
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
The Alpha Male:
Doing It Rough

 


Sophie Sin

Copyright
2013 Lunatic Ink
Publishing

 


Note: This book
is a short work of around 5000 words. If you would like longer, filthier material
then feel free to check out Sophie Sin’s short story collections
(containing 7 stories plus bonus works). Find more at
Sophie Sin's Book
List. She
also writes male-male gay erotica under Dick
Powers.


Mr.
Editor Says:

Everyone is over 18 and consents to all the wondrous
sexual perversion that occurs within the pages of this short
story.

 


You can find all four stories in this series in The
Alpha Male Erotica Collection.


A Dark Night

His attention flickers in long short bursts of
lightning hard focus. The rain that pours down in heavy black
droves around him is like a blanket of silence covering the world
in white noise that hides the nearness of the danger that stalks
him.

He stands there, barely seeing the white streaks of
light on water that crashes down around him. They said today was
going to be light rain with the chance of sun. They were wrong. If
it wasn't for the gale force wind pouring off from the East, the
rain would be strong enough to cause injury.

Rick stands in the middle of this watching the
building sitting across the street. There are three men stalking
the alleys behind him somewhere, searching for him, stalking the
one that dared invade their turf, wanting his life if not more in
exchange for his bravado.

The world dims a little as his mind turns to other
things. He snaps it back and remains still in the deep dark of the
alley. He is a tall man and his long wide brimmed hat hides his
eyes, but there is no doubt he is alert in that way that a panther
is on the hunt.

Behind him there is the sound of a single scuffle -
the sound of a foot launched forward to leap forward at full speed
towards him. It is all the warning that he gets.

The dark shape converges with the tall gray coated
shape of Rick. Their bodies become one as they collide with one
another. The dark shape, dressed in a sooty brown coat, is pushed
back. The gray shape jabs forward against the backdrop of the dark
around him. The thin edges of light that flicker in from the half
working street light reveals a single moment in time, a moment of
clarity in the wild heat of battle.

Rick's fist comes around, fast and hard. It takes the
jaw of the man. His head turns in slow motion, his jaw slipping
right a little and a fleck of white - the chip of a tooth - flies
from his mouth turned side on. One eye is revealed in the shadow of
night: it shows wide eyed shock.

The brown shape bends to the side, body bent in half,
and a moan is elicited. The darkness falls for a moment. There is
movement. Brown and gray spin and twirl around each other. The lamp
outside gives one last flicker of light before it puffs out. It
reveals a surging gray knee colliding with the man's face as hands
used to violence pull it downwards to its target.

Darkness falls. There is a slap as the opponent falls
to the ground. Seconds pass. One, two then three. Finally, a tall,
well built man steps out into the rain again. He has blood on his
face, just a small streak of red. It is not his own.

There are sounds from the building across the road.
Clearly the brawl was seen by the one's watching for danger inside.
Rick surges forward like gray lightning. His coat streaks out
behind him as his black polished shoes slam into the pavement, each
step taking him faster and faster towards his goal.

He collides with the door full force. Someone was
about to exit via it when he rammed through. They are flattened and
forgotten.

Two men with guns turn. Rick surges among them,
ducking under raised arms. One of the men accidentally shoots his
fellow gang member. That leaves one.

Rick comes out from among the folds of his coat and
upper cuts the man so solidly that the spray of blood from his
broken nose paints a red line straight up the brown, badly painted
wall. He falls without a word.

Turning in one smooth motion, Rick races up the
stairs three at a time. His big frame takes him around the corner
as he grabs the banister to help him come around. There is a crash
in the distance. The invader pushes himself harder. He rushes down
a hallway to the door he knows is there. His foot comes out and he
boots the door just under the handle, sending it inwards.

A large powerful figure jumps through the broken
window and disappears into the darkness. When Rick gets there, the
man is gone.

"Bastard," Rick growls. "You managed to escape
again..."

He steps back and looks around. The room is just a
bedroom. There are no clues to where the man might have gone. There
never are.

Rick walks outside and strides down the hallway.
There were only the two downstairs and the one that he was looking
for in the house, but he has to check anyway.

The first door down the hall reveals nothing. Just a
bunch of cash on the table - an amount not worth taking - and
various useless items. The next is empty.

He goes downstairs. The man he knocked out is still
out.

"Is someone there?" a feminine voice calls.

Rick looks to the living room door. What could this
be about?

He opens it and steps inside. The room is dark.
Someone has closed the curtains, which are the deepest black. He
walks to where the window should be, navigating the room on
instinct alone, and pulls them open.

"Who are you? Are you here to hurt me?"

