
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]



Rob & the Alpha College Jocks: An Active/Passive Mansploitation Novella



[image: ]




M.N. Manmacker

Copyright 2023

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



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


CHAPTER ONE

The Dormmate's Nighttime Desires
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"Don't worry, he won't wake up," Octavio's voice filtered into Rob's mind as he slept.

But that wasn't quite enough to wake him up yet. Rob lingered in between sleep and wakefulness, as the conversation beneath him grew steadily louder and louder. Octavio's deep voice echoed in the dorm room they shared.

Rob had come to GHU just three weeks ago, and he already disliked his dormmate. It was tough because, while Octavio was a prick, he was also a handsome soccer star. Rob loved his square jaw, broad shoulders and deep, dark eyes, his unbridled machismo, his bulging muscles that didn't fit in the too-small soccer shorts he wore to bed. His powerful thighs didn't fit in the shorts, and Rob could never tear his eyes away from them.

His jersey and those musty shorts lay crumpled on the floor. Rob sat up as he heard the argument beneath him grow more heated. Octavio's frustrated voice muttered, muffled by the bed separating them.

"I don't care, Octavio, don't be a jerk! Why can't we wait?!" That was Suzie, Octavio's girlfriend. She was kind of a bitch, but she was beautiful—big tits, long legs, a round ass. Suzie and Octavio had hooked up two weeks ago, but it already felt like forever. They argued constantly.

"I been waiting!" he said with a grown. Octavio backed away from the dorm bed beneath Rob. He wore only a clean white jockstrap, which made Rob hard beneath the blankets. The bulge of his dick would have been visible if it weren't so dark in here, Rob had seen that on several occasions. When it was really hot, Octavio walked around in his jockstrap, either uncaring or unaware of how much his bare ass aroused Rob, especially when it was cradled by the straps of his jock.

Hoping to avoid any awkward situations, Rob pretended not to wake up. He couldn't help but sneak peeks at Octavio's nearly-naked soccer-toned body, however. Octavio was a soccer phenom back in his native Uruguay—he claimed to have been offered a position as a player for a professional club, but turned it down to go to school in America, here in the middle of nowhere, Wyoming. Rob wasn't entirely sure he believed Octavio about the professional team offer, but it was plausible.

"You're being a real asshole right now. I said we could come up here and make out. I'm not..." her voice trailed off to a whisper, "having sex in front of your roommate."

"He's a wuss, and he's rimbombante. He don't matter, chica. Only you matter..." he said with a sigh. "I want you. I need you. Now shut up or he's gonna wake-"

"Don't you tell me to shut up! I told you about that, I hate that! You fucking asshole, Octavio! I knew this was going to happen. Didn't I-?" She jumped to her feet.

"Oh, shut your stupid bitch mouth for a minute and let me talk!"

"What did you call me?!" Suzie put her hands on her hips, looking down at Octavio's jockstrapped body sprawled out on his tiny bunk-bed. Her tits nearly overflowed from her bra, and she carried her blouse in hand. She strode to the door, then stood in the doorway and screamed at Octavio. "You are a real prick, Octavio, you know that? You're a worthless piece of shit!" Then she slammed the door shut.

Rob sat up, and he looked at Octavio, who got up and paced, angry in the darkened dorm room. Light from the streetlamps outside and from the computers and charging cell phones kept the room illuminated enough that Rob saw his flat stomach and hairy chest, his chocolate brown skin and his grizzled square jaw. Rob felt inadequate—he was small and skinny, and he seemed young in comparison even though he was actually three weeks older than Octavio. How did someone just barely eighteen look like he was pushing thirty? How did he have such muscle and body hair? Rob cursed his luck for having a handsome roommate who was so untouchable.

"Sorry 'bout that!" he muttered, his tone still angry as though it was Rob's fault.

"Oh, no worries," Rob said. "It's okay. I, uh... I'm sorry-"

But he wasn't listening. He interrupted Rob with an expressive flourish of his hands. "That fucking bitch promised me she'd put out tonight!"

"Well, she might have-"

"I ain't bein' a prick, she was teasing me about it all night! All night, she was sayin', you just wait till we get back to your dorm!"

