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~ MAPPING 'I'I'IE GENDME DI: BEAR ' 'I'I'IE lINCIl'I' LEGEND OF 'I'l'IE

MuscleBear put the b-e-a-r in beard. His powerful muscle pulled down from His fur owed this way and that when he rolled over in naked sleep. He

the starry night sky the GreatBear from UrsaMaj01: He was furred red-blond, exed when he stretched himself awake. When he stood up erect on his

hung big and uncut. His name was lost in the prison records. Warden Bull big hairy feet and calves, his whole body rose full Bearmaster, a constel-

enjoyed bear-baiting him to amuse spectators slumming on Bull’s very private lation of torso and shoulders and arms out of his massive ared thighs,

andvery exclusive VIP prison tour. Warden Bull poked with his nightstick through and hung from his peninsula of Big Dipper dick. He was the map of the

the bars at the chained bruin. Genome of Bear.

“Yee-haw,” Warden Bull called. “You folks wanna see how us Bulls drive the MuscleBear never spoke. He was deaf and mute and kind of

Bears?” sublime male body, hairy and lumberj ack the

The hairy prisoner was stripped to the waist, barefoot, cued at one ankle screaming die for. He was, I think, his man’s

with a steel shackle to a bolt in the concrete. Bull razed the tip of his stick into wisdom: he was I
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g b I DEAD OR lus u er h and trmrmed down m two lo staches that assed the comers oftimes he had escaped and go 1,5. . .p . .

ALIVE! Three times he’d been ught in a bear trap, howl- His mouth and ended on either side of his big chin.

ing up at the full moon, surro by cops and deputies and agents with Once, Warden Bull had force-shaved off MuscleBear’s sonic-red-gold beard

smoking guns and smoking cigars. He was a wild legend inside the zoo of the to shame him, and that’s the way he was for a time, shaved chin-raw by yo-

prison where the Feds dumped him, for the irony, in Arkansas, the Bear State. buddy tag teams of big bubba guards so young they hadn’t even paid off the

For three years, Warden Bull had kept MuscleBear welded, by acetylene torch, carpet in their trucks, till nally the bubbas said, ‘Varden Bull, no disrespect,

into his cage, a special cell, on display like a circus animal, on a tier housing sir, but fuck this shit,” because hard-muscled as the big bubbas were, they

general population. knew the wild- animal danger in force-shaving MuscleBear.

Caged in this exhibit, MuscleBear ate, slept, and lived alone, stripped After the bubba boys backed off, half in fear, and half in admiration of a man so

of privacy. He had no choice but to piss and shit-you who always close magnicent, MuscleBear-so the delinquent genome cubs bet-started mindfucking

the bathroom door wanna make something of it?-in full view of the other Bull, and his bubbas, who all backed off to watch him. (More than one-tenth of

prisoners who sneaked up to the bars and slipped him soap, and them young bubbas at night dreamed of MuscleBear and woke up cumming in

handcrafted playing cards, and small sheets of toilet paper they wanted their beds all over their snoring girlfriends, Piggy Soo and Charlene and Claudine

back used, and pencils. All to be near the Great Bear. To stroke his fur. and all those other bulk-shopping containers whose names all end with the hog-

To touch his hairy muscle chest. To see his berry-brown nipples glowing calling eeeeen.) Half the young bubbas stood watch on the tiers, bored, scratch-

sweat-wet, dripping nipplecum in the dark sea whorls and whirls of his ing at their own new body hair curling like time lapse out of the skin on the back

pelt. To see his huge uncut dick furred halfway up the shaft, turning of their wedding-ring ngers and hands and arms and necks and under their

hard with blue-blood marble veins wrapping up to its gigantic skin flap. uniforms on their chests and bellies and butts and shoulders.

