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BAD BOY MEETS BAD BOY

 


“Double Slam Suplex! What a mean move by the
Long Shadow!” the announcer screams as I slam fat Eddy into the
canvas and the crowd roars in appreciation.

After insuring that he is still alive, I walk
around to the edge of the ring and start swirling my hand around at
the crowd. They roar in excitement and the announcer goes wild with
cries of ‘butt press!’

I drag him up by his long blond hair and yank
him over to the corner. He knows the game and knows what's about to
happen. He’s even going to accept it for the pleasure of the
audience.

I almost want to laugh at the situation. It's
unbelievable to think that this is the same man who was sucking my
cock last night because he is a kinky fuck and way too easy to get
drunk. Eddy is the sort of guy that I like big, built and not too
smart. Smart people are dangerous and we wrestlers don’t like
people we can’t muscle into things.

I force my buttocks into his face and start
to rub them left to right. It feels really good as I’m pretty much
only wearing a pair of spandex underwear. My butt cheeks are
pressed right into my fuck buddy/opponent’s face and he knows for a
fact that what is underneath is damn tasty.

"Yeah, baby. You like that, don't you?” I
whisper as I press my butt in deeper, “Tell me you are a dirty
boy.”

"Dirty, me dirty... so tasty... loving it..."
is what I get back from Eddy, who can't speak clearly because my
ass is in his mouth.

I spin around and freak the crowd out by
rubbing my crotch into the dirty boy’s face as punishment. These
people all think us wrestlers are raging heterosexuals and all that
jazz. I ain’t no fucking heterosexual, mate, that shit don’t smell
good, so don’t fucking fling it, alright. Nobody calls me
heterosexual and gets away with it.

I pull off before I get a hard-on because
Eddy has decidedly gone nuts and is sticking his tongue out to
polish me up real good. I bounce over to the other side of the ring
and charge at the kinky guy. At the last moment, just as scripted,
he dodges away and I slide groin first into the pole.

My hands take most of the force, yet it still
hurts a bit. Kids definitely don’t try this shit at home.

I roll out, but he’s got me. Eddy puts me
into his signature leg lock and I stare down my leg, faking some
serious pain (like birthing a baby from my ass kind of pain) and I
note that the cheeky bastard has a massive hard-on going on.

Fucking kinky shit. I’m going to fuck you
later, I promise him internally as I watch his man wood pressing
through the spandex.

Before the thought is even out, a large shape
jumps into the ring. I look up and vaguely recognize the guy from
the promoter’s room earlier on and wonder if this is part of the
show.

He pulls a few fake punches that are pretty
skilled, yet still pretty amateurish at the same time, on Eddy and
jacks him out of the ring. He then spins me over. I'm not sure what
to do so I go along with it and he puts me in a leg lock. It's a
nice well performed move and I can't get out of it even if I was
being paid to. He holds on for a few minutes and I tap out as I
realize that Eddy isn’t coming back to save me.

The bell rings a few times and the crowd
roars in applause. This new guy jumps up on one of the ring posts
and tears off the black mask that he is wearing. I recognized him
from his body, but I am loving seeing his face up close like this.
Really – seriously - being twenty meters off when I saw him earlier
I didn’t realize how much of a hottie this guy is. He’s got just
the right type of body for me, all bulging with heavy muscle and
stuff, and even better he is a local celebrity. I can’t remember
his name just now, but I know he is one of those globetrotting
bodybuilders, who occasionally returns home to show off what
they’ve gained in terms of pounds and dollars over whatever time
they’ve been away.

I get a look from him when he looks back at
me. I raise my eyebrows and he raises an eyebrow back. I’M FUCKING
CERTAIN NOW: This guy is totally gay. He’s a bad boy just like me.
I like bad boys, I wonder if he's into that too.

He jumps out of the ring and charges through
the crowd. People cheer his name again and again and I smile to
myself. Teddy is going to see me again tonight and we are going to
enjoy some action for sure.


YOU THINK YOU’RE TOUGH, EH?

 


"Dude, just get away. He doesn’t want to fuck
you," the stupid dick that Teddy is playing around with says to
me.

