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CHAPTER ONE

Thanksgiving Manmeat
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Martin lay awoke most of the night. He knew he was going to dread tomorrow—it was Thanksgiving, and he would be spending it with his friend Henrietta. That would have been fine on its own. But her family would be there too, and that promised to be awkward.

Henrietta had not had a relationship with her family until a few months ago, due to an acrimonious divorce that led to her brothers siding with her father and Henrietta siding with her mother. That was why she had practically begged Martin to come along: Henrietta didn't want to be alone. So he tried not to sulk as he trundled off to her car early in the morning on Thanksgiving. He was sleepy, and he already disliked her family.

He remained quiet the entire way to Citrus Heights, California. Henrietta was quiet too, either nervous or just listening to the jazz on the radio. He was half-asleep anyway. By the time they pulled into the parking lot, however, Martin was already starting to brighten up.

He had a special skill at finding alphas willing to bend a little on the downlow for the right price, which he could usually come up with. So he thought he might be able to get a man from Henrietta's family: when she said her father was a "military macho muscle" man, she meant it as a bad thing but it made Martin's ears prick up. That was, he thought, the awesome-stud trifecta.

Henrietta's mother had passed away a few years ago, and her father, Albert, had reverted to his bachelor ways after his divorce. He was an ex-Army officer with a tattoo of his unit on his belly—a fact that Martin saw when Henrietta opened the door and Albert stood there in his boxers, hand in his crotch, scratching his balls.

That was how the Thanksgiving began: with Henrietta screeching, and Albert blearily-eyed glared at his daughter as his dick flopped out of the fly of his boxers. It was meaty and thick, and it looked so good Martin's heart skipped a beat. Albert was a barrel-chested man, his fuzzy fur tinged with gray. He casually tucked his dick away in his boxers again.

"Dad! Ohmigod, you are humiliating me! Ohmigod! Is this what you do? You hang out in your drawers?!"

"Mornin', sweetcake."

"Go put some clothes on, Dad!"

He just rolled his eyes and hugged her, much to her chagrin. He shook Martin's hand. Albert had thick fingers and a muscular grip. He squeezed Martin confidently. He winked too.

Was that flirtatious? Martin blushed now, and he looked Albert's chest up and down. He was furry and broad and strapping, and he smelled a little of sweat, like he had been working out recently, or had simply not showered.

"Dad, I can tell you cleaned up, but you should have done the baseboards-"

"Sweetie." Albert grunted. "It looks fine-"

"I know, but I'll just get a sponge-"

Again, Albert rolled his eyes. His ass swayed in his boxers as he followed after his daughter, arguing. Martin stayed there at the door to watching his shoulder muscles flex. Again, Martin got the impression he shook his ass for Martin's benefit. His cheeks were full to bursting out of those paper-thin boxer shorts.

Where do alphas even find that kind of boxer shorts? So thin you can almost see through them like wet tissue paper. Martin's dick twitched. He wondered if Henrietta had told him to expect Martin. He hadn't seemed surprised to see a stranger. Perhaps he hoped to get his nut off and sensed that Martin would be down. A lot of military men were like that, in Martin's experience, willing to get jacked off by any man so long as no one else ever found out.

No one else would be here for a little while. But they would be coming soon, and the house was not ready. Martin chuckled under his breath at the sound of Henrietta squealing at the realization that her father had still not put on any pants.

"Of course you have to preheat the oven, Dad! You're crazy!" She came back into the living room. Martin busied himself by putting the cords, remote controls and DVDs out by the TV all into a stack. That was productive and helpful, he thought; he only wished Henrietta had seen him do it. She stormed past with a sponge and an all-purpose cleaner. "Dad! Go put pants on! You have to wear pants to Thanksgiving!"

"You're as bad as your mother," he said with a grin. His eyes glanced to Martin, then up the stairs. He scratched his chest casually, but his hand lingered over his nipple, and his pecs bounced as he aimed himself at Martin's face.

"Did you need some help picking out an outfit?" Martin asked. He was now certain Albert was hot to trot.