"Yeah, Octavio-"

"And now she fuckin' blueballs me! That goddamn perra! ¡Ella es la perra más grande en el mundo!" he said. He put his hands on his hips and glared at Rob. "You like lookin' at me in my jockstrap, huh?" His pubic hair peeked out from the edge of the overstuffed jockstrap. It looked like his balls were about to fall out of the pouch.

Rob blushed. He didn't answer. He just bit his lip. He hadn't realized how obvious he'd been. He'd always preferred looking at men to women. He hadn't realized that Octavio had noticed it.

Octavio came closer to the bunk beds. Rob was on the upper bunk, and Octavio was a little too short to look him right in the eye. He sneered at Rob.

"You can swallow my nut, Rob, but if you ever tell anyone, I will kick your ass!" he said. "¡Voy a arrancar la polla!."

"If you're going to be a prick, I can tell you no too! She was right, you are a jerk!"

But Octavio didn't register the words right away. He dropped his jockstrap, revealing a half-hard dick angrily throbbing, the veins in its shaft visibly pulsating even in the dim light of the dorm room. He was obviously very horny, Rob thought, which made Rob horny as well.

"What?!"

He sighed and flared his nostrils. He paced again, gave his dick a stroke and glared at Rob. Then through gritted teeth, he said, "Will you please get me off? I know you want to..." His voice trailed off like he had wanted to add another insult but didn't. He clucked his tongue against his teeth.

Rob slid off the edge of the bed, and Octavio scoffed like he was annoyed it had taken this long. When he dropped to the floor, Rob moved to stand up, but Octavio gently pushed him down to his knees.

"C'mon... man..." he said, again struggling to avoid insulting Rob. "You're my little pasivo now."

He pushed his dick into Rob's mouth. It tasted spicy and fresh, and a little like clean cotton from his jockstrap. The flavor reminded Rob of Latin food, the grass of the soccer pitch and the musty sweat scent that Rob caught a whiff of each time Octavio came back from practice exhausted. There was a certain sunniness to his flesh, like Rob could taste all the hours he had spent shirtlessly practicing in the Uruguayan sun.

His throat loosened as Octavio pounded inexorably, but not violently, down. He grunted and moaned in half-articulated Spanish as he went, and his balls slapped against Rob's chin.

He groaned as he fed his dick down Rob's throat. He held onto Rob by the ear, grinding his dick as he pushed it ever deeper. Rob gripped his plump, muscular asscheeks and held on tight. Octavio's ass was shockingly hairy for such a young man; the hairs were fine and soft, and his cheeks were firm yet juicy, jiggling beneath Rob's fingertips.

There was a knock at the door. Rob gasped as Octavio pulled out. Octavio roared in frustration, then he seemed to consider it could be Suzie back again. He ran to the door and looked through the peephole.

"Octavio? Rob? Are you guys alright in there?"

It was Tom, the RA. He was an annoying Young-Republican type, a portly bespectacled business major who claimed to tolerate no tomfoolery but actually had such little authority he had no ability to prevent it. Nobody in the dorm liked him. He was mainly concerned with demonstrating his respect for diversity; enforcing rules was a second-order priority.

"Yeah, we're fine," Octavio said through the shut door.

"Everything's cool, Tom," Rob said, his voice weak because he was desperate to get back on Octavio's cock.

"It's just... There was a lot of shouting just now. Are you sure everything's okay? I can set up a conflict circle for tomorrow."

"Yes, it's fine now! We just had a little disagreement," Octavio said through flared nostrils. He was getting angry again, dick throbbing in the darkness as it demanded more attention. Octavio opened the door all the way, boldly showing off his huge Hispanic prick, which was hard and dripping with precum and spit.
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The hallway outside the dorm room was quiet and dark aside from the emergency lighting that illuminated Tom. His portly body blocked the door way. "Uh... Oh..." Tom blushed. He stood there in the doorway, staring at Octavio's cock and trying to think of what to do in response. He was as mesmerized by it as Rob was. Tom stumbled over his words. "Is... uh... your girlfriend still here?"

"I ain't gotta tell you shit, esé," Octavio said.

