his hand over Ashley’s erection with the barest of touching. “I was ready for fast and rough when we left the DQ, but on the drive over, I started thinking about how I haven’t taken my time with you yet. And I love this slow and unhurried, sloth pace.” Rick growled, leaning forward he scraped his teeth lightly against the fabric restraining Ashley’s erection. “Maybe if you didn’t talk so much it would go quicker.” Rick said, giving him an affectionate smile so he’d know he was still teasing.


  “Talking’s the only thing keeping me distracted enough to not come in my pants.” Ashley bit his bottom lip, hoping it would help him prevent doing just that. Ashley sighed with relief when Rick’s fingers started fumbling with the button on his slacks. Now we’re getting somewhere he thought, finally.


  “Oh hotcakes. That’s fucking sexy.” Rick groaned after lowering Ashley’s zipper and getting a glimpse of his panties showing through. “I was going to keep teasing you, but fuck it, now I’ve got to see just what you’re wearing underneath these slacks.” He said, shoving the pants down and then off Ashley’s legs. “Sexiest thing I have ever seen.”


  Ashley smiled at Rick’s eager reaction. Besides the tie still loosely wrapped around his neck, he was standing there in just his skimpy, red, lace panties with a slutty black frilled trim. The panties were tight enough and the fabric thin enough to clearly see Ashley’s raging erection. Ashley thought of it as raging because it felt like it had been achingly hard ever since he saw Rick’s sexy body walk into the Dairy Queen. “You haven’t seen the back yet.” Ashley pointed out, twisting his hips so Rick could just see the bubble of his ass.


  “You going to turn all the way around and let me get a good look?” Rick’s gaze was locked on the panties.


  “Only because I don’t believe in torturing people by slowly teasing them to death, and I like having your attention.”


  “Huh? You’re still talking, why aren’t you turning around?” Rick let his eyes drift up to meet Ashley’s so he could see the humor in them and know Rick was only kidding.


  With Rick in front of him, and the bed behind him, he didn’t have much room to do anything but simply turn around. He tried to make sure his hips swayed suggestively, but there just wasn’t space to do it properly. He was planning to keep spinning all the way around, but Rick’s hands on his ass stopped him. “Let me just look for a minute.” Rick growled. Ashley wouldn’t complain, as he liked Rick’s hands massaging and squeezing his globed cheeks. Ashley felt Rick leaning in closer, his warm breath gently teasing against the left side of his ass.


  “Hey!” Ashley yelled and forcefully spun around after Rick’s teeth nipped his butt. “That was mean.” He rubbed his cheek, but the sting was already dissipating. Mostly his reaction was just surprise, but it still seemed rude to bite someone’s butt without consent, even with gentle playfulness.


  “I couldn’t help myself, it was just too tempting.” Rick licked his lips. “You are the epitome of every fantasy I’ve ever had, all rolled into one devilish, sexy package.” Rick said breathlessly staring up at him. Retaining eye contact, Rick leaned forward and put his mouth over Ashley’s panty-covered cock. He suckled on the head before opening his mouth wider so his lips would also rub against Ashley’s shaft. He used his tongue to lick the underside of his cock head the through the thin lacy fabric.


  “Oh, oh God!” Ashley moaned loudly. Between Rick’s sweet words and the amazing lip job on his cock, Ashley felt himself losing control under the dual assault. He moaned as the pleasure from his orgasm rolled through his body. His knees started to buckle, but Rick’s firm grip on his hips helped to keep him steady. Rick closed his mouth as tight as he could around the head of Ashley’s cock. Sucking the jizz spurting from Ashley’s dick through the fabric until Ashley had to push him away because he was getting too sensitive.


  “Delicious.” Rick said sticking his tongue out so Ashley could see his come that Rick hadn’t yet swallowed. Rick raised an eyebrow at him and Ashley took that as asking, ‘want a taste?’ He felt like he should be embarrassed for coming so quickly, but obviously Rick didn’t mind and he was too content to worry about it.


