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To Provincetown and to all the wonderful people I’ve met 
on the tip of the Cape.


 


A part of you lives within me and on the pages of this book.


 


 




Chapter 1
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WHEN NINO Santos woke up, he expected to hop out of bed, as he normally did, and spring to the floor to complete his customary one hundred push-ups. Afterward, he’d venture out of his room to start his day by peeing, making a protein shake, and then heading for the gym.


That was how the day should have started.


Instead, Nino had to figure out just why there was a small, furry man asleep in bed next to him. And snoring like a motherfucking freight train.


What the hell?


When he first awoke, he’d thought the ball of fur was a dream, so he shut his eyes and slapped his face really hard, twice. When he opened them again, the short, hairy, out-of-shape man remained, except he’d now flopped over onto his back and begun scratching his balls underneath the sheet that partially covered his nakedness. The smile that stretched across the man’s stubbly face told Nino the gesture obviously felt damn good.


When did he meet this guy? And did they fuck? He couldn’t remember. Sure, he’d often tricked with guys whose names he couldn’t recall. That happened all the time. He had no interest in who his hookups were or where they lived, even if every single homo who came to Provincetown seemed to want to share that information. Nino didn’t care, but he at least faked it really well.


Conversation after his initial come-on was idle chitchat. He never really listened to what most guys said. It was all just filler until the moment his tricks stopped talking and started sucking his cock.


But to not remember the fuck itself, especially when it involved a type of man he’d never once been interested in before, made his head spin.


Nino slid out of bed and crept over to where his clothes lay in a heap. As he quietly pulled his jeans up to his waist, the bear in his bed grumbled to himself and rolled over onto his right side, exposing his hairy belly and what looked like a nice piece of meat. The guy’s cock looked impressive, but the fur-covered stomach, not so much.


His type had always been the smooth, young, tall jock. Guys who took care of their bodies and were more like Nino, whose job as a model required he look good 24-7. Since he kept his body in peak perfection, he expected the same from the guys who he allowed the pleasure of his company.


He just didn’t sleep with guys who were short, hairy, or obviously older. Like the sleeping little beast sprawled underneath his expensive sheets.


At least he never had before last night.


Just how the hell did that happen?


Last night he had gone to the beach for the bonfire party Quinn and Gary threw to celebrate the beginning of Bear Week in Provincetown. The couple loved the bears, and they got the most play when the bearded balls of fur came to town. And, like every year since Nino first moved to the Cape, Quinn and Gary threw a big party to rejoice in the bounty of hairy sex they would have for the week.


Although he supported his friends’ right to poke the bears, he hadn’t wanted to go. He hated Bear Week and loudly complained about it every year. He didn’t enjoy the plus-sized men who sashayed around town shirtless and in sarongs. Their presence destroyed the idyllic beauty he typically enjoyed—half-naked, hot men just waiting to service him.


When Bear Week arrived, that perfection was shattered and replaced with hairy rolls of fat, so he usually holed up in his apartment. The only action he got for seven days came from his hand and the porn he hoarded on his computer. He’d anxiously count down the days until the furry fellows departed. Once the last ferry sounded its horn at the end of Bear Week, Nino would reemerge onto Commercial Street and resume his quest for man flesh after his weeklong hiatus.


That was what he had planned on doing again this year, but Quinn had insisted Nino attend the party.


Out of all his friends, including Van, only Quinn knew about Nino’s recent troubles. Keeping secrets from Van wasn’t something Nino normally did, but Van was too busy being in love. He hadn’t wanted to bother his best friend with his issues when Van was acting like a disgusting teenager with Zach.


His friend deserved the happiness he’d found, even if it made Nino want to vomit.


Quinn knew this, and he didn’t want Nino to be alone. Out of respect for Quinn’s concern, Nino had gone to the party.


Why hadn’t he stuck to his guns and stayed home? Especially now that he spied the empty condom wrapper lying beside the bed, where the little bear sawed more wood than a paper mill. Being alone last night would have been better than waking up to this disaster.


He’d not only fucked a bear, but he’d let the guy stay the night. He had always brought tricks back to his place, fucked the shit out of them, and then sent them on their merry way. He’d never ever allowed some random guy to sleep over. Doing so broke rule number three of the Rules of Nino’s Life, a six-rule system he’d followed for years.


What had happened last night that made him break his rules?


He broke other people’s rules quite frequently, but he’d made it a point to never breach one of his own.


But now he had, and he’d done it with a bear.


How fucked up was that?