Tom backed up a few steps. "Okay, okay. I have great respect for the, uh... Uruguayan, uh... traditions, and uh... So, that's—I'll get that conflict circle set up-"

"No!" Rob cried out from the dorm room. He hadn't wanted to get involved in this conversation. But Octavio seemed like he wasn't going to argue about the conflict circle—Octavio had a coach and practice to use as an excuse; Rob had nothing and would have to talk to Tom about the conflict circle if he didn't nip that it in the bud right now. "There's no conflict, Tom. It's fine-"

"Okay, it's just, uh, reconciliation, and we need to solve-"

"I am closing the door now. It is a Uruguayan tradition," said Octavio. He slammed the door in Tom's face.

Outside the doorway, Tom's voice could still be heard. "Uh, yeah, okay then... Just keep it down, Octavio."

Octavio's hardon had almost diminished. But he muttered to himself, stroking it back to erection as he returned to Rob and slapped him over the face with his cock. Rob opened his mouth, and Octavio pushed his dick back down Rob's throat, still muttering in Spanish about Tom. His dick was now as hard as it had been before the interruption, and he slammed it right down Rob's throat.

"Swallow it, pasivo, yeah..." Octavio said, and he seemed to be going out of his way to be even louder just to prove he could, to prove that Tom meant nothing to him. He even aimed himself at the doorway as though Tom would be aware that this was aimed at him.

Soon precum dripped down Rob's throat again. It was salty and sweet, and it made Rob moaned with desire around the cockmeat in his throat. Octavio's thick fingers rubbed Rob's face and neck as he worked his dick all the way down Rob's spasming gullet.

Then, without warning, Octavio pulled out. He pushed Rob onto his belly on the bed, and rammed his pinkie finger in to his ass. He screwed up his nose as though he didn't want to do it, even as he continued fingering Rob right in the ass.

"Oh, hell... Octavio..." Rob's voice broke. 

"I want to stick it in you, gringo," he said breathlessly as he mounted Rob from behind. He didn't put his dick in yet, just slid it hotly between Rob's cheeks. He spoke right into Rob's ear. "C'mon, you be my pasivo?"

"What does that mean?" Rob asked, his voice wavering and soft like Suzie's had been (before she got salty).

"It means I get to stick my dick in ya ass when my girl won't put out. I'll be real gentle, promise..." he whispered, like he was embarrassed about it.

"Oh, well... okay, I guess," Rob said. His heart pounded. 

He had no sooner closed his mouth when Octavio pushed his dick in. A tight pressure erupted in Rob's ass, and he clenched. Octavio had a tube of lube though, and he squeezed some out. Rob giggled—was Octavio planning on talking his girl into accepting anal tonight? That seemed hard to believe, but he was just cocky enough to try it.

Pangs of pleasure erupted in Rob's sensitive ass, and he gripped the bunk bed tightly. Rob bit his lip to suppress a moan, not wanting Tom to interfere again.

As Octavio worked his dick in deeper and deeper he moaned into Rob's ear. He even kissed him on the cheek, then pulled away as though he hadn't realized what he was doing. As he kept going, however, drilling his hard Latin cock in deeper and deeper, his awkward kissing moved from Rob's cheek to his lips. He even plunged his tongue into Rob's mouth.

"I am a machote, you know what that means?" Octavio said when he pulled away from Rob's lips. He wrapped his arms around Rob's body as though holding him in place. He growled. "You want me to slam you like I should? An hombre should make his pasivo hurt, y'know. Mi papi always say a pasivo should be crying, that way he knows he is no real man."

"Yes, oh god yes, Octavio," Rob said, gasping for air as he was squeezed by Octavio's muscles. Octavio's dick, perfectly still, throbbed in Rob's ass.

"Now take it, puta," he said. He drove his dick in and out so hard and so quick that Rob gasped, not even able to concentrate enough to scream.

Then Octavio rolled him and Rob over onto their sides. He kept Rob's chest in a tight hold, and he wrapped his feet around Rob's ankles to hold him in position. Rob was wedged between Octavio's lithe soccer-toned chest and the dorm room wall. He wondered if their neighbors would be able to hear.

He rammed his dick in and out, pushing the entire length of it, then pulling it almost all the way out, so just the tip remained, just enough to keep Rob's attention focused on the pressure and pleasure in his ass. He moaned and bit his lip to avoid being too loud.

"Mi papi also teach me another rule," he said, his voice suddenly low and soft. He kissed Rob on the cheek. "He say it should hurt, but it should also feel good. An hombre should give a reacharound." His accent was growing thicker now, the more passionate he had become. "If he did his submission like a good pasivo should..."

