
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 Desmond at College: A Rough Trade
Mansploitation Novelette

 


M.N. Manmacker

Copyright 2024

 


To keep up-to-date on M.N. Manmacker's
MM erotica, subscribe to an alert for new books or check
out or the
website!

 


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.

 


This story may contain explicit descriptions
of illegal acts, including immoral and/or proscribed acts of a
sexual nature. The author, publishers and everyone else involved in
the creation, marketing and distribution of this story
unequivocally disapprove of these acts. Do not act out anything you
read in this story. Always practice thoroughly safe,
enthusiastically consensual sex with unrelated adult human(s).


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER ONE

 The Basketball Jock

 


 Desmond went jogging at
the gym at Goldendale Hills University. That was really what he did
almost all the time when he went to the gym. He jogged or used the
exercise bikes, and that was about it.

At least he got to man-watch. Today there
weren't a whole lot of arousing men. There was a half-dozen young
black men here lifting weights together, but that was it, and
Desmond had difficulty facing their direction. In any case, they
weren't mostly that hot -- they were rather skinny, most of
them.

They appeared to be all be part of a
basketball team. Desmond assumed it was college at first, but the
longer he overhead their conversation, the more clear it was that
it was some sort of informal league play.

"I dare you-"

"He won't do it, man."

"I'll dial for you-"

"I'll do it, whatever."

They seemed to be daring each other, playing
a sort of slow-motion Truth Or Dare as they lifted weights. One of
them called someone and said something that made everyone else
laugh -- Desmond couldn't hear what, but he suspected he had called
an unattractive girl and asked her out (because he had been dared
to). They all laughed after hanging up, except the one skinny young
man who had made the call; he rolled his eyes and grimaced.
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"She got more cushion than you got pushin',
nigga!"

"No such thing-"

"Let her order first at the restaurant, man,
or she gonna eat you up-"

"Don't ever buy a fat girl a pasta dinner,
she'll say she's too tired to give up the butt-"

Then they resumed lifting weights. There was
more whispering about a bet, something to do with "Miss Winthrop",
whom Desmond suspected was a teacher they had all shared back in
high school and most likely had a crush on. Desmond was entranced
by the one really arousing one among them, a rather short,
crude-faced one -- he was arousing because he had ungodly swagger,
perfect cornrows and a delightfully bulgey body. He wasn't skinny
like most of his friends, and he didn't have a perfect face -- his
face was actually rather piggish. But Desmond wanted him very badly
now that he got a good look at him. He was shirtless, his muscled
back dappled with sweat as he lifted weights. His shorts were
low-slung enough that Desmond saw his sweat-soaked jockstrap, which
was dingy and gray.

"No way."

"You wouldn't do that, and he wouldn't do it
either even if you did ask-"

"Man, I'm tellin' you-"

"Why you gotta talk so much shit, Lamar?"

"I ain't talkin' shit!" Lamar was not the one
Desmond liked. Lamar was cute, in his way. Girls would probably
love him, Desmond thought, because he had that sweet puppydog look,
with soft eyes and dimples like a movie star. Desmond didn't really
want to jerk his dick, but he did want to paint his portrait.

That was way Desmond was. He enjoyed jacking
off with men, especially big and muscular men.

Not so much the willowy prettyboy type like
Lamar.

But it was Lamar in front, the others closely
huddled together behind him, when the young men approached
Desmond.

Lamar flashed his dimpled smile like a
celebrity who expected everyone to have a crush on him. He bounced
his pecs and flexed his abs before opening his mouth. "Hey, man,
hey," he said. "I'm Lamar."

"Oh. Hi, Lamar. I'm Desmond." Desmond's eyes
were drawn to the thicker jock a few yards behind him, the one with
the mean, overly round face.

There was an awkward pause. Someone giggled.
Someone else whispered, "Do it, Lamar."

Lamar cast an annoyed glare behind
himself. "I'm doin' it, nigga, don't rush me." He smiled again at
Desmond. "Look, so, like, man... look, like... I know you want..."
His smile faltered and he went pale for a moment. Then he recovered
his composure as his friends pinched his ass from behind. "Look,
man, I, uh... I know you sweet... And I was like... I was sayin'...
I'll let you, y'know.. I'll let you
let me in yo' ass, if
you want, y'know, I'll stick ya. I'll, uh, I'll do it."