He wanted this bear out of his bed, out of his apartment, and out of his life.


Right the fuck now.


 


 


TEDDY MILLER ignored the annoying voice that kept demanding he wake up. He had no intention of complying. Artillery shells from some unseen enemy fired inside his brain, and his tongue was rawer than if he’d been licking the hairy ass of a grizzly muscle bear all night.


While he’d normally find that idea really hot, the hangover that slowly churned the contents of his stomach quickly snuffed out the fires of his usual passion. Why did he have to drink all that trash-can punch at the party? He hadn’t guzzled down alcohol like that since college. He definitely wasn’t getting out of bed any time soon.


He craved sleep, and sleep was what he planned on getting.


“Get up!” the voice repeated more forcefully. “Now.”


Teddy turned over and burrowed underneath the covers.


Bringing Irene with him to P-town had been a mistake. She had promised him she’d let him do his thing if he’d let her tag along, and though Teddy loved Irene, she tended to be a royal pain in his hairy ass.


He just couldn’t tell her no whenever she looked at him with her baby blues and pouted.


She’d been there for Teddy since college, when his heart was broken for the first and last time. She had brought him back from despair, like any good hag. Having Irene had been a lifesaver. Since then, she’d been his constant companion.


Because of that, he’d relented and let her come. But now that she insisted he get up by rudely shaking him awake, he had half a mind to tell her to get the fuck out of the condo.


“Goddammit, Irene,” he mumbled. His throat burned as if he’d had a cock lodged down his gullet all night. He only remembered hard alcohol crossing his lips instead of a nice, hard dick. “Leave me be, will you?”


“No, I will not,” Irene’s strangely masculine voice told him. “And I’m not Irene.”


Teddy’s eyes fluttered open. Instead of the beige Ikea bed stand that passed for furniture in his rental, a solid oak nightstand with brass drawer pulls sat beside the bed. The closet that stood open just beyond held more clothes than he’d brought with him from Boston, and as his gaze continued to sweep the bedroom’s interior, the olive walls with the white trim and wainscoting revealed to Teddy that he definitely was not in his condo.


When he finally noticed the half-dressed man who stood next to the bed staring down at him, Teddy immediately sat up. His already aching head thudded in response. “Who the fuck are you?” he asked the shirtless man with zero percent body fat and rippling washboard abs. His perfect body made Teddy even more ill. “And where the hell am I?”


“I’m Nino,” the man answered as he looked away. “If you want anything else from me, you’ll have to cover up first.”


“What the hell are you talking about?” Teddy asked before he realized he was buck-ass naked. Immediately, he grabbed the white satin bedsheets and wrapped them around his body. Nino’s wrinkled upper lip told him Nino apparently didn’t appreciate gazing upon a more lived-in body.


From Nino’s chiseled perfection, he guessed the man hadn’t eaten a hamburger in five years, which probably explained why he was being such a dick. Hunger could do that to a person.


“Better?” Teddy asked as Nino slowly turned back to him.


Nino answered with only a nod.


“Now, would you mind telling me where I am?”


“Where do you think you are, Sherlock? At home in your bed?”


Teddy was really starting to hate this guy for more than just his perfect body.


“I assume this is your place, then?” he asked.


Nino clapped. “You must be smarter than the average bear. It didn’t take you too long to figure that one out.”


Teddy officially hated him now. “You’re being a real douche. You know that, right?”


Nino looked off into space for a moment and then nodded in agreement. “That I am,” he answered. A grin spread across his lips that seemed to make him even more perfect. There was a mischievous yet innocent quality to the smile that caught Teddy off guard. It made his cock stiffen.


What the fuck was that about? He hadn’t been attracted to Nino’s type since college.


The all-American guys with smooth, flawless skin were like pictures in a magazine. Pretty to look at but two-dimensional and flat. That was why Teddy preferred men with more meat on their bones and fur that covered their chests and arms. The extra padding seemed to be an outward sign of truly grounded people who knew who they were and what they had to offer.


Perfect people with no body hair were often fakes. The lack of fat and fur somehow had a direct correlation to their personalities. As if by shaving off the unwanted hair and pounds they somehow cut themselves off from what it meant to be a normal person with flaws.


While he’d once chased hairless pups in college, he’d long since abandoned that pursuit.


Or at least he thought he had.


His hard cock apparently had other ideas. It liked what it saw in Nino and wanted an up close and personal meeting. That unnerved Teddy. He rarely strayed from the norm because routine gave him security. Deviations bothered him.


Change and Teddy Miller were not exactly the best of friends.