  “Come up here with that.” He said, after taking a moment to catch his breath. His voice still sounded rough because of his dry throat, but Rick was about to take care of that. Standing up, Rick wasted no time crushing their lips together, pushing his tongue into Ashley’s waiting mouth. He moaned into the kiss tasting himself on Rick’s tongue. The kiss deepened as they swapped spit and Ashley’s release back and forth. Ashley found himself with his tongue thrusting into Rick’s mouth. He could still taste himself mixed with Rick’s own natural flavor. Rick was using his teeth to gently bite and manipulate Ashley’s piercing.


  Ashley wasn’t sure how long they had been kissing when Rick pulled back and rested their foreheads together. They stayed like that smiling at each other, feeling the other’s warm breath dance across their lips as they steadied their breathing. Ashley was the first to break the silence. “It’s like I can think again now that the edge has been taken off.”


  “And what are you thinking about?”


  “How, once again, I’m basically naked, fresh off a spectacular orgasmic release and you’re still fully clothed and needing to come.” Ashley said, shaking his head in slow, exaggerated movement. “That just won’t do.” He grabbed the hem of Rick’s shirt and pulled it up, exposing Rick’s torso. Ashley used the opportunity to rub the back of his fingers against Rick’s skin. Lending a hand, Rick grabbed the shirt from Ashley and removed it completely in one quick motion. “Hey, I was going to do that.” Ashley protested weakly, as he touched his fingers to the dragon tattoo on Rick's chest. As far as he was concerned, the faster Rick got naked the better, but after Rick’s torturous teasing he felt he should protest for the spirit of protesting. That didn’t really make sense, but Ashley didn’t care. It wasn’t as if Rick could read his thoughts.


  “That was easier.” Rick mimicked Ashley’s earlier comment. “Besides, you don’t seem to mind too much.” He finished, sounding a little smug.


  Ashley was transfixed watching his hands tracing the dragon’s body winding down Rick’s stomach. He still managed a small reply, “I do like it easy.” His fingers reached the arrow point on the end of the Dragon’s tail just under his belly button. Rick’s breathing was shallow and steady, but as Ashley’s hand kept drifting lower, he sucked in a deep breath. Ashley didn’t waste any time unsnapping the button on Rick’s jeans. Remembering that Rick liked to go commando, he slipped his hand into the opening of Rick’s pants and covered Rick’s bare cock before lowering the zipper. He pushed the jeans off Rick’s hips and all the way down to pool at his feet. “I love that you’re not wearing underwear.” Ashley wrapped his fingers around Rick’s fully erect cock and let it spring up to a more comfortable position before slowly stroking it. Ashley enjoyed the moaning vibrations that emitted from Rick’s throat because of his touch.


  “Not sure you should do that unless you want me coming in your hand.” Rick growled.


  “Guess now would be a good time to make things easier by kicking off your shoes and jeans.” Ashley said, fixated on watching Rick’s cock head disappear and reappear behind his foreskin as Ashley moved his hand back and forth. “And I can think of much better places for you to come than in my fist.” Ashley looked up at Rick’s face and whispered, “Like inside my ass.”


  “Okay, I’ll get my pants off if you stop touching my cock before it explodes.” Rick said starting to work his shoes off, a task made more difficult by the jeans around his ankles. “After all, if you want something done right, you just have to do it yourself.” He said, in a strained voice, going back to their odd flirtational adage exchange.


  “A horny man always knows when to ask for help reaching faster gratification.” Ashley joked, as he stepped back from Rick to give him more room, freeing his legs.


  “Where do you think you’re going?” Rick reached out grabbing Ashley’s tie. He gripped the silky fabric and pulled Ashley back to where he had been standing. “You look so hot wearing just your panties and tie.” Rick finished kicking away his jeans and shoes. “Only thing sexier would be if you had a pair of heels on.”


  “I,” Ashley cleared his throat, “could always put on a pair of stilettos.”


  “This time, I want us completely naked. Next time you’re going to wear your favorite heels and these panties. And I’ll fuck you in just those.”


  Ashley’s only verbal response was a deep moan. He felt his heart speed up. Rick’s promise made his body feel like it was on fire with a new, deeper desire. The way Rick took control, and knowing they shared at least some of the same fantasies, made him blaze with the need to experience all of them with Rick. Taking a deep breath, he tried to reign in his excitement before he came again without Rick having even one orgasm.