His hand crept gingerly around Rob's body, then wrapped around his cockshaft. Octavio moaned as though it was disgusting to him, but he gave it a few strokes all the same.

Soon Octavio had a good rhythm going. He used one arm to hold Rob into position, while his other hand jacked Rob off and his dick pounded in and out of Rob's ass. He snorted like a bull as he humped, and Rob was totally immobilized, melting into Octavio's powerful muscles.

"I'm going to fill you up. Don't spill, that's disrespectful to an hombre," Octavio said. He sniffled as he drenched kisses on Rob's back. "Okay, gringo? You promise you will not spill?"

"I promise..." Rob said, groaning as his own orgasm approached.

Octavio hit his climax first. He paused with his dick balls-deep in Rob's ass, then gasped. Hot cum spread within Rob, who moaned loudly as it spread to every corner of his insides.

As he nutted within Rob, Octavio stopped stroking him off. Pleasure pounded through Rob's veins. Then he squirmed, desperate to get himself off. His movement made Octavio's dick twitch, and Octavio's whole body writhed atop Rob.

And then Octavio resumed stroking. His limpening dick remained in Rob's ass, even as his muscles all tightened and he groaned loudly.

It was only a minute or two later that Rob's own orgasm overwhelmed him. He bit the pillow to avoid screaming, then rolled his head back and buried his face in Octavio's hairy armpits. He grunted and groaned into Octavio's body as cum sprayed over his chest and belly.

He didn't know how long he lay there in Octavio's arms. He would have gladly slept in exactly that position, but after what felt like forever, Octavio moved.

He sopped up all the cum that had coated Octavio's hand and Rob's chest. Octavio gathered all of it up in one hand, his snorting disgust making it sound like he was being forced to do so, even though Rob hadn't even asked him to.

Then Octavio held up his cum-dripping hand. He showed it to Rob, then very slowly pushed each finger into Rob's mouth.

"Yeah, eat that nut, slut... You gettin' nasty..."

Rob had always loved the taste of cum, especially including his own. He also enjoyed sucking on Octavio's fingers, which tasted of leather and grass, like what he imagined sucking on a soccer ball was like. Octavio groaned as though Rob's sucking on his fingers caused him intense pleasure.

Then he finally pulled his limp cock out. He kissed Rob on the lips again, and wrinkled his nose at the salty taste of cum. That didn't stop him from pushing his tongue into Rob's mouth and licking up all the semen that stuck to the inside of his mouth.

"Are we gonna do this again?" Rob asked.

He grunted in a negative way, but paused before answering. "Probably," he said. "But only at night. Don't try to touch me during the day, and don't tell no one about this. I'll kick your fucking ass to pieces, puta."

"Okay," Rob said. He crawled out of the bed but Octavio stopped him. He dragged him back to where he was, ensconced in Octavio's muscular limbs.

"Don't go," he said. "I wanna sleep with someone."

Rob blushed, shocked that Octavio would do this. His heart pounded, and he wasn't sure if he'd be able to sleep. He wanted to lay here and lick those caramel biceps all night, but he knew Octavio would kick him out if he squirmed. So he lay still as Octavio drifted off to sleep.

"You better get out when the sun comes up, pasivo," was the last thing Octavio said. "I don't wanna see you in my bed in the light."

"Okay," Rob said. "Mi hombre. I'll get up early." He cuddled up closer to Octavio's muscles.
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CHAPTER TWO

Jockstrap Raid
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Last year, the football team had done a panty raid on the cheerleaders in the locker room. They stormed in there half-naked and shouted Panty Raid! over and over as they grabbed used and clean panties from the girls. It was a big scandal at GHU afterwards—the cheerleaders themselves called it an enjoyable prank, but the social justice groups on campus were less enthused.

But now this year, Rob and the other gymnasts marched into the men's locker room a few minutes after football practice ended. His heart pounded as he and the other gymnasts chanted Jock Raid! Jock Raid! Jock Raid!

That was because the gymnastics team had won the Connecticut state championship this year, the first team to win a championship at GHU in years. The football team had had a dismal season, so Coach Dickmore told the gymnasts to come on in and go to town on the football jocks.
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