
        
            [image: cover]
        


[image: tmp_3c58b5631242536624df840e9036ae51_wSYwMI_html_m743f2086.jpg]

 



[image: tmp_3c58b5631242536624df840e9036ae51_wSYwMI_html_m57a312e5.png]

Published by EVERNIGHT PUBLISHING ® at
Smashwords

 


www.evernightpublishing.com

 


 


 


Copyright© 2016 Gale Stanley

 


 


ISBN: 978-1-77233-923-9

 


Cover Artist: Jay Aheer

 


Editor: Stephanie Balistreri

 


 


ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

 




WARNING: The unauthorized reproduction or
distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. No part of this
book may be used or reproduced electronically or in print without
written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied
in reviews.

 


This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, and
places are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual events, locales,
organizations, or persons, living or dead, is entirely
coincidental.

 



 


DEDICATION

 


For Michael, who taught me to never prejudge someone
by his, or her, outward appearance.

 



BAD TEDDY BEAR

 


Romance on the Go ®

 


Gale Stanley

 


Copyright © 2016

 


 


 



Chapter One

 


The musky scent of sex filled Bear’s
nostrils. Revved up, he pounded away at the man under him. Each
forceful thrust brought a grunt from Bear and an answering groan
from Jack… Whatshisname?

“Gotta come. Bear, please.”

Bear was close too. He reached around and
fisted Jack’s dick. He started pumping—

“Fuck.” Jack’s balls drew up tight and he
soaked the mattress with his cum.

Bear followed. A few seconds later, he
pulled out and rose on his knees to remove the condom. Drained, he
lay on his back panting, and ran a hand through the damp matted
hair on his chest. Before Bear could protest, Jack leaned over and
planted a sloppy kiss on his lips.

What the fuck!

Smooching might be fun for some guys but
Bear considered it a sexual speed bump. Something to be tolerated
in order to get to the good stuff. Well the good stuff was over and
Bear wasn’t interested in lovey-dovey bullshit. Sure, he had
feelings, but they were all below his waist. Sex was a biological
urge like being thirsty or taking a piss. Once he satisfied an
urge, he was done. End of story.

Jack snuggled against his body. “That was
great, Bear. When I recognized you at the minimart, I never thought
I’d end up getting fucked by the Big Bad Bear.”

“Guess this was your lucky day.”

“I’ll never forget that play you made right
before you got injured. You could have been one of the greats.”

For crying out loud. Bear didn’t need
the reminder. He could replay every second of that night in his
head.

“But you’re still built like a brick house.
Hot. As. Hell. Blah, blah, blah…”

Jack’s words were a low, insistent drone in
Bear’s ear, like a bunch of honeybees buzzing around his head. He
tuned them out, grunted and sat up. Pillow talk bored him. Careful
of his aching knees, he swung his legs over the side of the
bed.

“Hey. You don’t have to go. Stay. I’ll order
a pizza.”

Bear stood up and finger combed his shaggy
brown mane. He never spent the night. Just like he never brought a
hookup back to his place. Even if he didn’t work nights, and have
the old man to worry about, he wouldn’t do a sleepover. What was
the point? He got what he came for. His sexual tension had been
relieved and he felt good. Why spoil it with a cuddle. Cuddlers
were space invaders and intimacy made a guy vulnerable.

Bear picked up his clothes. “Gotta go to
work.”

“Where? Call me—”

Bear slammed the bedroom door behind him and
struggled into his jeans. Jack didn’t follow. Guess he finally got
the idea. Jack knew what he was getting. Or not getting.
Bear always laid down the ground rules before hooking up. No
long-term relationships. Some guys thought a good fuck would change
everything. Ahh, sorry Jack. It wasn’t that good. Not for me,
anyway.

Bear gripped his car keys and left Jack’s
apartment. He had just enough time to stop home, shower, and put
the old man to bed.

****

Bear stood outside the door of the club and
surveyed the long line of men waiting to get inside. Thank God the
rain had stopped. Science be damned. Cold, wet weather made his
arthritic knees ache.

Bear straightened his shoulders and readied
himself for the onslaught. As each man approached, Bear checked his
ID and membership card. He scoped out their physical appearance
too. A doorman-slash-bouncer had to be a good judge of character
and Bear prided himself on being able to recognize potential
problems from a man’s looks and demeanor. Fights had been rare
since Bear worked the door at Big Johns, but he couldn’t lay it all
down to his good instincts. Big Johns was a private club and Bear
knew most of the members by sight. Overall, they were a good bunch.
Bear liked his job, and he liked the owner.

Big John Jackson was a decent man. He’d
given Bear a chance when he’d been at his lowest point. Even though
he had no experience as a bouncer, Jackson had hired him on looks
alone. Bear still remembered that day. He’d stood in front of
Jackson’s desk and shifted uneasily from one foot to the other
while the owner studied him.

“Can you handle a troublemaker if he’s
bigger than you?”

