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​Chapter 1: Eight Hands, Six Cocks
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The bass from the speakers thrummed through Alex’s sternum, a low, filthy beat that made the sticky floor of the leather bar vibrate. Sweat and cologne and the sweet-sharp tang of poppers curled in the air, thick as fog. Everywhere Alex looked, there was hair: thick beards, furry chests exposed by open vests, bellies round and solid straining against leather harnesses. Bear Pride. His fucking favorite weekend of the year.

His cutoff shorts—so short the pocket lining hung below the frayed denim—did nothing to hide the way his cock was already half-hard, pressing against the zipper. The leather harness he’d bought special for tonight crisscrossed his smooth, hairless chest, the straps biting just enough into his slim shoulders to remind him with every breath that he was wrapped up like a gift. He’d shaved everything that morning. Balls, hole, the little patch of hair that tried to grow below his navel. All of it smooth and bare and ready.

“Look at this little fuck,” a voice rumbled from behind him, vibrating through the noise.

A hand landed on his ass. Not a gentle squeeze. A possessive, meaty grip that spanned the entire curve of his cheek, fingers digging into the denim like they already owned what was underneath. Alex turned his head and had to tilt it back, way back, to see the face. Beard the color of rust and iron, shot through with gray. Shoulders as wide as a doorway. A belly that pressed against a black leather vest, solid and undeniable. The bear’s eyes were dark, amused, hungry.

“You lost, pretty thing? Or you know exactly where you are?”

Alex pushed his ass back into that hand. “I know exactly where I am.”

The bear grinned, teeth white in all that red beard. “Fuck yeah, you do.” He raised his voice, a bellow that cut through the music. “Boys. Got one.”

They materialized out of the crowd like they’d been waiting for the call. Five more of them. Massive. Hairy. Beards of every color—black, brown, salt-and-pepper, one blond so pale it was almost white. Bellies that ranged from powerful keg to round-and-solid. Thighs like tree trunks wrapped in denim and leather. Ink everywhere: sleeves on thick forearms, chest pieces that disappeared under vests, neck tattoos crawling up toward bearded jaws. They surrounded Alex, a wall of warm, male flesh, and the air shifted. He could smell them. Sweat and musk and the faint animal tang of men who’d been dancing and drinking and cruising all night. His mouth watered.

“What’s your name, cub?” The red-bearded one had his hand still on Alex’s ass. Another bear—this one with a shaved head and a black beard that reached his sternum—stepped in close and ran a knuckle down Alex’s harness strap, dragging it slow over his nipple.

“Alex.” It came out breathier than he meant it to.

“Alex.” The bald one tasted the name. “I’m Marcus. This big fuck holding your ass is Dominic. We’ve been looking for something sweet to play with tonight. You want to be our Bear Pride entertainment?”

A thick hand closed around the back of Alex’s neck. Not choking. Just holding. Grounding him. Another hand—he didn’t know whose—slid up the inside of his thigh, thumb brushing the hem of his shorts. Alex’s cock jumped so hard he saw stars in his peripheral vision.

“Yeah,” he managed. “Fuck, yeah. I want that.”

Marcus leaned down, his beard brushing Alex’s cheek, and kissed him. Not a gentle kiss. A fucking invasion. Tongue pushing past his lips, sweeping through his mouth, claiming him. Alex could taste the beer on him, the salt of sweat on his mustache, something deeper and muskier that was just man. While Marcus kissed him, hands were everywhere. Someone unzipped the back of his shorts—just the top inch—and a finger hooked through the waistband, tugging. Dominic’s hand left his ass and slid around to palm his cock through the denim, a hot, heavy pressure that made Alex moan into Marcus’s mouth.

