
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



Alan Craves Alpha Men: A Rough Trade Mansploitation Noveletta



[image: ]




M.N. Manmacker

Copyright 2022

To keep up-to-date on M.N. Manmacker's MM erotica, check out the mailing list! 

All characters depicted in sexual situations in this publication are eighteen years of age or older.

These stories are about fictional consenting adults engaging in taboo and controversial sexual acts. Nobody involved in the creation of this book, including authors, editors and models, support immoral or illegal acts in real life. Models are not intended to illustrate specific people and the content does not refer to models' actual acts, identity, history, traits, beliefs or behavior. No characters depicted in this book are intended to represent real people.
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CHAPTER ONE

Tow Head
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Alan stood on the side of the road, trying not to be nervous. He had no reason to be so stressed out.

It was simply a stressful situation, and he couldn't talk himself out of that. His car had broken down. He very nearly blocked the road, but he had managed to pull onto the shoulder of the state highway. Now he was waiting for the tow truck.

He was a self-employed author, so he didn't need to worry about taking too much time—it wasn't like he had a deadline to get to work. He could afford to live without a car, or to buy a new one, or to get this one fixed. He simply needed to stop worrying about it.

But he had been very poor for a long time. Just a few years ago, this car trouble would have been catastrophic because Alan had no way of affording to fix it or buy a new car, and he had needed a car then for his job. Now he was perfectly fine being car-less, aside from a bit of inconvenience.

Still, when the tow truck finally appeared, Alan was glad. He didn't want to be here anymore. A lady in one of the houses across the way was glaring at him from her porch. Alan had to shake off his self-consciousness.

That self-conscious feeling, however, returned when the tow truck driver got out.

He was a tall drink of water, as broad-shouldered as a plow. He was a bit of a trashy redneck, middle-aged and not exactly handsome—he was a little ratty, snorting like his nose had been broken often or recently. But he had a powerful set of muscles limning his short frame, and he wore a sleeveless tee-shirt with camo pants. He had a scruffy beard and a shaved head, with tribal tattoos running up and down his forearms.

"Hi," Alan said.

The two truck driver barely said a word. He didn't even introduce himself, though the name-tag sewn onto his shirt said "Duncan". He wordlessly hooked the car up to the tow-truck and loaded it on. Alan stood by, milling about and pretending he wasn't sneaking glances at those big warm, fleshy biceps.

His white A-shirt was intensely blackened in areas, grayed and browned and greened and even redded in others—blood?—hanging in tatters off his body. It hung loosely over his body, and Alan noticed that one side of it was torn open with a flap missing, so Alan could see his entire chest and belly from that side.

When he was done, Duncan and Alan got in the cab of the tow truck. Old-fashioned country music blared from the speakers—some kind of early honky-tonk that Alan didn't recognize. It didn't sound modern at all, but it was the radio—actual radio, not satellite radio. Alan hadn't known that was still a thing.

"So, thanks, y'know, for coming to get me," Alan said.

"Uh-huh."

"Am I supposed to give you a tip?"

"No." He curled his lip, like he wanted a tip but wasn't allowed to ask for one.

"What about a service in lieu of a tip?"

"What?" For the first time, he looked right at Alan.

"You look like the kind of man who gets stiffies a lot and needs a little help getting them down," Alan said. "Can I taste your dick?"

He blushed and grunted. He looked down at his crotch. He grumbled and licked his lip. "Uh... I ain't nevuh been to prison."

"That's fine."

"I, uh...-"

"I'll give you twenty bucks."

Duncan shrugged and looked away. He grimaced. He sucked in his breath when Alan reached over and grabbed his dick through his camo pants. Duncan turned the country music off on the radio.

Alan knew from personal experience that, if you teased men like this, they were liable to back out. So he immediately got started, licking Duncan's cock through his grimy old pants. The denim tasted like engine oil and asphalt, and Alan could feel his long, thick cock beneath the fabric.

He unzipped the fly. Duncan trembled a little, using both hands on the steering wheel while Alan crammed his head into his crotch. He pulled Duncan's long, uncut cock out of the fly of his camo pants.