  “Finish stripping and get on the bed. I need to be inside you again.” Rick ordered, pulling the tie over Ashley’s head. “We’ll have fun with this next time too.” He said, holding up the silk tie before letting it fall to the ground. Ashley had already dropped his panties and was scooting back on the bed towards his wood-slatted headboard. When he was close enough, he reached over to his nightstand and pulling out lube and a box of condoms from the drawer. He felt the bed shift when Rick joined him on it.


  He offered Rick the lube while he worked on opening the condom box. It would have been easier if his hands weren’t shaking so much with anticipation. It had only been two nights since he’d had Rick inside his body, but still he missed it. Now that he was so close to being filled by Rick again, the excitement was boiling over.


  While he was fumbling with the box, Rick had moved between his spread legs. Ashley removed a condom and tossed the box towards his nightstand. Rick had his hands under Ashley’s thighs. He lifted Ashley’s legs, pushing his knees towards his chest. “Hold them there.” Rick commanded. Ashley quickly wrapped his arms behind his knees as Rick instructed. Using one hand, Rick lifted Ashley’s hips so he could slide a pillow under his lower back.


  He grabbed the lube and applied it to his fingers. Ashley moaned when they lightly circled his hole. Slowly slicking the ring before two fingers slipped inside. Rick didn’t go fast, but instead, kept up a steady pressure until his fingers were completely inside. He left them there giving Ashley a chance to adjust to the welcome invasion.


  “You can move. I’m not really that delicate.” He said, encouraging Rick to get on with it. He really didn’t need pampering, or slow and gentle. He had already made sure he was ready before heading to the Dairy Queen.


  “Some things shouldn’t be rushed.” Rick responded, but started working his fingers back and forth inside Ashley.


  Sighing, Ashley closed his eyes, simply enjoying the way Rick’s fingers felt. However, he really wanted more. “There’s a condom in my right hand when you’re ready.” He said, letting Rick know he was all set for taking this to the next level.


  Rick took the condom from between Ashley’s fingers as he removed his own fingers from Ashley’s ass. Ashley heard the tearing of the packet and opened his eyes to watch Rick unroll the latex smoothly down his erection. He coated the condom in lube, and with one hand wrapped around the base of his shaft and the other on Ashley’s thigh, he leaned forward aiming his cock at Ashley’s prepared opening. Ashley sighed, as the pressure of Rick’s hard dick forced his hole to stretch wider. He relaxed and let Rick slide in, enjoying the sensation of Rick filling him completely. With Rick fully inside, he let go of his legs and wrapped them around Rick’s lower back, squeezing his legs together against Rick’s back to make sure he was in as deep as possible. Rick fell forward, catching his weight on his arms, bringing them face to face before he slowly pulled his hips back and then thrust forward again.


  He kept using shallow, slow strokes while he leaned down and planted another wet kiss on Ashley’s lips. It was rough and grew messier as Rick started jerking his hips faster. Making longer, quicker strokes in and out of Ashley’s body. The friction of Rick’s stomach caressing his own erection was quickly bringing Ashley back to the edge. He was thankful he had already come or this would have been over much sooner. As it was, he was determined to hold off coming again until after Rick did.


  Rick moved his head so that it rested on Ashley’s shoulders as his pace grew more erratic. The grunts he was making let Ashley know he was getting close. A few thrusts later, Rick pushed all the way in and stayed there. Ashley knew by the way his body jerked a few times that he was coming. Reaching between their bodies, Ashley fisted his own cock, and with only a couple of strokes, he was joining Rick in sweet orgasmic ecstasy.


  After catching their breath, they moved to the shower to get clean, which was actually more playful caressing touches than washing. They returned to Ashley’s bed where they just cuddled together enjoying the post-coital euphoria. Ashley was unaware of how much time passed before Rick ruined the moment. “I should probably get going. I have to be at work in the morning, and I didn’t bring clothes or anything with me.”


  “You should stay.” Ashley was on his side, pressed up against Rick. He snuggled tighter into Rick’s warm embrace. “We can call in sick and then you won’t need any clothes.”


  “Mm, that is tempting.” Rick sighed. Ashley had his one leg thrown over Rick’s and he started rubbing his foot up and down Rick’s calf. “I guess calling in for one day wouldn’t hurt anything.” Rick consented. Ashley smiled against his chest, pleased he wouldn’t have to move and looking forward to spending tomorrow with Rick.


