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Chapter 1

"I can't believe you're a fag!" 

The words echoed in Mack's head. His father sounded hurt and angry and confused and disappointed all at the same time. 

"I'm bi, dad, but I like guys better than girls." Mack said as if the explanation would make sense to his fifty-year-old father. 

"Bi? Bi!? Is that supposed to make a difference to me? Make me feel better? It still means you're takin' it up the ass or sucking cock, right? And what about AIDS?" Scott O'Brien's voice rose. "What about Amy? You two have been going out since your freshman year in high school." 

"Dad! I can't help how I am. Yeah, I like Amy and we've made out and I liked that and Amy doesn't have any hang ups about me likin' guys, she even thinks it's kinda cool. I like girls, but.." Mack seemed to run out of words. 

His dad rolled his eyes and continued. 

"But you'd rather get fucked by some flaming queer? I just don't understand you, son, you like football and hockey, you love trucks and I've seen the way you look at Cheryl Dunning. I always thought you were a man! You look and act like a man, not some limp-wristed queen." Scott said, that confused-disappointed sound still strong in his father's voice. "Does your mother know?" 

"I am a man, dad, and I like men who look and act like men, not queens." That last part slipped out, it was something Mack hadn't wanted to say because Scott was the quintessential man's man; a masculine, meat and potatoes, truck drivin', construction man with a full beard, a hairy chest and back, lots of muscle, and tats on his arms. He was the man Mack had measured every other man against since the age of five. 

Scott O'Brien's eyes widened as he realized something for the first time. 

"So that's why you liked football and poker nights with me and my buddies! Here I thought my son was interested in man stuff and you were just gettin' off lookin' at my buddies." Scott said and there was something new in his father's tone of voice and Mack knew exactly what that new element was -- disgust. "That's what's with the goatee too, isn't it?" Scott snorted and turned away. "I gotta get outta here before I say something I don't want to say." Scott said and grabbed his coat. "If your mother asks, I'm at Barney's, I need a beer or two to forget about this for awhile." With that his father left the house for the bar. 

Mack stood, dumbfounded; he went to his bedroom and, though he hadn't done it for years, he cried. He cried because the man he'd always loved had shoved a sword through his heart. 

That was a month ago and Mack, sitting on the bus now three days into his five day journey, still remembered it as if it had happened yesterday. He wondered if he would remember it as vividly twenty years from now. He thought he would; he thought he'd never be able to forget. 

He remembered how Officer Ryan brought his dad home that night because he'd met him outside the bar and talked him out of driving home dead drunk. He remembered his mom pouring his dad into bed and listening though the wall as his dad talked to his mom about him and how he was gay. Mack's mom, of course, knew; and had for a couple of years. Mothers are sometimes much more perceptive than fathers; and fathers sometimes are blind because they want or need to be. 

If only he'd heard his dad pull up in his truck or heard him come in the back door but he was too engrossed in the conversation he and Amy were having. If only he'd shut his door and his dad wouldn't have overheard him talking to Amy on the phone about being gay, none of this would have happened. He wouldn't be on his way to live with Uncle Russ out in California. Of course his dad would send him out to Uncle Russ; Uncle Russ was a sissy by dad's definition. 

He really had expected something like this to have happened earlier, in his senior year when he'd been caught hacking into the school's computer system. The school had called the police, and the police had brought him home. At the hearing, the judge had suggested probation since he hadn't actually caused any damage or changed any records. The school had accepted that, but it came with a string... no computer access during probation. Period. He had only done it to prove how piss-poor the school's firewalls were; but his parents had gone ballistic, especially his dad. It was his dad who had threatened sending him west the next time he'd gotten into trouble with the police, for hacking into the oil company's billing computer last winter. That time, he'd only wanted to reduce his family's heating bill so his mom wouldn't be so worried that they wouldn't be able to make it on his dad's reduced pay. His dad had threatened, "I swear to God, if you cause us any more trouble with the police, I WILL send you to live with your faggot uncle." It would be the ultimate punishment, in his father's eyes.

Mack remembered Uncle Russ differently. He remembered a strong masculine man not too different from his own father, except perhaps bigger, hairier, quieter and of course, gay. Uncle Russ' beard was longer, bushier and darker brown-red than his dad's lighter, auburn one. That same color was only slightly lighter on his chest and back and there was plenty of it too. Mack was fascinated by it and played with what poked out of his Uncle's shirt and his beard when he was much younger and Uncle Russ would hold him in his lap. Mack had really liked the feel of it. 

Mack remembered going down to the pond for a swim with his Uncle. When Uncle Russ asked, guessing the boy's secret, Mack admitted that he liked men; that big hairy men made him feel funny inside. He remembered admitting to his Uncle, with embarrassment, that yes, he had been admiring his Uncle's hairy shirtless chest and back. Yes, he liked the look and feel of his Uncles full bushy beard and yes, he had been looking at the impressive bulge in his Uncle's swim trunks. He remembered pleading with Uncle Russ not to tell anyone and his big burly Uncle took him into a gentle bare-chested bear hug that left Mack as hard as a rock. He briefly played with his Uncle's chest fur as he had done when he was a child. Uncle Russ assured him that his secret was safe and that if there ever came a time he needed to, he promised Mack could come out to California and live with him, if he liked. 

Well, now was the time to collect on that promise. Mack had nowhere else to go on short notice. His dad hadn't exactly kicked him out of the house, he'd just told him that he needed to get his own place in a couple of weeks; now that he was almost twenty-two and a 'man' and all. That had been said with a sneer. Mack had been saving a lot on rent by staying with his parents and to his credit it went directly into a savings account with only some of it going for food, truck payments and the occasional splurge. His dad rarely spoke to him, and avoided being in the same room with him. His relationship with him had cooled and was rigidly formal now; and Mack hated that. They'd been so close, going to football games, working on cars together, going fishing and now that wonderful closeness was gone. His father seemed to take some sort of perverse pleasure by lavishing that extra attention on his younger brother Billy who his father loudly proclaimed was 100% red-blooded male and would do him proud. 

Mack remembered how he'd left the only home he'd ever known three days ago. His dad had softened ever so slightly at the last and saw his eldest son off at the bus terminal with an extra $2,000 that Mack's mom had insisted on. 

He warned Mack not to flash his money and Mack took that as a somewhat hopeful sign, too. Mack had to sell his truck since there was no way he'd trust it on such a long journey with its mileage and its quirks. His personal belongings had been shipped out to Uncle Russ as freight, but even at freight rates it cost him a small fortune. His mom gave him a paid long distance phone card and made Mack promise to call every Sunday. 

"Son," Scott said looking deep into his eyes, "I don't understand you and I don't agree with your… lifestyle… if that's what you call it; but I don't wish you anything but goodness in your life." 

"I know that was hard for you, Dad." Mack paused, then said " I love you Dad." Mack hugged his father, and when the hug wasn't returned, they parted. Mack got on the bus and his parents looked on. His mother waved, his father just looked as the bus left. 

Mack sat toward the back of the mostly empty bus. He covered his head with his jacket and tried to sleep but failed. 'Time to grow up, I guess,' he thought to himself. 'I'm on my own now. I always wondered what it would be like. Guess I'll find out. Maybe Uncle Russ will have a computer I can work on.' Eventually he dozed off. 

Chapter 2

Russ O'Brien grunted as he bent over the heart of The Grrrizz. He was performing surgery and had been since five this morning. Jesse woke him up at four with a blow-job, his favorite way to wake up. Russ was hard as steel again, he always got that way when he worked on an engine. The precum stain on the front of his overalls was testimony to that. Russ was worked up and would love to push Jesse up against the ol' Bear right now, but work came first. There was no time for play, not now when the Bear needed him; play could wait until a long lunch break. Sweat ran down Russ' furry back, matting the fur down; underneath his one-piece mechanic's overalls his pits were soaking. The stump of an unlit cigar rolled around in his mouth as he torqued down a bolt. It was 9 a.m. and it was already getting hot in Bakersfield, even with the garage doors open and the morning breeze. He wore nothing beneath the overalls during the summer and though he had the front zipper down to just below his nipples, he was still too hot. 

Ol' Grrrizz, one of the mightiest metallic monsters on the monster truck circuit had broken an axle at the last rally in the Phoenix Mega-Dome. The engine had thrown a couple of rods; Russ knew it was the nitro mix and could have kicked himself black and blue for not getting the more expensive computerized regulator Jesse had wanted to get. Ol' Grrrizz had made the jump, which is what the crowd had paid to see, but the faithful ol' Bear had to be hauled home. He limped out of the arena, badly wounded. In the end, what he paid for in new parts was quite a few times the price of that regulator; still, Grrrizz had brought home the bacon, just not as much as he might have, but enough to pay the mortgage, utilities and food. The bills for the parts had to come out of the profits. 

He and Jesse had hauled the wounded Bear back here and had just finished the heart and bone transplants needed to get the big Bear back and prowling two weeks from now in Colorado. All things considered, it wasn't too bad. Each time he and Jesse worked on the Bear, they came up with new ideas to improve on him. They had talked about tearing Grrrizz apart and rebuilding him from almost scratch several times as they lay in bed; it was an odd sort of pillow talk. Jesse, of course, knew how aroused his burly daddy got when they discussed rebuilding the Bear from the ground up; it was kind of foreplay between the two. Something about working on cars and trucks pushed Russ' buttons the way talking dirty turned other guys on. Jesse didn't understand it, but he was sure going to use it. 

"There!" Russ growled around his cigar as he held the match to the end and puffed it to life, "It's done!" Russ pulled on the cigar and then released billows of bluish smoke. He stood back and looked at the engine with a certain sense of accomplishment and pride. "Now all we have to do is tune the ol' Bear up and install that high priced new nitro regulator." 

"Yeah, if you'd done that before, ol' man, we wouldn't be fuckin' around with repairs now." Jesse taunted. 

"Yeah, well fuck you Jesse Alvarez!" Russ growled, turning his gaze from the engine to his smugly grinning partner. 

"Any time you're ready, you furry ol' bastard! You want some of this, anciano?" Russ' eyes flared bright blue as Jesse said this. Jesse turned his ass to the big man and bent forward just slightly, showing off his rump. Jesse knew the "ol' bastard" comment had done the trick. 

Within seconds burly arms wrapped themselves under Jesse's strong, well muscled arms, hands knitted together behind the smaller man's neck locking him in a full nelson. 

Russ rumbled in his ear, cigar smoke puffing into Jesse's ear with each word. "What'd you say, Cub?" 

In playful defiance Jesse shot back, "You heard me, Oso! We're wastin'' time here because you wouldn't listen to me, viejo." 

Russ pulled the smaller man to his body, squeezing him tighter with his arms as he pushed his head forward bending his neck so that his chin touched his chest. Jesse loved this rough play and so did Russ. Jesse could feel the big bear's hard cock against his rump. The pounding of Russ' strong heart against his back, even through their overalls, the hot smoky breath on his ear and the low threatening growl of his love had Jesse ready to be fucked. 

"You talkin' back to your daddy, cachorro? You a bear now? Huh, Cub?" Russ hissed. 

"Damn right I'm a bear you old fart, a big, hairy, muscled out, bearded bear." Jesse said as he wrapped his arms around the big man's forearms and began rubbing Russ' inner leg with his own. 

"Is that so?" Russ said in mock curiosity and squeezed Jesse even harder. Jesse felt the bear's muscles flexing. Russ pushed his cock into the small of Jesse's back, dry humping him in slow deliberate strokes. 

"Yeah, that's so. I am a bear!" Jesse growled back and then, softly, sweetly he continued "…but I'm your Cub, Oso." 

Immediately Russ released Jesse from his hold, spun the smaller Hispanic man about pushing him against the recovering Grrrizz with a bang; Russ paused and looked deeply into Jesse's brown eyes. He sniffed at him like a carnivore about to feed. He growled lowly again and said in a deep rumble, "That's what I wanted to hear." 

He took a deep drag on the cigar and pulled it out of his mouth and then forced his tongue down Jesse's throat. 

Russ thought, 'So, what the Hell? We'll take an early long lunch.' As Jesse began unzipping the bigger man's overalls, hauling out the huge, wet cock, Russ fed Jesse his spit and the smoke. 

Russ peeled Jesse out of his one-piece with efficiency born of practice. Jesse was also naked and sweaty under his overalls; he also dispensed with underwear during the hot months. He broke their kiss and completely removed Jesse's work clothes. Putting the cigar back in his mouth and puffed; he paused a moment to admire his mate. Jesse smiled and flexed various muscle groups as Russ ran his rough hands over his lover. 

When Russ first made love to him, Jesse was smooth, almost hairless. Now Jesse had lots of silky black fur on his chest and back. His silky black beard was thick and looked so beautiful against his light brown skin. His Aztec style bear tattoo on his left upper arm was covered in fur. 

Russ grunted and pulled on his cigar. He gave his lover another smoky kiss and when they parted a string of spit hung between their mouths briefly before Russ drew on his cigar again. Jesse began stroking him hard and in moments had covered Russ' cock in its own precum. Russ was slick now with his clear lube and Jesse nuzzled his cock up to his lover's and began stroking them together, covering his thick manhood with Russ' fluid. Russ drooled out more precum than anyone Jesse had ever known; Russ never needed artificial lube when he was aroused. Jesse, of course, was adding his copious flow to their stiff rods. 

Russ groaned and then growled out, "Get in the back of the truck." 

An hour or so later, the two lay naked and satisfied next to each other on a mattress Russ kept in the shop and had thrown into the pickup bed of the ol' Bear after they'd come back from the show. The back end of Grrrizz was a favorite place to fuck for Russ. Russ, spooned around Jesse with his cock still firmly planted in his furry ass was alternately stroking the smaller man's soft silky beard and playing with his dense chest fur, twirling the beard and chest hair between his meaty fingers. Russ had smoked his morning cigar while fucking Jesse and was now puffing on the remains of a second, offering Jesse a drag now and then. 

"So, how soon until your nephew gets here?" Jesse said, changing the subject from what else needed to be done to Grrrizz. 

"He'll be out here at the end of the week, maybe a day or two after that. I talked to Sam and he agreed to hop on his bus in Georgia. He'll ride it with Mack until they reach Flagstaff, by then Mack will probably trust him enough to get on the back of that rattle trap Sam calls a Hawg to ride out here." Russ said. 

"Why Flagstaff?" Jesse asked taking a drag on the cigar and handing it back. 

"Sam wants to get off the bus and take Mack out to see the Grand Canyon; spend a couple of days with him, just the two of them." Russ said as he took the cigar back. "He'll pick up his bike, and if my nephew's on the back of that bike, breathing in that bear's scent, it's gonna make it that much easier for Mack here. It'll accustom him to bear scent." 

"You think Sam will fuck him?" Jesse asked. 

"I dunno. You and I have been fuckin' with Sam for years now, every time he stops by, and Mack sure looks enough like me. That might push Sam's buttons. Hell, Mack looks like I did at his age, when Sam broke me in, and the kid is gonna find Sam damned near irresistible. You know from personal experience what our pheromones can do. When you first came to work for me you did your best to resist it. You were quite a little hot head and wouldn't listen to a thing I told you. I woulda fired your ass, if I didn't find it so damned hot. After a couple of months, though, that body stink of mine did the trick. I watched you get more and more agreeable as you began to accept me as a dominant. Probably woulda happened sooner if you weren't as feisty. 

Jesse laughed, "Yeah, I was a handful. You know, I didn't really like fat hairy white guys before you, but that scent of yours; I didn't know why but I just wanted to get closer to you. I started seein' you in a new light and decided I might like fat hairy white guys after all. Sneaky ol' bastard. Luring an innocent young Latino man into your den and messin' with his mind like that. You should be ashamed." Jesse said with mock reproach. Jesse squeezed on Russ' cock with his ass muscles and Russ growled appreciatively in his ear. 

"Yeah, I hooked you and reeled you in. You complainin', boy?" Russ asked in mock anger.

"Nah, people get together all the time because of chemistry. There ain't nothin' wrong with falling in love with someone after they've got your attention with their natural gifts." Jesse said, "But I know what Mack's gonna go through. He's gonna keep wondering why he's attracted to Sam and won't know why he's being so agreeable." 

"Yeah, I can imagine what it's gonna be like for Mack. He already likes fat hairy white guys." Russ said with a chuckle, "I told you about the time Mack and I were at the swimming hole and he got a little boy boner." 

Jesse nodded, remembering the tale of how Mack had been so fascinated by Russ' half-naked body at the pond. 

"Sam will have him eatin' out of his hand after he's got him on the back of that bike of his. They'll be out in the desert and Sam will be sweatin' up a storm, wearin' nothin' but that ratty black Harley tank top he likes. Mack's gonna get a constant nose full of Sam's armpit stink. Then again, Sam might get all protective and paternal toward him in his role as protector. You know how he gets, all 'Papa Grizzly' like when he's being the knight guardian of his ward; it's that 'code of honor' he talks about. It's funny, I haven't quite figured out when that 'code' applies to someone he's protecting and when it doesn't." Russ pulled deeply on the very last of the cigar and stubbed it out on a piece of scrap sheet metal in the pickup bed. 

He turned Jesse's head toward him and bent his neck so that their mouths met and then filled his lover's lungs with the smoke as he deep kissed him. They traded the smoke back and forth until they both needed air. 

When they parted, Russ smacked Jesse hard on his furry butt and smiled. 

"What the Hell was that for?" Jesse asked and rubbed the reddening paw print on his ass with a smile on his face. 

"That's for being disrespectful of your elders! 'Ol' bastard', indeed!" Russ growled. 

"Got your motor runnin' didn't it, Oso?" Jesse teased as Russ began to pull out. 

"Yeah, it sure did." Russ bent down and bit Jesse's shoulder hard enough to leave a bruise. Jesse grunted in pain and moaned in pleasure. 

"Papi!"Jesse sighed. 

Russ released his bite hold and gently swatted his lover on the butt. He wasn't completely out of Jesse just yet and he was still "hungry". 

'What the fuck, another ten minutes won't make that big a difference in the schedule.' Russ thought as he pushed his cock back into Jesse and began piston fucking his lover. 

He pushed Jesse's head down to the mattress and pumped into him; with his other hand he reached around and began stroking his mate's rod, his sweaty, hairy chest and belly rubbing against Jesse's furry back. 

"Harder ol' man!" Jesse growled as Russ sped up. Jesse was milking Russ, clenching his muscles as Russ pulled out to the base of his glans and releasing as Russ thrust back in. Russ thanked God daily he had found such a talented lover. 

Jesse raised up, pushing them both into a more horizontal position. "Bite me!" 

Russ did just that, he bit into the shoulder he'd just bitten minutes ago. 

With that, Jesse lost it. "Fuck!" Jesse growled. 

He exploded all over the mattress, setting Russ off who exploded inside of Jesse with a roar that would do any Grizzly proud. 

Russ collapsed on Jesse and Jesse crumpled beneath his larger, heavier lover. They lay there for ten more minutes. Russ kissed and licked Jesse's ears, neck and shoulders, tasting his sweat. Nuzzling him until they'd both caught their breath again. 

Russ pulled out and growled, "Let's get dressed and back at it, cachorro, it's almost eleven and we've got more to do before our actual lunch break." 

Chapter 3

On the third day of his journey, as he was napping with his earphones plugged into his iPod, Mack was dreaming. He was sitting at his computer and exploring a new system he'd hacked into. He'd always had a fascination for computer networks and systems design. It was almost like he could feel how a programmer had constructed a system. He was just at the point of understanding where this particular programmer had concealed his back doors when he felt someone sit in the seat next to him. He opened his eyes to see an incredibly large broad-shouldered man adjusting the seat next to his. This made Mack a bit nervous; the man not only was really large, he was dressed in kind of worn clothes and Mack wondered if some bum had scraped enough money together to buy a bus ticket. Mack, up until this point, hadn't had another passenger sit next to him and was not too pleased to have one now. 

The bus had been empty enough so that people were spread out, but as Mack looked around he noticed the bus was now close to full. The last stop that he remembered was somewhere in north Alabama; this stop was in St. Louis, Missouri. 

Mack was sizing up the new passengers, always careful to look for potential trouble, when his thoughts were interrupted. 

"Mornin'!" the huge man next to him said and extended what could only be called a 'paw' due to it's size and the amount of hair on the back of it, "The name's Sam, Sam Adams, just like the beer!" The man laughed; his green-gray eyes even in the dim light of the bus twinkling merrily. 

"Or President John Adams cousin, right?" Mack said, carefully taking the proffered hand. Sam's huge warm paw closed over Mack's hand enveloping it. Mack noticed a slight musky scent from Sam, not like he hadn't bathed in a week, but certainly like he hadn't bathed this morning. Mack's nose was far from offended; he liked men, real men, and male scent was part of that. Still, Sam had a sort of 'animal' smell about him and Mack guessed that he might have spent a couple of nights outside, sleeping with a friendly mutt for warmth. 

"Right! Hey, you're a pretty smart! Yep, that Sam Adams was also a Governor of Massachusetts." Sam said with a deep chuckle. "How do you know so much about early American history?" Sam asked. 

Mack smiled, "I paid attention in history class when we studied the Revolutionary War." 

Sam laughed, "Yeah, they teach you a bit about the Revolutionary War, don't they?" He said and got a far away look in his eye for a moment. Sam sort of shook his head and came back from wherever he'd wandered in his thoughts. 

"It's not many young men that pay attention to what they're being taught. You can learn a lot from history if you're paying attention. Trust me, I know." Sam said. 

Sam's voice was pleasantly low and Mack though rather sexy, like Barry White if Barry White sounded like a big hairy white guy. The sound of his voice and the sincere and open manner he had was starting to turn Mack on. 

Then there were his looks; his bushy brown beard hung down to his belly. His hair was long, down to his lower back and braided. He wore a black leather Oakland Raiders baseball cap and a black leather jacket that looked like it was at least as old as Mack was and as worn as his boots. His red and black plaid flannel shirt was so old it was threadbare and the colors had faded to a dark shade of pink and gray, but it looked warm and comfortable over his new black T-shirt. His jeans were faded, had holes in them and were tucked into his well-worn black engineer boots. The boots were scuffed but looked like they'd been resoled recently. Mack knew that good pair of boots to some men was like a good friend with which you wouldn't want to part. Sam's boots looked like tough old friends he'd known for decades. 

Sam seemed to like to talk and it was odd, but Mack wanted to talk too, even though most of the time he wasn't much for conversation. Sam had a way about him that seemed to draw you into conversation. Part of it was that Sam didn't treat him like a kid who didn't know anything, like most men did when talking to someone just out of their teens. As the minutes stretched into a half-hour and a half-hour stretched into two hours, Sam talked quietly to Mack about everything from ancient history before the rise of Rome to the latest metal bands. Mack was surprised that a middle aged man who looked like Sam did would know so much about the tunes he was listening to or about computers or anything about pop culture. 

Mack was amazed at all that Sam knew. He realized that Sam was not one of those guys who were stuck in his high school 'glory days', he wasn't like those men who bemoaned the passing of their football careers. The men who were living as if their senior year never ended, listening almost exclusively to the music that was the theme song of their late teens and early twenties. 

Sam was savvy about many things. He wasn't 'hip'; indeed, if he tried to be like someone of Mack's age, it would look silly on Sam. What Sam was, was cool. He didn't just skim the surface on topics, he knew about them on deeper levels and that applied to the 'latest' things guys of Mack's age were into. 

