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DANCE FLOOR HERO

 


"Yeah, baby, you think you are all
shit, but I got that ass of yours," the big man whispers as he
leans in on the unsuspecting target.

"What!"

The short man cries out as the bigger
man leans over him like a wolf devouring its prey with Gareth's
hands being the claws that bite firmly into the man's buttocks like
he's looking to pinch it straight off.

"Dirty little boy," he says with a
laugh, spinning the man and dragging him in by the shoulders. "Look
at how you like this."

He brings his hips in with a rotating
twist and works them against the smaller man's. He has to bend his
knees, so it looks like his body is consuming the shorter man with
its huge bulk.

"Dirty, dirty, dirty boy..." he
mutters, grabbing the entranced man's jaw and lifting it.”You want
me to do something filthy to you right here in front of your
friends."

Hands shift about and the shorter man
feels an explorative hand working into his pants through the
zipper.

"No, not here; Not like
this."

There is the sound of chuckling as
Gareth comes down and works his lips over the man's neck, creating
a stiff tension in him that is not just restricted to his upper
body, but spreads down to his groin in a way that is nothing less
than delicious.

"Yeah, it's hardening," the other man
notes. "I can feel you throbbing at my touch."

To anyone looking on the two of them,
thanks to Gareth's hulking size, they would look like a randy
couple taking things a little too far on the floor; however, the
shorter man's experience is quite a lot less tame than those
watching on. He knows that his boyfriend is somewhere in the
dancers and that he can't be caught like this, but the hand of this
goliath is skilled enough to make it impossible to turn down the
hand job that is slowly building into an intense warmth that could
well lead somewhere nice.

He leans back as Gareth pushes his
body over onto the other man's and starts working the front of his
neck and lower jaw with his big maw of a mouth.

"Dirty, kinky slut. Are you going to
cum in my hand?" he asks in a low whisper.

The man cries out in shock as the
prophesied ejaculation takes place just as the final word is
released from the big man's mouth.

"Slippery."

Gareth steps away and shows the man
his juices dripping from his large hand. He smiles, licks some off
and walks straight into a tall man looking in confusion at the man
that is his boyfriend (a fact unknown to Gareth).

"Have some jack off juice," the man
says, running his hand straight over the man's face in one striping
movement.

"Oh-my-god," the man cries as he
realizes what he has been coated in. He looks to his boyfriend with
shocked eyes.

"Is this yours?" he asks, recognizing
the flavor.

The man looks from Gareth to his
boyfriend, who has almost walked out of hearing range. He doesn't
saying anything. Gareth will never know how the whole affair ended
(break up) and he doesn't care. That's the 10th guy to fall to his
hands in the last hour. He's a professional.

He spots a group in the corner of the
dance floor and grins. Targets acquired.

"Yooouuu biiittcchheess AIN'T SHITZ!"
Gareth yells, grabbing at the men's buttocks as they try to
struggle away.

"Help!" one calls, having experienced
Gareth's clutching grip earlier.

His voice is lost under a hard tongue
kiss that drops him to his knees in pleasure.

"No one ain't listenin', city whore.
Dis is my club, ya hear!" Gareth yells with a laugh, reverting to
the hill billy accent he usually uses to entertain and scare the
tourists passing through town back in Kansas.

The big man grabs a body and begins
his play. He soon has two men on either side grinding against him
as he calls them "city wankers" in his loudest, overbearing
voice.

"You boyz gotta try harder. I'm not
even excited yet."

The men grab at his ass and crotch and
start rubbing about to the cheers of nearby watchers. Some of the
men standing around have already experience Gareth's hands in
action and are more than happy to show him some love in return by
joining the men playing with him. He is soon encased in a group of
groping, playing men. Everyone is drunk on lust and enjoying
whatever play they feel like having with the big man. It is quite
exciting for Gareth and he quickly gets two of them involved in a
passionate tongue kiss that drives one man to his knees to have the
big man's huge dick stuffed down his throat as another man pushes
the toy's head back and forward onto the piece with an enthusiasm
that is charming from Gareth's perspective.

Hands slip out and Gareth grabs a pair
of revealed dicks. Again, to anyone not knowledgeable of the sort
of man that Gareth is, the whole thing looks like a bunch of men
getting too excited, but the reality is much different. One man
cums in short order (thanks mainly to one of the men who was
fingering his asshole at the time) and coats Gareth's jeans in
mess. He forces the man to clean that up before letting the other
one cum in his hand so he can feed that filthy juice back to
him.

Men writher and play for a little
longer until the energy of the dance changes thanks to a slower
choice from the DJ. The big man from Kansas pulls his dick out of
the man below's mouth and sighs. He couldn't get off with this one,
but he expects that will change when he finds the right
guy.

As if by magic, he sees something on
the other side of the floor that interests him highly. There is a
short, handsome man that reminds him of an actor he saw once
dancing in a group of black suited guys that look like private
secret.

"A CHALLENGE!" he roars to his adoring
fans around him, pointing.

The men part to let the huge Gareth
stride through. He walks towards the black suited men, but they
form up around the actor and bar his way.

"Mr.---"

Gareth throws the man two meters in
the air to his left and shoulder barges the one beside him to the
floor.

"Sir, you can't---"

That one goes flying to the
right.

"You have annoying friends. Should I
dispose of the rest? All I want to do is talk to you."