"Shit, man..." Duncan chuckled, the sound dry and dusty like he didn't chuckle very often.

Alan swallowed his cock in one smooth motion. Duncan gasped. Alan giggled. He slathered spit along the shaft, which made Duncan squirm in his seat as he pulled to a stop at a red light.

"Fuckin' hell, a cop," Duncan said. He placed one hand on Alan's head to hold him down low enough that no one could see what was going on. The tow truck was tall enough that that probably wasn't necessary, but Duncan did it anyway.

He was still sitting there at a red light, pretending not to notice the cop car, when his dick rocketed to full erection. He nervously gurgled. He covered up his facial expressions with a cough. Then he looked over at the cop car because he had read once that the quickest way to attract a cop's attention was to pretend you hadn't noticed them—only criminals avoid looking at uniformed officers and cop cars.

With his hand holding onto Alan's head, Duncan found himself enjoying the spasms of pleasure that sent up his spine. His dick rammed deeply into Alan's throat. Alan's tongue slobbered warm spit all over his shaft, while loud sputtering sounds filled the air.

The truck began moving again. Someone honked, and Duncan blushed. He groaned. He wanted to curl his feet as an orgasm approached, but he couldn't because he needed to accelerate.

"Shit, man, shit..." Duncan groaned. A part of him had wanted to do this ever since he went on a hunting trip as a young man, and his Uncle Jeffrey—who had been in and out of prison for years—talked about what happened behind bars, and how men had huge throats you could just ram into. Duncan had been shocked and scandalized, and he had giggled like an idiot until Uncle Jeffrey told him to grow up.

Precum flowed down Alan's throat. Duncan's dick throbbed and pulsated against his tongue as Alan savored every creamy, salty drop.

He closed his eyes, heart pounding. Then he forced himself to open them so he could watch the road. He gripped Alan's hair tightly and rammed his head down onto Duncan's crotch. Alan's nose nuzzled his pubic hair.

"Yee-haw! Goddamn, boy, you swallow dick like a cham-pee-on!" Duncan hooted, his face suddenly bright and expressive.

Cum flowed down Alan's throat. It was thick and warm, and it coated his insides with creamy goodness. He guzzled down every bit of it, savoring the astringently sour flavor and the bright texture to it.

His lungs cried out for oxygen, and he nearly caused an accident when his scalp brushed against the wheel and made the truck veer towards the shoulder. Duncan steadied the wheel in time.

"Goddamn, goddamn!" Duncan gasped. He would have pulled over because he was so worried about causing an accident as an orgasm exploded deep within him, but he came to a stop at another red light anyway. Luckily the cop car was gone.

At last, Alan pulled off his cock. He wiped his mouth off. He giggled at the shocked look on Duncan's face—he obviously hadn't expected that to feel so good. Alan just giggled and kissed Duncan's bicep. When Duncan didn't stop him, he licked all the dust and sweat off his arm, and even snaked his tongue into Duncan's hairy armpit.

Then Duncan pushed him away. "You best pay up," Duncan said with a menacing growl.

"Of course I will," Alan said. "Thanks for the taste. And the tow."
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CHAPTER TWO

The Soldier on Leave
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"Aw, man, don't whip it out!"

"Shit, he's really jacking it!"

"Shut up, bro!"

Alan sat at his laptop in his hotel room trying to concentrate. Next-door were three soldiers from nearby Fort Rumblemore, or so Alan had gathered from their conversation, which was clearly audible through the paper-thin walls.

He wanted to get work done, but as usually happened, he was getting distracted by men. Specifically, their bodies. Even more specifically, the tattooed muscles of the young soldiers on leave all around him.

He had thought Thurgood, South Dakota would be a quiet little prairie town where nothing happened. He thought it would be an ideal spot to concentrate on this romance novel.

But he hadn't realized there was an Army base nearby. Now that it sounded like the soldiers were messing around and one of them was even jacking off, he wanted to know more. He put his ear to the wall.
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