Sam had a really friendly way about him that was quickly winning Mack over. Despite his size and unapproachable looks, he made Mack feel comfortable and on top of all of that, Sam looked like a big, shaggy, shabby, teddy bear; at least he did now that Mack had gotten to know him. 

Mack was yawning, it was 2 a.m. and Sam picked up on the young man's sleepiness. He suggested that it might be a good idea to stretch out as much as possible and catch some sleep. Sam adjusted his own seat and from the pocket of his jacket he pulled a paperback sci-fi novel. 

"I'll just read for a bit." He said to Mack as he turned on an overhead light, "I'll wake you when we get to a food stop." 

"Thanks!" Mack said though a yawn. He pulled his coat up to his neck, leaned back and put the earphones back in; soon he was asleep. 

When Mack awoke he found he was leaning against Sam with his head against the big man's shoulder. His headphones were out and blaring music; he must have removed them in his sleep. Mack was embarrassed at his position and wanted to see if Sam was awake. He carefully turned his head so he could look up at Sam's face. Mack could barely see Sam's face through the bushy beard, but he managed to and fortunately, Sam was sleeping soundly. Mack was spared the embarrassment of explaining why he was 'cuddled up' to the big man. Sam with his book in his lap didn't stir when Mack lifted his head from the shoulder he was leaning on. He checked his watch, it was 5 a.m. and the bus was still on the road. Sam didn't acgtually snore, but his deep breathing had a little volume, like a kind of white noise; Mack found the steady rhythm and sound level comforting. Mack made himself comfortable in his seat, leaning against the window with his head propped with his jacket. He put the headphones back in and returned to dreaming. 

It was 6:30 when Mack next woke; someone was gently shaking his shoulder. He opened his eyes, Sam was saying something but he didn't catch it over the Brand New Sin playing in his ears. He turned the music off and said "What?" 

Sam smiled through his bushy beard and mustache, "I said, we're at a rest stop, you wanna get somthin' ta eat?" 

"Yeah, thanks!" Mack said. He was a bit groggy and had morning wood he didn't want Sam to see, but thought that perhaps Sam might have anyway. Being that his coat, which usually covered his torso and lap, was being used for a pillow he guessed his erection might have been very visible to the bearish man. 

"Well come on, we've only got an hour an' a half." Sam said in his deep resonant voice and began to get up. 

"OK, I wanna put a couple of things away and then I'll be right there." Mack said. 

Sam grunted in agreement, looked at Mack's lap and chuckled. "Yeah, put stuff away." Then he winked. He got up and proceeded down the aisle. 

Mack needed a few minutes to adjust his cock so it wasn't obvious he was hard and to allow his embarrassed flush to disappear. He also needed to piss and thought it best to take care of that in the bus restroom. 

Five minutes later Mack was off the bus and looking around. It was a small Midwestern town, he wasn't sure where and didn't much care. Most towns in the Midwest looked the same and had just about the same kinds of businesses. There was a diner across the street from the small bus terminal. He could see through the windows that Sam was inside the terminal using a cell phone. 

Mack's stomach growled and he decided to try the diner where many of the passengers had already gone. 

The place was called Joe's Diner, just like in all the old cartoons there was "Eat at Joe's" underneath the name. The place had a retro 50s feel to it, but Mack realized that the retro in this instance was more like original to the business, and not an attempt at nostalgia. It did look like the place had perhaps been spruced up within the last few years or so. Mack walked in and was shown to a booth. Not more than two minutes later Sam came in. Mack saw him come through the door and got his first good estimate at Sam's size; Sam almost filled the diner's chrome and glass door. Mack guessed Sam to be about six and a half feet tall as the door was probably a little under seven and Sam was a few inches under the top of the frame. Sam's shoulders must have been about three feet across because there wasn't much room on either side for the bearish man to get through. Sam ambled in with an easy unhurried gait and sat across from Mack just as the waitress arrived. 

She pulled another menu from a nearby empty table and asked, "You fellas together or on separate tickets?" 

Sam smiled and said, "Yeah, separate tickets. Could you bring me some coffee, strong an' black? How strong is the coffee?" Sam asked. 

"We got two pots, one is for most folks and the other is strong enough to peel paint; it's for the truckers. Which would you like?" 

"Give me the paint remover, please." Sam said and chuckled. 

"And what would you like?" the waitress asked Mack. 

"Coffee, cream and sugar please," Mack said. "…and not from the paint remover pot, please." 

The waitress smiled. "I'll give you fellas a moment or two to look over the menu and I'll be back with the coffee." 

They both looked over the menu; Sam grunted here and there as he looked over the choices for breakfast. Mack decided on pancakes, bacon and eggs almost immediately. It took Sam a moment or two longer and then he put down the menu. About that time the waitress arrived with the coffee. 

"Are you ready to order?" She asked. 

Sam indicated that Mack should go first and Mack placed his order. 

"And what would you like, sir?" the waitress asked Sam. 

"I'll have the five stack pancake breakfast with a double side of sausage an' I'd also like the hash browns, eggs an' bacon breakfast." Sam paused and smiled. 

"Is there anything else you'd like?" the waitress asked and Mack could tell that she wasn't surprised that Sam was ordering two breakfasts. Men Sam's size probably did that on occasion. 

"Yeah, I'd like the apple pie ala mode after, double scoop of French vanilla and whipped cream." Sam said and looked across the table at Mack with that same self-satisfied grin as if to say, 'Yeah, I can eat it all, you just wait and see.' 

The waitress took the menus and left. 

"Ya gotta put a lot of gas in the tank when you're as big as I am." Sam said to Mack and sipped his coffee. 

"I guess so." Mack said, smiling. 

"Well, a bear like me has'ta think about winter." Sam said and winked, which made Mack laugh. 

Before the meal arrived, Sam asked Mack where he was headed and Mack explained that he was going out to California to stay with his uncle. Mack then asked Sam where he was headed, if he didn't mind. 

Sam chuckled, "I'm headed as far as Flagstaff, then I'm on my hawg out to California too. If you'd like, I've got room on the back of it for you." 

"Well," Mack paused but thought fast, "I don't know. Maybe." Mack barely knew this hulking bear. Sam, watching his face, could read the young man's thoughts. 

'He's smart to be cautious, not all young'uns are,' Sam thought. "Tell ya what. If you don't trust me by Flagstaff, then you just stay on the bus," Sam said. 

Before Mack could answer the food arrived. 

Mack was truly amazed at just how much food arrived. His own plate, he could tell, was going to stuff him. Sam's plates would have fed Mack four times. 

Sam grunted in pleasure as he dug into his meal and commented more than a few times on how good the food was. 

"If y'ever have a question about how good the food is at a restaurant, jus' look to see who's eating there. If there's truckers an' bikers eatin' there, you can be pretty sure it's good food, at good prices with generous portions." Sam said and took another bite of pancakes. 

Mack nodded and agreed. The food really was good. 

The time was getting close to when they would have to board the bus again, but Sam was finished, pie and all, before Mack was. 

The checks came and Sam pulled out a fat wallet attached to a chain from his back pocket. Mack and Sam both left a generous tip and paid for their meals at the cashier's station. 

The bus was boarding and before they got on Sam turned to Mack and said quietly, "Look, I'm gonna make a promise to you." 

Mack was somewhat surprised that Sam would do such a personal thing with someone he'd known less than a day. 

"As long as I'm traveling with you, I promise you'll be safe." Sam said. 

They boarded the bus and took their seats. 

Sam pulled out his book and began to read; Mack interrupted him. "Why did you promise to protect me?" 

Sam smiled, "Because, you remind me of someone I know, someone I met when he was about your age; someone I care a whole lot about. I know you don't know me, but I swear I'd never harm you Mack, you have my word on that." 

Sam went back to reading his book, leaving Mack to ponder their exchange. Mack rubbed his cheeks, rubbing the soft stubble of a young beard on his face gave him a certain sense of pleasure. He played a little with his goatee as he listened to some more music and looked out the window at the mostly uninteresting scenery as it rolled by. 

Chapter 4

Mack and Sam talked more as their journey continued. It helped to pass the time; even Sam's book and Mack's iPod and Gameboy got tiresome after awhile. It was around three in the afternoon when the bus pulled into a station. They would change busses here. Mack put on his coat so it would be fewer things for him to carry in. Sam seemed to travel lighter, he didn't even have a suitcase; the only clothes he seemed to have were the ones he was wearing. 

They were somewhere in Oklahoma City at the bus terminal, Mack and Sam headed inside. Sam's cell rang and he said he'd meet Mack inside in the café. Sam stood outside, talking on his phone. Mack walked into the terminal, looking for which bay held the bus to LA and Bakersfield. 

Inside the terminal, a wiry, somewhat seedy looking man with ash brown hair, a thin mousy brown mustache, and a couple days worth of stubble was looking through the group of new arrivals through hazel eyes. He was sizing them up, seeing which would be an easy mark. There were several women who looked like easy prey, but Chris Smart preferred to follow a young man into the bathroom and rob them when their pants were down; literally. Chris had been doing this in various bus terminals in other cities in Texas, Oklahoma, Missouri, Colorado and Arkansas. He had scored quite a bit, stealing identities and using their credit cards. Often they had cash, too. Terminals like these were easy. Security was usually not that great; people traveling by bus or train usually didn't have as much money, but they were far more vulnerable than those at airports. Chris was too smart to go after someone there. A few credit cards and a wallet full of cash wasn't worth being nailed as a terrorist. Bus terminals were the best; all he had to do was hang out for a day or so to learn the rhythms and see how lax the security was. This one had an elderly guy who was pretty strict, but he watched the lobby during the graveyard shift. At the moment, some love struck kid had the shift and he was at this moment in the café trying to get in one of the waitress' pants. This meant that now would be a good time to look for potential victims. 

Chris waited until his mark went to the bathroom; if the place was empty and the mark was using a urinal, he'd put a knife to his throat while he took his wallet. He would pull the guy's pants down, push him over and before the victim could recover he'd be gone. Sometimes Chris kicked in the stall door and, using their surprise to his advantage, point a knife in their face and demand their valuables. 

The scruffy looking kid with the goatee who just came off the bus didn't look all that vulnerable, but he was alone, and he guarded that backpack just a little too well. Chris figured that any valuables he might have were in it, but he checked out his rear just to be sure. The kid didn't have the bulge of a wallet in his back pocket; it must be in the backpack not the suitcase. The way the kid held the small soft-sided suitcase told Christ that there wasn't anything in there worth stealing. Chris followed him into the bathroom and sure enough, the kid went into a stall. Chris took the stall next to his and waited. Most of the men in the bathroom, Chris knew, would use the urinals and be gone in few moments. Some of the guys coming off these busses, like this kid, spent awhile in the stalls, taking a long dump or jacking off or better still, both. This meant that those who might also be using the stalls would be in the middle of something during his attack and those that just had to take a piss would be long gone, probably in the nearest food vendor or on a telephone. Chris knew better than to try this kind of thing when there was more than a couple of buses arriving at the same time as there would be too many men using the restroom. 

Chris waited and sure enough, the crowd in the restroom thinned out and left. Chris waited a little longer for stragglers, but none came in. He made noises like he was wiping and buckled up, flushed and left. Just outside the door, Chris paused and looked around. No one was headed toward the bathroom, the lobby was generally clear, lover boy with the security badge was still trying to get some action and other than his mark in the bathroom, it was empty. Perfect! 

Wasting no time, Chris went back into the men's room and stopped outside of the stall. He raised a foot and kicked hard. The door was weak and caved in easily, much more easily than Chris had expected. It usually took twice before the door buckled and gave way. 

Inside the stall, Mack was cleaning himself. He looked up, at first shocked. The intruder seemed to know exactly what he was after. He broke in, scanned the stall and took the backpack while Mack had just managed to shout in indignation. 

The thief pointed a blade at Mack's chest and said, "Stick your legs out straight in front of you!" Mack hesitated and the thief moved the knife toward Mack's throat and repeated his demand. Mack glared at him, then complied. The thief then pulled the waistband of the jeans and underwear down, turning the legs inside out until Mack's feet were inside the jeans. He grabbed a long cable zip tie from his pants pocket, this was something new he was trying and hoped it would work. He handed it to the kid and put the knife point right at his Adam's apple. 

"Put it around your ankles and zip it up and you won't get hurt, get it?" Chris hissed and moved the knife to the side of the kid's throat to allow him to follow the order. 

Mack angrily complied. 

Chris knew the kid would be too embarrassed to hop out naked into the lobby after him and that it would take him the better part of a minute to get a pocket knife out to cut the cable tie. He'd be out the door by then. 

"Nice doin' business with ya!" Chris laughed. 

The thief, having grabbed the backpack and temporarily immobilizing his victim, now made a quick move to the exit. He reached the restroom door, the kid yelling obscenities after him and trying to free himself. Chris opened the door quietly, putting the knife in his pocket, and looked out into the lobby. No one was between him and the exit, in fact the lobby was empty except for people on the phone and they weren't paying attention to the yells coming from the bathroom. The homeless came into the terminal to use the bathrooms and it wasn't unusual for some of the less mentally stable to yell and carry on in the bathroom. Chris moved quickly to the lobby doors and made his way out. 

From out of nowhere a huge hand grabbed his shoulder as he quickly rounded the corner into a side alley. The hand swiftly pulled him into a half nelson hold, another leather clad arm wrapped around his throat. The voice was calm, icy cold, and deep. "Drop the pack or I'll gut you, right here on the street." 

"Let me go, fucker!" Chris managed to squeak out. 

"Drop the pack and I won't break your scrawny little neck." The voice said and now there was a deeper tone to it and a very low growl followed the command. The grip around Chris' neck tightened and he could feel the blood being cut off. 

Chris reached for the knife in his pocket. 

"Not a good idea." The deepening voice said coldly. Almost conversationally it continued, "You couldn't stick me fast enough before I snapped your neck." The pressure increased.

Seeing that he was getting nowhere, and that this guy was probably insane enough to do just what he suggested; Chris removed his hand from his pocket slowly, without the knife. 

Chris raised his hand in full view of the ape that had a death grip on his arm and was firmly pushing up on it behind his back. He grabbed the shoulder strap of the pack and dropped the pack gently to the ground. Immediately the grip was released and he was shoved away, sending him tumbling to the ground. Chris turned to see a huge bearded man dressed like a biker scooping up the backpack. The guy had to be four feet across at the shoulder and at least seven and a half feet tall, his fear magnifying the biker's size. He looked mean too, and even if he wasn't as big as Chris' fear made him, he was more than big enough. Chris decided to cut his losses and make a run for it. 

"Now get the fuck out of here before I decide to make you my special project." The huge man said in no more than a normal speaking voice. 

Chris stumbled to his feet and ran, rubbing his bruised throat. 

By the time Mack had managed to get himself free and put his clothes back in order so that he could go after the thief he was sure the guy was many blocks away. He rushed out of the bathroom, his suitcase in hand, only to find Sam standing there, holding his backpack. 

"I think ya lost somethin'?" Sam said with a huge grin on his face. 

He handed the backpack to the young man. Mack took the pack and impulsively grabbed Sam around the middle as far around as he could reach and gave him a tight hug. 

"Thanks, man!" Mack said and Sam wrapped his huge arms around the young man and hugged him back. 

"My pleasure!" Sam replied. 

With his nose so close to Sam's chest, he took in the big man's scent. There was that musky 'animal' scent again, mixed with the smell of unwashed male. The undertone scent seemed stronger, but oddly for a young man who'd never made love with another man, he found the musky male scent sent excited chills down his spine that went straight to his balls and made them tingle. Mack was getting hard and moved to break the hug strategically, yet casually, moving the pack between his crotch and Sam's eyes long enough so that his erection could subside. 

Sam released Mack from the embrace and Mack looked up into the big man's face. Sam was only about a foot taller than Mack, but at this moment, he seemed like a giant, a god, a savior who had just found Mack's dignity and returned it to him. 

"How…?" Mack began and Sam cut him off. 

"I caught the guy as he was runnin' out the door. I saw him from the outside makin' a B-line for the doors an' saw he had your backpack. I stepped over behind the brickwork so he couldn't see me an' waited. He wasn't too reluctant when I asked him nicely for it." 

Sam smiled innocently though his bushy mustache, his white teeth gleaming. 

"Look, Mack, I think it would be best if I rented a car an' you an' I head out to Flagstaff so I can pick up my scoot instead of riding the dog any more. Then you can ride out to Bakersfield sittin' behind me… there's nothin' like seein' the country on a hawg." Sam said merrily. 

"I dunno, shouldn't we file a police report or something?" Mack said. 

"On that guy?" Sam asked with a little laugh, "Why? He's an amateur, he almost got caught this time an' he'll probably be caught soon enough." 

"But..." Mack began and Sam cut him off. 

"Look, I really don't wanna delay my trip by sitting in a police station filling out reports. Do you? You got your pack back, he's probably not going to try ta do that again soon an' if he does, he's someone else's problem. He's probably crawled back under whatever rock he came from by now. Forget about him. Look, come with me! A car is gonna be a whole lot more comfortable than that bus." Sam said. 

"Sam, we just met yesterday, I hardly know you." Mack said. 

"Yeah? Well actually we met about twenty years ago, Mack. Had a piece of your birthday cake, watched you blow out the candle. If I remember right, the cake hand clowns on it. I remember it was chocolate with cherry cream filling. I'm sure you don't remember me, but I remember you. I'm very good friends with your Uncle Russ, real good friends." Sam said. "I'm gonna cut through the cloak and dagger stuff, here's my proof." 

Sam took out the cell phone and dialed a number. He waited and then said, "Hey Russ, it's Sam. Look, Mack here is kinda reluctant to ride with me an' I suppose that's to be expected." there was a pause as Sam listened, "No, we're not in Amarillo. Oklahoma City, I'll explain later when we have time to talk. Here, I'm putting Mack on, tell him I'm on the up an' up, OK?" There was another pause, "Yeah, it'll make our trip faster an' more comfortable. Tell him about the birthday, when you an' your homophobic brother were still talkin', right before your dad died." 

Sam handed the phone to Mack and sure enough, his Uncle Russ answered. 

"Hey Mack!" Russ' cheerful voice came through the phone. 

"Hi Uncle Russ." 

"Look, Mack, you can trust Sam. He was with me when I visited you on your third birthday, but you probably don't remember. He looked different then too, clean shaved, short hair and in a black business suit." Russ said and Mack searched his memory. He vaguely remembered a large man in a dark suit, but always thought that was another uncle, one of his mom's brothers. His mom's side were better off than his dad's, his Uncle Richard owned his own successful medical practice. He was used to seeing his mom's brothers dressed up. 

"I asked Sam if he wouldn't mind traveling with you out to California when I knew you were coming. He was back east and agreed to come out with you." Russ said. 

"Why?" Mack asked. 

"Because I thought it might be best. I love you Mack, you're my favorite nephew, I wanted someone watching over you. Sam thought it was a good idea too." Russ said. "Are you OK with that, Mack? Sam will take good care of you." 

"Yeah… Yeah, I'm OK with that… you both were doing what you thought was right." Mack said. 

"Look, Mack, I've gotta run. I'll see you when you get here, OK?" Russ said. 

"Yeah, OK, Uncle Russ." Mack said. 

"I love you Mack, remember that. Now, I gotta go, g'bye." Russ said. 

"OK, I will, g'bye." Mack said and the phone disconnected. 

Mack handed the phone back to Sam. 

"See, Mack, I'm really not a stranger. You're uncle cares a lot about you an' I was literally in the neighborhood. I gave him a call from Virginia 'bout the time you told him you were comin' out on the bus an' he asked me if I'd keep an eye on you." Sam said 

"Look, I don't need protection. I'm not a kid anymore." Mack said and Sam could tell he was hurt. 

"I know you are. You're a grown man, goatee an' all with a couple days scruff on your face too, but even a combat veteran needs a buddy to watch his back in a fight. It's not that your uncle doesn't think you're a man. Russ figured I was big enough to discourage anyone from muggin' you. That punk who stole your pack is the kind of thing I'm here for. I'm your buddy, I'm here ta make your trip easier." Sam smiled a big toothy smile. 

"Oh, but you don't need an escort?" Mack said and the illogic of what he'd just said was obvious even to him. 

Sam replied tolerantly,"No, not usually; most people give me a wide path an' those that don't are either my friends, stupid, or they've got a whole lot of tough to back them up. That guy who stole your pack was probably waitin' for someone like you. He was waitin' for someone a little younger than he was who looked inexperienced an' right now, that's how you look to predators. They figure if they can get you alone, they can take you. Trust me, if he'd harmed you, I'd be hunting him now. He might end up in a hole somewhere where no one's gonna find him until they do archaeological digs on early twenty first century trash heaps. Course, there are other things I could do so's they wouldn't even find bits of him." Sam said and his voice was soft, calm and beautifully resonant; it held patience; great, respectful patience. There was not a hint of malice or anger in his voice as he talked of these things in a matter-of-fact way; but his eyes were hard and cold and there was a flatness in them that Mack had not seen; and it made his blood run cold for a moment. 

Mack realized Sam was more than what he looked like. Sam could be a killer and more than likely he was something on par with a Green Beret or Navy Seal; not a hit man, because his vibe just now was very definitely 'commando' not mob enforcer. Sam was hard core; but hard core what? Mack wanted to withdraw his protest at being escorted. Of course this bearish man didn't need an escort, he was the sort of man which other people needed an armed escort to protect them from. 

Sam's face softened as he watched the realization of what he potentially was cross Mack's face. The boy was quick. Less than two days and Mack was already making some good guesses about Sam's real nature. How long would it be before Mack realized something a little more basic about him? He would let Mack solve that for himself, even if it was pretty obvious. Perhaps the kid didn't think bearded hulking macho men were capable of that? No, he probably suspected nothing, yet. The macho men he'd been exposed to all his life probably weren't. Then of course, there was the final matter of Sam's truest nature, but by the time Mack discovered that, it most likely wouldn't make any difference. It hadn't for his Uncle Russ and the kid was like his uncle was in his twenties. Sam had to be gentle; hitting Mack square across the face with truths about the nature of his huge traveling companion this soon might be just a bit too disturbing for one so young and relatively innocent, however much potential he had. 

Mack looking up into Sam's face took stock of what he found there. He was handsome and he was smiling at him in a gentle, almost fatherly way. His eyes were warm and soft now and Mack knew it was because, like his Uncle Russ, Sam cared a lot about him. Sam might be an efficient killer, possibly a war vet of some sort, but he was a guardian and Mack had no doubts that Sam would do what was necessary to protect him. 

"I guess I need a bodyguard after all. That was pretty stupid of me back there," Mack said He felt Sam's huge warm hand on his shoulder. 

"Ah, don't worry. Its just inexperience. You'll catch on quick." Sam removed his hand and patted Mack's shoulder before returning his arm to his side. "I'm here to see that you get the chance to become the kind of man people give wide berth to. For now, though, there are people who are too stupid, too crazy or too drugged to care if they kill ya ta get what they want. The world's a wonderful an' dangerous place, boy. Let me an' Russ help you smooth out some of those bumps on the road 'til you can do it for yourself, OK?" Sam gently squeezed Mack's shoulder again. 

"OK", Mack said and smiled. 