FI€I'IDN BY JACK FRITSCIIIER e ILLUSTRATION BY SKIPPER
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They shaved each other’s heads four, ve times a week, laughing nervously, I’d bet the ranch that the cub bubba guards-trying’ so hard to get big by

and the more they shaved their heads, the hairier their bodies grew, and the scoring fur with the crackpot genticists-wanted to suck out his hairy bear

bigger their young bellies bloomed, the louder the Raydeens and Doreens hole, eat the dingleberries in his sweet honey crack twist tongue through

screamed, “Mister Man, you are turning into a hairy beast.” the fringe of the rosy pucker of his shit chute to swallow down his bear

That was how shaving became an issue. essence. Q. Does a bear shit in the woods? A. Only if my mouth ain’t

For himself, MuscleBear shaved no more than once a week. His cheeks and around. And you can quote me.

chin were a clock: the smoothness of the rst day’s shaving; the rst bristle of “I can go,” I repeated. But I wanted to stay. More than my lips, MuscleBear

day two; the longer stubble ofday three; the light-catching whiskers ofday four; read the look on my face. He understood I meant to service him. He pointed

the full red-blond thatch of day ve; the rasping, rugged look of the sixth day; with his index nger toward the concrete oor where I stood. I knew what he

and then the seventh, the day that he shaved and took the one shower allowed meant. As much as he was legendary for musclefur, his big uncut bearcock was

him, standing buckass-naked over the hole in the oor that was his toilet, using a legend all its own. Maybe that’s why the hairless Warden Bull who had small

a hose passed into him through the bars. By Warden Bull’s orders, the water Republican ngers, small Republican feet, and a small Republican nose had it

was always cold enough to freeze the nuts off a polar bear. in for him in his small Republican brain. In that hard place, I had heard what it

I know. meant for MuscleBear to point and tell a Hose Man to kneel outside his welded

I was a Hose Man. bars. Kneeling was a chance to

I had waited six months to be

a Hose Man. Clocks and calen-

dars turned. I watched
MuscleBear shave, stop shav-

ing, start growing his beard that

sprouted from sandpaper to

redblond cotton to a thicket of
brilliant color climbing his
cheeks, blooming on his jaw-

line, falling full down onto his

massive hairy chest. Finally, af-

ter six months of hardon long-

ing, I felt the icy spray the rst
time I handed MuscleBear the

black hose. I felt uneasy. The

Hose Man before me was dead.

Some spear-chucker had
stabbed him over an unpaid
debt of two packs of Camels.

When I handed MuscleBear

the hose, our hands brushed.

His palm was hard with yellow

calluses. His ngers were long

and thick and tattooed in blue

jailhouse inkwith the letters that

ran to his thumbs, “M-U-S-C-L-

E- B-E-A-R. ” My eyes jumped to

his face. My lips wanted to suck

his glorious beard. In a perfect

world, I would have wrapped

his long beard around my cock,

tongued my way down his hir- 4:?
sute pecs, sucked the uphol- -Ware.

stery on his rock- hard muscle

belly. His green eyes lasered

through me, but not in hate. I ‘ i
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become part of the uncut leg-

end of the MuscleBear.

Not all Hose Men were given

the nod, and some who were

ignored grew so jealous they

hated those who were chosen.

More than one killing, like the

kning of the Hose Man before

me, was less over a debt of
Camels than over the favor of
MuscleBear. Everyone held
him in awe, as much for his ge-

netic superiority as for the mil-

lion bucks the grapevine said

he made on his last big haul,

the one up in Montana they

caught him for, back in the

woods, hidden deep in a cave

where they ushed him out. All

those stashed bucks waiting

somewhere for him! Plus his

record three breakouts! What

a rep! To say nothing ofhis end-

less, patient deance ofWarden

Bull, who was everything a war-

den always is, only worse.

I looked hard into
MuscleBear’s faoe. His green eyes

hadmeantwhattheysaid. Sol
knelt. He smiled and his good-

looking smile split wide his daz-

zlingbeardintoagrinabovehis
strong chin. 'Ihe red-blond ofhis

eyebrows blazed with the light

that lled the cell from the win-

dows behind me. His red-blond

don’t think he had hate in him hair was jailhouse classic:

except for Warden Bull. His look was the kind of look a man gets when he’s combed with water and stiff bear grease straight back from his widow’s peak to the

sizing another man up. A Hose Man was the only prisoner allowed to spend any weathered nape of his thick hairy neck He raised his big funy arm and ran his

time close to MuscleBear. tattooed ngers through his hair, dragging his palm to the back of his neck His

And I was the Hose Man. down-covered baseball biceps stretched the sleeves ofhis teeshirt He had big arms,

