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Bearland Tales 3

Sexy tricks, treats, ghosts, goblins, and ghouls were on the menu at Camp You-Mee’s Bears Haunted Halloween Weekend Boo-Nanza Extravaganza, and Keith Norwood was focused on the pleasantly bubble-shaped ass of Shawn, the campground’s assistant manager. Keith and his friends, Alex and Tim, had followed Shawn to the log cabin they were staying in over the weekend. Keith appreciated how well Shawn’s ass filled out the cut-off jean shorts he wore. Shawn was on the short side but built like a gymnast. 

Of their group of friends who traveled to Camp You-Mee this weekend, Keith, Alex, and Tim were the only ones who weren’t interested in roughing it in a tent. The cabin Shawn escorted them to had two small bedrooms, a sitting area, heat and air conditioning, a screened-in porch, a kitchen, and a flush toilet. Keith and Tim may have been big, hairy bears, but there was a limit to just how close they wanted to get to nature. Alex wasn’t a bear. He was smooth and lean. He just happened to like bears, or at least one bear, namely his boyfriend Tim.

“You guys are lucky to get one of the premium cabins this weekend,” Shawn said as he held the door open for the three men.

Keith was last in. As he passed Shawn, he flashed the grin he’d been told could turn men’s knees to jelly. Shawn blinked and looked away. If Keith wasn’t mistaken, he swore he could see the beginning of a blush starting at the base of Shawn’s neck.

Alex and Tim made noises of satisfaction in the kitchen.

“These cabinets are so cute!” Tim said, opening and closing the cabinet doors. “They look new.”

“They were installed a few weeks ago. All the premium cabins are getting some redecorating,” Shawn said. “And the bedrooms are this way.”

Keith followed Shawn, leaving Alex and Tim in the kitchen chatting about setting up a wet bar. Shawn opened the door to one of the bedrooms.

“Ta da!” Shawn said. He looked a bit sheepish as he pointed out the closet and the double bed.

Keith smiled at him again, although he had also been told that it wasn’t just his grin that turned men’s knees to jelly. Men talked about his height of six feet, four inches and his neatly trimmed but thick black beard. They complimented him on his dark skin and his broad chest with jet-black hair that they could run their fingers through.

“Don’t stop on my account. I appreciate the showmanship,” Keith said.

Shawn bowed. “I aim to please.” His blond hair flopped over his brow. 

“Other than showing the guests around, what else do you do around here? What do you do for fun?” Keith asked, moving close enough to Shawn to look into his lively blue eyes. Keith was generally indiscriminate when it came to men, and he found he liked the light brown freckles on Shawn’s pale skin.

“I stay in an RV just outside of Wolf Pine Circle,” Shawn said, lowering his voice. “I’ll be there after 8 o’clock tonight.”

“How far is Wolf Pine Circle from here?” Keith asked.

Shawn smiled. “Not far. There are a couple of campground maps in the kitchen. See ya later.”

Shawn passed Keith closely as he left the bedroom, touching Keith’s arm. Keith noticed that he stood nearly a foot taller than Shawn. It had been a while since he’d had a short guy. He looked forward to reacquainting himself with the pleasures of a shorter man.

After Shawn left, Keith moved his overstuffed backpack into what would be his room for the weekend.

Alex knocked on the open door. “So...he’s cute.”

“Who?” Keith asked as he started to unpack.

“Don’t be coy with me. Who. Short Shawn. I saw you eye humping him. You’re so transparent,” Alex said, leaning against the door jamb.

Tim came up behind Alex. “He can be your pocket boyfriend.”

“Okay, he’s not that little, but, yeah, he is cute. He’s got one of those compact and tight little gymnast bodies.”

“He’s at least a head shorter than you,” Alex said. “Oh, I can’t wait to go on the haunted trail! I hope it’s cheesy and scary.”

And just like that, the topic of conversation had changed from Short Shawn to the much-anticipated Halloween hijinks. This was their first time here, but they’d heard friends talk about it for years. They had talked about parties and costumes and bed sheet ghosts decorating the so-called “haunted” trail.

“Maybe there’ll be a dishy vampire at the party,” said Tim.

Tim and Alex had been dating for a couple of years, but Keith knew they still did plenty of fooling around, sometimes alone, sometimes a three-way, sometimes with Keith. He’d had sex with each of them separately in the past before they had started dating, and that didn’t necessarily stop, although it had become less frequent.

“I think I overheard one of our fellow campers say something about there being a ghost,” Alex said.

Keith moved carefully past Alex and Tim and went into the kitchen where they’d stashed the cooler containing ice, beer, and soda. The couple followed him. Keith lifted the cooler lid and fished out a bottle of beer.