"I'll make you a deal; I'll watch your back an' you watch mine, ok?" Sam said. Mack smiled at the ridiculousness of the statement. 

"OK, deal." Mack said with a smile and squared his shoulders. 

"Buddies?" Sam said and he play punched Mack in the shoulder. 

"Yeah, buddies. And I'll watch your back; though I don't think you need it watched too often." Mack said, voicing his thought at Sam's offer. 

"You'd be surprised; when I get really drunk I sometimes need someone to keep an eye out for me." Sam said and winked. "All right. Well, let's forget about the bus an' go get a nice luxurious car. There's no need spendin' any more time tryin' ta gain your confidence; I think I already have it, don't I?" Sam said and chuckled. 

"Yeah, I trust you. No sense in sitting and sleeping in those small seats anymore." Mack said. 

"That's m'boy! Luxury when you can get it, right? Let's get the car an' then I'm in the mood for some really good food. We'll have to look around for a good restaurant," Sam said and picked up Mack's suitcase. Mack shouldered his backpack and the pair left the terminal in search of a car rental place. 

Chapter 5

The truck Sam rented was a big, roomy 2005 GMC Sierra. Sam wanted the Chevy Avalanche in the lot, but it had been reserved. The Sierra was big and roomy enough and had a lot of creature comforts. Mack had dug through his CD collection and the two had been rocking to Mack's heavy metal collection since Oklahoma. The kid had a wide selection from some of the early metal bands all the way up to the latest. 

Mack was proving to be a more than competent driver, and Sam settled back to relax and take a snooze after changing seats with him a few hour's drive out of Oklahoma City. His mind drifted as the miles rolled by and the disc player pounded away. Right now AC/DC's 'Hell's Bells' from the Back in Black album was playing. Sam remembered that he and some of his biker buddies had gone to see them in concert after the album's release. Sam remembered it was August, 1980 in Amarillo. The music brought back good memories of getting drunk off his butt with really good friends before the concert and the party they had after. Hell, Mack was listening to music that was released two years before he was born. Sam was remembering the wild sex he had with his biker buddies that same year. 

How time flies! Sam's mind drifted in pleasant nostalgia. Twenty five years ago another young man caught Sam's eye, the man who was working on his bike right now in Flagstaff was just a kid then. Sam remembered handing Mickey the ticket to the sold out concert. Mickey was a hard core AC/DC fan. 

Mike wasn't 'Grizzly Mike' back in those days, he was Mickey; a kid who was friends with a son of one of Sam's biker bros. Mickey and his mom lived in a trailer park and he never knew his real dad. His mom got pregnant in her junior year in high school and the guy who did it had taken off for parts unknown. His mom had a string of boyfriends who occasionally abused him physically. One lowlife had abused him sexually when he was fourteen. Mickey's mom dumped him, but it wasn't because she knew of the abuse. As far as Sam knew, he was the only one Grizzly Mike had ever told about how Billy had raped him one night when his mom was passed out drunk. His mom dumped Billy because she caught him cheating on her. Then two weeks later she'd married George, a man she'd been seeing off and on since Mickey was ten; a man who had slapped Mickey around a few times when things weren't going right for him. 

At fifteen Mickey made friends with Ronny, the son of one of the bikers Sam partied with. Big Ronny noticed the faded bruises on Mickey's back and legs. Mickey lied, of course, about how he'd got the bruises; but Big Ronny had seen enough to know that Mickey was lying to keep his step dad from beating him for telling. Big Ronny decided to give his step-dad a little lesson in proper parenting. He and some of the bros made it real clear to George that none of that shit was gonna happen anymore and used their fists and boots to punctuate their point. 

From then on, Mickey hung out more at Ronny's place than he did at home and over the next five years Sam got to know the young man and a bond formed. 

After the AC/DC concert, back at his buddy Bull's place with the party in full swing, he and Mickey went to an unoccupied bedroom. Sam hung his wallet from the chain on the outside of the door signifying that the room was occupied and by whom. It was a 'do not disturb' tradition and all the bikers respected it. That night Sam gently bonded on a much deeper level with the young man. Mickey became 'Grizzly Mike' the next day. Sam had christened him with the name that morning over breakfast with the other bros. 

Mickey got quite an education in the following years; everything from rebuilding bikes from the ground up to the subtleties of giving a good blow job. The kid was no longer a kid; at twenty-one his body was covered in dense blond fur and he had tattoos all over his arms, back and chest. In 1981, tattoos were still pretty much for men in the military, prisoners, sideshow freaks, leathermen and bikers. 

His thick long golden beard and the cigar he usually had in his mouth made him look ten years older than what he was. His tall, burly build and attitude reinforced that perception of being a full-grown man. He could pound back beers with his buddies all night and still get up in the morning and drag himself into the garage for work. The way he fucked his buddies, and took it too, gave the impression of a man who had been doing it for years; most thought he was a hard core biker who'd done time. 

Mickey was dead and 'Grizzly Mike' had risen from the ashes; a strong, serious, dependable man at work and a wild biker at gatherings; and now when he visited home to see his mom for some reason, George's fear of him was evident. Grizzly Mike enjoyed that fear. 

Sam was proud of Grizzly Mike; he had worked hard and by twenty-five had his own shop, with some financial help from his 'suit and tie' partner Larry; an older bearish man Mike had met at Sturgis. A man who, though older, quickly became Mike's 'Cub'. Sam didn't think anything of the reversal of roles. It was not uncommon in his experience, especially given what Mike and Larry had become thanks to Sam's year long mating with Mike. Age was less relevant for what they were, personality meant more and Larry was much more 'Cubbish' than Mike. 

Sam came back from his musings on the past half way through 'Givin' The Dog A Bone'. Mack was only a few years older than Mickey was when he'd met him. Both of them were so very young compared to Sam, even now. The young man sleeping quietly beside him had that same sort of maturity about him that his Uncle Russ had; that Mike had. Sam chuckled to himself. Sam knew Mack wanted sex with him and if he was willing, if he gave him reason, Sam would be happy to oblige. 

The next day was spent at the Grand Canyon. Mack had never seen it, and Sam was pleased to play tour guide. He and Mack had gone on the deluxe four and a half-hour tour of the Grand Canyon. It was a small piece of the whole, of course, but the wonder in Mack's eyes at what he saw was worth going out of their way. Sam remembered the first time he'd seen the canyon, so long ago; and how he, too, marveled at its grandeur and beauty. Of course, back then, there weren't tours... in fact there weren't many white men in the area. 

It was 10 pm by the digital clock on the dash. Sam was giving Mack a break and was back at the wheel again. He'd occasionally look over at Mack who was now sleeping in the reclined passenger seat. He'd done quite a bit of hiking around in the canyon in that four and a half-hour tour and had been tired out by the exertion. They'd stopped and had a large, leisurely meal; Mack was yawning all the way through dinner and as soon as he got comfortable he was out. He seemed to rest better now that it was just the two of them and they weren't on a bus where even when you were asleep, some part of you stayed alert enough to come out of it quickly should there be trouble. Sam knew all about that kind of sleep, he'd done it enough in his life and it was always when he was in an unpredictable or highly dangerous situation. Sam also knew his pheromones were having an effect on Mack. Mack was accepting him as his 'Papa', just as Grizzly Mike had done twenty-five years ago in Bull's house. Difference was, Mack hadn't been raped by a step-dad and wasn't as gun shy about sex with a man like Mickey had been. 

Sam pointed the Sierra towards Valle, a small town not too far away and again drifted off into his memories. Sam knew the owner and manager of the Canyon View Motel in Valle. Jim Schultz had owned the motel for the last fifteen years and Sam had helped him out by co-signing the loan. Jim was a nice guy; a big burly black bearded bear whose grandfather came over from Germany just before WWII to escape Hitler's reign of terror. Jim's grandfather wasn't Jewish, but he wasn't a man who could stomach the fascist politics in his country and was vocal about it. That had made him a marked man. 

Sam had met Jim in a bear bar in Phoenix and over the next few months got to know him really well. He learned that Jim was looking to buy and renovate the Canyon View Motel. It was a quaint late '40s era motel that had become run down and Jim had visions of restoration and renovation, but he just couldn't do it without someone to cosign on the loan. Sam's generosity was paid back in full. The motel was a thriving business once restored to its former glory and its retro atmosphere charmed those looking for a place to stay overnight. It was even declared a historical landmark, insuring its presence for generations to come. Sam got two percent of the annual profits but only because Sam had talked Jim down from ten percent he wanted to give. Sam also had a standing invitation for any room that he wanted free of charge when he was in the area; but the room Sam liked best was Jim's. 

With Jim, Sam practiced safe sex, but one day, perhaps Sam would give Jim his gift; perhaps. 

Sam's Harley was waiting for him in Flagstaff at Mike's place, and Flagstaff wasn't that far away; but still, it would be nice to take a couple of days and sleep in a bed for a change and sexually bond with Mack. Sam knew the time was close and if not tonight, then almost definitely tomorrow night. Even now, glancing over at Mack's crotch, Sam could see the effect his bear scent was having on the young man by the outline of the bulge down Mack's right leg. 

As Sam was pulling into the Canyon View's parking lot, Mack woke up. 

"Where are we?" Mack asked groggily. 

"We're at a motel. A buddy of mine runs the place. I need some sleep and you look like you'd appreciate a bed." Sam said. 

"Yeah," Mack said yawning, "this seat is nice, but it can't beat a good bed." 

"Ain't that the truth!" Sam said and chuckled as he got out of the truck. 

The two made their way to the office and Mack noticed that the 'no vacancy' sign was lit. He pointed that out to Sam and Sam just grinned. 

"I think we'll be OK, like I said, a buddy of mine runs this place." And Sam patted Mack on the back as they entered the office. 

Behind the counter a stout man with a jet-black beard and gray eyes greeted the pair. 

"Sam!" The man said with a huge grin as he came around the counter. The two embraced like long lost friends and parted. Mack noticed that the black bearded man was a good foot and a half shorter than Sam. 

"So, what brings you out here?" The man asked, turning and looking over at Mack. 

"Well Jim, this is Mack; he and I are headed out to his uncle's place in Bakersfield. I decided it would be fun to look at the Grand Canyon with someone who'd never seen it before." Sam said. "Mack O'Brien, this is Jim Schultz, he's a good friend and a real buddy." 

Jim took Mack's hand in a firm grip and shook with enthusiasm. "Good to meet you." Jim said and smiled through his bushy black beard. 

"Good to meet you too." Mack replied, as the handshake broke. Mack wondered if every bearish man in the entire southwest was a friend of Sam's as he looked over the portly bear who owned the motel. 

"So Jim, you got my room or have you rented it out? I noticed you're full up from the sign outside." Sam said ending with a grin. 

Jim's face took on a mock hurt expression, "Sam. How could you think I'd ever turn you away?" And then Jim broke into a smile, "You know I never rent out your room unless we're full and someone is truly desperate. Last time I rented it out was last month when a young couple and their two kids were broken down after visiting the Canyon. It was pouring down rain and the father looked like he was soaked to the skin from trying to fix their car." 

"You ol' softy, I bet you gave it to them for half price, didn't ya?" Sam said. 

"You know me too well." Jim laughed, "I usually don't rent that room out anyway so it doesn't hurt me to let them have it for half." 

Sam smiled, Jim had a heart of gold and he was a good businessman. Perhaps that's what made him a good businessman; he didn't let profit destroy his humanity. 

"So, why are you workin' the late shift?" Sam asked. 

"Well, the guy who usually works this shift is celebrating his anniversary and asked for the night off and the guy who would usually cover for him is at home with the stomach flu that's been going around at his kid's school, so that leaves me. I don't mind, the owner always works hardest, I knew that getting into it. It's the first rule of business. It's pretty quite and I can catch up on my reading." Jim said. 

"What ya readin'?" Sam asked. 

"Foundation series, I'm on the next to last book." Jim said. 

"I'll save you some time." Sam said with an impish look on his furry face, "The butler did it." 

Jim smiled, "Yeah, that butler sure gets around, don't he?" 

Mack yawned and Jim looked over at him. 

"Oh, I'm sorry, I'm keeping you two from sleep." Jim said apologetically. 

"Oh, no, I'm fine." Mack said to make the innkeeper feel at ease. 

"Well just the same, let me get that key." Jim said and he hurried around the counter. 

He opened up a shallow cabinet on the wall behind the counter and took out a card key. There was no room number on it, instead it simply read VIP Suite. 

He handed the keycard over to Sam. 

Sam said, "Goodnight and come by tomorrow, 'bout 9, I think." 

"I will, we've got some catching up to do." Jim said, "Sleep well and it was nice meeting you, Mack." 

Mack said, "Nice meeting you, too," as he and Sam headed out the door. 

Sam and Mack grabbed their things from the car, locked it and Sam headed off through the motel complex. The grounds around the motel were nicely xeriscaped with large boulders, dry stream beds and a variety of cacti, succulents and other drought tolerant plants. The lighting was dramatic, yet tasteful. The remodeled mid 20th century motel was a showpiece of restoration and attracted a much better clientele than it had in the last few decades before Jim had bought the place. 

"Wow, Sam. Reserved VIP suite! Jim must like you a lot." Mack said. 

"Well, I helped Jim out years ago and he's sorta grateful, I guess. He's also a very nice man. You'll get a chance to know him better tomorrow when he comes by, we haven't visited in awhile. He always brings breakfast and we sit and catch up while eating together." Sam said. "He's a really good cook too." 

Sam opened the large Spanish style solid oak door, the lights came on automatically, but were soft like candlelight. Sam said in a slightly louder voice, "Gertrude?" 

An electronic female voice asked, "Yes?" 

"Lights brighter, please." 

"Level please?" The voice asked. 

Sam said, "Ten." 

Gertude said, "Please repeat." 

Sam said with a very pronounced 'T', "Ten." 

"Thank you." Gertrude said. 

He rolled his eyes. "Nice system, but it still has a few voice recognition problems." 

The light in the suite increased from dim to full brightness over the next five seconds. 

Sam set down his small bag on a nice wrought iron and oak table and Mack put his things on the table next to them, all the while gaping at the room and the lighting. 

The room was in rich browns and gold tones with hardwood floors and imitation Persian rugs. 

"Jim loves his gadgets. He's installed a voice activated computer control. Watch this:" Sam said merrily, "Gertrude?" 

"Yes." Came the response from the computer's speakers installed in the celling. 

"TV" 

A large panel in the wall opposite of the large, luxurious looking, black silk clad bed opened and a flat screen TV was revealed. 

"Your selection?" Gertrude asked. 

"HBO" Sam said and the screen went from blue to The Sopranos. 

"Pretty cool, huh?" Sam said. "Give it a try, I've gotta use the can. Oh, she's going to ask you for your name a few times to set her voice recognition pattern. When you're ready, just call her name." Sam said and headed for what looked like a very large bathroom; which lit up to the same level as the bedroom. 

Mack sat on the edge of the bed and said, "Gertrude?" 

Gertrude asked, "Enter your name please." 

"Mack." he said in the same clear way he'd heard Sam speak to the computer. 

"Repeat." Gertrude said. 

"Mack." he said again. 

"Repeat." Gertrude said. 

"Mack." he said slightly irritated and wondering how many times the computer needed to hear him say his name. 

"Thank you." Gertrude said. "Your request?" 

"TV" Mack said. 

"The TV is on." Gertrude said. 

"Yes, I want to change the channel." Mack said. 

"I could not understand, please repeat." Gertrude said. 

Mack said a bit louder, "I want to change the channel." 

"I could not understand, please repeat." Gertrude said. 

Frustrated, Mack was about to yell when he heard Sam holler through the closed bathroom door. 

"She's not the computer on the Enterprise, Mack; use simple commands." Sam laughed. "Say 'channel' and then tell her which one you want." 

"Gertrude." Mack said. 

"Yes" 

"Channel" Mack said in that same firm clear voice Sam had used. "Cartoon Network" 

Immediately the flat screen switched from Tony Soprano to the Grim Adventures of Billy and Mandy. 

Mack kicked off his shoes and moved up on the bed and propped himself up on the pillows. Ten minutes later, when Sam came out Mack was sound asleep on the bed. Not wanting to wake Mack he walked over to the wall panel and pressed a button and spoke into the intercom style speaker and said in a normal voice. "Gertrude, lights off. TV, off." 

Immediately the TV went off and the panel closed over the screen. The lights began dimming. Sam sat in a chair and took off his boots. He climbed into the large bed next to Mack. Mack stirred slightly and then went back to the rhythmic breathing of deep sleep. Sam lay next to him and drifted off. 

Chapter 6

Mack awoke. It was 2 am by the clock on the night stand. He felt a large warm body next to him to his left and a heavy arm lay across his chest. A furry face was nestled in his left armpit. 

It was the fact that Mack's left arm had fallen asleep because it was in an odd position that he'd awoken. For a moment, Mack didn't realize where he was or who was with him in the bed. Then he remembered that he was in a motel in Arizona and that the man who was sleeping next to him with his face buried in his armpit was Sam. 

Mack felt a bit awkward. If he moved, he might wake Sam and if he didn't, his arm would still be asleep. He decided that disturbing Sam would be absolutely necessary, the pins and needles feeling in his left hand and arm was getting worse by the minute. 

Mack tried moving his left arm, but it was completely unresponsive. That feeling always scared Mack, because he always wondered if the blood flow had been cut off and if he'd lost circulation to the arm long enough for it to have died. He had an unreasoning fear that he'd have to have his arm amputated and it was this fear that made him move with less delicacy than he might have used otherwise. 

Mack scooted his body to the right by about a foot. He had to pick his left arm up and physically move it with the right arm. This moved both Sam's head from it's resting place onto the bed and the arm that was on Mack's chest. 

Sam stopped snoring, mumbled something in his disturbed state about "bathtubs". Sam in his sleep scooted that extra foot over placing his furry face right next to the left side of Mack's head, bent his left arm and placed it parallel to the length of Mack's torso and threw his left leg over Mack. Sam, in the next few minutes was once again breathing rhythmically in that soothing way Mack had noticed on the bus. 

Mack turned his head slightly and looked at the clock. It was five after two. The great hairy beast of a man next to him was warm and comforting. His beard was soft and the black Harley T-shirt he was wearing had been soaked in his sweat for the last few days. Sam smelled musky and that smell had given Mack his erection. Mack also noticed that Sam had wood and it was pressing into his left thigh. Feeling was returning to Mack's left arm. Mack wanted to unbuckle, unbutton and unzip his jeans and pull out his cock for a good jerk off, but he didn't want to wake Sam. 

Sam breathed steadily, softly. His warm breath on Mack's neck, the big strong hairy arm that just moved again across Mack to be draped horizontally across Mack's chest so that the forearm almost touched Mack's face. Sam's left leg was slightly bent and between Mack's legs. Sam's groin against Mack's leg was hot and the hard lump of his cock made Mack want to reach down and stroke it. For all intents and purposes, Mack was Sam's support pillow, but he didn't mind a bit. Having the big man cuddled next to him was heaven. He just hoped he could work out how to shoot a load without waking him. Mack decided right then and there that he really, really needed relief. 

Mack carefully reached over and pulled out several tissues from the Kleenex box on the night stand. Slowly and with extreme care, Mack unbuckled his belt with one hand. Mack had, had a lot of practice quietly jacking off while sharing a room with his younger brother before he got his own room. His kid brother had never been disturbed enough to wake up while Mack jerked it in the next bed. This was going to be completely different though, he'd never done such a thing while someone else was actually touching him. The notion of that, the 'danger' was turning Mack on even more. Slowly, he unbuttoned his jeans and unzipped. He carefully pulled the top of his pants open, reached down beneath his briefs for his cock and gently began to stroke the thumb of his right hand over the pre come slicked head. 

Sam's rhythmic breathing hadn't changed. 

Mack pulled his briefs down and began to stroke his cock, gently so as not to disturb Sam. The smell, the closeness, the warmth, the feel of the big man was filling Mack's brain with images of what Sam might look like without clothes. In the extremely dim light he could see the thick hair on Sam's arm and imagined how thickly carpeted his body would be. Mack hadn't had the opportunity to relieve his building need to come since he got on the bus and now, with just a little stimulation he was getting close to shooting. He looked over at the clock, it was only fifteen after two and he was already more than half way to shooting. 

Suddenly, while looking at the clock Sam moved his hairy arm. It quickly moved down Mack's T-shirt clad torso and the big paw-like left hand covered Mack's smaller right hand and the words, "Need some help with that, li'l Bro?" were softly growled out by the big man to his left. 

Immediately Mack froze. He turned his head to find Sam's eyes staring into his own. A wide smile was on Sam's face as he gently squeezed Mac's hand in reassurance. 

"Uh…" Mack began and Sam shushed him. 

"'S'OK bro, I'll take care of ya, like a big hairy bodyguard is suppos'd ta," he growled in his sleep-roughened voice. Sam moved Mack's hand away from his cock and grasped it firmly and began stroking the young man. 

"You an' I've been on the road for days without a chance to get any release. I was hopin' that you'd ask me to sleep with you, I was hopin' you'd take the hint of a one bed motel room and ask. I was hopin' that when I got into bed tonight that you'd wake up and ask but I guess you were just to tired out from climbin' around in the Canyon yesterday. So, when I woke just a minute ago and realized what you were doin', I decided that I wasn't gonna wait anymore.” Sam chuckled. “A bear could die of sexual frustration waiting on you, boy!" Sam said and squeezed a little harder on Mack's rock hard cock sending shivers of pleasure throughout the young man. Sam chuckled again. "Yeah, well I ain't gonna die that way!" 

He moved his face closer to Mack's and said, "Give daddy a kiss." 

Mack moved his mouth to Sam's and Sam filled Mack's mouth with his tongue. Mack moved the hand, still moist with his pre come, up to the left side of Sam's face and began to run his hands through the beard, petting and caressing the bear's fur. 

The stimulation almost pushed Mack over the edge. It was then that Sam said, "Oh no, not yet, Bro!" 

With that, Sam reached down, grasped Mack's balls and gently pulled them away from his body. 

"I don't want you to come just yet. I want your first orgasm with me to be something a little more than a hand job. You need to cool off a little." Sam said. 

After a few minutes of holding Mack's balls Sam asked, "You about cooled off, Bro?" 

"Yeah, I… I don't feel like I've got to shoot." Mack said. It was the first thing he'd said since he tried to hurriedly explain why he was stroking his cock and Sam had hushed him. 

"Well good, now we can get down to business!" Sam said. 

Sam raised his voice to a normal talking tone. "Gertrude." 

"Yes." Came the female computer voice. 

"Half normal light, please." Sam said over his shoulder. 

"Certainly." Came the reply. 

"Take those clothes off, Bro, you're not gonna need 'em for a few hours." 

Slowly the light increased in the room as Sam undressed. It was an act he took slowly, making it a sensual experience for the both of them. Mack, in his youthful exuberance, had stripped within seconds, shucking his jeans, kicking them off the end of the bed and near ripping his T-shirt off. He was about to pull his briefs off and Sam, just now beginning to pull his musky, faded to charcoal, black T-shirt off paused with the bottom somewhere below his nipples but above his hairy belly said, "Nuh uh, leave those on. I want to take those off myself." 

Mack removed his hands from the sides of the underwear. 

"Lay back an' wait. I know you been wantin' to see me naked since I got on the bus. You've got to learn to savor the moment, Bro! Savor the moment!" 