She was awfully insistent I come up here. I bet she knew he wanted a piece of male tail on the side. Oh she's a sly hag... Martin stared daggers at her as he followed Albert up the stairs. He didn't mind her bringing him as a sort of a toy to keep her father satisfied, but Martin wished she had told him. What if Alfred had been ugly? That would have been an awkward situation.

"Yeah, uh, what color ain't ya supposed to wear after Labor Day?" Albert asked as they ascended the stairs.

"That's white, darling," Martin said. They were up the stairs now. He pulled down Albert's white boxers to reveal a chunky hairy ass, all muscle and meat and fur. Albert chuckled and stepped out of his boxers without missing a beat. Martin kissed one of his cheeks there in the hall at the top of the stairs.

"Damn, boy, did she bring you just to keep me from getting too ornery?"

"You should provide someone to service macho military guys at family gatherings. That's in Emily Post. Your daughter is a thoughtful girl," Martin said. "You get jacked off by guys a lot?"

He grunted. "You a take-a-shower-before kinda fruitcake or a take-a-shower-after fruitcake?"

"After." Martin blushed and laughed. Obviously, he thought, that was a yes: guys who weren't jacked off by other dudes often would never have known there were those who preferred both showered and unshowered men.

"Gotcha." He went into the bedroom and flopped onto his bed, which was covered in dirty socks and tee shirts with sweat stains. The bed was unmade, but Martin thought no one actually slept here—Albert probably slept on the couch downstairs most nights. He looked like the drift-off-to-sleep-drunk-on-the-couch kind of divorced man. He flopped his limp dick between his fingers. "Man, in boot camp there was this fellah right off base who'd jack off any soldier who needed it. They just be lining up outside his condo, twirlin' they dicks in they hands."

"That's hot."

"But I ain't mess around with him. The female tail was plentiful back then. It wasn't till I got assigned to Fort Mackerel in central Alaska, then there wasn't no females around except this one swishy Indian fella with lips like silk—what are you waiting for?" He snorted and chuckled. "My daughter is gonna come in anytime, demanding I alphabetize my potatoes or calling my spice rack racist. So let's get this done, we might not have much time." He slapped Martin in the cheek with his dick as Martin leaned over the bed to put it in his mouth. He groaned and scooted closer to the edge.
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The doorbell rang. Martin heard more family coming in, and Henrietta talking a mile a minute, seemingly apologizing for the state of the house. He slathered Albert's dick with spit, as it firmed up in his mouth.

"You wanna hit it deep, baby?" Martin asked when it was hard. He rubbed Albert's cock against his cheeks and chased it with his tongue, teasing Albert by blowing on the wetness on his shaft and making Albert's whole body shake.

"Ah, man... if a girl asked me that, swear to God, I'd propose to her on the spot," Albert said with a sigh. He closed his eyes, gripped Martin by the ear and slammed his dick all the way down. "Ah, shit..." Albert moaned.

Normally Martin would try to slow down something like this. Alphas tried to be slow and gentle with women because women demanded it, and men (sometimes) wanted a long-term relationship with them. But that didn't apply to Martin. So it was up to him to slow his men down or else they'd just dagger his throat like jackrabbits and be done in mere moments.

Today, however, Martin didn't want to slow down. He sometimes enjoyed letting men really have free reign over his throat, letting them plow into him deeply and letting their balls slap against his chin. He adjusted and loosened his neck to allow every inch of Albert's cock in there.

"Goddamn, man, hell yeah..." Albert's throaty voice rang out in Martin's ear. He held on tight to Martin's head, but he didn't sodomize his throat in an aggressive or mean way like some guys. He ground his cock deeply, shaking it, moving his hips and ass in little circles like he needed to make love to every inch of Martin's spasming throat.

When loud gurgling and sputtering sounds came from Martin's mouth, Albert warmly shushed him. "Sssssh, it's okay, boy, I'm cummin' now, just keep it open for a minute more. You gonna get a good taste in just a sec..." His voice degenerated into a baritone rumble as an orgasm rippled over his hairy chest. He held his breath, keeping Martin's head impaled on his cock, which spasmed and pulsated in Martin's neck. Martin's tongue throbbed against the veiny underside of his dick, where Martin could feel the juices flowing from his balls.

