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Gangbang at Purity Camp
By Scarlett Lefae
Sneak Peek
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“Are you ready, Sophie?” Mark asked. Ready for what? He was unzipping his jeans and then it occurred to me what he was talking about. I knew I shouldn’t, it wasn’t too late to back out and be the good girl my parents wanted me to be. But then that stupid abstinence homework danced in my vision.

Don’t be a temptation or our brothers in Christ!

To be a wicked temptation. Far from the deterrent it was supposed to be, it felt a hell of a lot more empowering that anything I had felt inside of a church. Wicked fire danced under my skin, and I’d do anything to keep that wonderful burn inside me. He put his hands on my hips and helped lower me into position over his rock-hard cock.
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CHAPTER ONE


[image: ]


Until today, I didn’t think the humiliation could get any worse. The entire trip to Camp Purity I was haunted by my dad’s terrifying caterpillar eyebrows in the review mirror, clinging to each other for dear life like two hairy shipwreck survivors from The Titanic, his face screwed up like the world’s angriest tomato. When they dropped me off, he’d been too outraged to talk, so typically he let my mother speak for him as a professional Angry Old Man Translator.

We’re just worried about you darling, you’re going away to college next year and we don’t want you going down the wrong path.

Oh God, this was so embarrassing.

“Here, take some Modesty Armour!” A guy my age handed me a t-shirt with the camp’s slogan on it, the neckline looked like it would choke me. 

“Um, thanks,” I took it reluctantly with the tips of my fingers, as if any prolonged skin contact would give me the sudden urge to sing hymns and Leave Room For Jesus whenever I hugged anyone who wasn’t a blood relative. My fellow sinners and I had been herded into a hall, forced to sit on tacky, squeaky plastic chairs and sit through a slide-show presentation, conducted by a girl not much older than me. Her bright blonde hair was tied back in a painful looking ponytail, her long-sleeved blouse and skirt formed the kind of outfit even a Mormon Sunday school teacher would call too conservative, and I could probably see her ultra-white teeth from space. To say her painfully wide smile looked forced was an understatement, like she’d been threatened with water-boarding if she didn’t show enough enthusiasm.

“Welcome to Camp Purity!” 

God-damn it, I get caught with one guy at a party and I get sent to a camp determined to convince me that only having sex with one person for eternity was somehow a bonus. I knew better than to complain about this to my parents, if they had known that Matt and I had done more than just kiss they probably would have sealed me shut like an unwanted crack in the bathroom floor. I had no idea where Matt had disappeared to, knowing him, his parents had probably sent him to a monastery in Nepal or something.

“It is our duty as good Christians to resist the wicked temptations of our modern society, no matter how badly we might want to give in...”

Oh God she was awful at this. The more she talked, the more impossible it was to forget Matt’s achingly enthusiastic kisses, his hands trembling as they fumbled their way up inside my shirt. Luckily no one had walked in until after, when we were getting dressed. We were even luckier that the snitch who caught us thought they’d walked in at the start of the festivities instead of after the fireworks had well and truly blown, or I’d be in even bigger trouble. Matt might have been just as inexperienced as me, but his enthusiasm more than made up for it. 

But it’s not like the old days where pregnancy was a big risk. What’s wrong with a little curiosity if it’s safe? I was dying to ask but the last thing I wanted was to give this windbag even more encouragement. We were handed thick padded manuals and escorted to our cabins. I broke out after dinner and spent the evening under a tree flipping through the activities like “spot the STD” (Surprise! It’s invisible! Anyone can have syphilis!) and a picture of Jesus I assume we were supposed to colour in. I wasn’t sure what would push them closer to a heart-attack, the fact that I’d coloured him as an ethnically accurate middle-eastern man, or the fact I’d drawn a condom in his hand. Hey, they made me sit through the “master-key/broken lock” analogy, it was only fair that I made them feel like putting a fist through something as well. My parents say I have a gift for it, and if they knew even half of the stuff I thought without saying out loud, I could forget college and say hello to a full-blown convent full of nuns.

Stay modest to protect our brothers in Christ! A caption cried out, just underneath an outline of a woman we had to draw an appropriately modest outfit on. I gave her fishnets and nipple piercings from which hung a sign that read “not my monkeys, not my circus.” 

“Wow, you really do want your parents to send you to a convent, don’t you?” A familiar voice whispered in my left ear and I jumped, dropping the manual.

“Matt?” There he was, dark blond hair turning brown in the most conservative haircut his parents had managed to force on him, Clark-Kent glasses framing his soft grey eyes and ridiculously high-necked camp shirt in a shade of bright orange that I can only assume they chose so we’d be easier to spot if we tried to sneak past our sexually repressed guards in a desperate bid for sweet, sweet freedom. “I thought you’d be halfway to Nepal by now.”

“Huh?” He blinked and I shook my head.

“Forgot about it,” I smiled. I was glad to see him.

“You’re supposed to wear the shirt.” He frowned glancing down at my chest. “You know, the one they gave you.”

As opposed to the one that read “See No Evil” that spent thirty blissful minutes on your brother’s bedroom floor?

“If you don’t like this one, I can take it off.” I winked and hooked my arms under the hem of my shirt, the same “See no evil” shirt I’d worn that night. I managed to convince my parents it was a bible quote so they’d let me wear it. His eyes went wide.

“Shit, not here Sophie!”
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