Slowly, sensually, Sam continued to remove his T-shirt. It wasn't a strip tease, it was the unveiling of one of the great natural masterpieces of the world. When the T-shirt was off, Mack could finally see the complete furry torso of the great man before him. He was covered in fur, not an inch on his torso was bare. Sam handed the shirt to Mack and simply said, "Take a sniff." 

Mack took the shirt and put it to his nose, he closed his eyes and breathed in deeply. The rich musk of his protector, his 'daddy' filled his nostrils and sent a tingle through his body. Sam's long bearded face split in a wide smile. 

"You've wanted to do that for awhile too, haven't ya Bro? Tonight and from now on, you're my Bro, my bear Bro. We're tight now and nothin' can come between us." Sam said and Mack felt it. He knew now that this man would be part of his life for the rest of his days. 

Sam slowly unbuckled his black leather belt, unbuttoned the top of his jeans, unzipped his pants all the while Mack was breathing in the musky scent. Sam wasn't wearing underwear and as he pushed the jeans down he freed what had to be a good ten to eleven inches of thick bear cock that stood up proudly and glistened in the dim light of the room. Heavy balls hung down, touching his hairy thighs. Sam never took his eyes off the young man and saw how his cock twitched at the sight of his thickly veined monster. Sam turned round and bent over as he took the top of his pants all the way down to his ankles. Mack could see Sam's hairy back, a back as thickly carpeted as his front and his equally hairy ass and legs. It was just as Mack had imagined, Sam was furry all over, thickly furred. Mack saw that Sam's asshole was hidden by thick curly brown fur in the crack. Sam stood up and stepped out of his worn jeans. He turned around and said, "Like what you see?" 

All Mack could do was nod in agreement. 

"Its ok....you can touch if you want to." Sam stood there, the half light making his fur glow. 

"I've never seen a guy so hairy," Mack breathed. He stepped up to the big man and ran his hands through his thick chest and belly fur, then reached for his cock. 

"Like it?" Sam chuckled. 

"Oh, FUCK yeah!" Mack was in heaven. 

"Well, we can stand here all day and stroke, or we can get down on that bed there and make use of what we were blessed with!" Sam growled. Mack silently stepped back and the two lay down on the large bed. 

Mack hesitated, then blurted out, "Sam....I, uh, I've been with a girl and all, and I liked it; ad I messed around with a buddy in school some, you know... looking and touching and once a blow job; and I liked that, too. But I've never done it with a guy, I mean, a man. I got a general idea of what to do, but....." 

"Son, don't worry. You're in good paws with this ol' bear. I guarantee you'll like it, and it will certainly change your life." Sam grinned through his thick beard. “Now, let's get those tighty whities offa you.” Sam's furry paws reached for the underwear.

Over the next hour or so, Mack learned a whole lot about man sex. He was a quick study, and eagerly put to use the things Sam showed him. Sam carefully brought Mack to the point where the young man was open and willing and begging for more. 

"Bro, this is going to hurt a bit, but that can't be helped the first time. And you just give it half a chance and it will feel real good, I promise. I'll take it easy, jes' relax a bit." He leaned forward over Mack and said, "Here... sniff my pit... take a good whiff. It'll make ya real horny." 

Mack did so and was hit with a wave of sexual desire so strong he thought he'd shoot right then. At the same moment, Sam pushed his thick cock into Mack's asshole. 

"God DAMN! That fucking HURTS!" Mack shouted. Sam held still and shushed the young man. 

"I know.... I'll stay quiet for a bit, let you get used to my size. I know I'm kinda big. But it gets a lot easier." True to his word, Sam held still until he felt Mack's sphincter relax, and then began to push slowly in. "See... easier, innit?" Mack nodded, not trusting himself to speak. It still hurt some, but he found he SO wanted this bear of a man in him. 

Sam slowly picked up the pace, pumping his great swollen cock deeper into Mack. Mack's eyes closed and he threw his head back, moaning as pain moved to pleasure and he began to shoot all over his own belly and chest. The first shot hit his face. Sam grinned and drove towards his own climax, firing off a huge load deep inside Mack. He leaned forward again, bending Mack nearly double as he gave him a wet sloppy bear kiss. 

He backed off so Mack could lower his aching legs and lay down on his side beside him, a huge paw resting on the young man's cum-coated belly. "Looks like you kinda liked that," the big bear chuckled. 

"Damn! That was.... that was great!" Mack was still panting. Sam's breathing had returned nearly to normal. Mack turned towards Sam's chest and belly and began snuffling and nosing through the fur. "Fuck, I just can't get enough of you... I just love this!" He stroked and petted and ran his fingers across and through everything he could reach on the bear's body. 

Sam grinned his huge grin and rolled onto his back and stretched his arms above his head. "Yep... nothing like some good ol' fashioned man sex to blow the cobwebs out. I feel like I could eat a horse and a half. Wanna get some grub?" 

Chapter 7

The two rolled out of bed and into clothes and climbed into the Sierra. "Dunno what's open now," Sam said, gunning the vehicle out onto the road. "We'll just drive a ways... bound to be something on the highway." But they only had to drive three blocks before finding a Denny's. They parked and walked in, sitting in a booth in the nearly deserted eatery. 

Sam took a menu and looked at Mack. "One of everything?" The grin that Mack was really growing to like split the big bearded bear's face. 

"Maybe for you, big guy! I'll have the Pancake Lover's Breakfast... with extra sausage." Mack replaced his menu as the waitress approached. "That's good, cub. Carbo-loading. You'll need the carbs!" That grin again. 

They placed their orders, and shortly were devouring everything in sight. "Heh... you weren't kidding about storing up for the winter, were you?" Mack asked between mouthfuls as Sam emptied his third plate. "I thought you just hadn't eaten in a while." 

"Nope. I nearly always eat like this." Sam belched. 

"Well, you've got a tummy, I'll say that. That's not a bad thing... I kinda like it." Mack grinned. "I mean, you're not fat or anything, just... big. And comfortable." Sam patted his belly and belched a second time. 

When the check came, Sam reached for it and waved Mack's money away. "You get the next one, bro. This one's on me." They headed out to the SUV. 

It was cold out and with the windows rolled up, Mack was getting an overdose of Sam's pheromones on the way back to the motel. He struggled against the waves of lust he was feeling, needing to ask a question of the bearman beside him before completely surrendering to his animal urges. 

"Sam?" 

"Yeah... what is it, son?" Sam navigated the big vehicle into the parking lot of the motel. 

"I gotta ask this, and I don't mean any disrespect or anything. I just need.... " 

Sam eased the Sierra into the parking slot in front of their room and turned the ignition off but did not get out. He turned to Mack. "Son, look at me." Mack turned so he could face Sam squarely. "You're worried that my having fucked you is going to turn you into what your dad thinks you are. Am I right?" 

Mack nodded and then said, "No, I mean... It's more complicated than that. What I mean is, well..." Sam interrupted him. 

"Hey. Do I seem in ANY way feminine to you? Is my wrist limp? Do I lisp or come across as at all faggy to you.... at ALL??" There was just a touch of impatience in Sam's voice. 

"No! Not at all... It's not that at all. I just meant that..." Once again, Sam cut Mitch's words off. 

"Son, listen to me good. I've been fucked just about as much as I've done the fucking. I like both. Does it LOOK like it's changed me into a girlie-man?" Sam stared at Mack. Mack blushed. "Look. I'm not angry with you. It's a natural question for any young pup to have. I'da been surprised if you didn't have those doubts. But, like I said... it ain't harmed me none, and men, I mean real men like us, well; we know just how to take care of each other. It don't make us any less men for it. You're gonna get your chance to plow my ass in a bit and then well see if you're still worried." Once again, Sam grinned through his beard at Mack. Mack visibly relaxed. "Come on, let's head in. My butt's itchin' " Sam opened the door and climbed out. 

Back inside the room, Sam asked Gertrude to bring the lights to half and raise the heat a bit. He looked at Mack and noticed with satisfaction that the young man's pants were tented out as far as they could go without splitting open. Mack hurriedly started to remove his shirt, but Sam slowed him. "Easy, hot shot. Take it slow. I wanna make this last a bit. Now come on over here and take these duds off me, nice an' slow-like." 

Mack moved over to Sam and slowly began to undress him. He tugged the shirt off over his head and was hit with a wave of strong male scent that shot right to his crotch, causing his dick to ache with hardness. He knelt down and unbuckled Sam's jeans and tugged them down. His thick, heavy meat sprang out, freed from the cloth prison that had held it in check. It lengthened and thickened as he watched. Sam steadied himself with one paw on Mack's back as he lifted one leg so Mack could remove his boot. After Mack had repeated the move with the other boot, Sam kicked the jeans away and stood, naked and hard, cock oozing precum in fat drops. Dizzy with desire, Mack leaned forward and licked the partly-shrouded tip. Sam moaned in pleasure. 

Mack swallowed as much of Sam as he could manage and began bobbing on the rigid pole. Sam stroked Mack's head as he worked, caressing and guiding him. When Sam gently pulled him off, Mack looked up, questioning. "Wash my balls, cub," the big bear growled, holding up his erect, unhooded meat. 

Mack gave the big, heavy orbs a good tongue bath, and then pushed Sam down onto the bed in a sitting position. He moved between Sam's thick furry thighs and went back to work on Sam's cock, learning as he worked, remembering and using the things Sam had taught by example a few hours before. Soon, Sam was leaning back, growling and bucking in Mack's mouth, pumping his hips in time with Mack's up and down sucking. 

"I'm gonna shoot, dammit!" Mack sucked harder, working as much of the long pole into his mouth as he could. He fought down a gag reflex, desperately wanting to drink all Sam would give him. Suddenly, Sam stiffened, his tip flared deep in Mack throat, and with a roar, he unloaded a torrent of bear seed. Mack swallowed as fast as he could. The taste was intoxicating, the smell overpowering; a mix of musk and stink and sweat, salt tang overlaid with a sharp, almost bleach taste. 

Mack was dizzy, but wasn't even close to passing out. The smell and taste acted on his primitive mind and he stood up, cock pounding with blood as he pulled Sam's legs up onto his shoulders, then bent him back on the bed, revealing his fur-covered ass and pucker. Damp with sweat, the thick hair swirled around the pink opening. Mack thought he saw it wink at him. Sam grinned up at him and said, "Well, boy... there it is. What you gonna do with it, eh?" 

Mack said nothing but put one hand down to push his rigid dick down so it centered on Sam's asshole and shoved in, hard. Sam winced, but didn't cry out. He reached up and held his legs to take some pressure off Mack so he could get a better position. Mack hunched down a bit and began to piston in Sam's butt. Sam growled, "Take it slow, son. We got a lot of time here. Cummin's fun, I know; and if you need to shoot now, go for it. But it's fun to take it slow sometimes, too, ya know." 

It was hard for Sam to concentrate on giving pointers to Mack, his ass felt so good with a good-sized cock in it. It had been way too long since he's been fucked. But he managed to growl out a few tips. "Vary your speed, go slow for a bit, then pick up the pace. Feel with your cock, focus on that. Oh, yeah!! That's the way! Pull almost all the way out, then slide back in slow-like. Roll me back a bit so you can get a different angle... oh, FUCK,yeah, that's it! Damn, that's good! Rubs different places inside." 

Sam squeezed his ass ring tight to milk Mack's cock, and that sent the young man over the edge. With a cry and a deep grunt, he drove in deep and pumped his load into the furry beast under him. He felt like he'd never stop cumming, but eventually he did; but his meat remained firm for a good time, and Sam asked him to leave it in in spite of legs that were beginning to ache. "Fuckin' A, that was a first class job for a beginner!" Sam chuckled as Mack panted from exertion. 

Later, when Mack pulled his softened member out with a slurping 'pop' and lay down beside Sam, they cuddled and lay together in comfortable silence for a while. Finally, Sam broke the silence with a prod of his still semi-hard cock between Mack's legs. "Still worried?" 

Mack grinned and said, "No, sir! Not at all!" 

"Good man!" Sam grunted and stretched. "What say we snooze for a bit? 'Course, if you get frisky in an hour or so, jes' wake me up. I'll be happy ta play." Sam pulled Mack in close and wrapped furry arms around him and settled in for some sleep. 

The both ended up waking each other, Mack waking Sam about an hour later, and Sam waking Mack just as the first faint light of dawn was edging around the curtains. They explored a variety of positions, getting Mack used to all the possibilities. They slept again, more soundly this time. It took the combined chiming of Gertrude and Jim's pounding on the door to waken them. 

"Come on, guys! I got breakfast waiting!" Jim knocked again, to have the door opened by a sleepy and naked Sam. 

"Aw, come on in, Jim. Wake us up proper!" Sam stood aside, fondling his cock and balls as he waited for Jim to enter. 

"Nuh-uh. You know if I come in there, we'll fuck like bunnies for hours," Jim smiled. 

"And your point would be?" Sam was at half staff now. 

"My point would be that I have a business to run! Now get decent and come on over to the office and I'll feed you both. I know you've worked up an appetite," Jim said, winking.

Sam laughed and said, "Ok... we'll be there in two shakes of a cub's butt." 

After showering and pulling on clothes, the two headed over to the office and ducked under the counter and headed into the back room. Opening off it were comfortable living quarters with a large kitchen and table laid for three. 

"Just let me check these good people out, and we can get started," Jim called out. "Make yourselves at home." 

Shortly afterwards, the three bears sat down to a hearty southwest version of breakfast, with quesadillas, burritos, Southwestern omelets, hash browns, crisp bacon, and a casserole of beans, onions, rice, tomatoes, peppers and sausage; along with two pots of strong black coffee. "Damn me, Jim... you do good work in the kitchen, I will say that!" 

"Glad you liked it. And if you two aren't in a big hurry, I would have some free time in about a half an hour, as soon as the maids get started on the rooms." He eyed the closed door leading off the living area. 

"Sure thing, Jim. Mack here needs some experience, don'cha, bro?" Mack looked a Jim, then Sam, his face a mixture of longing and concern. 

"Ah, don't worry, son. Jim and I are play buddies from way back. He's good people." 

Jim hurried off and Mack and Sam cleared the table and stacked dishes in the dishwasher. 

Jim must have been eager, because is just over twenty minutes he was back in the living area, hugging both Sam and Mack and opening the door to the bedroom, seemingly all at once. Once inside, they all started to shed clothes. Mack openly watch Jim strip. He was shorter than Sam, and built like a fireplug. He turned and shucked his shirt and dropped his pants. Mack saw that his back was smooth, as were his butt and legs, but when he turned, Mack's eyes widened. Jim was blessed with a thick mat of fur so dense his nipples couldn't be seen. His belly button was obscured, too. The thick carpet ran from his neck where he obviously shaved it to his collar line, down to his crotch in an unbroken sweep. He had a compact cock and balls, the cock resting on the snugged, fur-covered ball sack, with just the tip showing through the foreskin. Jim scratched and saw Mack's stare. "Heehee. I'm a grower, not a shower. He comes out of his house when there's someone to play with." Jim walked over and hugged Mack in a solid bear hug. Within moments, Mack could feel his own crotch being poked by a thick fleshy probe. "See? He wants to make friends!" 

Sam walked over and joined in the bear hug, then slipped his paw down and fondled Jim's smooth ass. "Jim here is that blessing to gay men everywhere, the talented and enthusiastic bottom. He likes being ridden hard, and he loves to be put away wet." His paw had worked its way in between Jim's chubby butt cheeks and was making the man squirm with pleasure and anticipation. 

In the next couple of hours, Mack got the chance to practice some of the moves Sam had been teaching him. Sam tossed him a condom and indicated that he should use it. Mack started to question, but Sam just shook his head. Mack had used rubbers with Amy, and quickly rolled it on before entering Jim. It was different, but Mack was soon distracted by the logistics of trying to fuck the shorter Jim while standing. Bent over a chair was better, all fours better still. Jim was nothing if not willing. He worked his butt to milk Mack's cock, and rocked his butt back and forth while the younger man pumped. He pushed back in time with Mack's thrusting so that the loud slapping sounds of crotch and butt filled the room. Jim was vocal, too, keeping up a steady stream of appreciative words and noises. When Mack finally shot, Jim had a hands-free orgasm along with him. 

Sam was a happy spectator, watching his old and new friends enjoying each other. Once they had caught their breaths and separated, he moved in and began rubbing the splattered cum into Jim's mat of fur. Jim turned to him and they kissed deeply. By the time Jim had moved to the bed and laid back with his legs raised, Sam had rolled on a Magnum and and was coating his sheathed member with lube. He worked a good sized glob into Jim's butt, searching for his prostate with a thick finger. 

"Bingo!" he said, as Jim's eyes rolled back in his head. "Found it!" He rubbed and bent down to slurp up the glob of cum that the prostate massage had forced out of Jim's cock. He centered his thick meat at Jim's hole. "Watch this," Sam said, looking at Mack. He sank his hefty shaft in, balls-deep in one steady stroke. 

Jim moaned and hollered, "Oh, baby... yes, YES!!" 

Mack was frankly amazed that the smaller man could take all of Jim at all, let alone so easily. "Harder, dammit... harder, you big hairy fuck machine! Hammer my asshole, you fucker!!" Jim was lost in ecstasy, moaning and hollering and sweating as Sam worked his ass. Mack moved in and chewed on one of Jim's meaty nips while Sam took care of business. 

"Ready, bear?" Sam asked, and Jim nodded. "Fuck, yeah, fill my ass, man. FUCK ME!"

With that, Sam's butt muscles clenched and pushed him cock in deep repeatedly as he unloaded into the condom lodged in Jim's ass. The room stank of sex and sweat, a heady combination. 

The three were enjoying an extended cuddle when the buzzer in the office went off. "Damn. I hope Rosario gets that." The buzzing continued. "Double damn. I'll have to do it." Jim untangled himself and pulled on clothes and went out to answer. Meanwhile, Mack and Sam took a hot shower in Jim's huge bathroom ("Gee, I didn't know they made showers this big!" "They do when they're custom built and your butt makes the contractor get all hard and wet, son."). They toweled off and were sipping the last of the coffee when Jim came back in. 

"You guys heading out today?" Jim asked. 

"Yeah, I think so. We need to get to get over to Flagstaff and turn in that big-ass ol' Sierra and pick up my bike. I need to get this guy to his uncle in Bakersfield. He'll be thinking we fell into the Grand Canyon soon." 

"Well, its always a treat to see you, Sam, you know that. Anytime, and I mean ANYtime you need a place to stay, this is it." The shorter bear embraced the taller one and held the hug for a long time. "Don't be a stranger." 

"I won't," Sam promised as he and Mack headed for the SUV. "Take care!" They both waved as they drove off, Jim standing and watching the Sierra grow smaller in the distance. 

Led Zeppelin's 'The Immigrant Song' was rattling the speakers an hour later when Mack reached for the volume knob and turned it down. "Awww... I LIKE that one!" Sam protested. 

"Well, I got a question; we can listen in a minute." Mack paused and took a breath. "Sam... why did you insist that I use a condom back there? We didn't together. And why did you? Is Jim sick?" 

Sam slowed the vehicle a bit and thought before answering. "Nope. Jim's fine, strong and healthy." 

"So why?" Sam could see conflict within Mack and guessed where the conversation was going.

"Jim is a nice guy, a Hell of a good fuck and one of the sweetest men I've ever met; but Jim plays it strictly safe when it comes to sex and in today's world, that's to be expected. He told me from the start that he wouldn't bareback with me unless we were monogamous and I was tested." Sam said and looked over at Mack for a few seconds before his blue eyes returned to the road.

"Were you offended?" Mack asked.

"Oh, Hell, no! Jim got to where he is today by weighing risks. When someone does that, they make sure that everything they can control, is controlled. You are more successful if you weigh your options before you leap. He's a smart man and it's in his nature. I could no more blame him for that than blame him for being gay. I told him that I couldn't be monogamous and that I have and would continue to bareback some men; he accepted that, so we do it his way." Sam said.

"But… you had sex with me bareback." Mack said.

"Yes I did and I'm strong, clean and healthy, too. I'm very careful who I have sex with and extra careful with those I bareback. You're clean and healthy." Sam said.

"But… but I didn't know…" Mack began.

Sam smiled, "You didn't know if I was clean and healthy but you allowed me in you anyway. That's called trust and it was wonderful that you gave that to me. I swear to you son, I'd never give you anything that would hurt you."

Mack had a better-than-average crap detector for someone of his age. It had taught him that adults often lied to kids, and not always for the best of reasons. It wasn't screaming now, but he could tell that Sam was holding something back. It wasn't a major concern, but there was a slight undertone of concealment. Mack started to ask something, then asked a different question instead.

"One more thing though; were you offended just now when I asked?" Mack asked.

"Do I look offended?" Sam smiled, patted Mack's crotch and gestured to the CD player. "Now how 'bout we put that back to the start and rattle those speakers some while we can. The only thing you're gonna hear on my Hawg is its roar and the sound of wind whistling past your ears. I doubt your iPod will be of much use when competing with my scoot."

Mack put the track back to the beginning of the song and Sam pushed on the accelerator. 

The rest of the trip was uneventful. The miles unrolled and the music played. There was little but static on the radio, so they relied on Mack's collection of cd's. Once, when they stopped by the side of the road to pee, Mack looked down as they both shook off. "I wish I could chew on that right now."

Sam laughed a rich, deep laugh. "Son, ain't nothin' stoppin' you. We're in the desert, no one's around to care. Go for it." His cock began to inflate.

"Ummm...traffic?" Mack said, gesturing to the semi that was just roaring past. He tucked his own meat back in his jeans.

"Well, I see me a big ass boulder over there, that should shield us." Sam began to move off towards the rock.

"You sure?" Mack asked, still nervous of sex in the open air.

Sam looked over his shoulder. "Hey, don't tease! You got me interested, let's not waste the chance!" Mack followed the big bear.

Sam sat down in the shade of the boulder, leaning back, his erect cock jutting up and out of his pants, a glistening blob of precum at the tip. Mack knelt down and removed it with the tip of his tongue. The taste sent him into overdrive. Still worried about being seen by the passing traffic, he chowed down on Sam's sausage, milking it for all he was worth, moving fast. In moments, Sam was thrashing in ecstasy, bucking his hips up, driving his bloated cock into Mack's wet mouth. He reached for the young man's head and guided him gently, but Mack was beyond needing guidance. He bobbed up and down on the shaft, his tongue rubbing the underside right near the tip, and then circling the ridge before swallowing down to the root. He inhaled Sam's musky sweat scent deeply as the bear cried out and began pumping his mouth full. He swallowed rapidly, but the gush still dribbled out the sides of his mouth.

Mack leaned back and wiped his mouth, panting along with Sam. "Too fast? he asked.

"Shit, no! I usually like to make things last, but I like a quickie as well as the next guy. And you are developing a real talent for this, son." Sam put his big paw around the back of Mack's head and drew him in for a long kiss, tasting himself as his tongue lapped at Mack's. Sam wrestled his not quite flaccid cock back in his jeans and rose, extending a paw to Mack. They walked back to the SUV. "You drive," Sam said.

They pulled into Flagstaff late that afternoon. Sam gave Mike a call to let him know he was in town and a half hour or so they were at Grizzly Mike's Desert Choppers.

Chapter 8

Mack parked and the pair got out of the SUV. Grizzly Mike's was in what appeared to be a fairly new building. Mack gave a low whistle. "This isn't just a hole in the wall sorta place, is it?"

