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I fling the door open at the bar and step in while squaring my shoulders as I march to the table where my friends sit.  I'm a big show off, liking to make a grand entrance. Sadly, I often feel  inadequate.  

“Hey little man, how's it hanging?”  Max asks and then he busts out laughing. 

I grimace at his words. I do not like being called a little man. But I square my shoulders again, and act like it doesn't bother me. “Hanging longer than you. Just because I'm shorter than you don’t mean my parts aren't bigger,” I say.

Pam giggles along with Sherry and they look at me as if I have challenged them. “Dylan, you may have to prove this at some point.  Max are you up to such a challenge?” Sherry asks.

“Shit, I don't need to prove anything. You can look at our shoe sizes and tell who's the one packing a load and who's not,” Max says.

“Hey, I'm up for it if you are. Come on, let's arm wrestle and see who's the winner,” I say as I pull my sleeve up and set my elbow on the table. I lift weights three days a week, and I also workout the other two days with cardio training. I know that I pack a load as big as or bigger than him.

“Suit yourself, little man. I hate to mop the floor with you, but the invitation is too juicy to pass,” Max says as he prepares to wrestle me.

We clasp hands together and the girls giggle as they surround us one on each side of the table bending forward and looking down. I give Max  a growl and Sherry holds her hand up.

“On the count of three. One, two, three, and go,” she says.

The truth is my arms are more muscular than Max’s are. He gives me a run for it but as we grunt and fight for the win, I move his hand backwards ever so slightly. Sherry and Pam are excited as they can't believe that I'm winning.  We keep this stance for several moments; my arms are well muscled, and I can with stand the endurance. Max doesn't lift weights because he's too busy with his job. But the both of us grunt and struggle and finally, I throw his hand down and grin as I am declared the winner. 

“Mother fucker! What the hell? Do you take steroids or something?” Max asks as he’s obviously angry that I beat him.

“Settle down, man. You put up a good fight. But remember, I lift weights three times a week,” I say.

“Yeah, you lift weights three times a week because you're trying to compensate for your height,” Max says. He turns away and shakes his head as his face stains with a blush.

“Oh, come on, Max. He beat you fair and square. Loosen up on the little man and let him have his moment,” Sherry says.

Sherry's words bring a smile to Max but shoots a dart into my heart. I shake my head and turn to Pam who hasn't said much but she is smiling. She tilts her head and lifts her brow as she reaches out and pats my hand. “Congratulations, to me you won fair and square,” she says.  

I size up Pam. She’s not so bad, petite, blonde, with honest blue eyes. A nice rack, not too fatty, but not flat either. A nice hand full, just like I like it. Her but is round and jiggly, and I’d like to slap it, but I don’t, for now. 

Bending forth I say to Pam, “You know, I’d win the big cock contest too. Have you ever seen Max’s weenie?” 

She sits back and shakes her head. “No, why would you ruin a beautiful winning moment by talking about Max’s cock?”

Of course, the others shoot me a questioning stare. I grin and shrug. “Just speaking truth here,” I say.

Max’s eyes narrow. “If I didn’t know better, Dickweed, I’d think you are obsessed my cock. Would you like to see it?”

“Fuck no. I didn’t bring my magnifying glass. Now here, you need to back away if I let my puppy out,” I say.

“Puppy is probably right. Big at whining, but when it comes down to it, not much there,” Sherry says. Ouch.

“Fuck you. My cock is a super stallion. The ladies don’t complain,” I say as I grab my beer and sit back for a long draw.

Max stands and turns away as he shakes his head and waves at me. “I'm done with you, my man. A guy like you has a tiny cock if you have to constantly talk about how big yours is and how small mine is. Just compare our size, and our shoe sizes to finally see the truth,” Max says as he walks away.

Trying not to lose face, I grin at the ladies who are left with me at the table. Sherry and Pam look at me waiting for me to say something. I take a drink of beer and lean forward. “You know something, I'm speaking the truth. I pack a big load in here and I aim to impress wherever I go,” I say as I sit back and spread my legs trying to make my hard-on grow even longer.

Sherry shakes her head and gives me a stern look. “Dylan, you need to shut up while you can. Or we will make you get it out along with a ruler and prove you wrong,” she says.

Oh, I love a challenge. I shake my head at her. “Just because I don't have the stature that Max does, doesn't mean that I'm not packing a big load in my pants. Can't you see,” I say as I buck my pelvis out towards the ladies.

Pam giggles as she leans forward and looks. “No, I don't see,” she says. She and Sherry have a good laugh at my expense. 

Tammy and Anita join us. They are fresh from the dance floor with a sheen of sweat flushing across their faces. I smile at the two new women and lift a brow.  

“Welcome, ladies.  Maybe you two would be willing to take a gander and tell them that I am right,” I say.

“What are you talking about, Dylan?” Tammy says.

Pam shakes her head and rolls her eyes. “Trust me, you don't want to know,” she says.

Anita leans forward and grins at me as she looks me up and down. 

“Oh, I don't know, maybe we do want to know what he's talking about,” she says.

“No, you don't,” Sherry says as she shakes her head again. She looks at me like she can't believe I'm still talking about it.

“Ladies, ladies, there's plenty of me to go around. Perhaps we could take this party to one of your awesome places and continue. And yes, Pam, please bring a ruler,” I say as I put my arm around Anita.

“A ruler? Oh really? Do tell, what are you telling these people?” Anita asks.

Pam leans forward and looks at Anita. “Seems our little guy here is making a bet that he's bigger than Max,” she says as she sits back and laughs.

“Obviously, I'm not taller than Max. But I'm talking about what I pack in here,” I say is I pat my crotch in front of the ladies. My cock is proving harder by the second as I bask in the the attention of these four hot ladies. I'm hoping that they will want to take me up on the challenge to measure me and we go back to one of their apartments and drink and party, just me and the women. I can always hope. 

“Seriously? Dylan, why are you always talking about your cock? I have yet to meet a woman who's actually been with you to know what the fuck you're talking about,” Tammy says.  

“Yeah, right,” Sherry says as she nods and has a laugh with Tammy. 

The alcohol is making me speak now. I've had four beers and a shot of tequila and I'm feeling it. “Seriously, let's take this party to someplace private and see about this,” I say. I stop short of begging. I'm so horny right now I could fuck any one of them.

“Dylan, please stop it. No one is interested in looking at your cock. I don't think any of us has a magnifying glass, ” Pam says, and they laugh.

“Or a microscope,” Sherry says, and they roar with laughter at my expense again.  

I feel the challenge is on and I need to prove my manhood. Where are the girls I've dated before so that they have come and vouch for the fact that I pack a nice load inside my jeans? My cock is thumping hard wanting attention and I decide I need to zero in on just one instead of all four. The fivesome isn't going to happen tonight. But maybe I
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