  “I’ll give you a blow job if you make me breakfast in bed.” Ashley said cheekily.


  “You would do that anyway.”


  “Right, but I’d do a better job on a fully nutritioned stomach.”


  “Do you even have food here to cook with?”


  “I have milk and cereal.” Ashley said yawning.


  “You want me to pour you cereal and bring it to you in bed?” Rick asked unbelievingly.


  “That’d be great, but not too early. I want to sleep in.” Ashley closed his eyes and felt himself drifting off.


  “Okay, Princess.” Rick whispered quietly.


  “Heard that.” Ashley fell asleep with a smile on his lips.


  



  Fluffy Stuff


  



  A lot had changed since he started dating Rick. Even though they never officially said they were dating, they both agreed that they were ever since that first dinner at the Dairy Queen. They’d been back a few times since then. Ashley quickly learned about Rick’s addiction to Oreo Blizzards. Though it had only been a few weeks, they’d spent most all of their free time together and quickly developed a comfortable companionship. It was more than just sexual, though the regular sex was a great benefit.


  Not that it was just sex. It was more like amazing-everything-he’d-ever–wanted-in-a-partner sex. Toe curling, heart pounding, sweaty animal sex. The sex was truly great, but so were the moments just sitting on the couch watching television together. Usually with Ashley’s feet in Rick’s lap getting a deluxe foot massage. Dating a hottie with a foot fetish was awesome. Ashley’s feet had never felt better, with Rick rubbing them nightly and regular moisturizer applications, they were soft and smooth. And with the better foot care, Ashley could wear his heels a lot longer with minimum discomfort. His feet had grown used to the pampering, so he really hoped Rick never got over his love of feet.


  “You know, I’ve seen this episode before, and you’re not really paying attention.” Rick said, as he massaged Ashley’s feet, which were nestled into his lap.


  “Sorry, kind of got lost in my own thoughts.” Ashley smiled at Rick. “What did I miss?”


  “Nothing. And I was going to suggest we just turn it off and make our own entertainment for the rest of the night.” He hesitated looking at Ashley worriedly, “Your smile is scaring me a little though, it looks too cheerful. What are you up to?”


  “I was just thinking about how happy I’ve been lately. So if I look deliriously happy, well it’s your fault.” Ashley teased and stuck his tongue out, letting Rick see he was wearing the new stud Rick had gotten for him.


  “In that case, I know a few ways to make tonight another memory for you to smile about.” His tone was low and husky, the way it always got when Rick was excited. He moved Ashley’s feet to rest on the couch cushion as he rose onto his knees. He leaned forward and slowly crawled over Ashley, his knees on the outside of Ashley’s thighs, arms braced on either side of Ashley’s head.


  “I like this memory already.” Ashley purred, looking into Rick’s eyes and threading his fingers through Rick’s soft hair. Rick leaned down and started kissing his way across Ashley’s cheek, then brushing light, teasing kisses down his neck.


  Before he got too deeply into it, he pulled back and looked down at Ashley, smiling. “We’re just getting started. It will be a night to remember. Get up. It’s time we started your cooking lessons.” Rick pushed himself off the couch.


  Ashley just stared at him for a second to see if he was serious. “You’re a dirty tease. On second thought, I’d rather watch TV.” He stretched his arm towards the coffee table reaching for the remote. Rick moved to block his attempt, so he tried shooing him away. “Seriously, I love that show.”


  “You don’t even know what we were watching. The quicker we get through the lesson, the quicker we get to dessert. And trust me, you’ll want dessert.”


  Ashley sighed and added extra effort into sitting up. “I can’t believe I agreed to this. Better be one hell of an amazing dessert.”


  “You’ll love every mouthwatering minute of it, I promise.” Rick said, grinning. Ashley smiled back, knowing Rick always kept his word. At the very least, this should make for one interesting night Ashley thought to himself as he followed Rick into the kitchen. Ashley realized he was finally happy not having to have the last word. Even as much as he hated cooking, he couldn’t muster any feelings of dread because he knew Rick would make the whole experience – amazing.


  ####
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