There was logo on the side of the building of a golden grizzly bear in biker gear riding a chopper in a large sideways oval. In embossed silvery lettering that looked like chrome the words, "Grizzly Mike's Desert Choppers" encircled the oval.

"Nope. Mike's done well for himself but he's had help. He's got a good design head on his shoulders, but his partner Larry is the one that's handled all the business... that allows Mike to concentrate on the talent end of it. Just now, Larry's away on a business trip lining up shows, promoting product lines and the like. Mike's shop used to be in a dinky little rented place 'bout five miles from here; last ten years his place has become the place for custom bikes for the entire Southwest. He was even offered TV series by one of the cable companies, but he turned it down. Mike's not the kinda guy who likes the limelight. He goes to the bike shows, Daytona, Sturgis, LA, Las Vegas of course, but he keeps his appearances to a minimum. He's not a recluse, but he's a little camera shy." Sam said.

They walked through the roll up garage doors into the heart of the shop. Sam looked around approvingly. It was a busy place. Eight to ten guys were working on four bikes in various stages of completion. Over in a corner of the shop next to a row of completed scoots stood a huge gold blond bearded man with a long blond braid hanging down to just below his butt. He was talking with a shorter, stout but muscled man with a full black beard and tattoos from shoulders to wrists, hair tufts poking out around the neck of his T-shirt. The blond man was wearing wraparound mirrored sunglasses on the top of his head and a glint of gold at his left earlobe signaled that he wore a small, simple gold earring. He was puffing on a double bent pipe, holding the bowl and gesturing with the stem like a pointer. He wore a light gray Harley T-shirt stretched across a barreled chest. The sleeves were literally ripped off showing off his huge tattoo covered muscular arms and golden fur. Worn jeans and black bike boots and a belt with a huge silver grizzly bear buckle completed his attire below the waist. He finished speaking with the other man, put the pipe back in his mouth and re-lit it, tamping it down. He looked up from his pipe at direction from the shorter man who pointed as he spoke and from across the shop he bellowed out "Sam!". He said something to the other man and moved around the row of bikes and moved quickly to meet with Sam. They clasped arms in a biker handshake and drew each other into a strong tight hug, still clasping each other's arms. Mack had followed and stood close. After exchanging pleasantries with Sam, Sam turned and introduced Mack. The blond turned to Mack and offered his hand and said with the pipe stem between his teeth, "Good to meet ya bro', I'm Mike." Mike clasped Mack's arm in the same way he'd clasped Sam's and drew him into a hug only a little less strong than the one he'd given Sam.

He released Mack and turned to Sam, "Your bike's done. Completely repaired and with a new paint job. Here it is now!" The stocky black bearded man was wheeling a bike toward them.

"Ho--ly Shit!" Sam said. "Mike... when you said ya'd fix it for free, I wasn't expectin' complete rebuild an' face lift! It looks brand fuckin' new! Man, you better let me pay you for that, I just said ya could fix it."

"Fuck no an' bull shit! You're not payin' me a cent for that and you didn't define what fix entailed; 'sides this was a labor of love. Me and Sparky here enjoyed takin' your fallin' apart piece of shit bike and bringin' it back to it's full glory. Besides, bro'... you know I can't charge you, I owe everything I am and everything here to you and Big Ronny; you two are dads to me, more than any of those scumbags my mom fucked around with... and Sam, you showed me what bein' a man means. Now, how could I charge you, ever? You bring that bike to me anytime, it's on the house." Mike said and then said with great pride, "It's 'n honor and no one knows more about bikes in the whole Southwest, you know that." Mike fixed Sam with a stare that said, 'I'll hear no more of this' as he puffed on his pipe.

Sam visually relented buy slumping his shoulders, "OK, you win."

"Good! 'Bout fuckin' time you let me do something for you, you stubborn ol' cuss." Mike smiled. "How 'bout you take it for a spin. I've padded the seat a little more than you're used to, should feel good on the road." 

Sam threw a leg over the bike and had a seat. It was a thing of beauty. It wasn't the beat up iron horse he'd considered putting out of it's misery when he brought to Mike to buy a new one. Hell, it had been a stock model and remained that all it's life. Sam had never felt the urge to customize it, but it was obvious that Mike felt it needed a full custom makeover. The stitched bears and bear paws on the black leather seat, the paint was metallic glittery black with silvery flames that stretched back over the tank and mud guards. There was gold pinstriping and lots of custom chrome. The front had cast and chromed bear claws adorning the wheel's hub. The shift was a chrome bear's head and a bear's head sat between the handlebars with the headlight in the bear's open mouth. 

"How long you been working on this?" Sam asked, looking at all the custom cast pieces.

"A few weeks." Mike answered with a straight face.

"Bull SHIT! The headlight and the shift are more than a few week's work alone." Sam said.

"Well, those... I'd been thinkin' about doin' your bike for a few years now so, I've been workin' on the wax models for awhile. Cast 'em in brass and chromed 'em." Sam gave him a look. "What? I'm workin' on a new line of 'animal totem accessories'; bald eagle, wolf, bear, snake, bull, boar, lion... stuff like that. You got the grizzly prototype." Mike tapped out his pipe and started filling it again. "Now, just give it a spin and I'll see ya back in a few, OK?"

Sam sighed. "I s'pose there's no sense in arguin', is there?"

"Nope, you'd just be wastin' yer time." Mike said as he puffed clouds of smoke while lighting his pipe.

"Right. Well, I'll be back in a bit then." Sam said. He put the helmet on and fired up the bike. It roared to life with power Sam had never heard from the beast before; his shocked look had Mike laughing and Sam flipped him off when he saw he was being laughed at. He eased out of the garage and headed off down the street.

Mike bent toward Mack and said, "Wanna know a secret?" and he laughed again.

"What?" Mack asked.

"I put a surprise in that seat of his, easily removable, but something that he's not going to notice for a couple of blocks." Mike grinned.

"Surprise?" Mack looked a bit worried.

"Nothin' that's gonna harm him, son." Mike said, "The ol' bear is ridin' on a 'joy seat'... I placed a firm silicone half egg in the seat, right in the place where his crotch drapes over it. It's positioned so that the vibrations will stimulate the area between his hole and his nuts."

Mack had used a vibrator in that area on himself before and had shot all over himself in just a couple of minutes.

"I think he's not gonna be too happy with you for that prank." Mack said.

"Nope! In fact, I'm countin' on it. He'll probably come back here in ten minutes with a big wet spot on his crotch, madder than a wet hen." Mike smiled.

"But why?" Mack asked.

Mike took the pipe out of his mouth and whispered in Mack's ear, "'cause Papa bear grudge fucks better than any man I've ever been fucked by in my life." Mike moved away from Mack's ear and then said, "''Sides... I owe him for a prank he and Larry played on me a couple of years back."

Mack looked around the shop. The men were all larger, hairy and well muscled. Some with more padding than others, but all looked powerful. Mike noticed Mack's appraisal.

"They're all hand picked, son. Each one of 'em is a 'brother', if you know what I mean." Mike winked.

"You mean everyone here is... gay?" Mack asked quietly.

"No, not all of 'em, a lot are bi and married or have an ol' lady, but each of 'em have known what it's like to feel like they're the only guy out there who is into bros. None of 'em talk about what they do with their bros when they're on the road or when they're hangin' out with each other." Mike said quietly. "They work out in gym I built on site. It's free to all employees an' part of our company 'health plan'. It's brought 'em all closer together. They workout together before or after work and they've bonded in a way that's different than just working together. The place is just more... friendly-like now; and damn, but the eye candy is good, ain't it?" 

Mack nodded. There was the angry roar of a Harley coming down the block toward the shop.

"That'd be Sam. Make yourself scarce, he's a beast when he's mad. Worse still when he sexed up and mad!" Mike said and gleefully rubbed his hands together.

Sam pulled into the shop, killed the engine, propped the bike up and dismounted. He tore his helm off and handed it to Mack, "Mack, go grab somethin' to eat." Sam said in an even tone. There was a small wet spot on the front of Sam's crotch. He looked at Mike, "You!" His voice raised just slightly and had a growling tone to it, Mike was laughing. "Office! Now!"

Mack stood there watching as Sam muscled Mike into his own office and drew the blinds. The stout black bearded fellow who had brought the bike out stepped over and offered his hand, "I'm Rich". He too took Mack's arm in a biker clasp and hugged him. "But everyone calls me 'Sparky'. Look, your ol' man and my boss are gonna be in there awhile. How 'bout you and I go grab a late lunch. I haven't had food yet."

"Sounds good, what's around?" Mack asked.

"Great diner about a mile from here, why don't you hop on my scoot, I'll take ya." Rich said. The two left with Mack looking over his shoulder at the closed office door.

The noises coming from within the office sounded fierce. The thud of a piece of office furniture, growls and grunts, the crash of what sounded like a trash can being kicked, all spoke of a real struggle.

Everyone working paused, but all knew better than to disturb the boss when he was 'entertaining'. This wasn't the first time noise had been heard coming from the office. If a customer were to come in while it was going on, one of the guys would quietly escort him to the showroom offices where the up-front staff could take care of him.

“Damn me but I am going to make you pay for that little stunt!” Sam yelled at Mike. 

Mike laughed, “You and who's army, old man?” as he circled around, keeping the desk between himself and the angry bear. “You liked it and you know it! Lookit the evidence!” Mike pointed to the growing wet spot on Sam's jeans.

“Why, you little pissant, mother fuckin', evil, disrespectful li'l SHIT!” Sam lunged across the desk and caught Mike's gray tee shirt and hung on. Mike turned and grinned and slithered out of the Harley shirt as it tore. His thick blond fur was beginning to mat with sweat, his braided ponytail flicking drops of sweat, swinging.

“Heh... not so easy, is it old man!” Hearing that, Sam roared and chased Mike around the desk again. He caught the blond bear's thick black belt and yanked hard, popping the buckle in front. The ragged work jeans Mike was wearing partially gave way next. Mike stumbled and Sam, seeing his chance, pounced. The chase turned into a wrestling match complete with torn clothing and animal sound effects. Sam lost his shirt, and his heavily furred torso dripped sweat. His muscles had grown larger as he wrestled and the seams at the crotch and along the outer thigh gave it up and split.

“It's payback time, cub!” Sam had managed to pin the big blond bear on the floor and was struggling to mount him. His great cock was swollen and red, dripping precum. The resistance of the bear under him only made his organ more engorged. He worked his cock in between Mike's hairy butt cheeks. He loved this just as much as Mike did.

Secretly pleased with the success of his trick with the bike's seat and the effect it had had on Sam's libido, Mike growled and pretended to be angry, and struggled, but not so hard that he'd break Sam's hold. The whiffs he got of Sam's ripe pits excited his groin, his meat swelling almost painfully. Paws gripping the rug, legs kicking and scrambling, Mike growled, “Do your worst, you old fart!”

“Fuckin' A, I'm gonna do my worst. I'm gonna punish that sorry ass of yours. Gonna fuck it and you into next week, PUP!” With that, Sam shoved his thick pole deep into Mike's sweat-soaked butt. Mike howled. 

Mike thrashed and grunted and howled again, as Sam's meat penetrated his clenched ass. The thick blunt tip forced its way through the hair, and gradually widened the opening into Mike's tunnel. Sam's ram battered its way deeper, the thick shaft working past the muscle ring, pumping in deeper and deeper. Mike struggled; but, truth be told, the struggle involved more pushing back onto Sam's huge meat than anything else. The two huge bears grappled, like the fur covered animals they were, growing more heated and urgent in their coupling as Sam increased his pumping. Mike knew Sam like this rough play and knew that his 'struggle' was an essential part of it. The more he struggled, the better Sam liked it and the more intense and satisfying his breeding became. 

Sam suddenly gripped Mike especially tight around his chest and shoved his cock in as deep as he could; grunted loud then roared louder, hollering, “Shit FUCK! Your ass is MINE!” Sam clung tightly as he unloaded deep in Mike's blond ass. He continued to pump, driving daddy bear seed deep into the bear ass he was dominating. Sam ground his thick beard into Mike's hairy back and neck and slowed his fucking. As the last spurts topped off the load in Mike's filled ass, he stopped. Rasping breath and the occasional grunt as one bear settled on the other were the only noises that came from the office now; and outside, work once again resumed at a more normal pace.

Both bears were soaked in sweat and panting and as Sam slowly pulled out, a gush of hot bear seed followed. Sam reared back on his knees and Mike struggled up. He turned, facing Sam.

“Glad to see you can still get it up, you old fossil,” Mike said, grabbing Sam's slippery shoulders and pulling him in tight for a prolonged snog. The two broke the kiss and Sam laughed out loud. 

“Damn right and don't you forget it, kid!” Sam got to his feet and extended a hairy paw to Mike, Mike gripped his forearm with his own paw and raised himself up. “You still got that shower in the back?” Sam asked. “I got a couple hundred miles of dirt on me and you're a fucking mess.” 

“And whose fault is that?” Mike growled, taking a playful swing at Sam, “Shower's this way.” Mike reached for the door and the two headed to the shower.

Mike turned on the shower on full blast and the pair stood under the hot streams coming from the three shower heads all focused on the center. Sam pulled Mike into a hug and the two kissed fiercely. Sam broke it and looked into Mike's eyes.

"Been cravin' some bottom time with daddy, huh?" Sam said.

"Yeah... me an' Larry are great in bed. I love bein' his papa, but once in awhile I need a big hairy daddy to work me over" Mike said, "an' only one I know of will do... an' he's pressing his hard cock inta my crotch right now!"

Sam kissed him again and nipped his lower lip before he spoke, "Ya didn't need to give me that prostate massage in my scoot's seat to get me to fuck you rough, ya know."

"Nope, that was payback for you an' Larry tyin' me up and teasin' me. The both of ya playin' with me just enough so that I was constantly turned on an' kept me cooled off enough so's I never came... for three fuckin' days." Mike said

"Yeah, that was a great weekend!" Sam said as he hunched into Mike's crotch and smiled, "You COULDA broken through your bonds, ya know."

"You shit head!" Mike said and smacked Sam's wet ass with the hand resting on it. "You knew I wouldn't tear through that leather gear, its got sentimental attachment for me."

"Yes... I knew that... that's why I chose it." Sam smirked. "Besides, when you finally came, wasn't the three days of edging worth it? Didn't you have the most mind blowing orgasm you'd ever had?" 

"Yes to both questions, but it was still a mean joke." Mike said.

"Yes, it was and now we're even. Do I get to keep the little love-nut stimulator to insert when I want?" Sam smiled evily.

"Yep, custom seat for my horny daddy." Mike said.

"You're an evil little shit, but your my evil little shit... you're spawn of evil!" Sam said and kissed him again. 

Mike laughed, "Like father, like son!"

They soaped each other up, taking their time to massage each other and rub their bodies together. After rinsing, Sam pushed Mike up against the stone tile wall and fucked him again, this time less roughly, but still with a lot of power. Mike was plenty slick from what was still in his ass. They traded places and Sam spreadeagled. Mike still hadn't shot and was rock hard. He spread a little of his precum on Sam's pucker and hilted in one swift move. He gripped Sam around his thick middle, his chest and belly fur meshing with Sam's back pelt. He fucked rapidly and unloaded quickly but oh, it was satisfying. The two rinsed off again, turned off the shower and toweled each other dry.

They padded back into the office naked and looked at the ruin that was their clothes lying about an office that needed some serious straightening up.

"You better have something to wear around here." Sam growled.

"Way ahead of ya." Mike said and opened up a filing cabinet drawer. Sam peeked inside and began pulling out clothes, "I figured you'd probably trash my clothes an' yours as well. You change some when you wrestle mad an' I know that those seams just weren't designed for that."

Sam pulled out a new pair of jeans and a 4X black T-shirt that had the Grizzly Mike's Desert Choppers logo on it. "Those'll fit." Mike said and he fished out his set which was identical except the shirt color was red. In minutes the pair were dressed and out of the office. Everyone on the floor was not paying attention in a very obvious way.

"Wonder where my cub went?" Sam asked.

"Dunno, I'll ask around." Mike said and he came back in a few minutes with the news.

"Sparky told Joe that he was taking Mack to Sally's Diner. Sparky's off work early today seein' as how he came in at three-thirty this mornin' to help me put the finishin' touches on yer bike. Hop on your scoot; I'll grab mine an' we'll join them at the diner." Mike grinned.

"Not 'til you show me how to remove the nut massager." Sam said and grinned back.

“Well, you are 'Mr. No-Fun', ain'choo?” Mike chuckled and showed Sam the release on the seat, removed the silicone egg, and tossed it to the big bear. Sam pocketed it, and the two roared off to the diner.

Chapter 9

Sam and Mike arrived at Sally's Diner just as Sparky and Mack were finishing up their meals. “Where's that bitch-goddess of the grill?” Sam hollered as the two entered. Sally's head popped up from behind the order hole.

“Well, if it ain't my two bestest customers! Sam, it's been a while. How you been keepin'?” Sally motioned a waitress over. “Edna, take these two walking bottomless pit's orders.” She turned back to Sam and Mack. “Your buddies are over in the front booth.”

Sam and Mike sat with Sparky and Mack. Edna brought Mack and Sparky's pie and flipped a page on her order pad.

“Too late for breakfast?” Sam said, without looking at the manu.

“Oh, hell no. Sally's always ready to do breakfast for you guys. The usual?”

Sam nodded and Edna wrote. “And for you, Mike?”

Mike glanced at the menu. “Biker's Breakfast for me, too. Thanks.” Edna took the menus and headed back to the order hole. 

In short order, plate after plate began arriving at the booth. Eggs, bacon, sausage, hash browns, waffles, juice, and a large pot of coffee filled the space. Mack looked in wonder as the mountains of food began to disappear. “I've seen Sam eat before, but I didn't know there were two appetites that big. You guys eat like horses!” 

Mike chuckled and nudged Sam in the ribs as he forked another sausage in his mouth. “No, like hungry bears!” Sam barked a laugh and poured more coffee. 

“Good fuckin' makes a good appetite. You guys finished there?” Sam looked at the empty pie plates in front of Mack and Sparky.

“Yeah. And I need to take Mack back now, unless one of you wants to. I got stuff to do.” Sparky looked a bit sheepishly at his boss.

“Well, damn me, Sparky. Nah, its OK, one of us will ride him back. You got a hot date?” When Sparky colored a bit, Mike roared with laughter. “That's it.... you've got a date tonight! You finally got Fred to say yes to more than lunch! You dawg!” The good-natured kidding continued as Sparky eased out of the booth and picked up his bill. The razzing followed him as he headed to the cash register. 

“You hairy bastards just see that you clean your plates or Edna ain't givin' you NO pie... you hear that Edna? NO PIE!” Sparky called out as he headed out to the parking lot, shaking his head.

Mack looked at Mike and Sam, both of whom were shaking with laughter. “What was that?”

“Oh, Sparky has been alone way too long for his own good. There's this guy, Fred, that he's been interested in for months now; but Fred's been playing hard to get. Looks like ol' Sparky has cracked Fred's defenses.” Mike poured Mack another mug of strong black coffee. “We're just funnin' Sparky. If we didn't rag on him, he'd think we didn't care about him. Which we do.”

Plates were cleared and pie arrived and was consumed. Mike looked at Sam and Mack. “You too look like you could use a good bed and night's sleep. You been drivin' all day?” Mack nodded. “Well, you're staying with me tonight.” Sam started to interrupt. “Nope, I insist. No arguing.”

Once the last of the pie had been polished off, Mike picked up the bill and the three headed to the register. While Mike paid, Sam put a big paw on Mack's shoulder and squeezed. “Don't worry, Mike's good people.” They headed out to the lot. Mike kicked his ride into life while Mack settled behind Sam. Throttles twisted, pipes roared, and the three headed out to Mike's place.

Sam hollered back over his shoulder to Mack. “Mike used to pretty much live at the shop, but a couple of years ago he bought a house a couple of blocks away. He and Larry've been working on it ever since. I call it their cave. They've got it fixed up real nice.” Within a few minutes, they had turned onto a side street. They cruised slowly down a couple of blocks, turned again, and pulled into a wide driveway and into a triple garage. Half the space was filled with a '49 Mercury, obviously undergoing some restoration. The rest of the space was intended for the bikes.

The three headed into Mike's house, through the kitchen and into the main living area. Mike had knocked out walls and turned the living and dining room into one large replica of a bar, only with couches and chairs instead of stand up tables. A bar stood against one wall, in front of a mirror and shelves filled with bottles, pictures, belt buckles, what looked like an old carburetor, a speed limit sign, and a couple of street signs. A pool table graced the right side of the area, and couches and chairs were grouped around a pot bellied stove on the left. “Told ya,” Swam whispered.

“Guys, I gotta pee, “ Mack was all but dancing, the vibrations of Sam's ride having done a real number on his bladder.

“Through there and to your left,” Mike waved.

Sam took Mike's arm and pulled him close, speaking in a low voice. “Just to let you know. We can all play tonight, but go kinda easy on Mack. I've bred him, and he's learning to take it a lot more easy, but go slow. He's not ready for bear sex just yet. And don't change, even to half form. Just guys havin' fun, OK?”

Mike looked at his papa. “He doesn't know?”

“Well, not about that; not yet, anyway. Don't worry, I'll tell him. And show him, come to that. But not yet. By the way, he's turning into a talented fucker. You might want to give him a try.” Sam grinned at his one time cub. 

“Pimpin' for yer cub? Come here, you sexy fucker,” Mike said, pulling his papa bear into a tight hug and sloppy bear smooch.

“Still horny, ain'tcha? I can read you like a fucking book!” Sam rubbed Mike's swelling crotch and tongue-wrestled with him as Mack came back from the can, zipping up his pants. 

“Hey! You started without me!”

Sam extended a hairy arm and motioned for Mack to come and join in. Mack wasted no time, and was enfolded into a three way bear hug and grope. Mack's senses went into overdrive as he was assaulted with the strong bear scent of his papa along with the equally strong but tantalizingly different smell of the second bear. The feel of furry arms and paws on his body and the scratch of their beards on his face was like heaven to the young man.

“Let's git nekkid,” Mike grinned, and the other two nodded and followed Mike into the bedroom, shedding clothes as they went. Mack went last, admiring the strong, thick backs of Mike and Sam, and lusting after their meaty butts. He really hoped he'd get another chance to fuck Sam, and Mike's blond, fur-covered butt was making his cock drool.

Entering the bedroom, Mike turned on a small light on the dresser and turned to Mack. “You've got a fine body there, Mack. Put some meat on those bones and some more fur on that chest and belly and you'll be grade A prime bear meat! And speaking of meat...” Mike sank down and took Mack's swollen member into his hot mouth and began to suck and tongue the rigid pole. Sam stood next to the two, his arm around Mack and his paw resting on Mike's head. In short order, Mack was shaking and close to exploding in Mike's mouth.

“Son, Mike's a talented cocksucker. He'll drink down everything you can give him, but if he's going too fast, just let him know. He'll match your speed and make it last if you want to.”

