
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



Alpha Males All Winter Long: A Rough Trade Mansploitation Novelette



[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.

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).

Table of Contents​

Chapter 1: Chapter One - The Mall Santa

Chapter 2: Chapter Two - The Yule Log

Chapter 3: Chapter Three - The Soldier on Christmas

Chapter 4: Chapter Four - The Stud in the Chimney on Christmas Eve

Chapter 5: Chapter Five - A College Hunk, Winter Break and the Value of Diversity

Chapter 6: Chapter Six - Santa Is a Stripper!

Chapter 7: Chapter Seven - The Hanukkah Hunk

Chapter 8: Chapter Eight - The Cop on Christmas

Chapter 9: Chapter Nine - Santa Claus Is a DILF!

Chapter 10: Chapter Ten - A New Santa



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER ONE

The Mall Santa
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Martin squeezed through the crowds in the KT Toys. He had what he came for, but he kept it clutched tightly in front of him, and he kept it in a bag tightly closed so no one could see that was what it was. It was a rare and valuable object that nearly everyone in this store right now would have gladly stolen. So he tried to make a face as though he didn't have one.

It was the pink Princess Teddy doll.

That was one of the characters on a TV show about unicorns and sharing and BFFs, and Martin absolutely despised it. But he watched it with his nieces, and he read the books in the characters' voices. and they had begged for the pink doll for Christmas. Apparently, the pink one was rare, and it was the it-thing this year for girls.

And Martin had his.

Martin was flamboyant and outgoing, and he had friends everywhere, including on the KT Toys staff. So he had slipped an extra hundred bucks to his friend Terry, got the pink doll and finally made it out the door into the mall.

He felt like a conquering champion returning home with treasure, he thought, and he couldn't wait to see the look on his niece's face when she opened her presents on Christmas morning.

The mall had not been doing well for years, just like most malls. Martin was surprised, though, by how bad it was. KT Toys was a bustling anchor store, but the rest of the mall was a ghost-town of empty storefronts. All of the remaining businesses were crammed into one corner of the mall. There was a hats-and-sneakers store with no English anywhere on the signs, a witchcraft store with one bored goth behind the counter, a jewelry store that appeared to have no stock at the moment, a kiosk where an elderly Asian woman looked fearfully at an array of cell phone cases and one more attraction: a North Pole crowded with children and parents here to see a mall Santa.

The KT Toys opened right up into the part of the mall that had the North Pole, and those were the only two attractions with visitors right now. So almost the entire mall was a sepulchral mausoleum whiffy of capitalism, but the ten percent or so that was occupied by the KT Toys and the North Pole, that was crowded with visitors. The unused part was so drafty and chilled, billowingly shadowy, that Martin wouldn't have been surprised to see a horde of zombies come out of the darkness. Children hid from the inky blackness of it, hiding behind their mothers and older siblings who waited impatiently for the line to move.

Martin was going to walk by on his way out the door. He had come in through the external door over by the Latino hat-and-sneaker outlet. The mall Santa hadn't been here yet when Martin arrived this morning—Martin had been smoking weed with Terry on the roof of the KT Toys for a couple hours as part of his scheme to acquire the pink Princess Teddy—so Martin didn't notice until he was walking by that Santa was a beefcake.

Men's bodies had always intrigued and excited Martin, and he expected Santas to be fat, which is why it caught his eyes when he realized that this Santa had a well-sculpted frame barely hidden by the fat suit and billowy robe. He had a square, grizzled jaw beneath the white fuzzy beard. His eyes were bright blue, his cheekbones high and strong, his jaw square and jutting.

"Ho ho ho! Merry Christmas, little girl! Have you been nice or naughty this year?" He had a booming baritone. It sent a chill up Martin's spine.

Martin couldn't help but stop and stare. He wondered if he could appreciate the man's muscles once the kids were gone. Sometimes he managed to talk men into letting him do that, and sometimes he just paid them for it.

And sometimes, he got to to more than just appreciate them.

So Martin went to the witchcraft store to waste some time until the North Pole closed. The goth there was suitably awkward and morose, and she was completely devoid of salesmanship. He bought a new glass pipe when she seemed to get antsy, but then he stayed and regaled her with stories she didn't want to hear.

Martin didn't care, he just wanted to pass the time until the North Pole closed. The witchcraft store only made one additional sale in the time Martin was there, and that was only for three incense sticks. Counting Martin's pipe, that had been barely more than thirty dollars for two hours. That couldn't bode well for this store's chances, Martin thought, no wonder the mall was going under.

Soon, Martin saw the crowd thinning out. He went to the pretzel stand and got one right before it closed, then ate it watching and waiting while Santa finished up with the last little girl.

"Ho! Ho! Ho! Merry Christmas! And what would you like for Christmas, little girl?"

"I want a pink Princess Teddy and the MitSlip app and the Humbleberry backpack and a pony that can do homework and a coloring book and stickers—lots of stickers!" The little girl used hand gestures to show how many stickers she wanted: a huge stack of them.