"Really?" Desmond's eyes lit up. Lamar was
cuter than he was arousing, but Desmond wasn't about to turn him
down. He was better than nothing.

"For a thousand dollars."

"Oh." Desmond was disappointed. "I see."

"We can do it in the locker room if you want.
No checks, I need cash-"

"No," Desmond said.

Lamar frowned. His friends howled peals of
laughter. "What?"

"I said no."

"Why not?"

Desmond shrugged. "For so many reasons. First
of all, it's against gym rules. Second of all, I don't have a
thousand dollars in cash. Or in any form. Third of all, even if I
did have a thousand dollars, I wouldn't blow it all on one joyride.
Fourth, you're not that great. You're certainly not worth a
thousand dollars."

The more Desmond talked, the most Lamar's
friends laughed and slapped his shoulders, and the more Lamar
flared his nostrils. "Man!" Lamar scoffed. "You know Wyatt
Williams?"

"No."

"Well, he's my uncle. He's black. You don't
know him? He lives on Sunset."

"Okay."

"Well, he told me, he say that if I ever want
some money, I should go up to some sweet-faced man and offer to
plow into him for a thousand dollars."

"What?"

"My uncle say that. He knows about this
shit." He crossed his arms over his chest. He ignored his friends,
who laughed harder the more indignant Lamar got.

"Okay... I'm a sweet-faced man?" Desmond
asked. "Your uncle doesn't speak for all of us. Or any of us."

"But... Man... How much then?"

"Nothing," Desmond said. He shrugged and
showed that the pockets of his workout shorts were empty. "Sorry.
You don't make me wanna jack off that much."

"Man, girls dig me. You don't even know. I
got women all ovuh."

"Glad to hear it," Desmond said, resuming his
workout. "Go fuck one or more of those vaginas you're swimming
in."

"I know you want me."

"I really don't," Desmond said. He shrugged.
"Sorry. You're cute like a baby kangaroo is cute. I don't want to
get plowed by a baby kangaroo. Your uncle is probably an ex-con
into cute boys who can pass for women in a dark prison cell. I'm
into big, muscular men. Y'know, real men." He pointed to the one
truly sexy one, Calvin. "Like him."

They all fell silent for a few seconds, then
burst into laughter. That's because Calvin was regarded as the
least sexy among them -- he had trouble getting girls. He was both
too muscular and too thick, and he never had anything witty to say
-- he was known for saying idiotic things that made him sound like
a moron -- and he belched a lot and he had to be reminded by their
basketball coach to wear deodorant. He rarely got girls, so his
friends assumed it was a joke when Desmond pointed to him.

"You serious, nigga?"

"Calvin ain't sexy, man. Remember what that
girl said outside the club?" Then, in a faux-feminine voice, "ew,
he's got a hairy ass like a caveman!" They all laughed at
Calvin.

Calvin grumbled and bit his lip. As always,
he pretended he didn't care, that he had been trying to cultivate
this very image. He didn't want anyone to know how much it annoyed
him -- he really did try, he worked out, he did whatever he thought
men did to get girls. But he remained rude, crude and single no
matter what he did.

He didn't even know his ass was especially
hairy.

The guys headed back to their workout,
teasing Lamar about getting turned down. It wasn't until a few
minutes later that they started daring each other to do stuff
again. Calvin didn't say much so no one thought to dare him to do
anything at first. Soon, however, they realized that the man --
Desmond -- kept glancing at Calvin's ass.

"Hey, Calvin, I dare you to go cornhole that
man."

"Yeah, stick 'im. You been tryin' to blow ya
nut for weeks, Calvin, ever since you fell onto that bitch's foot
and crippled her on yo' date-"

"Man..." Calvin scoffed as his friends
laughed at him -- they were correct, his most recent date had ended
with him tripping, knocking his girl ever and spraining her ankle
so bad she now had crutches. Calvin had a deep voice, so even when
he didn't say much, his chest rumbled and everyone fell silent.
"Nigga, please..." he said softly.