Bear had managed to keep a straight face.
“Not many are bigger than me.”

“Well then, do I need to worry about you
beating my customers to death?”

“No, sir.”

Jackson grinned. “So you’re a lover, not a
fighter?”

Despite his many conquests, lover was the
last thing he would call himself. “No, sir.”

Jackson had let out a skeptical grunt, but
he hired Bear anyway. “I only have two rules. Follow them and there
won’t be any problems. Number one. No drinking on the job. Number
two. No fooling around on the job. I don’t want my customers to
feel like they’re in a competition with the bouncer.”

“That won’t be a problem, sir. I like to
keep my personal life private.”

“Okay then, but for God’s sake call me John.
I’m your employer, not your Dom.”

Bear had nearly choked on that. “Yes, sir.
Er … John.”

That was two years ago and there hadn’t been
any problems yet. Bear had maintained a healthy, respectful
relationship with the boss. In return, he’d been given a raise and
more hours. There were worse ways to make a living.

A blond cutie stepped up, and Bear shook off
his memories. Blondie flashed a seductive grin, and held out his
membership card. “Hey Bear! Save me a dance.”

The young man was hot, and other than the
pale hair, just Bear’s type. Red haired twinks were his favorite.
Still, the kid was tempting. Bear tamped down the beginnings of
arousal. John Jackson was right. Fooling around with customers or
coworkers was a recipe for disaster. Fuck them once and they wanted
to get all up in your business. Anonymous one-night stands were the
only way to go, and Bear collected more than his share just
shopping or gassing up the car. His toned six-foot-six physique
insured he got lots of attention. And it didn’t hurt to have thick
chestnut hair, hazel eyes, and a big dick.

Bear grinned at the blond. The kid was hot
man candy. Nobody could blame him for looking. It was a male
reflex. Like breathing.

“Sorry, Joey. I’m working. Besides, I got
two left feet.” Bear made a dismissive gesture and reached for the
card of the next man in line.

Joey laughed. “Let me know when you want a
private lesson.”

Bear shook his head. Not gonna
happen. The little flirt was a drama queen. Messing with him
could get sticky, and not in a good way.

Funny, even bouncers had groupies. Bear kept
to himself, but that seemed to make him more attractive to the
members. It wasn’t his intention to fuel their competitive natures,
but some guys couldn’t resist a challenge.

Then there was the ex-jock factor. It
surprised Bear that so many men still remembered his days playing
for the NFL. It seemed like a lifetime ago that his promising
career as a running back was cut short.

Bear had played football in high school. He
was good, but like a lot of kids, he didn’t always take care of
himself, and numerous injuries damaged the cartilage in his knees.
The knee problems worsened when he played college ball. Pride and
toughness kept Bear going, and got him a spot in the pros. Then
came the kicker. Halfway through his first season, he was running
toward the sideline and landed on his knees. The pain had been
excruciating and the damage worse. Despite the advancements in
arthroscopic surgery, the devastating injury ended his career. Bear
could walk normally, but his knees could not perform on an
athlete's level.

When the team dropped him, Bear went through
a bad time. It didn’t help that his father blamed him for the
injury. They say time heals all wounds, but it wasn’t true. Bear
had more emotional scars than physical. He still played the if
only game. If only I hadn’t made that play. If only I’d taken
less risks as a kid. He kept busy to keep from dwelling on the
past. It was pointless. Regrets were more crippling than physical
injuries.

Besides, things could be worse. Teaching
English to a bunch of adolescent assholes was an option. But fuck
that. He made more money, and broke up less fights bouncing.
Besides, working nights suited him. Bear could keep an eye on his
father during the day and tuck him into bed before leaving the
house. Until recently, anyway. Twice last week, the old man got
confused and anxious at dusk. Sundowning. That’s what the doctors
called it. They suggested a nursing home. Bear had issues with his
old man. What son didn’t? But his heart twisted every time he
thought about the conversation they’d had. It was the first time
he’d ever heard his father ask for anything.

Please don’t put me away.

Bear had promised, but now he might have to
go back on his word. The old man should have had more kids. Being
sole caregiver was tough. Bear still needed to work.

The line moved quickly. It looked to be an
easy night with the usual crowd. Suddenly a cab pulled over to the
curb. Bear groaned as his worst nightmare got out, paid the driver,
and approached. Maximillian Prescott, Philly’s most notorious
gossip columnist, walked right past Bear without even making eye
contact.

The flamboyant asshole was wearing tight
pants, a purple frock coat, a bowtie, and black Doc Martens. He
looked like Dr. Who. If Bear hadn’t been so pissed, he would have
laughed. Instead, he grabbed Prescott’s arm.

The columnist looked down at Bear’s hand,
then up at his face. “Get your bloody paw off me.”

Bear clenched his teeth and released his
hold. “Where’s your ID?” He crossed his arms over his chest and
waited.

Prescott
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