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Andre was terrified as he stumbled
about putting up his camp. Tall, fairly muscular, used to being on
his own and having been through a few tough spots in this life, he
was having a hard time with the thoughts of what might happen. Or
worse almost, what might not happen.

It all began innocently enough. Not
that the desire for raunchy sex with another man was innocent, far
from it, but Andre had fantasized about what being a girl might be
like since he was eighteen years old. It was a chick he was in love
with at the time that did that for him. This discovery about
himself. He tried to imagine being her, beautiful, sensuous,
raven-haired and so cool and sure of herself. That smooth creamy
skin…and with Andre or even some other man, perhaps hairier and
more strongly built making love to her...or him, rather. The
revelation was that he could like it. The sort of misgivings about
himself that it also aroused were predictably old-school and he
wondered how to ever get beyond that.

For years it simmered on the back
burner of his sexual consciousness, bubbling along at the level of
private fantasy. One which he indulged from time to time, when he
was alone.

Who knew, maybe it was understandable
at some level. He was a lonely kid, and a horny teenager. It was
the experimentation. Discovery that brought a pretty big bang for
the buck, as the saying went.

It was the forbidden fruit, the
nameless and atavistic desire to be held, and perhaps this might be
understandable in a guy who had been geeky and awkward since he was
fourteen, the desire to be desired. He wanted someone to want him,
as much as anything. Someone to want his body.

It was not unnatural, he recalled as a
seventeen-year old he thought that he would be alone forever…and
for thoughts to stray, and for him to wonder if he was indeed a
homosexual. The funny thing was that he liked girls. He still did.
He just didn’t know how to go about that either, when you got right
down to it. But he never tried. He just stayed alone, or had the
occasional short-lived relationships with women who were attractive
but somehow those never worked out for more than two or three
months.

All that was years ago.

Andre was old-fashioned. He knew all
the words.

The words came easily, words learned
the first day of school, standing in the yard waiting for the bell
to ring.

All the usual words. Every
kindergarten kid knew them.

Andre was scared shitless. And yet he
had found the courage at last, to acknowledge the secret yearnings
for what they were,long after he’d had several successful
relationships with some fairly beautiful women. He had found the
courage. There were girls he still kind of loved, still missed,
still wondered about after all these years. All of that was a side
issue.

It was still different, of course, no
matter what people said these days. He still thought of it in the
old terms, in terms of revilement and hatefulness. Deep inside, he
knew. He knew.

Maybe it all came down to who you were
born to be. He couldn’t help who he was, could he? Maybe Andre was
fooling himself when he masturbated, dreaming of a certain someone
whom he could never quite visualize except in the most obvious—and
perverse—terms that he possibly could. One day his thoughts turned
to black men. That really did it for him.

Andre was more scared now than that
first time, when he went on the internet. He turned on ‘Private
Browsing,’ not that that would ultimately deter the marketers. But
they didn’t care who and what he was, not nearly so much as he
did.

Quickly snapping off the page almost
as soon as he had seen it, and then he sat thinking about it for a
long time afterwards. The truth was that this was his fantasy, one
he had never dared to act on in even the slightest way. When he met
gays in the wild as he thought of it, sitting around in bars and
such, in the workplace once or twice, he’d actually gotten an
erection while talking to them in vague terms. Sooner or later,
they always told you. It was like home schooling, in that sense.
They always told you. Andre had never mentioned it to anyone. That
was for sure.

When he was young and insecure,
homosexuality was too much information. Now it simply scared him,
for he didn’t want to know. He was so unsure of it either way. It’s
not like he was going to meet a beautiful woman anytime soon, and
this was something he had always wanted to do.

Deep down inside he wondered if there
was revulsion, and just what exactly made a man do this to
himself.

Surely that must be it. It must be
personal revulsion.
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One day after taking time off for a
doctor’s appointment, Andre stopped at a cash machine in a local
strip mall and took out three hundred bucks.

Heart pounding in raw fear much of the
time, he drove forty miles to a town on a dull autumn day, one
where he was pretty sure he didn’t know anybody. Having studied all
the flyers, he went straight to Green’s Pharmacy, which was several
hundred thousand square feet in size and known over the tri-state
area. The supplies, as he thought of them, were sort of inserted
almost as an afterthought in a long list of cheap items which
included diapers and a famous brand of tampons. He bought a case of
Similac, some kind of baby formula. He figured he would blush or
give the game away somehow, but the checkout girl barely looked up
and he was out of there in twenty minutes, most of that simply
going up and down the unfamiliar aisles. It’s not like he didn’t
know exactly what he was looking for. He had a list, all part of
the act, or surely he would have forgotten something. He went to
two or three different stores in town, so as not to give himself
away by buying panty-hose and condoms, a dildo and stuff like that,
all from the same teller.

To run into a cousin or co-worker
would have been sheer disaster.