 


 


“SO THE two of us hooked up last night?” the naked ball of fur asked from Nino’s bed.


The question threw Nino even more than waking up next to this guy. How could he not know he’d had sex with Nino? Nino completely understood why he would block such an event from his mind. After all, he’d grown accustomed to bedding guys with six-packs, not ones who carted around a pony keg.


For this unfit fucker, sleeping with Nino was one for the record books.


He had half a mind to strip and give the little guy a good gander at what he’d had the pleasure of touching last night. But there was something about the way he looked up at Nino with such wide eyes that triggered a childhood memory he’d long since forgotten.


This dude reminded him of Teo, his teddy bear.


As a child, Nino didn’t have very many friends, but Teo was always there for him. When Nino got home after another harsh day of being pushed around by the popular kids, Teo always sat on his bed with open arms, waiting to give Nino his hug. He’d spent many afternoons telling Teo his problems, and Teo had always listened. They were best friends, at least until Nino outgrew his awkward caterpillar stage and became the butterfly he now was. When that happened, he had moved Teo from his bed to his closet and ultimately to the church donation box. When his parents took Teo away, he’d never given him another thought.


At least until this very moment.


The way this guy sat there, staring at him, reminded Nino of his teddy bear. He fought the urge to crawl into bed and snuggle inside the furry arms that used to make him feel safe as a child.


After what he’d been through the past few weeks, Nino could use a hug from his childhood pal right now.


“Um, are you okay?”


The voice jarred Nino out of his memory. He scanned the room, double-checking that he was still in his apartment in Provincetown and not back in the shack he once called home in Sao Paulo. When he was convinced his world was as it should be, Nino finally replied, “I’m fine.”


“Well, you don’t look it. You went white there for a minute. Like you saw a ghost.”


Nino didn’t like that he had momentarily let his guard down in front of someone he didn’t even know. He rarely did that even for Van. It was past time for this guy to leave. “Yes, well, I was just deciding whether I should try to wash all your hair out of my sheets or just throw them out and start anew.”


“I see you’re back to being a douche,” the guy retorted. “Your last name must be Massengill.”


Nino liked the comeback. He rarely found someone who could verbally spar with him. Van tried, but he usually failed miserably. Even though Nino appreciated wit, he valued his private space and the six rules of his life more. This guy had to go. “My last name won’t matter. We won’t see each other ever again.”


“Fine by me,” the guy replied. “I don’t usually find myself in this situation.”


His comment piqued Nino’s curiosity. Was this guy even more of a loser than Nino thought? Did he not even hook up with guys more in his league? “And what situation is that?”


“Waking up in a bed with a plastic.”


“A what?” Nino asked as the guy got up from Nino’s bed and walked over to his crumpled clothes. His body wasn’t all bad. Despite the fur and the gut, this man obviously spent some time at the gym. Just not as much as Nino did, or the guys Nino usually fucked stupid.


“You know,” he finally responded. “Guys like you. Perfect bodies. Flawless hair. Zero imperfections.” He shoved his legs through his underwear and shorts at the same time before pulling his shirt over his head. “I’ve never been into guys like you. Far too superficial for me. I like substance, and plastic doesn’t really have much of that.”


What the fuck was going on here? Did he wake up in some parallel universe where the fatties somehow took over the world? Where people with flab turned up their noses at those who took care of themselves?


“Are you shitting me right now?” Nino asked. If he had a rope, this guy would be hanging from the ceiling fan. “Who the fuck are you to judge me by how I look?”


The furry son of a bitch snorted. “Are you serious? You’ve been judging me since you woke me up, based on how I look. Are you telling me that you can judge me but I can’t judge you?”


That was exactly what Nino was saying. Now that the hairy fuck knew the score, he could take his fur-covered ass out of his apartment.


“Well, it goes both ways, sweetheart,” he said to Nino. “You see me as a fat slob not worthy of you, and I see you as a vacuous prick not worth the words I’m speaking.” As he slipped his hairy hobbit feet into his sandals, he glanced over at Nino. “Do you even know what vacuous means?”


Nino fought the urge to punch him in the throat. “I do,” Nino said. “It means you’re the little piece of shit this douche is flushing out of his apartment.”


“Good one,” the guy said with a chuckle before he exited the room. “For a plastic.”


After Nino slammed the door to his bedroom shut, he headed for his bed and yanked the sheets free. There was no way he would ever touch anything that had come into contact with that fucking little cunt.