‘I can go,” I said, meaning I could tum the water on and leave for the thirty big guns, thick, eckled, tattooed with a cross, a Mexican girl, a heart pierced with

minutes scrub-wallow time allowed him. I gured he could use some privacy, a knife, and a Grizzly starting at the bottom ofone wrist rearing up in the hairy forest

at least for his shower, even ifhe was welded into a cell where the bubba guards running up the entire length ofhis forearm he combed with a brush.

on the gunwalk had him in plain sight whenever they looked, studying the what- MuscleBear made a swift, eloquent motion read as easy as if Shakespeare had

the-fuck way the hair growing on his shoulders swept down his back, like bear scanned it. He pointed at me, then pointed at his eye, and ran his nger from his

wings on his lats, to the perfect trickle ofhair long enough to comb in the small face, down through his beard, down his hairy chest, down his musclegut dened

of his back where it bushed out on his big round buttcheeks. in a six pack of fur, nally down to his beardick, and smiled his killer smile.

ll‘



I smacked my lips. His forearms were hamhocks. He reached them through the bars and took

MuscleBear was maximum. He hadn’t been outside or seen the yard or the hold of my ears. He pulled my face up to the cold steel so my eyes were ush

iron pen for three years, but welded in his cell, he daily pushed himself hard. with his big cock already bulging hard under cover of his prison blues. He

Layered in raunchy sweats, he ran in place, pumped out push-ups and chin- moved one hand to my throat and held me by my tonsils as if to warn me not to

ups, crunched out sit-ups, and generally turned the bars and walls and his scratch his dick or bite his foreskin or he’d tear out my larynx, and like him, I’d
bunk into gym equipment even Nautilus, the ancient Greek god of expensive never speak again.

spas, hasn’t thought up. Then he smiled. Like a conspirator. Inside his bush of a beard, his teeth

Whatever species that MuscleBear was, he was stud. were perfect: spaced like well-kept pickets that ashed the way a white fence

And if he was stud, with all that red-blond body fur, he was himself stud shines in the night when headlights hit it during a hard, fast rain. He was a

grizzly bear. carnivore, MuscleBear was, and I was willing to be any kind ofhotdog he wanted

He was an BZSYSIX-IWO, maybe three, weighingatleast 245, carved like aton of to clean up around inside his foreskin. I was hungry for those bear-clots of
translucent marble, skin covered with a pelt of the kind of fur men hunt and lay head cheese. I knew ifl was ever gonna drown myself, by taking the chance my

themselves dovm on in front of a re in a cabin with cigars and whiskey. He daddy said, about getting in deep enough to do the job right, then, “Today’s the

carried not an ounce of fat. Huge veins, like the thick blue veins around his big, day the teddy bears have their picnic.”
uncut dick, climbed like thick vines from his big hands up through the curly hair I was more than a cocksucker.

ofhis forearms. Vascularity looped over his baseball biceps and ran up inside his I was a foreskin sucker, a connoisseur of the biggest foreskins on the biggest

white teeshirt, ending in his shaggy, ripe armpit where his arms and shoulders of cocks on the biggest of men. I’d do anything-lick toejam, eat ass, suck butt,

and chest and lats combined like a freeway exchange, making me hungry to suck even tongue out a snot nose, or more than once, eat a young, young, young

out his sweaty armpit fur through the bars, because I could tell he was teasing me bubba boss-guard’s shit when I was locked down in a straight jacket in isola-

with his big uncut beardick, probably dripping warm cheese. tion-to pay my dues. To survive. Anything, except of course, give up my butt

He knew when a hair balling which the bubbas took anyway,

cocksucker like me saw his ursine, leg- drinking and swearing and shoutingtie gygegneulgggglgg §;',~=I;=,,= “.‘Zi‘“;.?.f‘§.”ig.l‘;g 1 9 7 € 7

' ' '. em straighte 'and eating his slut eleven of th

' ' hirsuteIgured 1fh_¢ was lgion Eleazf me. BIGGEST FORESKINS ON ‘l'l'lE the
was onna eno it. a wa s

said, §Son, if ylog everywanngdrovgn
ygpself, don’t torture yourself in I D he

s ow water.” -
kn l.Wh b‘ kn , f

thel nil... "I." ;‘..‘;‘.¥. an Ass suc
Eelf a 69-cenzomgil with a mat of chest N E’a A
air curhng up and over his collar- other

whistled from the gunwalk opposite.