“Of course there’s a ghost,” said Keith. “It’s Halloween with a haunted trail in the woods. Dishy vampires, demented drag queens, campy mad scientists, horrifying hunters—they’ll all be haunting us this weekend. Boo! Boo! Boo! Boooooooo!”

“I mean a real ghost. Like this place is really haunted,” Alex said.

Keith sat on one of the bar stools in the kitchen. “Ha! Haunted? Who told you that?”

“No one told me. I overheard a polar bear talking about it. I didn’t get all the details. I just heard him say that there’s a ghost that haunts the campgrounds. That’s all,” Alex said. “Gotta hit the head!” he shouted as he left the sitting area and headed to the bathroom.

“A ghost,” Keith said and snorted in derision. “Yeah, right.”

At the Friday night meet-and-greet around the fire ring, Keith found himself at the center of a group of dozens of bears. He often found himself at the center of whatever group he happened to be in. When he had first come out at the age of 19, it took him a while to find his natural element—bears. He was big and hairy. A lot of the gay men his age were not. And when he did find gay men who looked like him on a local rugby team, he was often at the center of things partly because of his personality and partly because he was often the only Black bear. Now there were more Black bears about, but he was still almost always the center of attention. Even as a boy, people just gravitated to him. His mother could send him outside to play by himself and within half an hour, the yard would be filled with kids, some of whom his mother had never seen before, running, jumping, and shouting. And Keith was always at the center. “He’s like the sun. Everyone inevitably revolves around him,” his mother once remarked.

The bears came in many shapes, sizes, and colors. There were a few Black bears like Keith, but there were also polar bears—big, old, hairy men who were still sexy as hell. There was one panda bear, a short but round Asian man. There were the muscle bears and the chubby bears. There were cubs, young guys who were just going to get hairier and better with age. There were the otters, lean guys who refused to manscape. There were some ewoks, short guys like Shawn but covered in fur. There were chasers like Alex.

The air was pleasantly cool with a gentle breeze blowing. Most of the campers drank beer, but Tim and Alex had made cocktails out of whiskey and Mountain Dew that they shared with campers who wanted them. A few guys had brought marshmallows. The ones roasted early on were near perfect—golden brown on the outside, soft and gooey on the inside. As the evening wore on and the campers got drunker, most of the marshmallows ended up in the fire. The ones that didn’t were charred to a carcinogenic crisp and became objects of fun. A couple of younger guys cursed the fact that their phone signals were spotty at best at the campground because they couldn’t get on the new gay hookup app called Grump for misanthropic men. One camper wondered about the long-term viability of such an app.

Keith didn’t like to limit himself to a specific type of man. He’d had interesting adventures with a wide variety, although he definitely had a preference for pale and hairy. This evening he was in bear heaven. A burly brown-haired guy named Dave started giving him a neck massage while a young guy whose head was shaved but who sported hair everywhere else on his body couldn’t seem to stop putting his hand on Keith’s knee. At the back of his mind, though, he remembered he had an RV rendezvous with Shawn that night.

By the time he decided to head over to Shawn’s RV, he was tipsy. He had gone from beer to much harder stuff several hours ago, but he didn’t think he’d have a problem finding the RV. He felt around in his pants and jacket pockets. Damn! He’d left the map back in the cabin. At least he had a flashlight. It was small, but he hoped it would help him find what he needed.

As Keith moved farther from the fire ring, he became less sure that he was going in the right direction. The voices of his friends and other campers had become more muted. He stopped and looked around, realizing he had gone farther into the woods than he’d intended. He berated himself for forgetting the map. This was his first time at the campgrounds. What was he thinking? It was so dark.

He looked up, straining to peer between the tree branches overhead. Not all the leaves had fallen yet, so he could see the sky somewhat. No help there on this moonless night. The little flashlight wasn’t much help either. The city boy in him urged him to go back to the fire ring. He turned back and started to walk in the direction he thought he’d come from. It didn’t look right, but he walked farther, hoping he’d see something familiar or at least a faint glow of the fire. He heard his friends’ voices, but he didn’t seem to be getting any closer to them. Then he tripped over a fallen tree limb, ending up in an undignified sprawl on the ground. The flashlight went flying.

“Shit!” Keith tried to get up, but his foot was tangled in some felled branches.

“Easy there.” It was a deep voice, slightly raspy, coming out of the dark but comforting, nonetheless.

Keith saw a man crouch down by his legs. He started to move the branches away from Keith’s feet. The darkness prevented Keith from getting a good look at the man.

“We had a hard rain and wind here the other night. Brought down a lot of branches and limbs. There. That should do it,” the man said. He reached over to take Keith by the hand.

Keith grasped the man’s big, muscular hand. The man pulled him up.

“Thanks,” Keith said, brushing leaves off his jeans. He finally got a look at the man’s face in the dim light. They were around the same height, just over
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