Suitably emboldened and after a while
a lot more confident that no one in this particular hick town would
ever see him again, Andre checked a phone book in a booth standing
out front of a Seven-Eleven gas bar and then went looking for the
lingerie store. In the end, he couldn’t stand around outside
looking in the window, and stammering and blushing something
fierce. He ended up not buying anything except a ribbon with a bow
for his alleged girlfriend’s neck. That would be his costume—the
perfect present for the right guy.
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Andre smiled to think how scared he
was bringing his packages home. To park the car, and walk in from
his spot, loaded with shopping bags, to push the button and wait
for the elevator…it was all kind of a letdown when no one came
along and he had the lobby all to himself.

That was nothing compared to
this.

When the elevator door opened, again
he was sure someone would be in there, but no.

There was that fear again when he went
back on the internet and started looking for men. This was becoming
about conquering that fear as much as it was about sex, no matter
what kind. That fear was there for women too…it was almost worse.
Like the price of failure or disappointment was greater
somehow.

At first, he searched for the sites
which were clearly in other towns. He scrolled through a few of
them, just as he did sometimes for porn of a more conventional
hetero nature, and saw the odd guy that might have been
interesting. Most of the pictures were garbage, a lot of cocks and
stuff, mouths full of cum and stuff, but this was a fantasy and not
a meat-market kind of thing for Andre.

He eventually checked out a site in
his area, almost frightened of what or who he might find. If he
ever saw a familiar face, what would he think of them, or even
himself, again?

They were all mostly the wrong type of
guys. He was looking for something very specific. It wasn’t an
openly gay lifestyle he was looking for. There was no way he could
ever handle that.

No, this was pure fantasy, and if he
was going to do it, then he was going to do it right and have it
just exactly the way he had always imagined it.

In the final analysis, it might be
better than just being lonely and jerking off for the rest of his
life. Raw sex, of almost any kind, might make up for being
alone.

He had nothing to lose.
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When the chat box popped open and Chad
appeared, Andre sort of took it amiss at first.

His initial thoughts were not good,
and it was a strange thing, but he’d never answered any of them
alleged chicks that did that on some of the girlie
websites.

As his pulse rose and his heart
pounded, Andre’s thoughts raced and he thought, why not?

Why not? He clicked on the chat
box.

If nothing else, he could at least ask
a few questions. That was what had always killed this project in
the past, many times in fact.

He didn’t know the first thing about
picking up a man.
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There were days when it was hard to
believe he was forty-one years old and still cared what people
thought.

When he arrived in the parking lot at
the dock on Lake Chapleau and didn’t see Chad’s vehicle, he
wondered how long he could wait around. He only had so many days in
the park and he was a canoeist anyway. He’d half expected the guy
not to show. He’d struggled himself the last few miles, even
breaking off once and driving five miles back the other way. The
trouble was, he’d made it this far, so he turned around and kept
going.

Chad had mentioned that he wasn’t much
of an outdoorsman and privately Andre wondered which of them was
most likely to chicken out and for what reasons. Not everyone was
into the outdoors, but it was part of his vision. He would have
thought it would have been him to back down, most likely, but Chad
had fooled him by not being there. Andre couldn’t go to the guy’s
house because he was just too shy about neighbours, even Chad’s
neighbours, seeing him.

Feeling slightly foolish about the
whole thing, Andre loaded the canoe after a half-hour or so, and
set off up the lake in search of a viable campsite, determined,
come what may, to enjoy his few days of vacation in the wilderness.
The odds were he would whack off quite a bit, and doing it outdoors
added at least something to the thrill.

It was an escape from reality, he told
himself. Of course, that isn’t really possible, is it?
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His heart fluttered in his chest as he
contemplated the unthinkable. In the soft evening air came the
unmistakable pop and rattle of a small outboard motor.

He could do nothing, for the odds were
it was nothing, probably just a fisherman or more likely two of
them, out for an evening troll. On past experience, they would go
up and then back down the lake.

The word troll stuck in his mind. An
apt word.

With a quiver in his midriff, Andre
turned and bolted up to the tent. In the unlikely event that it was
Chad, and that in spite of finding Andre’s car and giving up on
him, he was coming after all…there were a couple of things he’d
been putting off. If it wasn’t Chad, there was no real likelihood
of them coming ashore anyway. He could always get a little kinky
later on and masturbation in the wilderness might be very
good.

Aware of the pun, he was too terrified
to smile. Chad was coming ashore. It had to be him. He raced to get
ready.

Andre was quickly on the gravel beach,
on the far side of a small headland away from the campsite, as the
sound of the motor built and built.

The only conclusion was that it was
coming straight towards him. The lake narrowed at this point,
widened out into a basin, and then there was a landing a mile away
on the other side of a small round bay.

Andre stood, letting the Nair on his
legs, lower back and tummy do its work. He had never done this
before, and after careful reading of the instructions, again with
the terror at work on his system, was hoping he still had enough
time. His thoughts were all mixed up, in some ways he was hoping
whoever it was would go right on past.

What if they stopped and it wasn’t
Chad?

What if they stopped and
it was Chad?

Could he really do it?

What if they stopped, and it wasn’t
Chad, and what if he was all dressed up in the skimpy shorts he’d
cut off, and what if he had his lips done in that nice hot pink
gloss he’d picked up that day?

What if a couple of horny and very
hairy fishermen wanted him? What about that, eh? It’s
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