MuseleBearwas the onlyshow in town.

Down the tier of cells, hairy white
blackforearms and fuzzy

silk-haired brown
mirrors to see

one went crazy

A black voi
MuscleBear’s

Man! What’s he

“Ten uncut
“And two inches

“Yo’ mammal

mpple of his famous foreskin.

MuscleBear couldn’t hear the gab. I put the howling out of my head. I made was proud of his ne body.

myselfdeaf for him, blind for him. I focused on him. I was bom forwhat was going He smiled the way only a bear can smile.

to happen between his and me. I knew other Hose Men had got away with it I was Pow! With his right bearst he punched me once hard in the eye. My head

going to do what I was going to do, because everybody inside did it one way or popped back. I saw stars: Ursa Major, Ursa Minor. But I never let go of him.

another, so long as I didn’t have to take it up the ass from some bubba-guard bear or I dared him. Hit me. Then he pasted me harder with his left bearst in the

some visiting Republican. Notwith everybodywatching. Suckingwas like abearable other eye. G0 ahead. I reeled back, but his hand grabbed my hair and held

gift of foreskin and dick and hot smacks ofwhite cum. Getting fucked was pimk my face steady against the cold bars. I snorted his sweaty foreskin through

MuscleBear nodded to me, asking ifl was ready. I smiled. He padded on big the clean smell of his prison blue crotch. I can take it. I raised my hands to

bare feet over to me, both ofus inches from the bars chipped with green paint. He my face. I knew he had given me a pair of shiners. They were his mark, his

put his two big paws through the bars, sts closed, introducing himself to me, ‘Trade” mark. On the block, the queens called it “MuscIeBear’s raccoon ef-

turning his ngers and thumbs reading MUSCLEBEAR so close into me I could fect.” But what they called it, the queens never got, because MuscleBear wasn’t

smell bear grease curdling under his nails bit down to the quick. His hands could interested in queens. Hit me again. He was interested in cubmen, which

tear doors off tourist cars in national parks. His wrists were squared off the way made me glad, because kneeling there for all the world to see, MuscleBear

gladiators named Ursus in movies are squared off, muscular, hairy chested, and endorsed me, punching my face.

bearded like gods chained up in front of some 'uit-bowl emperor. I deserve it.

LI‘

sai

Fuck
.

r, especially

who kept

<1.

sick

kneeling cock-
front of a fucking
me begging him with my

two eyes to suck cub-like on the soft

C IN I knew what was coming. Prison

legend was wise to what always hap-Y Es, pened the rst time MuscleBear let
a guy kneel in full view in front ofhis

cell with guards and imnates watch-

ing. To steady myself for the forced exhibition I put my hands through the bars

and held onto his massive furry Thighs, keeping my eyes on the big, week- old

Cauc voice said. American cheese sandwich stuffed inside the foreskin ballooning out longer

Me whole cellblock started bear-howling. even than his lengthening meat. He liked me hanging on to his massive legs. He



I wasn’t a punk.
I was a Hose Man.

silked halfway up tl1e shaft. The heft of his meat was match for his balls, the

cqbnes of an ancient bear god emblazoned on Viking shields. How can some-

The hose wasn’t the long, green, garden variety. The hose was MuseleBear’s one who has never knelt before a lordly penis and worshiped its foreskin ever

big dick with its uncut nozzle. know what true divinity is? I have murdered and blaspbemed. Punch me. I
MuscleBear let go of my hair and ears. He stepped back, raising both his deserve it. But let me suck beardick.

anus to nger-comb his red-blond hair, dropping his hands to the back-neck MuscleBear’s face laughed without sound. I must have looked pretty stupid

of his white teeshirt, pulling it up from behind, revealing his tight musclegut- with two blackening eyes and my mouth hanging drool-open in disbelief. The

which is more than washboard abdominals-furred with hair more red than furry straight bubbas with the cigars were gomla love refucking my hole. He

blond, then pulling the shirt off over his head, revealing the damp red hair of pointed to the tip of his dick.