Nino was judging him. That was what he did. He just was no longer used to being judged, especially by someone who could benefit from a diet and a good trainer. He’d spent too many years improving himself, making himself better than what he once was, to be belittled ever again.


To cross paths with a man immune to Nino’s looks and who apparently didn’t give one fuck about his hard-earned hardbody intrigued him. But it also had another rather unpleasant effect. Deep within him churned turbulent emotions Nino had long since suppressed.


He had almost forgotten what it felt like to be rejected, and he didn’t like the reminder one bit.




Chapter 2
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IN THE shower, Nino scrubbed himself with his block of pumice. He normally used it to slough off the dead skin and keep his flesh smooth and blemish free. Today, he vigorously scrubbed his chest and arms, legs and thighs, and even his cock and balls in order to remove all traces of his furry little one-night stand. And it hurt like a motherfucking bitch.


As he scoured the arms that had most likely held that hairy bastard to his body, Nino couldn’t believe he’d allowed him to get under his skin.


When was the last time that happened?


He prided himself on being the rubber to other people’s glue. He’d long since learned how to ignore what people thought and focus only on his concerns and his needs. It had been a vital self-defense mechanism in Nino’s youth.


When the kids at school teased him for being poor and made fun of the rags he called clothes, he’d learned to tune it out. Their comments became background noise on the playground. When they called him gordo and asked him how he could be so fat if he was so poor, their words turned into music on the radio that he silently sang to himself. When his older sisters told him he was feio and useless and that he would never find someone to love him because he was so ugly, their taunts took flight on the wind. He couldn’t hear their insults if they floated in the sky with the clouds.


Just why did the words of some guy he didn’t even know bother him so much? Schoolmates and siblings had tormented him for most of his life. He could handle himself.


What was it, then? Nino shut off the water and exited the shower. Was it the fact that someone thought he was an empty-headed himbo? Was it that Nino was seen as superficial and shallow? Was his pride simply wounded? And why the fuck did he even care?


Nino considered the answers to his questions as he studied himself in the mirror.


He puffed out his chest, noting the added definition to his pecs from his new chest exercises. He flexed his biceps, pleased with the lean curvature of the muscle. As a model, it was important to look good but not too massive. He’d managed to strike a good balance. He ran his fingers down the ridges of his abdominals and pinched the skin at his obliques. He couldn’t pinch an inch, which was important, and when he turned around to look at his back and his ass, he was pleased to find his back nicely defined and his butt perky and toned.


But when he zoomed out, when he didn’t focus on each part of his perfectly maintained body and instead took the whole person into account, Nino couldn’t help but wonder if the little guy had been right.


Had he become plastic?


He’d managed to transform the chubby, ugly, poor kid into a model. His appearance, the very aspect people once ridiculed him for, became his bread and butter. Not only did he wear expensive clothes, but very important fashion designers paid him handsomely to walk down the runway or pose for photographs wearing the clothes they had designed. Nino’s fat body had become a temple of Adonis that many men worshipped, and even though he didn’t believe in relationships, Nino had men lining up for a chance to be his man.


All they got, though, was a one-time fuck and an express ticket out of his bed after he shot his load across their asses.


He embodied the very characteristics he was once teased for not possessing, and he’d achieved what many thought impossible. So why did his trick’s words haunt him?


As he continued to stare at himself, Nino couldn’t find the answer. He hated that little bastard for causing such turmoil, but for some reason, Nino hated himself even more.


Now that he just didn’t understand at all.


 


 


AFTER NINO finished getting dressed, his foul mood seemed to be coming to an end. He might not have the answers to the questions that had plagued him in the shower, but he found he didn’t really give a damn about them anymore.


They mattered as much to him as the corpulent cow he’d kicked out of his apartment.


Well, he wasn’t really a cow, but so what? He hated him, so he was a cow as far as Nino was concerned.


That nameless little fuck was condemned to a life of mediocrity, while Nino was destined for far greater things. He was fabulous, and not only did Nino know it but so did his portfolio, chock full of photos that charted his rise from his humble beginnings in underwear to a male fashion model.


He might be experiencing some technical difficulties in his career at the moment, but his agent assured him all would be well. The modeling jobs would come rolling back in once all this shit with Ford Michaels blew over. That was why he wasn’t going to let anything get him down anymore.


That just wasn’t who Nino Santos was.


He was a force to be reckoned with. He had the ability to rise above the concerns that might bring a lesser man to his knees. He’d come so far that there was only one direction Nino ever felt comfortable traveling, and that was up.