Rick looks to the middle of the room. There is not
much to say about the interior of the place. It's all brown with
two dirty couches and a broken LCD TV against one wall. However,
the one tied to a chair in the center is something else.

He takes a moment to admire her. Something in him
responds to this woman. It is not just that she is captivating with
her long legs, bared slightly under the one piece black dress that
she is wearing, which has been pulled down at the top to reveal a
black sexy bra that shows off what could be the most perfectly
formed pair of breasts that the man has ever seen.

He walks over to her and stares down. She looks
towards him, but does not see him due to the dirty brown piece of
cloth tied over her eyes. He evaluates his options here. She is
beautiful in a way that arouses him. He rarely meets a woman with
these kinds of curves. Her breasts slip out in nice round melon
like perfection to a waist that is a natural return to the intense
widening of her hips. He wonders how one like this could be in a
place like this. What was that one up to?

Rick reaches down and pulls the brown cloth up off
her eyes. A man as hard as him is rarely shocked, but right here he
is. Her eyes are the brown of a woodland forest. There are slight
flecks of gold in them that are exotic and erotic. She looks up at
him with the unwavering confidence of a woman who has seen life and
judged herself enough.

"Who are you?" he asks.

"Bella Montana."

The lilt of her voice is upper class. He recognizes
the name too. This woman is no whore as he might have been right in
assuming given the area of town she is in.

"Why are you here?"

"They kidnapped me."

Rick bends down and looks her hard in the eyes.

"Why does he want you?"

"He?"

"The man who controls these men."

"I don't know. I have been blindfolded since I got
here. I don't even know where I am."

Rick thinks it over.

"How much will you pay for me to get you out of
here?"

She stares. Her eyes crinkle in distaste. This is the
way of an upper class woman who does not understand the means
streets and their carniverous nature.

"$100."

Rick chuckles.

"$10,000."

"Ok," she says not even blinking at the amount.

He reaches down and uses his index finger to pull up
the left strap of her dress to cover her breasts. The other one is
broken.

"I could do that myself if I was untied."

He grins at her. It is like the light of the sun has
spread over his face. She stares for a moment and gulps. The smile
is short lived, but she will not forget the way that his angular
features seem to compliment that movement so well.

"I am a helpful guy."

He pulls a knife from his pocket and cuts the ropes
in one movement. She rubs her arms where red marks have formed and
tries to stand up. It has been a long time since she has walked
though, so she stumbles. He catches her against his firm body, his
hands grasping her arms.

"Thank you," she says, looking up at him.

His left eye twitches slightly. Those lips of hers
are painted red and lucious. Combined with thoses eyes and the hint
of cleavage showing from her ripped dress, it is a hard thing not
to lean down and take advantage.

"We should go," he tells her after a long moment
where neither truly wanted to move.

She nods. The wedding ring on her finger is a strong
reminder that this can't go anywhere.

He takes her hand in his own. It is so large that it
could cover it twice over. She feels the scars on this man's hand.
He is a man that is used to violence. She dispises such men, but
his hand feels different. It is in the way that he grips her own;
this is the way that a gentleman holds a ladies hand - tenderly,
carefully, yet with the firm knowledge that he is a man holding a
woman's hand. Man to woman: that is something she can
understand.

They rush outside. There is a car just down the
street.

"Get in," he tells her, popping the door open.

He slips in the other side and ties some wires
together under the ignition.

"Is this your car?" she asks, a little
hesitantly.

"It is now."

He drives off. A man who takes what he wants, when he
wants, and a woman that could have the world, but really has
nothing. This is only the beginning.


Mr. Montana

"Thank you for saving Bella, Mr. Ranger," the tall
slim man in a perfect suits says, standing in front of a large
bookcase filled with books on topics ranging from world politics to
internal affairs.

Rick nods and waits. Rich people always try to fuck
the poor over. It's only a matter of time.

The man shuffles a little uncomfortably at Rick's
stony appearance and lack of response. He is used to dealing with
ruffians when they try to polish his windscreen at the traffic
lights, but this one is rather large.

"So, I guess you want your reward."

Rick nods again and waits.

"I'll have my security man give it to you on your way
out then."

Rick doesn't move.

"Umm... is that ok?"

Rick shakes his head left ot right. He knows that the
tough looking man that met him at the door will try something. Rick
will have to beat him down. Getting his money after they have him
assaulting one of their staff is going to be difficult.

"Then I'll pay you now."

Rick waits. He stares into the man's eyes. Mr.
Montana begins to shake a little. He has rarely felt fear like what
he is feeling right now. This man is a man of great power, but he
is no tough. The physical challenge is not one that he is up to.
This is the dog of the boardroom, not the wild tiger of the
streets. He does not understand the brutal world. That
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