“Look what else we found.” The voice came from outside the circle of bears. Alex pulled back from the kiss, gasping, and saw two more twinks being herded toward them. The first was blond, almost ethereal, wearing nothing but a jockstrap and a leather collar, his body slight and smooth and perfect. His eyes were already glazed, a dopey, hungry smile on his face. The second was darker, a compact little thing of lean muscle, his hair cropped short, his ass barely covered by a pair of chaps that framed his bare cheeks. They were both hard. Both ready. Both looking at Alex with the same desperate recognition: tonight’s the night.

“Private room,” Dominic said. It wasn’t a question. “Now.”

The back room was dim, lit by a single red bulb that turned everything into shades of blood and shadow. A beat-up leather couch dominated one wall, wide enough for three of the bears to sit shoulder to shoulder. There were hooks on the wall—for coats, for slings, for whatever the fuck anyone needed—and a smell that hit Alex like a fist: cum and lube and old leather, layers of it baked into the walls from years of Bear Pride weekends.

Dominic sat on the couch first, his bulk making the leather groan. He pulled Alex onto his lap in one easy motion, facing outward, Alex’s back flush against that enormous belly, those thick thighs spreading his own apart. The denim of Dominic’s jeans was rough against the backs of Alex’s bare legs. Dominic’s cock pressed against his ass through both their layers—thick and long and so hard Alex could feel the heat of it even through the fabric.

“Get him out of these,” Dominic growled, and hands descended on Alex’s shorts. Fingers hooked into the waistband from both sides. The zipper was already halfway down from the crowd groping, and the shorts peeled off him like they’d been designed to be removed by six impatient men. They tore his briefs with them—one pair of hands just yanked until the elastic snapped, and his cock sprang free, slim and cut and leaking already, the head slick and pink against his smooth belly.

“Holy fuck, look at him.” The blond bear—Beau, someone called him—knelt down in front of the couch. He pushed Alex’s thighs wider, opening him up, and just stared at Alex’s cock and balls, everything shaved bare and glistening with a sheen of sweat. “Smooth like a fucking girl. You wax this little hole too, Alex?”

“Shaved,” Alex gasped. “This morning. Shaved everything for you.”

Beau’s eyes flicked up to meet his. “Good boy.” Then he lowered his mouth and took Alex’s balls into it, both of them at once, sucking them deep into the wet heat of his throat.

Alex’s head dropped back against Dominic’s chest. His hips bucked, but Dominic’s hands clamped down on his thighs, pinning him in place. The other bears—Marcus, a massive Latino bear named Javier, a silver-fox type called Paul, and the two whose names Alex hadn’t caught yet—pressed in around them, forming a wall of heat and hair and heavy cocks outlined in leather and denim. They were kissing each other. Marcus had his tongue in Javier’s mouth, their beards rasping together. Paul was making out with one of the unnamed bears, deep, whiskey-flavored kisses while their hands roamed each other’s chests.

The two other twinks had been stripped too. The blond was on his hands and knees on a padded bench, Javier’s fingers already slick with lube and working into his hole while the blond whimpered and pushed back. The dark-haired one was pinned against the wall by the second unnamed bear, their bodies grinding together, mouths locked.

Marcus broke his kiss with Javier and turned to Alex. His cock was out now—fuck, it was gorgeous, thick as a beer can, uncut, the head peeking out from a sheath of foreskin, already shiny with pre-cum. He stroked it lazily, looking at Alex stretched out on Dominic’s lap.

“You want that in your mouth, pretty boy? Or are you just here to get your little twat fingered?”

Alex’s whole body trembled. “Both. Everything. Fuck. I want everything.”

Beau pulled off his balls with a wet pop. “Greedy little cocksucker. I like it.”

Dominic shifted beneath Alex, one arm wrapping around his chest to hold him steady while his other hand—those thick, blunt fingers—slid down between Alex’s spread legs. A fingertip found his hole, tracing the rim. Dry, just the rough drag of skin on skin, and Alex keened.

“You’re tight,” Dominic murmured against his ear, beard scratching Alex’s neck. “Been saving this hole for us
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