The doldrums that had gripped him for the past few weeks had to be cast aside. Embracing life and having fun were the only ways to combat what the mad gods above threw down at him. If he didn’t make a big deal about it, then his problems were no big deal. He’d come through on the other side of the shit tunnel of life, smelling like roses and with a big fucking smile plastered on his face for the cameras to capture for posterity.


Nino snatched his white Oakley sunglasses—which were his favorite pair because they made him look so damn fine—from his chest of drawers. He ran his fingers through his curly locks, sending them sprawling about his head, and exited his bedroom, ready to meet the day head-on.


Although he hated Bear Week, he wasn’t going to allow any more of those furry fat asses to stand between him and his need to get his fuck on. Somewhere out in P-town a hot, hairless jock just waited for Nino to defile him, and Nino intended on finding him, even if it took him all day to hunt his prey down.


But as Nino walked down the hallway in his apartment, a rustle from the kitchen caught his ear. Nino bristled. The guy was still here, no doubt eating him out of house and home. If he had to, he’d grab the guy by his short hairs and toss him over the porch railing to the alley below.


“What the fuck are you doing here?” Nino asked as he turned the corner of the kitchen. But it wasn’t the hairy little guy from this morning foraging through his cabinets. It was his best friend and former roommate, Van, who stared back at him with arched eyebrows and a puzzled expression.


“Well, I see someone woke up on the wrong side of the bed this morning,” Van commented with a snicker.


Why was there a shit-eating grin on Van’s face? Nino didn’t like it, but he didn’t dare ask. Van only looked this pleased with himself when he was about to make Nino’s life miserable. Right now, he needed that about as much as he needed to find another bearish guy in his bed. “What are you doing here?” Nino asked as he sidestepped the meaning behind Van’s silly expression. “I thought you were too busy getting nailed by Zach to venture out of the new apartment.”


“Zach’s spending the morning writing his latest novel,” Van answered as he continued going through the kitchen cabinets. “Besides, he’s already fucked me twice this morning, so I’m good to go till lunch.” Van stopped and thought about his answer. “Well, till I get home at least.”


Nino rolled his eyes, to which Van replied with his typical raspberry. “You still haven’t answered my question. What are you doing in my apartment, besides raiding my kitchen? You don’t live here anymore, in case you’ve forgotten.”


“How could I forget that I no longer live with such a surly sourpuss?” Van asked with a cheesy grin.


Nino ignored Van’s dig. Van obviously wanted to get into one of their fake arguments, where they teased each other mercilessly, but Nino wasn’t in the mood. He feared further taunts this morning might make him snap. Instead, he gestured for Van to answer his question.


“Fine,” Van complained. “I’m just grabbing the last of the dishes I left behind. Don’t worry. I’m not taking everything. Although with how little you eat, I could take the whole kitchen and you’d probably never notice.”


“I would if you took the blender,” Nino told him. “Gotta have my protein shakes.”


“I thought that’s what your tricks were for,” Van said with another big smile.


He shook his head. “I provide my tricks the protein. There’s no reciprocation on my part.”


“I almost forgot,” Van replied. “It’s always about you.”


The words smarted, even though their intent had been one of playful ribbing. Did Van think Nino was a plastic too? He contemplated asking if that were true. Should he also tell Van what had happened?


He couldn’t. That would make him too vulnerable, and Nino didn’t do vulnerability. Not even with Van. Instead, he changed the course of their dialogue. “Not working at the Carpe Diem today?”


Van shook his head in response as he resumed taking plates out of the cabinet and depositing them in the box that rested on the counter. “Jonas gave me the day off. He and Sebastian have plans this weekend, so I’ll be in charge of the guesthouse while they’re gone.”


“I’m glad to see your career change is going well,” Nino commented. Although he supported Van’s decision to abandon his porn job for love, he couldn’t fathom changing anything about his life for someone else. Most people were fickle and came in and out of one’s life on a whim. Gay men were even worse. They had the attention span of a puppy suffering from ADD.


“Thanks,” Van finally answered as he closed one cabinet and moved on to the next. “I was a little scared when I gave it up last year, but I’ve never been happier.”


Nino was loath to admit it, but Van’s words were true. He’d been there when Van had his heart broken and saw how it changed his best friend. These days, though, Van walked around as if his shoes were made of clouds and went about his day with an idiotic grin plastered on his face. The sappy spectacle was nauseating, but he didn’t begrudge Van his happiness. His friend had earned it.


“So, what’s new with you?” Van asked as he took some cups out of the cabinet. A twinkle reflected in Van’s eyes, the same one Nino had first noticed when he entered the kitchen. He wasn’t in the mood. Why couldn’t Van realize that? 