his armpits, and peeling it down his hairy tattooed arms. He tossed it to his The eye ofhis foreskin was completely blind. But jailhouse legend was wrong.

cement bunk. His alabaster white foreskin wasn’t two inches longer than his hard cock. It was

MuscleBear was more nely developed than any man I’d ever seen with or three. His stiffening cock had tightened the balloon of skin so perfectly trans-

without gene-therapy upgrade. three years welded into a six-by-nine-foot cell parent that the mushroom head ofhis cock showed through beneath the nipple

had left him needing no better creation than his physical and mental self-. his of foreskin. This size ofhis uncut dick was at least two inches more than the ten

mind, his muscle, his meat. If Warden Bull was at war with MuscleBear, then the prison skinny gave him.

MuscleBear had already won, even if he never left that solitary cell with the MuscleBear took the tip of his foreskin between two ngers and hoisted his

welded door that never opened. His torso was more perfect than a bodybuilder, penis straight up. His foreskin stretched from the weight of his meat. His cock

which he was not. He was no raging steroid decoration posing for a trophy. His was growing harder, pumping itself up with blood and seed, enlarging inside

strength was real. His power was his survival. his meaty bearskin foreskin, its head turning the angry red-purple color of

He had created a hairy look wilder than any bodybuilder, strip-shaved and cocks that have swung for eons between the Druid legs of red-blond Anglo-

oiled, would ever dare to present on a civilized stage. MuseleBear could have Saxon warriors, raping and pillaging with cocks and swords. Up and down the

won any physique competition, say a Mr. Bear Olympia, with juiced and gene- tier, the hand-held mirrors watched like coke compacts in a noir nightclub.

on yes-way hairiness as well as muscle, but he was MuscleBear liked the watching, thinking perhaps of all those other hands

I ' A . o-wrestling. Beyond linebacker. ' , ' ' ' ' '
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Qdid not fear him. Lust

even less than it knows reason. I
wanted to palm drive my hands over

hi thi k ulin d

tos uec ovlelfslfis reetlf:isri2(l1fblo?11d,

uplhilstery. Iwanted to have to comb TH E B GR E S

IIIIO

He III other cells holding out III1l'I'0l'S 1n one hand, beating off their own meat,

cut and uncut, locked down, watching his zoological exhibition that he meant

as much for their eyes as for the

G weasel eyes of Warden Bull,
watching, always watching from

his color video feed-

recording on
real-time

the geneticists
beamess

moved toward me.
was half hard. He

foreskin bob-

Inilig t;:1l;';3§::r3:;;§;§;S D P R E 2112215 me like the head dlftlbégE;

through the thick whorling constel- NN ING E the prow of a warrior ship. I
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muscle-carved belly into the waist suck the tip ofhis foreskin. Instead,

of his prison blues, disappearing down toward his cock, nestled in his power- he aimed the iris-eye of his long

ful crotch, red hairs circling up tight with his bear-grease sweat.

He pawed one big foot up on the horizontal bar.

foreskin straight at my nose, dilating the eye, opening the foreskin wide, stretch-

ing his bearskin with his big tattooed ngers, pulling the skin wide as a para-

Red-blond hair grew thick on each toe and thick atop the instep. He did not chute, so the iris-eye of the foreskin bloomed open to a circumference in pro-

have to tell me to suck his foot. I did what a man does. My rst taste of his body portion to the depth of its dark tunnel.

was sweet. I sucked each big toe, rimming under his crescent toenails. I lapped In that stretching balloon of foreskin, waiting, a mushroom piston, his dick-

the sole of his foot-pad wom smooth by the smooth cement ofhis cell. When he head, thumped with the pulse of his MuscleBear body. I watched cross-eyed as

was satised, he changed feet and fed me more paw. he pulled the tube-chute of his foreskin like a condom over my nose, pressing

“Oh, come to daddy, do!” a voice shouted. My world was MuscleBear’s feet. its lower edges with his strong thumbs hard against my moustache and teeth,

I would do anything he wanted to feast nally on his prized Great Bear foreskin. pressing its upper rim hard on the bruised bones below my blackening eyes.