Mack tapped Mike on the shoulder and immediately the blond bear slowed his slurping. He backed his mouth off, holding Mack's shaft in his paw and looked up at him. Mack nodded and stroked Mike's head and Mike returned to chowing down on the bear meat in his paw, but at a slower pace. Sam's cock was pounding erect, bobbing with each heartbeat. He moved behind his cub and wedged his erect cock between the lightly furred cheeks and placed his arms around Mack in his favorite 'hug from behind' move. He pumped his hips, forcing his meat deeper between and tickling Mack's asshole while driving his cub's cock forward and into Mike's hungry mouth.

Sam pulled back and spat on his hand and slicked himself with a combination of spit and precum. He bent his knees a bit and guided his rigid cock back in between Mack's butt cheeks. By this time, Mack was pumping his own cock into Mike's warm wet mouth and the back and forth motion complimented Sam's thrusting so that in a minute, Sam's meat was buried in his cub's ass, sheathed to the hilt. Sam put his hands on Mack's hips and held him while he pumped. Growls and slurps and moans filled the room as each pleasured the other. The sharp smell of sex and sweat permeated the room. 

Unheard, a key rattled in the side door, and a tired figure moved in and turned on the kitchen light, closing and locking the door behind him, dropping the travel bags at the door. Hearing the sex sounds from the bedroom, he moved toward the door and stood, surveying the hot pumping action in front of him. Mike's eyes swiveled towards the door but he continued addressing Mack's meat. Sam, following the direction of Mike's eyes, turned.

“Hey, Larry! Come on in and join the party. Always room for one more!” He went back to plowing his cub's ass as Larry forgot his tiredness and shed his business clothes.

Dressed, Larry was a buttoned-down, almost elegant business man. Short, to be sure; with a belly, certainly. But the cut of his suit largely concealed his overall stockiness and revealed none of his hairiness. Dressed this way, Larry exuded confidence, controlled power, refinement and shrewdness. Naked, he was a fur-covered fireplug; a hot bear who exuded raw sexuality, shameless lust and male potency. His scent spoke of his sexual need, no doubt Larry had been abstaining, saving up for his homecoming. The shiny bald top of his head, wreathed in a gray-white horseshoe of close cropped hair was the largest hairless place on his body. Head set on a corded bull neck, wide muscular shoulders, thick bulging arms, a rock hard ball belly - all sat on meaty tree trunk legs and a well muscled butt. Larry might have looked like a bit of a butterball beneath his business suit, but with it off, it was obvious he was not. Everything on the bear was covered, from head to toe, in a thick pelt of gray and white fur, and out of the center of his crotch, a thick but still flaccid stubby cock extended slightly over a nice pair of heavy balls.

Mack's head was thrown back, his eyes screwed shut in ecstasy. The intensity of being fucked and sucked at the same time was driving him over the edge, and he badly wanted to fuck at least once, maybe more. He tapped Mike's shoulder and the blond bear once again backed off. Mack panted as Sam continued skewering his cub.

Mike turned to Larry and reached for him. Larry closed the distance between them and Mike's arms went around the shorter man's legs and butt, drawing him in close. Mike buried his face in Larry's crotch and snuffled and slurped.

“God, you smell great! Welcome home, love.” Mike began to coax Larry's cock into full attention. Larry whispered so only Mike could hear while he stroked his lover's head. Mike lapped at Larry's meat, making the thick red stub shiny with saliva. 

Placing his thumb and index finger in a ring, he forced back the thick hair that covered the base of Larry's cock. “Have you ever seen anything that purdy?” he said to Sam and Mack. “Solid thick bear meat; meat fit to feed a grizzly!”

What Larry lacked in length, he certainly made up for in girth. Most of his life he had been shy of his less than stellar endowment, but Mike's worship of his thick body had changed his point of view. It was obvious that Mike couldn't get enough of Larry's cock. It was just as obvious that Larry liked the attention. His cock was leaking like a broken faucet. Mike flicked his tongue against Larry's tip and drew out a long string of precum. “My lover makes the sweetest dick drool!” Mike reached up and hugged Larry again, who bent and kissed the top of Mike's head.

Sam chuckled and poked Mike. “You want to try Mack? I know he's primed and ready to nail you, and he could use the practice with someone new. What say?”

Mike stood up. “Sure, but my knees are killing me. On the bed, OK?” All nodded, and Mike got on all fours on the bed as Sam tossed Mack a bottle of lube from the night table. Mack slicked himself and eagerly got down behind Mike on the bed. His cock had a slightly downward curve to it and he had to use his hand to position himself at Mike's pucker. 

“He likes it rough, bro. Just go for it.” Sam grinned and squeezed then slapped Mack's butt. 

Mack needed no further encouragement and plunged in. Mike yelped, then growled. Mack started to pull out, but Mike shook his head and Sam said, “No, he's OK. He likes it rough. Go on, pound his ass.”

Mack jackhammered Mike's ass, knowing he wouldn't last long with all the stimulation he'd had in Mike's mouth. He felt his ejaculation building and grabbed Mike's furry shoulders as he attempted to climb inside the blond bear under him. Mike moaned each time Mack's down-curved shaft forced its tip over Mike's prostate. All fours was the perfect fucking position for Mack to give a prostate massage. 

“Watch him, son, see how he reacts. And listen; you'll know when you're hitting the sweet spot when he moans or throws his head back,” Sam said, standing close to his cub.

Mack was a quick learner, and used the curve to his advantage, altering his angle and watching for Mike's response. Soon Mike was all but whimpering with joy as Mack plowed his ass, hitting his prostate every time.

Larry growled a surprisingly deep and loud tone. Sam snapped his head around and saw the feral light in Larry's eyes and the elongated snout beginning to reshape his face. 

“No!” Sam hissed in Larry's ear. “Mack isn't ready for that yet. Stay human.” 

Larry started, then nodded. The fire in his eyes damped somewhat and his face returned to its normal roundish shape. He scooted under Mike and took his cock in his mouth to receive the load that Mack was fucking out of him. Mack hollered that he was cumming, and gripped Mike's shoulders hard as he drove in one last deep time and unloaded in the bear's ass. At nearly the same moment, Mike came, flooding Larry's mouth with hot bear seed almost faster than Larry could swallow. Sam laughed out loud and grabbed his straining cock and jacked until he shot his own load over the three coupled bears on the bed below him. 

Panting and gasping, the four sank down onto the mattress. “God, this place STINKS of sex,” Larry said.

“Yeah... ain't it GREAT?” Mike said, smooching him.

Later, as Larry slept curled up on his larger lover's chest and belly and Mike's snores rasped, Sam and Mack talked quietly as they stroked and petted each other. 

“Larry sure is eager. They make an odd pair, but they really do seem to fit together well,” Mack said softly to Sam.

“Yeah, they do. “ Sam glanced over at the sleeping couple. “Kinda the Odd Couple, in size at least. Well, looks, too.”

“Well, they sure match in hairiness. Damn, but they are furry! How did they meet... you know?”

“Oh, yeah. 'Course, I knew Mike long before he met Larry. Larry was an accountant for some hotshot firm in New York. Not a big company, but high-powered, only the best clients. Larry started with them out of college and grew with them. Then they got engulfed and devoured. 'Hostile takeover', they call it. Larry told me the details one day when we were out riding. This company strip mined his company for all their best assets and clients, blew off the rest, and sacked a lot of the little people. The executives they either absorbed into the few positions they had open, or bought them out. Larry was so mad he took the money and told them exactly what he thought of the way they treated the people that worked for them and just where to shove their office tower . Mind you, this was in front of some new clients, who must have had second thoughts about going with the firm after that. Way I heard it, he didn't even clean out his office, just stormed out.”

“Well, he took some time off and considered what to do with the rest of his life. Believe it or not, Larry has a bit of the gypsy under all that business drag. He'd always liked the independent life he imagined bikers had. He bought a used bike, and rode around the midwest for three, four months. He ended up in Sturgis during the two weeks of the rally. He was like a kid in a candy store there, bikes and bikers everywhere. He met Mike, got to talking and drinking with him. The next day at Mike's trailer, they skipped the drinking, got right down to fucking. Then they talked some more. The next morning, Larry says that he and Mike should go in together and make Mike's dream work. And that...” Sam paused and gave Mack a deep kiss, with tongue, “...was how Grizzly Mike's Desert Choppers was conceived. A couple of years later Mike was one of the hottest new bike designers in the Southwest.” Sam pulled Mack close and nuzzled his beard against his neck.

Mack still had questions. “Larry's a lot older than Mike, but Mike seems almost protective of him, like you are with me. I'm the young one, so that makes sense, but with them...”

“Yeah, well.” Sam realized they were edging into potentially dangerous territory and chose his words carefully but without seeming to. “You see, Mike is a genuine biker, Larry was new to all this. Larry has business smarts, but he needed to learn biker smarts and ways. So Mike was kind of a daddy to him. Larry came to all this kind of late in life. Mike grew up with it. Larry has become a real bro'; you should see him in biker gear, he wears it like a second skin now and when he and Mike walk into a biker bar, he blends right in, even his language changes. At home or around customers he's more genteel like.”

Mack thought, then nodded. “Something else, though. Mike seems.... I dunno, different when he's around Larry. More... well, more...”

“Courtly.” Sam said, smiling.

“Yeah, I guess,” Mack said, slightly surprised at Sam's choice of words.

“Son, after eleven years, Mike still can't believe his luck in snagging Larry. Any more than Larry can believe his luck at getting Mike. They treat each other with tenderness, mutual respect and courtesy. They really deeply love each other. Mike shifts his demeanor with Larry. It's the way Larry was brought up and that touches something in Mike. 'Course, Mike also responds when Larry begs him to get dirty with him in the sack!” Sam nudged his thickening cock in Mack's backside.

“Oh, man... I gotta get some sleep!” Mack moaned. Sam chuckled and gave his cub a squeeze. 

“All right, son. You rest up. I guess we have been working you kinda hard.” 

The two joined the already sleeping pair in sleep and soft snoring.

Chapter 10

It was pitch black in the bedroom. Outside a coyote howled and in the room, the sound of three burly bears sleeping soothed Mack. He'd have gone back to sleep, but his bladder was what had awoken him and he needed release. Sleeping on the outside of the bed, Mack easily rolled out and padded into the bathroom. He closed the door softly and turned on the light. He stood at the bowl and relieved himself, he was just about finished when the door opened and in padded Larry. 

He growled in a sleep roughened voice, "Mind if I join you?"

Larry moved next to Mack and draped his left arm with the 'Grizzly Mike' logo tattoo on the bicep around Mack's middle. He gave him a kiss on the cheek and added his stream to Mack's. Mack slipped an arm behind Larry and stroked the fur on his lower back and ass as the stocky bear pissed.

Mack finished up and watched as Larry continued. He reached down with his left hand and gripped Larry's thick cock, with his right and continued to pet Larry's muscular butt. Larry finished up and Mack shook him off, stroking the muscular bear's cock to full hardness; Larry closed his eyes, turned his face to the ceiling and moaned in pleasure. Mack's fingers found Larry's hole, Mike's cum oozed out and slicked it and Mack's fingers slipped in easily. Larry squeezed Mack's fingers with his anal muscles then looked into the young bear's eyes with a quizzical look and asked, "You wanna play a little?"

Mack grinned, "Yeah. You wanna fuck me?" he asked.

Larry smiled, "Not all bears want to do the fucking, Mack." Mack gave him a strange look and Larry smiled gently. Mack had assumed that because Larry was a sliver bearded older bear, he would do the fucking. Larry explained, "I like to shoot as much as the next guy, I love to have my cock sucked and my ass munched but I'm what you'd call a bottom and I'm pretty much completely a bottom. I have fucked other guys and I came, but it just doesn't do as much for me as being fucked. I didn't get the same charge out of topping that I do from being the bottom. Mike's trying to teach me to be a top and who knows, I might learn to enjoy that in time, but the truth is I'll probably always prefer to be a bottom."

With that, Larry pulled Mack into a hot tongue wrestling session. Mack's passion rose with Larry's. Wordlessly they parted and Larry moved to the sink. It was a vanity set up with two sinks and a marble top. Larry stood between the two sinks, leaned over and offered his ass to Mack. Mack's hard tool nuzzled at the opening, Larry squeezed his ass and a little of Mike's cum oozed out. Mack, totally turned on by the thought of pushing his cock into Larry's ass with all that bear sperm still in it, put his cock to the hole and gently pushed. Larry opened up and Mack sunk in to the root so fast it made him gasp with unexpected pleasure. Larry's gray ass fur tickled his groin, their balls nestled together.

Larry chuckled, "You like that?". 

Mack moaned an affirmative, but the look on Mack's face in the mirror spoke far more eloquently. Larry loved to bottom with a new guy.

Mack caressed Larry's bald head, feeling the contrast between the smooth shiny skin and his short cropped gray hair as he thrust into Larry. Larry gently coached Mack to get the positioning right so his cock would find Larry's nut. Larry's muscular ring squeezed and teased the glans and shaft, gently milking the young bear's cock. Soon Mack was gripping Larry's furry shoulders, thrusting into Larry. Larry gripped and massaged the cock, squeezing on the pull out and opening on the thrust in.

Mack was nearing climax when Mike walked into the room squinting in the light. He chuckled, moved close wrapping a hairy arm around Mack, kissing him on the cheek. Looking down at his mate he growled, "I'm next."

"My cub is a fantastic bottom, ain't he?" Mike whispered in Mack's ear. 

Mack moaned his reply. Mike began to gently kiss and nibble on his neck, tickling Mack's neck with his lush golden beard. Larry intensified his workout and within seconds Mack began to tremble and buck. Mike moved his furry mouth over Mack's new beard and to his lips. Mack moaned into Mike's mouth as their tongues twined. Mike massaged and pinched Mack's nipples and with the added stimulation, Mack unloaded in Larry's ass. Mack pulled almost all the way out and Larry squeezed the cock in rapid oscillations, almost sucking on the cock with his muscular rings. Mike gripped Mack's body hard as he growled in the throes of orgasm. He spat on two fingers and quickly shoved them up Mack's ass. He found his nut and rhythmically pressed the organ. Mack came again, violently, growling, trembling; he thrust hard and deep into the bottom bear, Mike urging him on, telling him what a hot fucker he was. Mack unloaded four more shots and soon was spent. Larry had shot all over the cabinets, he too was spent and panting, bent over the marble top vanity. Mike bent and shared a long, deep kiss with his love as he fingered Mack's prostate and withdrew.

As the pair cooled off and regained their strength, Mike patted Mack's ass and said, "You two get on back in the bedroom an' wake up the ol' man, I think he's ready for another round. I'm gonna take a piss an' I'll be right in."

Larry and Mack parted and cleaned each other off. Larry kissed Mack, "Your daddy's a big hot fucker, mind if he fucks me next?"

Mack smiled, "Not at all, mind if I suck you while he does?"

Larry laughed, "Just how long have you been having mansex?"

Mike interrupted, "Save room for me, damn it! I like to watch, but I like being in the thick of it more."

"Oh, you know there's always room somewhere, daddy," Larry answered over his shoulder as he left the bathroom.

Over the next three days Mack got a thorough education in multiple partner sex. Larry and Mike did have to leave for work, but while Sam and Mack were there, they took half days, coming home around noon for sex and then dinner. The last night, they all headed out on bikes to a biker pub called "Smitty's" favored by Mike and his lover both for the atmosphere and the good food. Sam was right, when Larry put on his biker gear, he was a natural. Larry was like some sort of ursine chameleon. As soon as he stuffed a large cigar in his bearded maw and fired up his custom fat boy he looked and acted every bit as if he'd been raised on a hawg. He took off down the road, his black muscle T-shirt showing off his huge arms. Anyone seeing pics of Larry in his business suit would think it couldn't be the same person as the bro' who now sat astride his mechanical beast. Mack noticed how Larry's demeanor and language had changed and that no one in the pub doubted that he belonged there.

They spent the evening with good food, good drink and great stories; and when they returned home there was, of course, more sex. It was a good farewell as Mack and Sam would be on the road to Bakersfield tomorrow. That night, Mack slept between Mike and Larry, with Sam curled around Larry, his huge cock nestled in Larry's crack. When Mack would wake, he would wake one, both or all three of the men for sex. Mack found that his lustful appetite had increased. He was not insatiable, but he was extremely hungry. The trio wanted Mack to have as much bearsex as he wanted while he was there.

The next morning, after breakfast, Sam and Mack got ready to hit the road. Sam was in his worn biker gear, with big sweat stains under his arms on his new black Harley t-shirt in the warming morning sun. Mack wore jeans, a 'Grizzly Mike' black T-shirt and a pair of engineer boots gifted to him by Larry. Larry and Mike waved, their arms around each other, as Sam and Mack roared off on Sam's ride.

Chapter 11

Sam pulled into the lot of a "Thrifty Traveler Motel". Both of them were pretty tired, and Sam checked them into a room with a single queen sized bed. It wasn't luxurious, but it was clean, available and somewhat anonymous. They'd stopped at a diner earlier and Mack was well fed and ready to get into bed with Sam. After having ridden behind Sam all day long, holding on to his beefy body, bathing in his ursine scent and enjoying the pleasurable vibration from the Hawg, Mack wanted to make love with Sam, but he also wanted sleep. His muscles were sore, he'd never ridden on a motorcycle before and didn't realize that moving with his partner on the bike would be such work. On the way to the room, Sam quickly groped Mack's ass and Mack reached back and groped Sam's. Mack found he wanted sex, but he wanted sleep more. They stripped and crawled into bed, Sam curling protectively around Mack.

Ronnie Hicks and Jimmy Banner slouched in Jim's car, half in the bag and pissed as hell. The two women who had seemed so hot to trot in the bar two hours ago had obviously stood them up. Their anger simmered as they passed the bottle back and forth between them. Ronnie watched as Sam and Mack walked across the parking lot from the motel office to their room. He saw Sam fumble for the key and drop it, and Mack pick it up and hand it to the larger man. He saw the larger man give the younger one a hug and a kiss as he fitted the key to the lock and opened the door.

Ronnie nudged Jimmy. "We got us some faggots here, Jimmy-boy."

"Yeah," Jimmy said, "but did you see the size of the big one? Daaaamn!” He took another swig out of the bottle. “Hey, why don't we wait a bit for them to get good and asleep and then kick the door in. Surprise 'em, like. Scare the crap outta 'em."

"Oh, I think I wanna do more than just scare the crap outta them fuckin' faggots. I got me a baseball bat and I wanna put some hurt on 'em." Ronnie said.

"I dunno," Jimmy said and took another swig from the bottle of JD, "that big guy looks... big. Maybe jest scare 'em.”

"What the fuck, Jimmy!” Ronnie waved the bottle around a bit unsteadily. “He's a fuckin fag! He might look bad ass, but he's not a real man, not like us. There's two of us and one of him and the little fag will probably go hide in the closet... heh heh heh, hide in the closet! He'll wish he never came out of it!"

"OK then, we'll wait 'til they're asleep, then we'll kick the shit out of some faggot ass. You still got them brass knuckles you take to biker bars?" Jimmy asked.

"Sure do, look in the glove box." Ronnie said and took the bottle of JD for a swallow.

Jimmy looked in the box, rifled through and found the brass knuckles and put them on. It was just after 12:30 am by the dashboard clock. “Faggot bashing is 'bout as good as pussy, I reckon,” Ronnie muttered as the pair waited.

Sam woke to the sound of the door being kicked. Whoever did it wasn't expecting the dead bolt to be as sturdy as it was and didn't know much about kicking doors down. Mack was awake, too. "What's going on?"

"Get into the bathroom and lock the door, take your clothes and get dressed." Sam said calmly.

Mack started to protest; after all, he was a man and was going to 'watch Sam's back'. Sam didn't have time to explain as the second kick came to the door. It looked like the cheap frame of the door had cracked and might give way with another kick. Naked, Sam grabbed his leather jacket, wrapped it around his arm and said to Mack in a low voice, "Whoever that is could have a weapon, I need you to be ready to run if I say so. Get dressed!"

Mack retreated into the bathroom with his clothes. He didn't like it, but somehow, he found it hard to disobey his papa.

Sam stood by the door waiting, the third kick came and the door flew open. Whoever it was didn't enter immediately. Sam had shifted a little, it would give him a distinct advantage.

He saw the shadow of a man cast on the carpet of the room by the light in the parking lot. Sam guessed he was probably about 6 foot or so by way he filled the door frame. Sam saw the outline of a baseball bat. 

"Come on out, little faggots!" the voice mocked in a singsong, nursery rhyme tone. 

He could hear that the speech was a bit slurred, "Goooood!" Sam thought. "Drunk redneck!"

Sam watched as the man moved toward the door frame. He would remain still and wait until the last moment to strike, using surprise to his advantage. Sam watched as the baseball bat entered first through the door, waited until it was almost all the way through, and then he moved. With the furry arm not covered with his leather jacket, Sam grabbed the bat and yanked, pulling the man into the room. Quickly he pushed the man to the floor, face down. He put a knee on the man's elbow and pulled his forearm up. There was a sickening snap as Sam broke the man's arm at the elbow joint. The man shrieked in pain. Two things happened then; the door to the bathroom opened and Mack jumped out brandishing the shower curtain rod like a spear, and behind him Sam heard the second man curse and move. Sam swiveled and caught the arm of the second man as he was about to land a fist in the side of his head. Sam was still kneeling on the first man's arm. He still had the bat in one hand and his leather wrapped arm was holding the brass knuckled fist of the second man. Sam swung the aluminum baseball bat and cracked the second man's knee. He crumpled to the floor, screaming in pain as well. Mack stood frozen, astonished. 

It all happened so fast ... and Sam looked... different. Sam stood and kicked both of the prone men in the nuts and growled as they curled into fetal position.

Sam growled again in a slightly deeper voice, "Get your backpack and suitcase, we're outta here." Sam grabbed the lamps from the night stand, unplugged them and cut the electric cords while his would-be assailants writhed in pain. He tied their hands behind their backs and stuffed them halfway under the beds so they couldn't move. Sam dressed quickly and soon he and Mack were on his bike. They were a good ten minutes down the road when the sheriff showed up at the motel and found the two men partially under the bed.

Sheriff Tom Wilson surveyed the scene; two local boys, known to be trouble when drunk, were trussed up and stuffed under the bed where they couldn't move. The door had been kicked in and whoever had been in the motel had made a hasty exit. No doubt about it, the guy who had done this knew quite a bit about self defense. The motel manager had called the sheriff; he'd said these two guys were trying to break into one of the guest rooms.

Ronnie was moaning in pain.

"What's the story, Ronnie?" Tom asked.

Ronnie moaned, "Fucking A, man! My arm's broke. Untie me, man."

"Oh, I can't do that Ronnie, you just said your arm was broke and I don't wanna make it worse by movin' you around. We'll have to wait for the paramedics." Tom said, "So, you decided to rob a couple of patrons of this fine establishment?"

"Fuck, no!" Ronnie said and winced in pain as he'd jerked his head up to look at the sheriff, "They was two faggots and I was gonna show 'em we don't tolerate their kind around here."

Sheriff Wilson laughed, "Yeah, you showed 'em. Looks like you picked on the wrong fags. Looks like they beat the shit out of you manly men. We're gonna get you and Jimmy to the emergency room, looks like that 'fag' broke his kneecap."

"I wanna press charges!" Ronnie said.

"Well you're not the only one, pal. The motel manager wants to press charges, too. Against you. And you can forget about filing charges against those guys, Ronnie, you broke into their room. They had a right to self defense. You're gonna be lucky if they don't come back and add to the charges the motel manager is gonna file. As soon as the docs patch you and Jimmy up, we're gonna book ya."