“I haven’t seen you out and about for a while.”


“It’s Bear Week,” Nino responded and saw no reason to clarify further. More than anyone else, his best friend knew how much Nino despised a week devoted to the heavy and the hirsute. The occasion was nothing to celebrate.


“Yes.” Van nodded. “It is.”


After his reply, Van just stood there, staring at him. He evidently expected some grand reveal, but Nino had no idea what Van wanted him to come clean about. If he would just speak his mind, they could save themselves a lot of time. But the more he thought about it, the less he wanted to get into it with Van. His eye twitch, the one that only acted up when he was severely stressed, wouldn’t let up. If confronted with something unpleasant right now, he was liable to start a fight. The last thing he needed was to get into an argument with Van.


“Well, lock up when you’re done,” he announced as he headed for the front door. “I’ve got guys to do.”


“So, you’re into bears now?”


Van’s question stopped Nino in his tracks. “What are you talking about?” he asked as he turned around. Van’s smug expression gazed back at him. “You know I’m not.”


“Uh-huh,” Van replied. He rounded the kitchen counter to stand in front of Nino. “Now, tell me another lie.”


“You’re hot, and I want to fuck you,” Nino deadpanned.


“A different lie.” Van crossed his arms and stared at Nino.


“I could tell you a whole butt full of lies, but you seem to have something pretty specific you want me to say.” Although Nino didn’t want to have this conversation, Van wasn’t going to let the matter drop. “What is it?”


“I’d like you to tell me about the pocket bear that marched out of here as I came in.”


Nino’s shoulders slumped. He’d hoped the little bastard had left before Van got there. He didn’t want to have to tell anyone about what he did last night, much less admit what happened this morning.


“It’s nothing,” Nino fibbed as he turned to leave.


“Now, that’s the first new lie you’ve told me in years.”


Instead of responding, he left. That was the best course of action, considering his mood. Besides, he had more important things to do, like finding a brand new hole to pummel. That might be the only way out of his current funk.




Chapter 3
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TEDDY DREADED going back to the condo. Once he did, he’d be hit with the bitch storm that was Irene upon arrival. She’d be pissed that he had left her at the beach last night, even though he didn’t remember leaving, and then lambaste him for not calling when she’d left three voice mails and about fifteen texts. At least that was the count when he last checked his phone.


But he didn’t want to think about Irene or the storm that brewed back at the rental. For now, it could wait. Instead, he wanted to enjoy his stroll down Commercial Street and take in a sight he hadn’t allowed himself to experience for a couple of years.


Bear Week in Provincetown.


Hairy hunks of men of all varieties trudged up and down the street.


Over by the Purple Feather, a group of muscle bears suggestively licked the snaking drips of ice cream from the cones they had just purchased. They laughed and groped each other in front of the store before walking away, arm in arm, down the street. Why couldn’t everyone be like these guys and not be so damn body conscious? They loved and lusted after each other with hearts as big as their barrel chests.


“Honey, that shirt will be perfect for tea,” said a bear exiting a shop to Teddy’s left. He and his friend walked just in front of Teddy. They had more than a few bags wrapped around their wrists as if they were purses. “I wish I’d found one there I liked.”


“You did. They just didn’t have your size,” replied his friend, who was perhaps one extra-large size smaller than the other.


“Oh, bitch! I know you just didn’t say I was fat!”


He chuckled at the exchange as the larger bear playfully pawed his apologetic friend. Few events made him laugh more than two burly bears acting like Goldilocks.


“Ooh, let’s get new leather harnesses for the Vault at Large,” the larger bear said. The Vault at Large was a popular bear-themed leather party over at the Crown & Anchor.


“Bitch, you don’t want a new harness, you just want that hot tattooed sales boy to fit you for a cock ring again. I mean, really? How many times are you going to make him touch your junk this week?”


“As many times as it takes,” his friend replied before they disappeared into FK Leather.


Teddy was sad to lose the pair. He briefly entertained the idea of following them into the store, but he didn’t want to appear like some bear stalker. Besides, leather just wasn’t his thing. It wasn’t that he found hairy daddies with cute, cuddly bellies unattractive in leather; it was preparing for such an event that he didn’t care for. Getting into gear seemed quite the feat for Teddy. He never attached his harness right, and the cock strap always hurt and pinched the base of his dick.


If his cock was going to be hurting, he’d rather it be from some hairy loving.


Now that was a party he’d gladly attend.