I’m standing in a noisy gay club looking down
at the big boy and his followers. He curves his mouth into a
naughty little smile as he knows I’m going to do this guy any
second.

"What he wants to do is up to him, little
man," I say.

I wait for it and I know its coming. I've
been in so many damn fights with guys over other guys that it has
to be like a record or something. Men just don't get it. When a guy
like me wants something, I take it. I’m the predator and they are
the prey. This skinny shit is thinking of himself too highly and he
needs to stop thinking that way ASAP as he is in the presence of a
master dick breaker. He shouldn't have even considered what he is
about to do, but, hey, people are stupid, right? I like stupid
people as it makes it easy to win.

He throws a punch and I catch it in one fat
palm. I give his fist a little squeeze and he is down on the floor
begging for me to stop. The bouncer, who I gave $20 to keep out of
this little business of mine, gives me a look and I smile sweetly
at him, letting go of the small man's hand and kicking him in the
chest to drop him to the floor.

I step by the loser and Teddy's friends step
up, ready for some action. The man puts his hand up and gives me an
amused little smile that makes me incredibly horny. This guy so
fucking wants me.

"How about we talk about this, man-to-man,
over at the bar."

"Lead on, lady boy." I return.

We go over to the bar and he starts ordering
shots like he is made of money. I’m wealthy, being as successful as
I am, but this guy shows me some new colors of credit card that I
have never seen before.

We get all worked up and it’s not long before
half the bar is standing around cheering us on. Some of these guys
went to the wrestling match this evening and they know about the
little grudge that we have going, so there are really kicking up a
shit.

It's all on and whoever wins gets to drag the
other home for a good solid raping. I like it forced and if he is
giving then a little bit of hard action is all good with me. The
rougher the better in my opinion.

He downs his tenth shot in a row and I slip
down my seventh. We are playing paper, scissors, rock and he is
losing by a little bit. However, I can see he is pretty hard with
his liquor and he doesn't show any signs that he is suffering from
the effects of it whatsoever.

We go on like this for quite some time and
eventually he is shifting about. He is not the only one though as
I’m rolling about a little right now too. I'm not drunk or anything
like that. No way. Umm… I'm just a little tired that's all. Yeah,
tired. That's why my head is shaking like this.

We put down one more and Teddy shakes his
head.

"You sure are some sort of hard bastard. You
want to get out of here and have some real fun?"

"Lead the way, lady boy," I slur back at
him.

We stride through the crowd and they cheer us
on. They probably think that we are going to go fight each other to
the death or something stupid like that! People are dumbasses. I
seriously got to believe that sometimes.

We cruise out into the parking lot and Teddy
hales a taxi. I haven't got anywhere to stay in town and imagine he
is not going to be taking me home to meet mamma or anything like
that. We will probably go to the dirtiest by-the-hour place we can
find and then fuck like animals. That sounds fantastic to me.

We end up at a reasonably nice little motel
because Teddy tells me that he is not keen to go to some dirty
hovel like a poor fucker like me. He is an upper-class boy and he
likes it clean.

We get inside and as soon as we do he pushes
me up against the wall. I decide I’m going to give him his five
minutes of fame as he beat me in the ring tonight and after that we
will have to see how things go.

He gives me a heck of a lip beating – tongue,
fingers and all – and pushes me down to the floor. Teddy tears down
my shorts and yanks off my belt to chuck aside. I look back to see
what he has planned just as his hand slaps down on my ass and I
feel like I’ve gone to heaven and back. He has a nice firm plus
size paddle and he just wasted my ass in such a good way that I'm
thinking about coming from just the thought of getting another slap
like that.

However, he doesn’t take it that way and
stretches my arms back so he can strap me up with my own belt. I’m
down with my head pressed into the floor and my ass sticking into
the air with my hole available for his fun. It’s a compromising
position and the dirtiness of being dominated like this is kinky,
awesome, fantastic and any of those other adjectives I learned in
school to say fucking great.

He doesn't take it easy on me from the
beginning. Teddy he inserts a soft object that feels like his
tongue to my rear mouth
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