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      An ad in The Grizzly List weekly:

      Big single grizzly bear in search of hot little bear who likes blondes from Alaska. Moved to Colorado permanently and looking for company. ND, social drinking okay. Old fashioned bear likes to go out to dinner, watch movies and cuddle. If you like hairy and totally ready to focus on you, I’m your bear. Reply to box 564 with your fav restaurant and a pic if you’re ready for fun.

      The ad came with a picture of this tall, broad man wearing flannel, his shaggy blond hair and bright golden eyes the very picture of health and, somehow, joy.

      Sasha sighed softly, using the mouse pointer to trace the features on the photo. Oh. Oh, that was… Look at that gorgeous face. The features were large, blunt, very grizzly. Just his type.

      He looked up to see Vic and Marty having a fight, which they called a “discussion” about some new Facebook page rule and whether or not they needed to form a group. They loved to fight.

      Everyone else at The Grizzly List hated it.

      He glanced back at the screen. He was meant to clean this ad up, post it to the website and feature it in the weekly paper that went out in four towns. They were trying to expand through Utah and Wyoming, down into New Mexico, but right now this was a Colorado company serving Colorado bears.

      This guy was in—Sasha checked the IP. Boulder. Yum.

      The temptation to answer the ad, to just send a picture, the name Sizzling Siam, and an image of the Gladiator movie cover to the guy and hope for the best was huge.

      Still, the rules were “no dating clients or co-workers.” No co-opting the clients.

      The guys kept escalating, so Sasha looked away, focusing on the screen. God, he could so use some time off from not-this. He loved the idea of The Grizzly List. Sasha sucked at working in the office.

      In a perfect universe, he’d be an investor, not a peon, but everyone had to start somewhere, right? Right.

      He sighed, and copied the ad to paste it into the editing software. Instead, Sasha opened his Dropbox and pasted it into a doc there.

      He would do it from home. Tonight. If the guy didn’t answer, then great. The ad would go live tomorrow. That was the perfect compromise, and hey, if it gave him jack off material, so be it.

      Okay. Okay, that was fair. Maybe a little sneaky, but fair.

      He saved it so he would have it at home with his leftover Thai food, and glanced around one more time, the thrill of being bad racing through him.

      Sometimes you just had to, Sasha told himself. Sometimes you just had to stop being a good employee. This grizzly might be his chance at a one and only, or it might not get off the ground, but he had to try.

      After all, how many chances did a deaf guy get to find the bear of his dreams?
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      The email came in early in the morning when Trent was weighing the value of sit-ups and push-ups versus blueberry pancakes with pecans.

      The ding made him glance at his phone, and Trent’s heart kicked into high gear when he saw the reply was from the office at The Grizzly List weekly, a newspaper that put bears in touch with guys interested in bears. Real and play. He thought he’d been pretty explicit that he was a real bear.

      The email subject was, “Nice pic. Cuddling is my thing.”

      There was a picture of the Gladiator movie cover, and then a smaller, kinda fuzzy picture of a dude. Then there was Restaurant: Thai food from Sizzling Siam.

      Dark and little, little even for a human—was this guy even a bear? He was adorbs, though. Totally.

      So.

      Trent hit reply. “I like it. Gladiator is one of my faves.”

      It took just seconds for a response. “I know, right? Men in skirts. Studly. What’s yrs?”

      “Star Wars original trilogy. Pew pew.” He grinned. Trent was a freak for A New Hope and The Empire Strikes Back. Jedi… eh.

      “V. cool. I love the special effects in those.”

      “I do, too. Where are you?” Was it too soon to ask? He felt good about this one.

      “Sitting in my bedroom on the laptop. ;-).” Oh, teasing butthead. “What about u?”

      “On the deck.” He’d been lucky enough to rent a house that backed up to a nature trail. He had this amazing deck with a view.

      “Rock on. I’m in Durango, btw.”

      Oh, damn. That was one hell of a drive for a possible pickup. Too bad. This little bear was adorable.

      Trent grinned. “Boulder. Just moved down last month.”

      “Down? From where? Do you like it?” The emails flew fast and quick, the little bear curious.

      “Alaska. I do custom camping gear and it’s cheaper to manufacture down here.”

      “Wow. I do data entry.”

      “Yeah? Do you like your job?” He settled in, working his butt into the grooves of his chair. He started wondering if Little Bear chatted. Texted. Liked to talk on the phone.