"He ain't gonna do it," Lamar said. "Calvin
is used to jacking his meat with that caveman mitt..." His voice
trailed off because Calvin stood and strode over to the man, so
quickly that his friends were left confused, standing there by the
weights. Lamar flared his nostrils and watched.

Desmond's heart nearly jumped out of his
chest when Calvin approached, like a big sulking beast.

"Yo, man, you wanna do this?" Calvin asked
with a gruff grunt. He grabbed his dick through his shorts and
nodded towards the sauna.

"Yes!" Desmond grabbed him by the hand and
let Calvin lead him into the sauna, while Calvin's friends followed
behind with wide eyes and giddy giggles like schoolboys, though all
were well past school age.

People had been calling Calvin a caveman for
so long he fell naturally into it. His friends catcalled and
grunted after him like a caveman as he virtually dragged the man
into the gym sauna. One of them scratched his head like a gorilla,
then pantomimed smashing the wall with a giant invisible club.

Calvin growled and snorted to get laughs from
his buddies, who crowded around the sauna door. They peered in,
leering, watching and looking away when Desmond dropped his shorts.
He had a perky, tight ass. Calvin couldn't believe Desmond was just
displaying his ass like that -- Calvin spent so long talking girls
into it and dealing with all their demands that he felt sure there
must be a catch.

But there was no catch. Desmond's asshole
twinkled, beckoning. It was so tight Calvin struggled to get even
the tip of his dick in. But then it stretched to accommodate him.
Calvin gasped -- he had actually only had anal sex once, and it was
a girl with a much sloppier ass than Desmond -- as his cock slipped
in.

All at once, the most mind-boggling pleasure
erupted in Calvin. He never held back his emotions -- Calvin wasn't
good at subtlety -- so he made no effort to hide how good this
felt. He snarled and moaned and sucked on his lip, even as the
sauna filled with the nervous hooting of Calvin's friends.

"Damn, man, hell yeah... I should-a been
gettin' deep in boy-booty a long time ago," Calvin said with a
grunt. That made his friends guffaw and throw whatever they could
find at him, laughing when they made his thick asscheeks
jiggle.

His dick was all the way in now. He couldn't
believe how easy it was or how good it felt. There had been no
resistance, he thought.

In truth, there was resistance, of course,
Desmond simply concealed it. Desmond struggled to accept Calvin's
massive cock. But Desmond enjoyed the struggle; he enjoyed the bit
of pain that made his pleasure even greater, and he enjoyed feeling
Calvin lose control behind him. It was amazing knowing that the
symphony of swaggerous grunting behind him came only through
Desmond's tight ass, his boipussy clenching around Calvin's
manhood.

Desmond stroked himself off, though he barely
needed to. Calvin's thick cock teased his prostate, slamming into
it with every thrust of his hips. Desmond's whole body quivered as
the orgasm of a lifetime wracked his tiny frame.

"Shit, take it, man!" Calvin bellowed. He
slammed his entire body onto Desmond, going to the floor with him,
grunting as they writhed together like one beast. Calvin's friends
had fallen silent, too embarrassed and awestruck to do anything
more than watch with gaped jaws.

Calvin and Desmond were totally motionless
for a moment. Then Calvin bucked, and cum poured into Desmond's
ass. His dick was deep in Desmond then, so his cum sprayed all the
way inside, coating his body in creamy goodness.

"Ah, shit..." They both sighed in unison.

His cum was thick and dense and it seeped
into Desmond's body. He felt its heat wrapping around him, Calvin's
body heat and his sweat combining to form a blanket that covered
Desmond. Desmond was utterly ensconced in Calvin's scent and his
machismo.

That lasted what felt like forever. Desmond
shuddered. Every time he moved, even just to take a breath, intense
sensations of pain and pressure and pleasure exploded deep within
him. He mewled. Calvin grunted, holding Desmond in position until
every drop of cum had drained out.