The paramedics arrived just as sheriff Wilson was finishing his little talk. "You just cost me about three hours of paperwork, Ronnie, and you know how I love paperwork." The sheriff patted Ronnie on his left shoulder and he cried out in agony. "Oh, sorry Ronnie, I plum forgot."

Sheriff Wilson left the room, muttering something about "dumb-ass drunken trailer trash".

Miles down the road, Mack and Sam were riding on the highway in the cool of the desert night. Sam put in a good fifty miles before he stopped at a rest stop. They pulled in and dismounted, they both used the facilities, not a word exchanged. As they walked out, Mack said, "I need to talk to you. I need answers."

Sam sighed... he suspected he knew what the questions might be.

Chapter 12

Sam sat on one of the benches at the picnic tables of the rest stop. Mack sat next to him. He looked at the sandy ground, then up at Sam. 

Mack cleared his throat. "You look human enough, you look like you do all the time… but what I saw, I mean what you became back in the motel… that wasn't human. Humans don't grow short fur on their arms and have fangs when they bark out orders." He looked steadily at the large figure sitting next to him. "What are you Sam?" 

Sam sighed and looked Mack straight in the eye, "I am a werebear, and have been for almost twenty-five hundred years." There was silence. This was going to be hard and Sam was going to let Mack ask the questions. 

Mack took a moment to let that sink in. "I don't believe you! Five hundred years before Christ and all that?" 

"Yes." Sam said simply.

"What the fuck is a 'werebear'? Are you some kind of movie monster?" Mack didn't know whether to laugh or run away; it was all too surreal. 

"Son, I'm as real as you are. A werebear is a human who can change into a bear... and change back. We can survive most wounds because we can regenerate tissue and repair damage quickly. We possess immense strength, and our immune systems are very quick and strong and we live a long, long time because of all that." 

"But you're not a human; humans can't do all of that. You're some sort of creature from mythology." Mack said 

"I'm human in every way you're human, I'm also more than human." Sam had argued for his being 'human' many times in his long life. 

"You said you live a long, long time because you heal super fast; where are you from and how long ago?" the young bear asked. 

"I was a boy, born in a small village. The people we were are not named in any history books because we were never recorded. We simply called ourselves 'The People' in our language, like many peoples have done over the ages." 

"Were you born like this?" Mack asked. Right now, there was more curiosity than disgust or fear in Mack's voice. 

"If you mean gay, yes, but I suspect you understand that from your own experience. No, I wasn't always a werebear. I was changed, as part of a rite, a warrior's rite." Sam said. "In later times, a version of that rite would be used to initiate young men into the Berserker mysteries of the Norse." 

"I've heard of berserks. We read about the Norse in school." Mack said. 

"Some Berserkers were werebears, Mack, and some were not. I was changed when I was sixteen summers old, I was brought into the warrior caste as I was destined to be. We were the protectors, shamans, hunters and healers of the village; everyone had a part to play in keeping us all alive and our part was to defend our tribe and to find the food. Because we lived so long we became healers and keepers of lore, too. How it happened to me has implications for you Mack. I was taken into the home of one of the warriors, he made love to me and four months later I changed for the first time. You've lain with a werebear who is probably the last survivor from that village from so long ago. You will become a werebear, Mack." Sam said. 

"Don't you have to bite my neck or something like that?" Mack's voice had a sarcastic edge to it born of anger and rising uncertainty, but it was also tinged with a little fear. 

Sam understood, it was the unknown that brought fear. "No, son... my seed was more than enough to change you."

Mack took that in, and then asked soberly, "Why? Why did you do this to me?" 

"Do you believe in reincarnation, Mack?"

"No."

"I don't know that I do either, but I've been alive a very long time. I've seen civilizations rise and fall, I've watched man grow more and more powerful in his knowledge and in his ability to kill his fellow man. Through all the wonders and horrors, I've seen, I've met, loved and slept with hundreds of men, Mack; and every once in awhile… one of you comes along." Sam said. 

"One of me?" Mack gave a quizzical look.

"Yes. I don't know if you're the same soul or if it's just that out of the thousands of personality traits that are expressed you match almost exactly the same traits as someone I used to know long ago, and loved profoundly, in that little village. 

"But what about Mike? I saw him eat your cum, I saw him take you up his ass. Is he 'One' too?" Mack asked. 

"Mike is a fantastic lover, a wonderful man and hot werebear. I love Mike, I love his cub Larry. Hell, I love your uncle Russ and Vic and those hundreds of other werebears out there. So yes, I've changed men to werebears over the centuries; I need family and these men become my family, but I don't love them as deeply as you, Mack. They're not my… mate. Your uncle was one Hell of a cub with me, Mack; and so very close. But he wasn't my mate; you are. I could tell when you hit your teen years and that's why. That's why I made you into a werebear. 

"Why didn't you tell me?" Mack asked, and Sam could sense the emotion building in the young bear. 

"I've watched you grow up, I've kept an eye on you. When I couldn't, Russ did. If you've ever trusted me, trust me with this. This IS what you were meant to be. Yes, I wanted you; yes, I needed you. I KNOW it was selfish... but it's more than that, Mack. You were meant for this, I can smell it, taste it and I know it with all my heart and with all my centuries of knowledge... with all my being. You might hate me now... but I think after awhile, you'll see; it is what you are, what you were born to be." 

Mack jumped up, his anger finally boiling over. He stomped away about twenty yards; he stopped with his back to Sam. 

"So what now?" He yelled over his shoulder his anger pouring out. "What am I gonna change into? Huh? Some slavering beast that kills and eats people, like in the movies?" 

Sam winced and sighed. "I've never been a cannibal, Mack. Yes… you'll change in about four months, give or take a day or two, but slavering and cannibalistic, no; and not a beast... not like you mean." Sam answered in a voice loud enough for him to hear but without shouting back and with a tone that betrayed none of the hurt he felt. "Am I a slavering beast, Mack? Did I rip the throats out of those rednecks who wanted to bash our brains in back there? Did I drink their blood? Do you think your uncle is a slavering beast? He's your uncle. He's kind and gentle; have you ever known him to be anything less? Mack, we were the protectors of our tribe. Would a mindless, bloodthirsty beast be entrusted with the lives of women and children?" 

Mack spun on his heels. "I don't know! Hell, listen to yourself, man... you don't even talk like you used to. How much of you is you and how much is fake?"

"How would you prefer I speak? I could speak in Middle English like Chaucer... or how about in the English of the man who's name I borrowed, Sam Adams... Colonial American English. I knew Sam Adams and I fought in that revolution you studied in school. Old Croat? How about Low German? Or Dutch, I can do Flemish, too.” Sam paused and took a breath. “I'm an educated man, Mack, educated and re-educated, century upon century. There's nothing fake about me, it's just another part of what I am." 

Sam's tone shifted again. "Mack, I'm serious here... this is important for you to understand. I'm not kidding, this isn't about being a 'biker'... this is about being something a whole lot more difficult." 

Mack looked levelly at Sam. "OK. I want to know everything. I want to see exactly what I'm becoming. Show me!" 

"Now?" Sam asked.

"Yes, now, damn it! If the desert is private enough for us to have sex behind a boulder, it's private enough for me to see what I'm to become in the moonlight." Mack said. 

"OK, I'll show you."

Sam got up from the bench and walked out into the desert, away from the rest stop, Mack followed. There was a gully, deep enough to conceal the pair from the road and shallow enough to climb out of when they were done. The bottom of the gully was littered with stones, but had some sandy spots that were fairly smooth. Sam removed his clothes and set them on a nearby boulder. 

"Now you." Sam said.

"Why?"

"Because I want to see your whole body reaction and I want to know a few things for myself." Sam said. 

Mack slowly removed his clothes, placed them next to Sam's and stood naked in the moonlight. He leaned against the rock and put his shoes back on. Sam might be comfortable in the sand barefoot, but Mack knew about desert scorpions. There was perhaps three feet between them, Sam moved so that the rays of the moon shone on the front of his body allowing Mack the best view. Without prelude, Sam's body seemed to burst into growth. Mack couldn't believe how quickly additional muscle bulged over the bear's entire body or how quickly he rose in height. Mack could hear bones and joints cracking as they grew and realigned; joints snapping into new configurations. Sam's shoulders rotated forward allowing for quadrupedal stance and movement, his muzzle grew out, fingers and toes quickly became claws attached to paws… And the fur... dark brown fur grew out on his body so quickly; if Mack had closed his eye for just five seconds he would have missed Sam's skin disappearing. A muscular hump grew between his shoulder blades and a fat stubby tail grew from the base of his spine. In less than a minute, Sam was a full grizzly bear. 

Mack looked over the bear's body in awe, any fear he might have had was forgotten for the moment. He was huge! At least ten feet, perhaps more, it was hard to say in this light. Muscle bulged through the thick fur, a round belly and huge paws gave Sam a massive presence. Sam's cock grew longer, thicker, glistening in the moonlight with precum; his balls inflated and hung low in a furry sack. 

Mack couldn't help himself. All his anger, his resentment, evaporated into thin air. He took a step forward and he began stroking Sam's furry chest. His smell! Now Mack understood why Sam smelled 'animal' at times. When he'd first met him, he thought maybe he was a bum that had slept with the dogs for warmth. It was a surprisingly warm scent in the cool of the night. 

Sam was staring down at Mack's crotch. What he saw there told him all he needed to know about Mack; he was completely erect. Mack leaned forward, and breathed in the scent, his cock nudging the base of the bear's cock as he did so. He felt dizzy, aroused and lustful. He wanted to bend down and suckle the bear's meat, but stopped. 

"Damn it! It's pheromones, isn't it! You make pheromones that attract me." Mack said turning his eyes up to meet the bear's. 

Sam just made bear vocalizations in reply.

"Change back now, I wanna talk with you as a man."

Within a minute Sam was in human shape again; his cock, still at full erection, had squirted out precum as the size of everything became less. It ran down the shaft and Sam collected it and rubbed it into his belly and chest fur. 

"Your scent, it has a drug-like effect on me, doesn't it? Makes me... pliable, doesn't it?" Mack said. 

"Yes, and that's how I knew you were born to be a werebear Mack. Humans who are drawn to our scent are our 'kin'... possible werebears. Humans who aren't kin either ignore or are actively repulsed by our body odor and Mack, it goes both ways; your scent drives me wild, the smell of kindred, like Mike, like Larry... like your uncle... like all the others... it fills me with lust, Mack. Damned near undeniable lust with your scent in particular; the need to breed becomes almost overpowering. You started making those scents when you began puberty. When I got on the bus with you, exposure to your scent began fueling my desire. By the time we got to Jim's motel, it was all I could do not to rip your clothes off, suck every ounce of cum out of you and then fuck your brains out as soon as that door shut." 

Mack flared. "And you didn't think I could handle this? God damn it, Sam!" Mack shouted. "Fuck! Didn't you think I might want the truth? You treated me like a kid again!"

"I'm sorry Mack... but everyone on the planet seems like a kid to me, sometimes." 

Mack turned and walked away, his back to Sam. He was crying silently; his anger returned and, having no other vent, found its way out through tears. He didn't want Sam to know, though Sam did... he could smell the tears. Sam wanted to go to him, to hold him, but knew that would not be well received now. 

"Just get dressed and let's go back to the rest stop. I'll be right along after I get dressed." Mack said still with his back to Sam. He had controlled his voice and hoped it said nothing of his emotion. 

Sam dressed quickly and climbed out of the gully. Mack wiped his eyes and gave vent to his anger with a scream of anger. Having let it out, he felt a little better. He dressed and climbed out of the gully. He walked back to the rest stop, Sam was already on his bike, Mack's helmet in his hand. He looked out to the highway, his back to the restrooms, waiting patiently. Mack went into the bathroom and spent a good ten minutes washing his face with cold water. He returned to Sam who silently handed him the helmet, which he quickly donned. 

He climbed on the back and when his arms were around Sam he said, "I'm pissed at you Sam and it's gonna take awhile before I feel like having sex with you again." 

"I understand." Sam said and fired up his Hawg.

Mack hung on tightly as he peeled out of the parking lot to the on ramp. 

Chapter 13

The next couple of days were a bit strange for the both of them. Mack was silent a lot, retreating into his music, speaking only when Sam was speaking to him. They would eat dinner quietly, barely talking through the meal. He would spend time in the bathroom with the door locked, masturbating to relieve his sexual need when they were in the motel room. Sam, of course, would take care of his own needs while his cub was doing that. Mack slept in his underwear and t-shirt; Sam slept buck as usual but Mack slept as far from Sam as he could comfortably get. Still, he'd wake in the middle of the night and find he'd scooted close up to Sam in his sleep. More often than not Sam's arm was draped over him while deep in sleep. He knew the big bear did it subconsciously. Mack would have a raging boner when that happened. He would then get up and go to the bathroom to jack off, afterward he'd scoot back into bed on his side. 

The last morning of the journey, in a motel on the outskirts of LA, Mack woke with his arm around Sam. Sam was awake lying on his back, looking at Mack, breathing softly, listening to the outside world as he studied his cub. His cock was tenting out the sheet and Mack's cock was hard and pressed against Sam's thigh. Mack's briefs were soaked with precum. Mack looked into Sam's blue eyes and Sam wordlessly looked back. Mack was thinking about what he wanted to say. 

"Your pheromones have me hooked, don't they?" Mack asked. 

"About as much as yours do me, Mack; it's our nature." Sam said. "Giving you the space you need, not touching you, not talking to you much, not holding you... it's been hard. Really hard." Sam paused. "Are you still angry with me?" 

"Only a little." Mack said, "I guess I've come to realize just how irresistible your scent is, how horny it makes me, so I realize it must have been the same for you. That hunger to breed must have been strong, and it might have affected your judgment. I've wanted to be with you even though I was angry, couldn't help but see your body in my mind while I jacked off, no matter how hard I tried to think about someone else..." Mack stopped and considered what he was about to say. "But your need to breed still didn't excuse you for not telling me right then and there when you took my... when you changed me. It's real hard for me to get past that." 

"No, it didn't excuse me and I've tried to tell you a couple of dozen times since before we were rousted out of that motel. I just couldn't find the right words... or the right time. I was hoping there'd be more time for me to explain." Sam said. 

"Well, it probably wouldn't have done you any good anyway, I was... am... still mad at you. It probably would have ended with me yelling and storming around." Mack looked up at the ceiling. "Why don't you just tell me you're sorry and we'll close this. I will do my best to dump my anger. I'll learn to deal with the idea what I'm becoming; I guess there's nothing I can do to change it anyway." 

Mack paused and looked at Sam. He was still the most beautiful man he'd ever seen and for him to feel that through his resentment and anger meant something. He leaned over and then kissed Sam lightly on the lips. Sam gently kissed back and didn't do what he wanted to, he didn't plunge his tongue into Mack's mouth and kiss him with all the passion he would have liked. 

Sam looked into Mack's eyes and began. "I'm sorry Mack. I have treated you like a child; I've kept things from you because I was afraid you couldn't deal with them because of your youth and that was disrespectful. I was selfish; I changed you without your knowledge out of that selfishness, because I wanted you so very badly, I did not consider your feelings. I was greedy; I wanted to mate with you so desperately that I allowed that lust to overrule your right of choice." 

"Is this the first time you've changed someone unwillingly?" Mack asked and his stare penetrated deep into Sam's soul. 

"No." Sam replied and Mack's eyes flashed. Sam quickly followed with, "But there were reasons." 

"Oh, and just what reasons?" Mack's anger was building. If he'd changed others then this was habit for him and his apology was meaningless. 

"The other times, it was because the human was kindred and would have died had I not done something." Sam said. 

"So you fucked them to save them?" Mack asked, still not quite convinced. 

"No, not fucked, I shared my blood with them… my blood can heal wounds, will do so even for non-kindred, but that's risky. 

"You've changed non-kindred?" Mack's curiosity was peaked. 

"Yes, when I was very young but I have learned since it's rarely wise to do so." 

"Why?" Mack's flash of anger had subsided somewhat, but his voice still betrayed the hurt there. 

"Often, when they are changed, those who are not kindred become those savage, bloodthirsty beasts like in the horror movies that you were worried about becoming. That's likely the root of those legends. In the middle ages, there were some werewolves made who were not kindred to their clans. A couple of rogue werewolves got it in their head they could form their own packs without their elder's permission. It went badly. They chose carelessly, outside of their kindred. The result were feral new werewolves running amok, killing livestock and people. That brought about fear, paranoia and persecutions, I suppose understandably so. Sometimes, non-kindred revert to complete animals, living in the wild. They're still human in a portion of their minds, but they allow their new instincts to completely rule them. They are especially dangerous for they are far more intelligent beasts than is usual. Sometimes they simply go mad with the struggle of human mind over animal instinct. But sometimes, rarely, they become family. And even more rarely a set of those humans become kindred to that new shape-shifter. It's the same for us werebears, though we've gotten less 'press' over the centuries, probably because there have always been so few of us." 

"So I was kindred, not in a life or death struggle and you changed me without telling me. Why?" 

"I was a little afraid you might run off screaming into the night if you found out what I really was." Sam said. 

"And why do you think I would have done that?" Mack asked. 

"Because I once revealed myself to a man who was kindred. He was very much like you. That was in the late 1600's, during one of those periodic waves of religious fervor that swept over Europe. He could have been a mate but it scared him because of his religious beliefs. I should have realized that when he was having a real problem with the concept of two men making love, but he seemed to be accepting of that and I thought he might be accepting of what I am; but he wasn't. He called me a demon, Mack. He hunted me and with the help of a number of villagers he almost killed me. He and his angry witch-hunting mob tracked me to a small cottage I had tucked away and burned down the house with me in it. I only managed to survive because I had a secret way out. 

"But you're a werebear, you regenerate fast. Why would a house fire be a problem for you?" 

"I had severe burns Mack; though I heal quickly, they were quite painful. The scars didn't go away for months and the hair didn't grow back in places for about a year and a half. Third degree burns are a challenge, even for our kind. There are limits to what even a body like mine can do." 

Mack digested this, spent some time chewing on it. "I really don't know what to think about all this. The idea that I am going to be one of these... these werebears... is just too weird. I mean, I like the sex and all; that's great. And being able to heal wounds fast is cool; but the other shit is... weird." 

"Yes, it is weird and you might not believe it, but we all feel that way at first, Mack, even me. In my village, even with the acceptance that some of its members were other than human, just knowing what you are gives you this surreal feeling. After a decade or two it won't seem so, I promise Of course, some take to it faster than others. Mike took to being a werebear like a duck to water, Larry's just now getting used to the idea, he's finally comfortable with what he's become. I've been alive probably longer than any one of us alive today, Mack. This is what I am and being human the way others are seems far more alien to me now than being a werebear." Sam said. He placed his big paw of a hand over Mack's, which still rested on Sam's broad furry chest. 

Mack threw off the sheet, they were both still very erect. 

"They just don't deflate unless we squirt, do they?" Mack asked incredulously. 

"Not while we're in the presence of each other. I can see and smell a regular man, look at his fine furry body, his furry face and get raging hard; but if I start thinking about something other than sex I'll get soft. With kindred, I'm almost always hard and with a mate, I need to satisfy my lusts. I suppose a whole lot of cold water would do it too, but that's not nearly as much fun." Sam's lustful grin broke across his bearded face. 

"Well, I don't want to make love with you just yet, but I do want to have sex with you. I think if I have sex in your presence I'll feel more satisfied, even if I don't fuck you or you me. I am feeling more like touching you now. How about we rub our cocks together until we both cum, clean up and go have breakfast?" Mack suggested. 

Sam smiled, "Haven't quite dumped all that anger have you?" 

"Nope!" Mack said pulling off his underwear as he straddled the big bear. 

"Well, angry sex is better than none, I suppose." Sam said as Mack began thrusting into his belly fur, rubbing his balls by sliding them over Sam's stiff member. Their precum quickly slicked their cocks and soon both the bear and his cub were grunting in pleasure. It didn't take long. Sam roared, shooting cum all over his and Mack's chest. It dripped down and the heat of it oozing onto Mack's cock combined with its musky bearish scent drove Mack over the edge. He shot all over Sam's face and chest making a complete mess. Sam pulled his cub tight and Mack forced his tongue into Sam's mouth, scooping up his seed from Sam's mustache as he did so. Sam held him tight as they kissed passionately. Their kiss broke and Mack looked into Sam's eyes. 

"You're not forgiven yet, but you're getting there." Mack said. 

"Let's get all cleaned up an' go ta breakfast." Sam said, "This ol' bar ain't et well since you got all bent outta shape, but my appetite is on the mend I figger." Sam's 'Good ol' Bear' accent was back. 

"Why the shift in diction?" Mack asked. 

Sam chuckled. "'Cause talkin' like this aroun' regular folk is what's 'spected from a guy what looks like me. I draw enough attentiona as it is, 'cause of my size an' all. If I was in a business suit all trimmed up an' manicured, I could get away with usin' proper grammar an' no one would think nothin' of it. People need ta put ya in boxes so's they can they stop thinkin' about what you are or might be... makes 'em comfortable. People tend to notice what's outta place.” Sam's tone shifted again. “Verbal camouflage, cub, you'll pick it up soon enough. It's important. Now let's shower." 

The trip to Bakersfield wasn't nearly as cold and tense as the trip had been since the motel incident. Mack's anger had abated and he was more talkative now when they stopped for food. It was late afternoon by the time they had reached Uncle Russ' place; it was an old Victorian farmhouse that he and Jesse had restored to its former glory. Out back, a good distance from the house, a line of trees mostly hid the modern steel garage for the maintenance and repair of 'The Grrrizz'. The new structure had replaced the old barn.

Sam pulled up to the house and around the back. There the pair dismounted and hung the helmets on the handlebars. Sam pulled Mack into a firm hug and swabbed his tonsils; Mack returned the kiss with the same passion. Mack looked up into his lover's eyes, "OK, you're mostly forgiven." 

Sam chuckled, "Only mos'ly?"

Mack raised his right hand to Sam's bearded cheek and caressed it, "Don't push your luck, ol' man." he said sweetly and grinned. 

"Why is it all my cubs eventually lose ALL semblance of respect fer me an' start callin' me 'ol' man' insteada just callin' me 'Daddy' or 'Sam'? ... I suppose it coulda been worse... ya coulda called me 'Pops' or somthin'." Sam smiled.

"Hmmmm... 'Pops'... I kinda like that!" Mack's grin turned evil. 

Sam reached out and swiftly swatted Mack's butt. 

"On second thought, 'ol' man' seems to be traditional... I think I'll go with that." Mack smiled and swatted Sam's butt back. 

Sam rolled his eyes, "Let's go find yer Uncle Russ and yer Uncle Jesse." 

"Hold on a sec, there's something I want to say, something I owe you," Mack said. He looked up at the big bear. “Thank you.”

"Fer what, son?" Sam asked, somewhat puzzled. 

"Fer kickin' redneck ass fer me, that's what." Mack said, copying Sam's accent. "I came out of that bathroom, ready to skewer one of those bastards because I heard a scream and thought it was yours, but you already had the situation under control. Thank you for being my protector, while I'm still unable to properly defend myself." Mack said. 