The actor doesn't seem particularly
concerned that a man twice his size (perhaps more) and taller by
two heads is staring down at him with an oafish grin on his face as
if to say "see I can take 'em".

"That will be fine," the man says in a
very cultured accent. He waves a hand at one of the men, who has
drawn a small stun gun and is readying himself for a full on
assault. "Please deter anyone who wishes to interrupt
us."

He turns to Gareth.

"You are strong. I saw you playing
with that trash. Perhaps you would like to meet some higher quality
men?"

The bigger man raises an eyebrow, but
knows when to play dumb.

"Sure. Lead the way."

The short man walks ahead, never
knowing the size of the threat that is sizing up his
ass.

"You walk real preddy," Gareth
whispers as the man starts climbing some stairs ahead of him. "I'm
goin' break that little bitty hole of yours good."

They reach the top and enter the caged
off VIP area. There are men sitting at several tables who look up
when they see Mr. Famous (as Gareth has dubbed him)
enter.

"These are my friends," the man states
walking towards a table in the corner.

Gareth takes in the scene. The area is
low lit, but he can see enough to make out the leather couches and
the occasional view of someone doing something they shouldn't in an
area like this. He can see that there are several men at the table
and they all look to be of fine physical standing. He wonders what
sort of men they will be as he gets closer, but only becomes
impressed when he reaches the table and notes that the majority of
them could easily pass for models and probably are.

"Who is this?" a snobbish blond man
with slim features and a pronounced mouth asks.

Gareth leans in and looks him over.
Mr. Famous is probably the most interesting, but this one looks
like he has a tasty dick.

"I'm Gareth. I'm from
Kansas."

Someone mutters "idiot". The large man
glances over at a red head man with large muscles that are mostly
girly 'gym' muscles and don't mean shit on the farm. He chuckles,
but says nothing. He'll get his own back. A plan is already forming
for these men.

"I met him on the dance floor," Famous
says. "He was playing with the trash."

"Really? How unsurprising," Blondy
says, waving one hand at Gareth as he dismisses him and turns
back.

Gareth leans in close to the man's ear
in response.

"I'm going to enjoy breaking that
little ass of yours."

Blondy looks up sharply.

"What did you say to me?"

The other man just grins and pushes
over a few men to sit in the middle.

"Get me beer," he tells Famous. "You
ladies don't know how to drink and I'm going to show
you."

The man chuckles, having heard what
Gareth said to his friend, which was what he had hoped would happen
after seeing the man's actions on the floor earlier.

"Sure."

He clicks his fingers and a staff
member rushes over.

"Beer. Lots of it."

He sits down on the fair side next to
a brown haired guy. He already has a smile on his face.

"Are these real?" Gareth asks,
pinching the red head's biceps. "They seem pretty
girly."

The red head goes red and stands up
sharply.

"You want to fight me?" he
asks.

Gareth laughs. He'd kill the man with
one punch. It wouldn't be a fight, but murder.

"Nah, wrestle ya. If you lose you pay
for the best thing the house has on stock - one for each of
us."

"And if you lose? You don't look like
you have any money."

The big man thinks it over.

"You can fuck my ass right here in
front of your friends." He points to Famous. "He can video tape it
for your enjoyment later on."

The man considers this. The bigger man
is huge, but he is confident. His instructor has been getting him
to do strengthening reps lately and he's been working his core
muscles religiously of late. He can take him.

"Clean a space."

The men do. All of them want to see
what the giant that Famous bought over can do, but it's the end
result - the rewards - that get them excited. The idea of watching
this baboon getting fucked on tape appeals to them. It would be a
nice way to show him that he is lesser than they are, which is what
he seems to think he's not.

"Bring it on," the red head says,
grasping the other man's hand.

"Count," Gareth tells
Famous.

"Ok."

"3."

"2."

"1."

Gareth squeezes. The red man's face
changes from confidence to shock and pain.

"Do you give?"

The other men look on. They don't know
that Gareth's grip strength is enough to break this man's hand in
an instant.

"Not--- fucking..."

The red head tries to ignore the pain
and pulls down as hard as he can.

"SHHHIIIITTTT..." He sucks in a
breath. "I can't move him."

Gareth slowly pushes the man's hand
down. He's barely putting any effort into it and everyone watching
knows it. The red head's arm is trembling and the muscles are
bulging way out of proportion. It is clear that he is at his limit.
The hulking giant, on the other hand, isn't even popping a vein.
It's shocking to note the difference in power. There friend is very
strong, by their estimation. This is unheard of.

Pushing the man's hand down softly, he
looks into his eyes.

"You lost," he states.

The red head looks down. He knows his
better now. It may not yet be apparent to the others, but money and
training are nothing to a man who has seen and done things that
they can't even dream of - on the farm and the bedroom.

"I'll get the drinks," he says,
getting up and trying to hide the fact that his hand is going to
need a serious icing before he can return to the table.

"Well now, does anyone else want to
arm wrestle me?" Gareth asks.

No one is game.

"Good. Let's drink."

30 minutes later, the red head comes
back with a large tray of champagne.

"I'm sorry it took so long. I had to
get them from downstairs" (where the ice and bandages are
stored).

He places them down, trying to hide
the fact that he is now wearing a black glove to hide the
compression bandages he has borrowed from the amused bartender who
saw the whole thing and felt the bastard deserved
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