Then, he was done. He pulled away. He let go
of Desmond's hair and snorted. "Alright, there you go, boy. There
you go. How you like that?"

"Thanks," Desmond said. He giggled and
blushed, squirming before he fell limp beneath Calvin's hefty
frame.

Calvin took a deep breath. His friends looked
at him like they were shocked, but Calvin just shrugged. He
pretended it was no big deal as they walked out of the sauna
together. "What? I was just blowin' my nut off, man. No big deal.
Lamar was too much of a pussy to do it, so I did it."

They all slapped him five, all except the
scowling handsome Lamar. Calvin only slipped his jockstrap on,
tucking his dick into the pouch, that way he could be sure his
friends saw that he had biggest, swingiest pecker of the bunch.
Calvin brimmed with newfound confidence. "Man, I swear, I could
plow a thousand booties like that. That was some mind-blowin'
ass."


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 The ROTC Cadet

 


 Kyle was raised in a
military household, and he wished the entire world was that
straightforward. He followed the rules, while the other athletes at
GHU ran wild, drinking when they were underage, carousing with
girls, making nuisances of themselves.

They never got in trouble. Meanwhile, Kyle
always followed the rules, and somehow, he thought, it never
benefited him the way it was supposed to.

He stood in the locker room naked after
practice, at attention, arms at his side. He wished he wasn't
naked, but he had been called to attention by Martin after going
for a run. The other wrestlers talked and carried on, but Kyle had
showered by himself. He always snapped to attention, even if he was
naked, when he heard his commanding officer's stentorian bark.

Kyle was a heavyweight wrestler and ROTC
student, so he had to follow Martin's orders -- Martin was his
commanding officer, though he was just a senior in college. Martin
wasn't even as big as Kyle, who had a broad chest and bulging
muscles that rippled with sweat. Kyle's dog tags clung to his taut
skin.

"Where were you last night, soldier?" Martin
barked. He came closer to Kyle, so near that Kyle could feel the
sweat as it evaporated off Martin's back.
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Kyle knew he was in trouble. He cursed
himself. How was it, he wondered, that the others broke the rules
all the time and rarely got in trouble? Every time Kyle even toed
the line he got caught.

It wasn't fair, he thought.

"Sir, I was..." Kyle couldn't decide whether
or not to lie, so his voice just trailed off.

"Answer me, soldier!"

"I was... Sir, I went to wrestling practice
and then I went to the gym for my workout-" Kyle's voice sounded
weak and whining in his own head. His father would slap his punk
face off if he heard that.

"You know what I mean, soldier!"

"Sir... I'm sorry, sir, I let myself down
and-"

"That is not the question I asked you."

"Sir... I got arrested in Washington County,
sir." Kyle hung his head. "Sir, I'm sorry-"

"I don't want to hear your explanation. No,
wait, lemme hear it. It better be a good one." He aimed his ear
towards Kyle, who flinched.

"Sir... There was this girl, and I thought I
felt something real for her. I thought I might love her, I sweat.
It was like love at first sight, sir. She wanted to go to this
party and I wasn't going to drink at all, but-"

"A girl?" Martin sighed as though that was
ridiculous and no one had ever done anything for a girl before.
"You got yourself arrested for a girl?"

"Sir, yes, sir," Kyle said, head bowed.

He paused. "Wait here. At attention." He
turned around and left. Kyle wasn't sure how much trouble he was
really in. He had only gotten a minor public intoxication charge.
It wasn't going to keep him from joining the Army as he had
intended. But it might get him in trouble in both the ROTC and on
the wrestling team. He might even be suspended before this
weekend's tournament.

With Kyle still at attention, Martin located
Desmond, who was practicing on the balance beams. He told Desmond
what he wanted, and Desmond agreed, of course. He couldn't turn
down a wrestling stud like Kyle, with a military flair and that
oh-so-arousing crew-cut.

So he followed Martin back into the locker
room. The rest of the wrestling team had gone now, hurrying out to
get a hamburger together at a nearby fast food restaurant. Desmond
was jealous -- these college studs were still at the age where they
could eat anything they wanted and not get fat. Desmond was a
college student, but he was older than most of them.
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