"That's a lot of things! I'll have to make the elves work overtime tonight, ho ho ho!" Santa laughed. "The North Pole's sticker factory can only make-"

"I want pony stickers and rainbow stickers and the same animal stickers that Ava has and big stickers and stickers with circles and polka dots-"

"Ho ho ho! I think you've given Santa a very good idea of what kind of stickers-"

"And I want good sticky stickers that don't fall off," the little girl said, throwing her hands in the air and glaring at her parents accusatorily. "And Barbie stickers. And stickers for my doll house. And stickers that are blue and green and orange and gray and-"

"Okay, sweetie, that's enough sticker talk," the girl's mother said. Her father tried to collect her but the girl began to cry, gripping Santa's robes and fat-suit. There were more kinds of stickers to list. Santa tried to explain that he would bring a variety pack of every kind of sticker, but the girl was crying too hard to hear any of that.

Martin just ate his pretzel and waited for it to be over. The last thing the girl said as her father carried her away was, "Oh, and an X-Box with four controllers and all the games ever! And stickers!"

Finally she was gone. Santa waved jollily towards the girl and her family until they were out of the mall. Then he sighed and pulled his beard off. He said something to the elf that Martin couldn't hear.

The elf left right away, leaving only Santa. The mall was almost closed, and all of the shops were closed or closing. Santa hadn't noticed Martin there, still lingering by the pretzel stand.

Martin walked over to him. He was glad to see that this Santa was as well-shaped as he had thought. His muscles bulged beneath the fat-suit. "Hi," Martin said.

He nodded. "Sup, man." He sighed. "You got a kid with you? I'm off the clock, but I can-"

"No, I don't have any kids," Martin said. "I have a proposal. What would you think...?" Martin smiled flirtatiously. "About taking me into one of these abandoned stores and letting me see what you look like under that suit."

"U, what...? That ain't what Santa does." The man's eyes opened wide and he chuckled. He played with the fuzzy gray fake Santa-beard.

"That's not what I asked," Martin said. "I can sweeten the pot. One hundred bucks. I appreciate the male form, and I want to see your body. Whole thing."

He opened his mouth to say yes—Martin could virtually see the words dancing on his lips—but then he hesitated. "Two hundred bucks, man."

Martin could have talked him down. But he decided not to. He could afford it, and it was the Christmas season, after all. "Fine," he said. He giggled. "Let's do it in the closed Cinnabon over there. I bet it still smells good."

He led Santa—who said his real name was Eddie—to the closed Cinnabon, which indeed still had that mouth-watering odor. Eddie walked a little stiffly, like he still wasn't sure if he regretted this or not. Martin smiled at Eddie, who deeply blushed but affected a forced confident, swaggerous walk. The few employees left in the mall hurried to lock their stores up. No one noticed Martin and Eddie heading off to the abandoned part of the mall.

The stale cinnamon-bun smell made Martin's mouth water even before he dropped to his knees. He was excited, this had all happened so fast. He giggled and looked up at Eddie.

"Alright, c'mon, man, hell yeah," Eddie said with a grunt. Once his Santa-ness went away, as he shrugged off his fat suit, Eddie gained a certain thuggy swagger. He didn't come across as a thug, but he did sound like he would be at home in a backwards baseball cap and a pair of sagging jeans. Underneath the fat suit, he had on boxers that he slowly tugged down. He flexed his biceps and kissed each one. "Uh-huh, you really into muscles and shit, huh? You go around lookin' for mall Santas to mess around with? That's nasty."

Martin giggled. He flopped Eddie's limp dick over his face, chasing it with his tongue. Every time he made contact with it, Eddie grunted and shifted his weight on his feet. The smell of cinnamon buns mixed with Eddie's natural musk—he had sweated all day in that Santa suit—to give a homey smell, like a crowded but cozy home on Christmas morning.

"I don't have a thing for mall Santas," Martin said. "I just really appreciate manhood."

Whatever Eddie was going to say next, he stopped because Martin sucked hard on the tip of his dick, and Eddie's voice broke before he formed any words. 

His dick got hard as Eddie sighed. He moaned and bit his lip. He wished more girls sucked dick like this, like they really loved the taste of cock. He had lots of girls—there were three females he fucked with right now—but it never felt this good. Most of them couldn't deep-throat anything like this.

Eddie's knees went weak. He hadn't expected it to feel this good. "Goddamn, man..."

Precum flowed down Martin's throat. It was thick and creamy and warm and it made Martin crave more. The salty flavor made him hungry for it. He deep-throated Eddie to the root, making his whole body shake beneath the red pants he still wore.