Unlike the one he couldn’t remember from last night, where he ended up in bed with one of the biggest and most attractive douche bags he’d ever encountered in his life.


How the fuck had that happened?


Even though he hated the smug bastard, he had to admit the boy was smoking hot. For a plastic, arrogant dickwad.


Perhaps Irene knew the details of how he ended up with Nino. Unfortunately, in order to get them, he’d have to call her or head back to the condo. He had yet to gird his loins for such an encounter. Dealing with Irene required football padding and a cup. All he had was a queasy stomach and a killer headache, which meant he didn’t have the required defenses.


What he needed was sustenance, so he stopped by one of the local shops to buy an ice cream cone. He hoped the dark-chocolate scoop of delight might replenish his strength and clear his hazy memory of the night before. Food always seemed to help him when he needed to work through a problem. He’d been that way since he was a kid, when his bitch of a mother made his life a living hell.


Whenever she invited her stripper friends over to their apartment after a night of flashing her titties to the world, he’d consume a bag of chips or candy while she and her friends got high in the living room. The simple act of eating allowed him to escape the fact that his mother was either doing drugs or some random guy she brought home. Who knew if the late-night guest was someone his mother was interested in or someone who had paid for her services?


The food gave him the will he needed to get past the horror.


That was what he needed now. He required the focus food gave him so he could figure out how he had ended up in bed with such a strikingly attractive asshole of a human being. Waking up with someone he didn’t even remember wasn’t like him. At all. In the past, he’d always been careful whom he tricked with.


He preferred getting to know the guy first before they dove into each other’s bodies. He understood that was probably a byproduct of being raised by Amanda Miller, but he was fine with it.


He had no desire to turn into the strung-out slut his mother had been so hell-bent on becoming.


That was why waking up at Nino’s bothered him. It also explained why he’d been such a dick to the man, even if he deserved it. Teddy’s actions deviated too much from his usual routine, something he prided himself on following. His customary behavior not only gave him direction, but it was one of the qualities that made him the polar opposite of his mother.


She was loose; he had more restraint. She was hung up on body image, so he didn’t give two cents about the way he looked. She sold her body for a living, and he earned a living with his mind, as a lawyer. She was chaos. He was order.


To find himself in bed with someone he didn’t know and who was obviously just as body conscious as his mother churned the ice cream in his stomach. Instead of the treat giving him focus, it gave him indigestion instead.


Teddy sighed.


The ice cream wasn’t going to help him remember. He recalled everything else from yesterday quite clearly—Gary’s invitation to the party, getting wasted at the Tea Dance, grabbing some pizza at Spiritus, and then heading home to get ready for the party.


After that, there was nothing but a gaping hole in his memory.


Teddy had no choice. If he wanted answers, he had to head back to the condo. And to Irene. There he might find what eluded him, if he survived whatever Irene had in store for him when he got back.


 


 


TEDDY HAD prepared himself for a lot of things when he got back to the condo. He anticipated Irene launching into a verbal assault as soon as she saw the whites of his eyes. He expected gnashing of teeth and maybe even some spittle flying from her angry snarl. He even guessed she might be sitting on the patio, smoking a cigarette and flinging the still-lit butt at him. She had done that once after he abandoned her at a gay club in Boston. He had left with a guy he’d been talking to on the gay dating app called Cyber, and she had been furious. He pictured her leaning out from the second floor as she’d done then, tossing objects at him from above like in some idiotic sitcom.


He definitely never imagined this.


When he slid open the patio door, instead of a banshee screaming obscenities, Irene stood in the kitchen, making breakfast. She dished up scrambled eggs onto two plates and placed them on the kitchen table. She didn’t scream or shout; she simply smiled and told him good morning. Her blonde hair didn’t lie in a tangled rat’s nest that communicated she’d been waiting up all night. It was pulled back in a 1980s-inspired side ponytail. She dressed in constant homage to the decade of her birth and dedicated her fashion sense to the decade’s hair bands, New Wave music, and hideous clothing. Right now, she wore her “I Love the 80s” T-shirt. As if the way she looked didn’t communicate that enough.


Still, she looked at peace. What the fuck was up with that?


“Good morning,” he told her as he walked into the kitchen, where she poured him some orange juice. He looked around for Louie, his French bulldog, but his handsome boy was nowhere to be found. “Where’s Louie?”