      “It’s a job. You ever do Google Hangouts or Messenger or anything?”

      “I can.” He could figure it out, right? “I could call, too. Is it too soon for that?” He wanted to hear this one’s voice. Really badly.

      There was a pause in the emails and he winced. Oh, yeah. Too soon.

      Then the anonymous email popped up again. “That would be fine, but I have to warn you, people say I sound weird.”

      “Weird?” What the heck did that mean? He waited impatiently, wanting to know everything.

      “Yeah. I’m deaf.”

      No jabbering, no explanation, just, “I’m deaf.”

      Huh.

      He sat for a second, or maybe it was a little longer, because the next email just said, “Sorry for bothering you. Good luck on your search, man. Bye.”

      “Hey! Wait. Not bothering me at all. I was just thinking how a chat program would be easier.”

      Another long pause, then the inbox binged again. “I can text, too.”

      “Oh, I am a champion texter.” He sent his number. It wasn’t as if anyone was going to track his ass down and hurt him. He could shift into a full-sized Alaskan grizzly bear. He had few natural predators and Siberian tigers just didn’t populate this part of the world, as a rule.

      His phone binged with, <Hey. This is Sasha, from the List.>

      He grinned. <Trent. You’re fast.>

      <I text a lot and I’m doing it from my computer, not a cell phone, so…>

      <Ah.> Now there was an idea. He had a Mac, right? He could totally do that. <Cool. Have you always been deaf?> Was that weird to ask? He needed to know, though.

      <Yes. I was born that way. It doesn’t creep you out?>

      <Nope. If you ever want to Skype, let me know.> He had a few tricks up his sleeve that this one might like. Then again, not every deaf person learned sign language. His mother had been albino and deaf, while his father had been huge and good-natured, a bear without a worry.

      They were both gone now thanks to a freak avalanche. Trent sighed, shook his head. That was one reason he was in Colorado, right? Starting fresh.

      <I have a few friends that do that, yeah. A couple of guys in Denver are good friends and like to hook up on video. Makes it faster.>

      <Cool. I won’t push, but I’d love to see you. I got to tell you, your profile pic is crap.>

      <I just snapped it real quick. I’ve never answered before.>

      Ah, that made sense. Trent had spent, like, an hour deciding on the picture for the List, wanting guys who looked at his profile to really have an idea of what they were getting. He knew his size put some guys off. Intimidating, they said. And the fuzz. Some guys liked smooth, porn star men.

      <I’d love to see a better pic, though it’s cool if you’re not ready.>

      God, he was having a ball.

      Another picture showed up about three minutes later, showing him dark red hair on the man with gorgeous brown eyes and fascinating cheekbones.

      Wow. That was—wow.

      Trent grinned because he’d gotten his computer messenger set up and he could type fast now. <You’re amazing.>

      <I’m little. You’re stunning and so pretty!> There was a pause, then Sasha continued, <I mean, hunky. Not pretty. I didn’t mean like pink ribbons and stuff.>

      <I’ll take pretty. I get it.> Trent had this crazy urge to hop in his truck and drive to Durango. Now.

      He wanted to wrap this man up in his arms and nuzzle. Possibly bite a little. Rub. Rubbing would be very nice. Hell, napping was good. Trent loved a good nap in a sunbeam…

      <It’s weird how comfortable I feel talking to you.> Might as well be honest.

      <It’s nice, having no pressure. I mean, I promise not to notice if you have typos.>

      <Thanks. I do get ahead of my fingers sometimes. It’s worse when I dance. My feet don’t go with the rest of me.>

      <I don’t dance. I’m like a circus bear… j/k.>

      <Not offended.> He knew some guys who got all up in arms about stereotypes and shit. He thought it was kinda funny. Not for real—bear baiting, captive animals…that kind of stuff was bad. Still, if you couldn’t joke about crap, life got too damned serious. He wanted something good, someone to love on and possibly hibernate with for hours. That wasn’t such a terrible need, was it?

      Surely not. His mom had told him to love who he loved. His dad had just peered at him as if confused and asked, <Are you sure you’re gay? You’re so large.>

      Trent shook his head. <Can we meet sometime? I’m not usually so fast, but I want to see you.>

      <There’s a four-day weekend for the Fourth. It’s crazy busy here, but you’re welcome to come out or I can meet you there or halfway.>

      <I can come there.> He
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