He still had a tee shirt on too, soaked in sweat because of the fat suit and the robe, and he had suspenders on to keep those cavernous pants up. Martin reached up to massage his nipples underneath his shirt. Eddie threw his head back and moaned, grabbing Martin's hands over his nipples. He held onto Martin's hands with his much larger hands, his wifebeater shirt pulled up to his neck—then he finally lifted it over his head, baring that powerful, rippling chest which gleamed with the layer of sweat that still covered it.

"Hmmm... Santa... All I want for Christmas is for you to cornhole me in the ass... hard... Please? Plow into me as hard as you can," Martin said, crooning and cringing as he stroked Eddie's dick. He could tell that Eddie like that kind of begging-dirty-talk, because it made his spine shudder and his dick pulsate, making more precum pour over Martin's tongue.

"Goddamn, you are a pervert," Eddie said. His tone suggested that that was an insult but also a compliment. He had a smile flicker over his face. Then he sighed like this was a big imposition. "Fine. I'll plow ya asshole, boy, swear to God."

Martin pulled off his dick and played with it for a moment, stroking the moist shaft and licking Eddie's balls. Eddie stood there like a statue, or like a soldier at attention. His hips gyrated a little as though he was so desperate to get in Martin's ass that his body was already penetrating the hole that wasn't even lined up with his crotch yet.

"Get on all fours, man, c'mon," Eddie said. He sucked on his teeth. The further he got from his job as a mall Santa, Martin had noticed, the more of a thug Eddie became. He swaggered up behind Martin and roughly dragged his ass into position so he could stick him in it.

Martin gasped, his lungs heaving for air since he had been deep-throating until just a moment ago, and Eddie didn't give him a chance to recover his breath. His breathing was ragged and hoarse still as Eddie put his ass in its place.

Then he gripped Martin's cheeks, spreading them and sneering at his tight hole. "Wink at me, boi. Wink at me three times."

Martin giggled but did so. He clenched and released his ass three times. Eddie grunted his approval. Then he rammed his middle finger in, roughly enough to make Martin yelp. Pain exploded in his ass.

"Hmm..." Eddie said as though he didn't like what his middle finger found. But he only kept his finger in there for a second before he removed it and wedged his dick between his cheeks. "Beg me for it, boy."

Martin tried to sound like an exaggerating porn star. "Please, I-"

"Not like that. No please. You want Eddie Chamberton's meat, you beg for it. Demand it like you need it."

"I need it! I need you inside me-"

"Don't call me you, I ain't ya boyfriend. Say my name."

"I need it! I demand Eddie Chamberton's dick inside me-"

"Where?"

"In my ass! Please, stick it in me-"

"No please! We ain't in church, boy, you don't gotta say please."

"Plow me now! Destroy me, Eddie, put it in my ass!"

"Hmmm..." Eddie smiled and drilled his dick in. He loved slamming his cock into a tight asshole and watching as pain turned to pleasure. That transformation was what made him really hard, and it was why he loved anal so much, not that he could find many women into it.

He was surprised at how much Martin's ass felt like a girl's. Martin had a nice smooth ass that clenched tightly around Eddie's dick, like it was trying to hold onto him, and Martin writhed most delightfully beneath him. Eddie smiled. It was tough to find a girl who would let him go hard like this, they usually made him slow down and be gentle. 

"Alright, gonna really plow into you now, yeah..." Eddie said with a grunt. He grabbed Martin by the back of the neck and held on tight. He squeezed on his neck like he was picking a cat up by its nape.

He threw his head back and slammed his dick in. Electric spasms of pleasure erupted in Martin's ass. Martin gasped. It was one of the most intense moments of his life, his entire body shaking with the power of Eddie's macho body penetrating him over and over. Eddie rammed into him, his foot-long cock hitting Martin hard with each thrust of his hips.

Martin hadn't even noticed they were gone from the Cinnabon—that smell had been overpowered by the intense ass-funk that came from Martin's precum-coated hole, so he didn't notice himself crawling and Eddie ramrodding his behind the whole way. They had made their way through the unused part of the mall. Martin realized it when they were back under the emergency night-time lighting, and Martin was momentarily blinded before his eyes adjusted. Eddie had managed to move across the floor even with his red Santa pants around his ankles.

They had shuffled and gyrated their way back to the North Pole now, Martin clawing over the felt decorations and the elf costume carefully laid out on the steps that led up to Santa's chair. Martin knocked over a reindeer (Prancer) as he cried out.

"Take it, man, keep that ass high! I ain't say to stop it! I ain't done wit' that ass!"

He sure hoped there was no one left in the mall, because if there was, they would definitely hear what was happening. But Martin was beyond being able or willing to stop this. His prostate thrummed and throbbed, Eddie slamming into him so hard he screamed, or would have if he could take a deep breath. Instead all that came out was a breathless, wordless growl.

"Hey." Eddie stopped moving with his cock all the way in Martin's ass. It throbbed painfully, and Eddie spread his legs, moving his hips until Martin twitched. Eddie stayed right there, watching as Martin twitched. "Hey. Boy. You hear me? Say somethin'."
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