“Gary took him to the dog park,” Irene told him after she handed him the glass of juice. Her face was gentle and free of the usually caked-on makeup popular during the eighties. Today, she looked more like a woman of the twenty-first century. Well, minus the hairdo. “He thought Louie might want to socialize with other mutts.” Irene hated Louie, and the feeling was mutual. Most Frenchies were gregarious and friendly. Louie was reticent and antisocial. The only person Louie cared for was Teddy. Everyone else, Louie treated with disdain.


Preferring not to talk about the dog that always peed on her shoes, Irene set her attention to her task, buttering the toast that had just popped out of the toaster.


“You cooked?” he asked. Why did that have to come out so incredulously? She was trying to be nice, and he had just poked the bear. That wasn’t very smart. Still, Irene had never been one of those hags who catered to her gay. She’d always been the other kind, the one who made it her life’s mission to get her boy to behave himself and punished him like a child when he didn’t act according to her standards. Even so, Irene loved him. She just had trouble expressing her feelings in a productive manner. It was who she was, and he had accepted that a long time ago.


“I did,” she said triumphantly as she finished applying the butter. She motioned for him to sit at the table, and he did as instructed. Teddy had no intention of unleashing the beast by continuing to be combative.


“Thanks, Reenie,” he said as she placed the plate in front of him. She then took the seat to his left. Unsure of what else to do or say, he started to eat. As he ate his eggs and then his toast, he kept stealing glances out of the corners of his eyes. When was the other shoe going to drop?


Irene just sat there, eating. She wasn’t being difficult or launching into a never-ending series of questions. He had no previous training with this Irene. She had caught him completely off guard.


“Did you have a good time last night?” she finally asked after she finished off her eggs. She tore the crust from her toast as she awaited his answer.


“I’m not sure,” he admitted with a shrug. “Don’t remember much.”


She nodded as if she expected that to be his answer.


“How about you?” he asked, terrified his question might wake the sleeping beast.


“It was okay,” she said. “There were lots of hot guys there.”


She ended her last statement with a sigh of exasperation. Teddy understood the meaning. Not only was Irene a hag nag, she also found herself almost exclusively attracted to gay men. She was a beautiful woman, once someone got past her ridiculous style, and could land any straight man she wanted, if she were at all interested in them.


Instead of setting her sights on a more attainable goal, she had spent most of her adult life trying to find a gold-star gay, otherwise known as a gay man who’d never been with a woman. She dreamed of converting him. Whenever she prowled the clubs for a homo to call her own, he referred to her as Goldie, after her search for that perfect gold star. Naturally, she hated the nickname, but the comment usually calmed her down and made her rethink her choices.


At least for a week or two. She’d been that way ever since college.


“You didn’t think so?”


Irene’s question startled him. Teddy pulled himself out of his thoughts and stared into her inquiring blue eyes. “I’m sorry. What, now?”


“You didn’t think there were a lot of hot guys there?”


Teddy shrugged. “I really don’t remember.”


She looked at him crossways. It was how she looked at him when she was trying to determine if he was pulling her leg or not.


“I’m serious.” He placed her empty plate on top of his and then walked over to the kitchen sink. “I have zero memory of last night.”


“Why do you think that is?”


He turned on the water and washed their breakfast dishes. “I was kinda hoping you’d be able to tell me.”


“Did you take any drugs last night?”


If the sink had a nozzle, he’d have drenched her head to toe for that comment. She knew his stance on drugs. After all, he’d seen what they had done to his mother. He’d never done any drugs in his life. It was stupid to ask him such a question.


“I’m sorry,” she apologized rather quickly. “I was just asking. You’re usually so in control. I’ve never seen you act like you acted last night. I didn’t know if P-town brought that out in you or not.”


“What do you mean?” he asked. Irene’s statement concerned him. Just what had he done last night? Obviously, Irene had seen something. If he found that out, then maybe he could understand how he woke up next to the heir to the Massengill fortune.


“We were only together for the first thirty minutes or so,” she revealed. “So I didn’t see everything. But you got shitfaced pretty quickly. The last time I saw you, you were running around naked and humping random guys’ legs.”


“Are you shitting me?”


Irene shook her head. “If you don’t believe me, ask some of the guys we met at tea yesterday. They were there and snapped pictures of you. I tried to stop them, but you were acting too much like a fool. I finally gave up and let you be. Next thing I knew you were gone. Without a word.” Her eyes turned hard, as if she were trying her best to keep her usual anger contained. “I called several times and even texted you, but you never even replied.”


Her hard gaze softened, and her lips made a slight pout. It was not only pitiful but also extremely genuine. He’d been a jerk to Irene and quite possibly the worst person alive.
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