Cum flowed down Martin's throat. It was creamy and warm and delicious, and he guzzled every drop. He maintained eye contact with Albert the whole time too. Most straight guys closed their eyes when they came in a man's mouth, so Martin enjoyed Albert's shocked expression as he orgasmed.

"Shit, boy, goddamn! If I had you back in boot camp, I'd have never bothered hooking up wit' females," Albert said with a laugh, shaking his ass beneath Martin's grasp to make the last few drops of cum slide down Martin's gullet.

Then, when it was over, Martin sat back and grinned, wiping his face off. Albert's jaw hung open and he licked his lips. He chuckled, a throaty laugh like a moist mummy, and he wiped his hand through his chest hair. "My sons are downstairs." He sighed like that was a bad thing but didn't say it.

Martin cleaned himself up too, while Albert took a quick shower and put some clothes on. Martin heard the family greeting each other downstairs. A child was in the mix. That was good, he thought, an excellent distraction.

Sure enough, the child—Jason—occupied everyone's attention. Martin soon met Henrietta's brothers Paul, Eric and Mack, and Mack's wife Vanessa, but no one cared about some single guy who wasn't even part of the family. They just watched Jason play with trucks and lose counting games on his mother's iPad.

Soon, however, conversation became stilted. Everyone watched Jason play like he was a panda at the zoo. Martin tried to make a few jokes, but no one seemed interested in laughing. The sepulchral Thanksgiving was only ended with a fight breaking out among the brothers.

"You shouldn't let him use the iPad so much," said Eric, instantly starting off an argument between him and his brother Mack.

"You should mind your own beeswax, you loser-"

"You're such a pretentious twat-"

Albert tried to jump in between them. "Hey, you boys knock it off-!"

"Get outta my way!"

"He's been beggin' for this for years, I'm gonna kick the moron right out of his brain!"

Martin wanted nothing to do with what was soon to be a fistfight. Neither Eric nor Mack were even especially hot (Mack was vaguely handsome but heavily arrogant and clean-cut like a dimpled politician, so Martin had already ruled him out; Eric was cute in a skinny basement-dwelling nerd way, but that wasn't Martin's type.

Aside from the delectable Albert, the only other person here that Martin had any interest in was Paul.

Paul was just as much as a jerk as his brother Mack, but he was handsome and athletic and college-aged and he didn't have a bitchy wife and annoying son hanging off him all the time. Martin had to ponder whether or not he was gettable.

"You piece of shit! Car thief!"

"Oh, now you're bringing up the Toyota again?! Just get over it, Eric!"

Paul was tall and broad-shouldered, with deep dimples and charming green eyes. He was outgoing and had a certain smarmy charisma, like a used-car salesman or a third-rate politician. But he looked tasty enough for Martin to ignore his behavior. He cheered on the fight between his brothers until his father made him stop. He went into the kitchen, where Henrietta ignored the fighting and focused on basting the turkey in the oven.

Paul was a junior in college who still thought belching in his sister's face was funny. She slapped him right out of the kitchen and even tore his shirt, revealing a bicep to die for. Martin followed him into the living room, where Eric and Mack still fought.

Or rather, Mack had slapped Eric and dared him to fight back—that was it, it hadn't turned out to be much of a fight. Eric tried to hit him back, but he was a rather pitiful weakling. Soon enough Mack was slapping Eric over and over.

"Fight back, pussy!"

"Lay off!" Eric pushed him to the ground.

"C'mon, fight me! You know you can't!"

They both wrestled, knocking over the coat-rack by the door and a lamp. Martin backed up out of the way, putting him close to Albert. He felt Albert's body heat. Albert ignored him, dourly watching two of his sons fight. He had ceased trying to stop it.

The only one who actively encouraged the fight was Paul, who chanted and cheered. It soon became apparent that the fight would never end as long as he egged them both on.

So Martin went right up to him and beckoned as though he needed help with something private. He sort of swept Paul up to nudge him to come along. Paul stopped chanting and went with him, and the living room was immediately quiet.
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