"That won't be long, son. Soon you'll be bustin' heads as easily as I do... but you're gonna have to learn how ta do that from me. I need to teach you proper restraint. It's all too easy to let the bear have his way, and I don't want the law huntin' ya down 'cause you eviscerated someone in a fight or beheaded them with a swipe of yer claws." Sam said, "Later for that. Let's see what yer uncle's have been up to." 

Sam went around and knocked on the front door of the house; when there was no answer he suggested they check the garage. He and Mack approached the garage, Sam and Mack paused to listen; what they heard was growling and grunting, like animals fucking. Mack blushed. Sam's nose was twitching, taking in the scents. 

"Yer uncles are knockin' boots in there." Sam said in a whisper, still having fun with the redneck mode of talk, sort of payback for Mack's earlier comment. "Let's go in an' have a look, shall we?" The glee was apparent in Sam's eyes.

Mack noticed Sam's cock was bulging in his pants and Mack's own rod, despite his embarrassment, was, too. 

"We can't go in there! My uncle and his mate are having sex!" Mack whispered back in protest, tugging on Sam's arm. 

"Ya really think they're gonna care? We're family Mack! I'm yer uncle's Papa, an yer another man. Yeah, he's yer uncle; but we don't really pay much attention to those details, even if humans do. Hell, I've caught 'em at it before an' joined in. Now get on in there, yer gonna wanna see this, trust me." Sam said softly and smiled. 

"No, I'm not!" Mack protested. "It's... it's... like watching your parents fuck or something." 

"Cubs!" Sam rolled his eyes, "You all start out with such silly notions about bearsex. Look... they know we're here, they could smell us approach an' they know who we are by scent. They woulda stopped an' scrambled fer clothes if they cared 'bout bein' caught." 

Sam pushed him through the partially opened garage doors and there Mack saw them; two fully transformed werebears fucking. The larger, auburn bear was flat on his back on a mattress thrown on the garage floor, his back legs hugging his partner's waist. On top of him was a dark chocolate brown, slightly smaller, almost black grizzly fucking his mate's ass. Butt muscles clinched, hips drove forward, wet thick bear cock disappeared into willing bear ass. The two were growling, biting at each other gently, licking and embracing. 

Sam studied his cub as he watched; the young bear was starting to give off the same arousal scents he made when they fucked, his cock was leaking and the wet spot at the front of his pants was spreading. Sam smiled in satisfaction, knowing the two bears fucking in front of them, apparently heedless of their presence, was turning Mack on. More of the cub in Mack was beginning to awaken. More important to Sam, Mack obviously wasn't afraid; Mack wasn't going to run out of the room in disgust, either. Mack would ultimately be sexually and emotionally satisfied by mating with a werebear but that was a few months away yet. 

Sam bent down and whispered in Mack's ear, "How does seein' yer uncles fuckin' make ya feel?" 

Mack turned to look into Sam's eyes and Sam read what was there; longing, desire, lust but also confusion and uncertainty. Mack was trying to sort through conflicting feelings. 

"I feel... I dunno..." Mack whispered and looked back to the couple, then back to Sam. 

"Yer mind might be confused by what ya see, but yer pants tell me yer kinda gittin inta it, am I right?" Sam said softly in Mack's ear.

Mack looked down and nodded mutely. There was a series of growling vocalizations from the pair on the mattress. 

"Yer uncles have noticed us an' want us ta come on over. An' yer Uncle Russ wants ta know what took us so long." Sam said and chuckled.

"Huh? That was talk? You mean you understood that?" Mack asked his eyes wide. 

"Hell son! 'Course I un'erstood, that's our language they're speakin'! You'll be able ta speak it soon; now unzip them pants when ya get over there an' pull yer cock out." Sam said and he started nudging Mack toward the fucking bears. 

The twenty or so steps over to them seemed like walking through a fog. Mack's senses seemed to be overloading his brain; the smell was so powerful, so attractive and he could swear he even tasted the musky scent through his opened mouth. The vocalizations sent thrills to his core, the sight of the massive, bulky male bodies covered in soft bear fur, fucking; they made him feel dizzy with lust. He was beside the pair before he realized he'd even taken the first step toward them. The darker bear on top was thrusting roughly into the larger auburn bear beneath. Mack could see the thick, wet cock of the top bear plunging in and out of the bear's ass on the bottom, could see the ripples each impact caused travel up the bigger bear's gut to his muscled chest. The sight of his Uncle Russ' transformed cock drooling out pools of precum onto his belly, the smell of it, sent shocks of erotic pleasure to Mack's groin. Mack stood watching; he reached out a hand and petted the back of the bear on top. The smaller bear growled out something and then Sam was saying something to him, but it wasn't registering. Mack was mesmerized, watching the Hispanic bear's butt muscles bunch with each thrust he made into the bear under him. 

"Open yer pants an' pull 'em down, son. Jesse says he wants to suck ya." Sam said. After instructing Mack to drop trou again without any response, Sam reached around his cub, unbuckled the belt, opened his pants and pulled them down, briefs and all. Mack's cock sprang out, drooling a long string of precum. 

Chocolate brown Jesse latched onto Mack's cock, sucking it into his muzzle. He began to suckle as he continued to piston his mate, making a motor noise as he did. Mack arched his back in pleasure. Sam was standing behind, holding his cub, reaching up under his T shirt, gently twisting the nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. He gently bit on Mack's neck. Shivers of pleasure ran through the young bear's body, he let out a growled moan, his hands running through the fur on Jesse's head, the hair on Sam's arm. Jesse snuffled in Mack's pubes. Mack came quickly, roaring in pleasure as he did so. Sam gripped him, kissing his neck as the young bear twitched in ecstasy. Jesse lapped up all the cum he was fed and sucked until there was nothing left. He removed his muzzle from the young man's cock. Mack almost passed out in Sam's arms. Sam dragged him over to an old leather recliner not more than ten feet from the mattress and sat him down in it, with Mack's pants still around his ankles. 

"Sit back an' watch. When you've recovered, come on over an' join in if ya like." Sam said and kissed his cub on the forehead. 

Sam moved to in front of Russ, dropped his pants, knelt on the mattress with Russ' muzzle between his legs and fed his huge organ to the bear. Russ began sucking on Sam's cock greedily. Sam pulled Jesse into kiss, opening his mouth wide to allow the bear to force his tongue into Sam's mouth and throat. Sam was pulling his leather vest off. He ripped his black sleeveless shirt down the front from the neck to waist. His muscular body was becoming covered in brown fur. He broke the kiss, reached back and pulled off his boots and got the pants around his ankles and off. Mack watched Sam change into a full grizzly, pulling Jesse into a bear hug. The growls were deep and full of animal lust. Russ on the bottom roared around Sam's ursine cock, shooting spurt after spurt of hot bear seed all over Jesse who was still muzzle locked with Sam. The spasms of Russ' ass rings set him off and the vibration from Russ' roar set Sam off. The pair loading Russ at either end exploded into the bear simultaneously, roaring into each other's opened mouths. Mack, unconsciously jacking himself while watching the trio, whimpered and shot a second heavy load all over his chest and up into his new beard. 

Slowly the three parted and collapsed on the mattress, Mack removed his clothing, tossing it into the chair and went to nestle down among the three bears; slowly they changed back to their human forms. Mack lay between Russ and Sam. All of them needed a short nap after their exertion. 

"Welcome, nephew!" Russ said. The fur had not completely receded from his body. He pulled Mack into a French kiss. Mack felt a twinge of strangeness at first. He was kissing his uncle in a very sexually intimate way, and that still felt odd; but he decided gave in to his lust and accepted the kiss.

Jesse, his arm draped over Sam's chest, petting the fur said, "Hairy, fat, white guys…" and sighed. 

Sam said, "Yep!" and pulled the black bearded Hispanic bear into a deep kiss, hugging him to his body tightly. Soon, all four were dozing off. 

Chapter 14

A half hour later, the four were showering up in the big gym-style shower in the back of the shop. There was some horseplay, lots of groping and a couple of blowjobs between the four. This time, Mack eagerly sucked Russ off. Sam drank all the sperm he could coax out of Jesse. 

After they were dried and mostly dressed, Russ suggested a trip to Dirty Dan's Steakhouse as it was getting close to dinner. Russ handed Sam a brand new white T-shirt which Sam immediately put on. Mack thought Sam looked really good in it with the black leather vest over it, his hairy muscular arms, broad muscled chest and round belly bulging in the shirt that was purposely just a little snug. 

Russ smiled smugly, "Always did love you in a tight white T-shirt. Fifties biker look; Fuckin' hot!" 

"Well, I ripped up my black muscle T because I know how it turns Jesse on to see that." Sam said 

"Fuckin' A, Sam!" Jesse agreed, "Damned hot to see you do that. I love to see one of you hairy fuckers rip outta your clothes." 

"Yeah, cub here keeps extra T's around here for me just to do that. Loves to see me rip through one when I change." Russ said and gave his lover a kiss. "Don'tcha, buddy?" 

Jesse nuzzled his papa then turned to Mack. 

"Looks like you're gonna be one fine bear too," he said and patted Mack's belly, "put a little more meat on those bones, more fur on that chest and back and you'll be a growler." Jesse said and gave Mack a kiss. "Loved the taste of you man milk, cachorro." 

Mack blushed, "Uh... thanks." he said, slightly embarrassed for some reason. 

"If we don't get on down the road we're gonna miss out on dinner," Sam said and his stomach gave a huge growl. "My belly's talking back, so let's get goin'!"

Russ reached for a vest pocket, pulled out a cigar case selected a nice short fat stogie, stuffed one in his mouth and lit it up, "All right, let's go." he growled around the fat cigar and headed for his pickup. 

When they got to where the truck was parked, right by where Sam had parked his Boar Hawg of a bike Jesse let out a low appreciative whistle. 

"Damn, Oso! You got one Hell of a sweet ride! Love all the details." Jesse said, "Makes me want to buy one from Mike too."

"I didn't buy it. This is what you two call my 'ol' rattle trap'." Sam said with a bit of pride.

"No fuckin' way!" Russ said, "This is the same hunk'a junk you been scootin' aroun' on since God was a baby?"

"Well, thanks to Mike it's not 'xactly the same, he rebuilt about half of it, frame's still original, but cleaned up and powder coated." Sam said as he scratched his beard, looking it over.

"How much he charge, man?" Jesse said.

"That bastard wouldn't let me give him a dime for it, an' I tried." Sam said.

"Wow! You're a fuckin' lucky bear, Oso! Great custom ride on the road…" He looked over at Mack and chuckled, "And a fuckin' hot ride in the sack." Jesse said. 

Simultaneously all three bears laughed. Mack blushed furiously. Sam pulled him into a hug and said to the others, "Yeah, I'm one Helluva lucky bear." He kissed Mack.

"Let's get gone! I wanna eat dead cow." Sam said and the four piled in. Streaks of rubber and whoops and cheers marked their departure.

Dirty Dan's was not far down the road. Set on the outskirts of town, it had survived from an earlier era when Bakersfield was just a dusty farming community. A look at the building gave the impression that the place was slated for imminent demolition; a look at the parking lot confirmed that the place was still wildly popular. The four bears entered, pushing through clouds of smoke from the BBQ pit and the racket of the kitchen and juke box. It was obvious that Russ and Jesse were well known and liked here; their route to the table was interrupted by numerous greetings, playful punches and bear hugs, accompanied by more than a few obscenities. 

Sam leaned over to Mack and spoke loudly in his ear to overcome the noise level. "Dan's from Waco. He does the best BBQ in the Central Valley. Nobody does ribs like Dan. Order the ribs." Mack nodded. 

Walking out into the parking lot after dinner, Mack belched and said to no one in particular, "Man, I can't believe I ate that much! I am stuffed." 

Jesse grinned and said, "I bet you are!" 

Russ smacked his cub on the back of his head, nearly knocking his baseball cap off. "That's my nephew you're talkin' 'bout, boy!" 

"OW!" Jesse howled, but with a good-natured grin on his dark face. "Hell, man, jus' lookit that nice white ass! Oso, we both know Sam... of course that cub is stuffed!" This time Jesse had to run to avoid Russ' swat. 

Sam smiled tolerantly at the larger and smaller bear as they tussled, but interrupted the fun. "When you two're through playin' patty-cake there, how 'bout drivin' us back home? It's been a long day an' some of us need some sack time." 

After one last swat on his unruly cub's butt, Russ climbed into the cab and fired the truck up. "Home, James." The others piled in and Russ eased out the clutch and rumbled off. 

On the way home Mack and Jesse were talking about The Grrrizz and the modifications made since last time the Iron Bear had been to a show. Sam took advantage of his cub's distraction, leaned over, and quietly said to Russ, "Mack an' I need some alone time tonight, OK? I got business to attend to up north an' I 'd like to be alone with him. It'll be awhile 'fore I'm back." Russ just nodded. 

When they got inside, Russ gave a jaw-cracking yawn. "Time to hit the sack, Osito" 

Jesse looked questioningly at Russ, then Sam. The tent in his jeans made it clear what he had been expecting, but Russ nudged him off in the direction of their bedroom. Sam herded Mack in the direction of the second bedroom. 

Stripped and naked, Sam took Mack into a furry embrace and probed his mouth with his tongue. Mack responded in kind, which reassured Sam. Apparently, forgiveness had been achieved. Mack buried his face in Sam's thick furry chest and inhaled deeply. They sank down on the bed and Mack reached down, placing his throbbing cock against Sam's thick warm meat. 

"Damn, you leak a lot!" he said to his papa.

"Heh... ya just noticin' that, son?" He reached down and squeezed out a thick glob of precum and fed it to Mack. "Bein' 'round you is what does it." 

Mack licked Sam's fingers and then sucked on them, running his tongue over the thick digits again and again. His desire rose in waves. "Fuck me, Papa. Breed my ass." 

Sam growled and put a huge, hairy paw on Mack's rump to turn him over. Mack scrambled into the classic all-fours position. Sam's thick, heavy cock hardened as he moved behind his cub. He reached down and squeezed out more precum and slicked his meat. He spread Mack's butt with both paws and centered, then drove in. There was nothing gentle or easy in his manner... this was urgent breeding, a driving burning need demanding satisfaction. Again and again he drove his member deep into his cub's ass, grunting and growling, alternately holding Mack's hips and shoulders with his paw as he plowed towards his climax. And this was no slow fucking; this was jackhammer intensity. When Sam came, it was accompanied with a sustained bear growl that rose and continued rising with each powerful spasm and sent shivers through Mack's gut and mind and rattled the windows. A torrent of bear seed poured into Mack's ass, filling him with scalding heat. He pushed back as hard as he could to drive Sam in deeper. Sam panted and his cock twitched the last few squirts into his cub. 

"Oh, Papa!" moaned Mack. Suddenly, he realized he was about to shoot. As if he had access to Mack's thoughts, Sam pulled out and raised Mack. "Feed me, son. Give me your seed now." 

Mack pushed his upturned meat down part way with his hand while Sam knelt and took the straining cock into his mouth. Mack gasped and grabbed Sam's hairy shoulders, knowing he couldn't last. He moaned as he pumped blast after blast of his own seed down Sam's gullet. Sam swallowed rapidly and when Mack was through, rose up level with him and shared the last of his cum with him. The two bears sank back down on the bed and cuddled close, drifting between sleep and conversation. 

"It was fucking hot, seeing all three of you guys as bears." Mack said quietly as he turned on his side and rested his head on his arm. 

Sam nodded sleepily as he fondled Mack's balls. 

"It still feels a little weird... I mean with Uncle Russ and all. I really liked sucking him off in the shower, but..." Mack spoke quietly while he stroked Sam's furry belly.

"Well, like I said, that's a human view. We're less concerned with it but you know yer uncle loves you and would never harm you. You can relax with him, son, this is the way our kind express affection and love for one another." Sam gave Mack's nuts a gentle squeeze and then put his paw on Mack's shoulder. "You both enjoyed it, forget that he's yer uncle. Yer a bear, he's a bear, we're all bros… and it's not like him shootin' in you's gonna get you pregnant an' make a three headed baby, right?" Sam chuckled and so did Mack.

They were quiet for awhile, Mack looked deep into Sam's liquid eyes. He saw love, concern and protection there. After a time he said simply, "I love you, Sam." 

Sam hugged him tightly and caressed him, nodding, not entirely trusting his voice; but it was enough. Mack fell gently to sleep in his Papa's arms. 

The next morning Mack rose late, stretching lazily, reaching for Sam. The bed was empty and Mack got up to pee, thinking that Sam had risen earlier and was out in the garage, looking over The Grrrizz. Pulling on pants and grabbing a mug of coffee from the pot in the kitchen he walked out the back door and headed to the garage. 

The morning was already hot and Mack was covered with a light film of sweat after circling the garage; no Sam. He looked inside the half open door on the side of the building. No Sam. In fact, no one except Jesse. The Hispanic bear looked appraisingly at the sweaty Mack, grinned, and said, "What up, cachorro?" 

"Know where Sam is? And is it always this hot?" 

"No and si," Jesse responded, continuing to grin. "Your tio will be back real soon, though. He went into town to get some brake fluid and pick up some food." Again, Jesse looked at Mack with a frank appraising stare. "You look fucked." 

Mack didn't quite know what to make of Jesse or if he should be pissed off at the directness of his remark. He wasn't sure he wanted to have a conversation with him just now as he was feeling a bit edgy about not knowing where Sam was. He decided to match his directness and cut things short. Besides, Jesse already said he didn't know where Sam went so further talking probably wouldn't get him anywhere. 

"Yeah, well, good sex'll do that to ya. That and a long road trip. I'm gonna get a refill. I'll be in the house when Sam shows." With that, Mack headed back to the kitchen. As he left, Jesse looked after him, concentrating on the younger man's butt. He shook his head and went back to cleaning The Grrrizz's rims. 

Mack found the can of coffee and started another pot. He looked out in the car port and saw Sam's bike was gone and then wandered back into the bedroom. His concern grew to anger as he noticed that Sam's clothes were gone, as was his duffle. He spun around and ran for the kitchen door, intending to confront Jesse and demand to know where Sam had gone. He collided with Russ as he reached the door. 

"Hey, bro, slow down, where's the fire?" Russ' thick frame blocked the doorway and his hands caught Mack by the shoulders. 

"Where's Sam?" Mack all but shouted. 

"He's gone, Mack." Russ said, gently squeezing his shoulders. 

"What? What do you mean, 'gone'?" Mack demanded. 

"I mean he got on his bike an' took off for parts unknown, Mack." Russ said. 

"You mean he just left me?" There was hurt, anger, and desperation in Mack's voice. "Why?" 

"He did what he was supposed to do, Mack. He brought you out here safely to me, left you with family." Russ said gently. 

"That's it? He fucks me, gets me all worked up and turned on, changes me into... into an animal..." Mack's anger was flaring again. 

"Easy there, cowboy! I happen to be one of those animals you're changing into." Russ said. 

"That's not what I mean, Uncle Russ... DAMN IT! He was supposed to be here with me." Mack picked up and threw the empty coffee mug at the brick fireplace in the kitchen. He looked fiercely into Russ' eyes but his voice was soft, almost a whisper, nearly trembling. "He said he loved me, Uncle Russ. He said I was his mate. Is this any way to treat your mate?" 

Russ moved and encircled Mack in his arms, pulling him into a soft, but firm embrace. Mack began to cry. 

"Dammit, DAMMIT!" Mack's fists pounded his uncle's chest. 

"He'll be back, he always comes back, Mack." Russ said, petting his nephew's head. 

Mack pulled back from Russ then and said, "Maybe I don't want him back!" 

"Mack, listen to me. Sam really loves you. He's got good reasons for up and leaving. He's got things he has to attend to and he made me promise not to tell you what those are. He said he'd be back before your first change and if that ol' man is anything, he's true to his word. He said I couldn't tell you what he was doing, but he's doing it for your future... with him." Russ said. 

"Why didn't he include me? Fuck! He's treating me like a kid again!" Mack shouted. 

"He said you'd say that and no, he's not. What he's doing he wasn't specific about and if he was I wouldn't tell you, he made me swear on our blood.” Russ looked steadily into his nephew's eyes. “I can't break blood oath, Mack." Russ said. 

"Then what can you tell me?" Mack said. 

"I can tell you that he's going back to a place he hasn't been for ages. He needs to know it's safe for you and him to go there now, and to start to build a future together there and that's all I can say. He doesn't want to get your hopes up and have it turn out to be impossible and he doesn't want unexpected surprises." Russ said, "He doesn't want a repeat of what happened at the motel with those rednecks on the way here." 

“But he's strong! He could whup any ass that came to harm us. Why couldn't he take me...”

Russ interrupted. “No, he doesn't want a fight. Oh, it's not a matter of bravery or strength. He doesn't want any chance of publicity. Our kind have to live quietly. Whupping ass is a last resort, not a first response.”

"So what the Hell am I supposed to do; sit around here until he comes back for me?" Mack asked. 

"No, you're supposed to learn from your uncles what it means to be a werebear and how to control that temper of yours. And you're supposed to help me out with my monster truck." Russ sat at the kitchen table and motioned for Mack to sit also. "Mack, you're gifted. You have skills with computers that will prove invaluable in helping me and all your other werebear relatives out there. I know some brothers who need to teach you a few things, they're gonna be coming by while Sam's away. If Sam were here, he'd be a distraction, because he's your mate. While he's around, you're not gonna be thinking about hacking into computer systems and rearranging data to make one identity disappear and another take its place." Russ said. "Your sexual desires and needs, Jesse and I and a couple of those brother bears I mentioned can take care of. I went into town this morning to talk to one of those bears. His name is Nate. He's gonna teach you about evading traces. He'll be here in an hour or so, so I want you to get cleaned up and be ready for him. OK?" 

"But I got in trouble for that! You're asking me to do what I've been caught at before. I thought I was coming out here to straighten out my life, not fuck it up again." Mack protested. 

"Mack, the only reason you got caught at school was that you were inexperienced. There are brothers who are computer literate and can help us, but we don't have any of us in major government agencies that deal with ID... like State or the FBI. There are a couple in state DMV offices and that helps some, but we need someone who can work on a national scale, and from the outside, anonymously. Someone who can hack and not be caught. Someone like you will be. You got caught because you lacked subtlety and because your motives were obvious." Russ said. "The world is changing fast. With your skills and some training, you can help werebears you've never met, those out there like me who will eventually need new identities to conceal their lack of aging." 

"Now, if you're done throwing a tantrum because your lover is off tending to business, I think you should grab a quick bite to eat, shower and get ready for your first day of school," Russ said firmly in a no-nonsense way. 

Mack felt a bit foolish.

"I'm gonna go work on the The Ol' Bear and I don't mean Jesse." Russ said with a chuckle, "We've got a show in less than a week and you're coming along." Russ said. "When Nate gets here let him in and help him with his equipment. You might want to dress to help him with that, but otherwise, you can be naked around him; he's certainly going to shed his clothes as soon as he gets all settled in and you can bet me and my cub will, after we come in for the night. You'll get used to it and I expect you'll like livin' that way too."

Mack smiled, "You're all really focused on sex, aren't you?" 

"And you're not? Who was having a tantrum just now because his main squeeze wasn't here to give him some hot protein injections?" 

Mack blushed, "OK, I'll go take my shower now." 

Russ chuckled as his nephew left. The next four months were looking more and more interesting. Russ scratched his belly, and poured some more coffee.