He pulled back, looked down at me across the muscular mass of his red- My nose, wrapped in foreskin, breathed the meaty interior smells of his

blond pecs, and smiled. He reached to unbutton his y. He took a step back, MuscleBear cock. The aroma sucked me deep down the tumiel of bearskin,

lowered his hand, and coaxed out the biggest uncut musclebear dickl ever did past the clean soap smells near the top rim, through the strata of sweat and

see. What I thought in his prison blues was so big it must be hard was, in fact, layers ofpiss smells, down to the gritty caves ofdeep smegma. My tongue licked

hanging soft, pendulous, languid as only a thick hairy dick squirming with seed out and licked only foreskin air. MuscleBear, with his strong hands and huge

can hang. Soft, he was bigger that the biggest dick I’d ever seen hard.

His was a dick of the imagination. Platonic.

arms, was dilating his muscle-pumped foreskin across my face, turning his

foreskin into a mask across my face.

Nothing in nature can match its textured beauty. Its proportions of circum- I knew how I would die. Him transmorpbing, transforming me. I would

ference-to-length ran perfect. Its texture of pale white skin mapped with blue feel my eyes disappearing inside the widening mask of his foreskin. Then my

veins contrasted against its roots nestled in the red nest of soft pubic hair that mouth and teeth and tongue and my chin. Till nally MuscleBear totally masked

.9. .13



he wanted to. I opened my mouth further to shout, but I could not, because Warden Bull was one of those Nurse Rat-shit no- balls no-dick kind of

MuscleBear, deaf to all entreaty, played his advantage and jammed his wild guys who freak out whenever they meet an untamed man who can no way

uncut cock deeper down into me, impaling me, more than any man or manbear be broken, the way some bears just won’t dance. I fear someday when

before or since. Warden Bull’s bored with MuscleBear welded in his cage, he’ll fuck the

The last plunge set him off to full ursus. geneticists’engineering. He’ll drug MuscleBear’s food, and when he’s

He yanked his cock from my mouth and with all ten ngers pinched up the passed out in some deep hibernation, call in his crony, the prison doc-

foamy mouth of his foreskin. His cock jerked. His body spasmed. He was beau- tor, who, if he’s not too drunk, might remember how to circumcise some

tiful, this MuscleBear, this beast, in rut, in heat, cumming, lling up the rubber con who’s got too big for his britches. Or worse, castrate him. I sure as

of his foreskin with the hot white cum from his cock. I wanted it. His foreskin hell hope that never happens.

ballooned fall of the volume of his bearcum. Some jism leaked between his Not to MuscleBear.

ngers. His hips and butt were still fuck-pumping. He was still cumming. His He was a man in rebellion. He was a wild thing. He was a hero waylaid on

whole body was exing. His eyes were closed and he was a million miles away, a journey. He was a red-blond Alaskan grizzly. He had an MuscleBear’s power.

someplace where he was free. He had foreskin, and, oh yeah, buddy, when he came, from somewhere deep

MuscleBear, still cumming, stepped toward me. I leaned my face between inside him, somewhere so deep that it was not a human voice, because he

the bars and he put the ngered seam of his foreskin against my lips. I opened had none, because he had no human voice at all, there came out of MuscleBear

my mouth. He let loose with his ngers, and his cum still shooting, still run- a roar that shook the walls of the prison and rattled the bars in the cage

ning, still dripping, shot, ran, and squirted into my mouth. I sucked hard as a where he was welded the way beasts too dangerous for ordinary men are

cub on his foreskin feeding a ravenous hunger that was a new appetite to me. kept locked away, like creatures their keepers hope will never escape, but

“Holleee-wood! “ A voyeur shouted down the tier. I cleaned up MuscleBear’s know somehow, someday, they will. Aw, God, it wasfun watching the com-

dick. I licked his furry crotch. I sucked dry his pelted balls. When he tumed ing Great Bear clawing up at the stars mapping the genome ofUrsa Ma-

around and offered me his gnarly hairy butthole, I cleaned that too, because I jor! 02000 www.JackFritscher.com

was the Hose Man and I was more than a Hose Man. I ate my reward from the Interact with this story, or comment directly to the writer with

bearchute of his dark feast. email: jack@JackFritscher.com
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