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For the first time in my life, I felt a full, hard erection pressed up against my back and two arms wrapped around me.  It took all of my power not to shiver and moan at the feeling.  There was nothing I could do to hold back the burning blush that had covered my face.  I adjusted my hips, pretending to get more comfortable but really just getting a better feel of the dick jabbing into my spine.  It was new and foreign and a little uncomfortable given the circumstances, but it was definitely enjoyable to be the cause of the hard on.  Maybe gay camp wouldn’t be so bad, I pondered instead of paying attention to the words of the man who was currently holding me like a child.

Leaning back against the strong, warm chest of a stranger, I couldn’t help but think about how ridiculous my life had become in such a short amount of time.  It all started just about a week earlier, when the worst possible thing that could ever happen to a young man happened to me.  My mother walked in on my jerking it.  And being a young man who was interested in other men, I had been stroking myself to gay porn.  In that moment of utter humiliation, I knew there was no way to explain my way out of that one.  My mom was out of my room seconds after she had barged in, but in that short amount of time, the damage was already done.  My hands were shaking with shame and adrenaline, and I had to force them to yank my pants back up and zip them.  My mind raced with what I could possibly say.  Up until that point, I was 100 percent confident that she had never questioned my sexuality, and that was how I had wanted it to be.  I wasn’t sure if I would ever be ready to tell my mom that I was gay, but now I knew I had no choice.

After what felt like hours of getting my courage up, I left my room, a heavy feeling of shame clawing at my heart.  I found my mom at our small dining room table, face etched with worry.  The conversation was painful and awkward, and I even admitted to her that I had been having some “homosexual urges,” but I thought it would be something that was politely ignored from then on.  I was hoping we would never speak of that moment again.  Imagine my surprise when later that night as I stared at the TV when my mom storms through the front door and shoves a pamphlet in my face.  Apparently after “the incident,” she had decided to consult a higher authority.  She had gone to her church and gotten some information on how to deal with my interesting little display of sinful behavior that day.  I took the brochure from her and read the cover.  

“Connections Renewed?” I read the title.  My stomach had already gone through a lot of torture that day, but those two words caused it to twist over once again.  My mother explained to me in an oddly distant voice that if I wanted her support as I started college that fall, I was going to have to work with her on some things.  My hearing felt as though it was buzzing.  I could barely understand her words, as though she was speaking in a foreign language.  But I was able to grasp the overall concept without any trouble.  If I wanted my mom to help support me monetarily through university, then I was going to go to this pray away the gay cam for three days in the middle of some forest surrounded by nothing.  My mouth was dry.  My next words seemed as though they would change my entire future.

“I’ll look over the brochure and thing about it.”  A thin smile came to my mother’s face.

My mother had always been a religious woman ever since I was a child.  She relied on her church for support, which they were always happy to give.  She was eager to give back to the community anytime as well.  She was a kind, warm woman, and I had always hoped that she would accept me, despite any beliefs she had.  That feeling didn’t change even after her reaction.  In my heart, I knew that my mother would come to understand that I would never change that part of me.  And until she was ready, I would do things her way.  Calculating the mountain of debt I’d be in without her may have also had an impact on my decision.

I replayed all these thoughts in my head as I slumped into the arms of a stranger.  His boner had subsided, apparently as bored as I was with how the lesson was going.  I had been at the Connections Renewed Camp for just 10 hours, and I was already getting physically sick of it.  

The day had been filled with prayers, discussions, and lectures on why I wasn’t really gay.  The idea that they were drilling into our head was that our relationships (or lack thereof) with our fathers was what was driving us to this behavior.  I wasn’t gay, apparently.  I just had daddy issues.  When I was forced to admit during a group discussion that my father had died when I was just a baby, the camp counselors latched onto that and refused to let it go.  I went through my life lacking a male role model, they told me, and now I was just craving that male bond.  All of my insides seemed to be boiling with rage, but I kept a cool façade.  I agreed with them, smiled and nodded, and prayed only that time would go by faster.  

Discussing feelings was one thing, but the final activity of the day was what pushed me over the limit.  We had to choose a partner and take turns holding each other like a mother would console a child in an attempt to demonstrate positive male contact or some bullshit like that.  The partner I ended up with was a timid, awkward 18 year old.  He was truly struggling with his sexuality, and I couldn’t help but feel pity for the guy.  I was even pretty flattered by his excitement to be holding me.  But I couldn’t get over just how ridiculous the situation was.  

“Great work, everybody.”  A voice shook me out of my cold trance.  The guy holding me untangled his arms from around my body and slid back, eager to get away.  I sighed, trying to release some built-up tension that had accumulated during the day.  I wasn’t sure how I was going to get through the next two days.  “Everyone can head to their rooms and get some rest for tomorrow’s activities,” the camp leader said enthusiastically.  I barely heard his words.  I wanted out of that room as fast as I could, so I made my way to the door without looking back.  Someone apparently had the same idea as me.  Just as I was about to squeeze through the opened door, a shoulder crashed into mine.

I locked eyes with the other man, fully prepared to shoot him a mean glare, until I realized the most beautiful sea blue eyes that I had ever seen were looking back at me with a similar annoyance.  My eyes scanned his face, taking in all the handsome details, and I lost all my previous bluster.  The man took advantage of my moment of surprise to shrug past me through the door and walk off into the darkness.  I stood still for a few moments, just watching him.  Something about him felt off, like he didn’t belong at that place.  Like he was just like me.  The way he walked, the way he carried himself, the powerful look in those eyes, all pointed towards an inner, unbreaking confidence.  There was no way he was questioning anything about himself.  

I shook my head, trying to knock out the thoughts from my mind.  I stepped through the door and headed towards my cabin.  I wondered what had made me jump to conclusions about the man so suddenly.  Our interaction was less than brief, just a couple seconds with no words exchanged.  But I couldn’t shake the feeling about that man.  I knew I had to get to know more about him.  There was a feeling in the middle of my chest that urged me on.  

When I arrived at my cabin and jiggled the door handle, I was overcome with a new flood of annoyance.  I couldn’t get in.

“It’s locked,” a voice said from behind me, making me jump.  I turned around, squinting in the dark to see the outline of a man leaning back against a post of the wooden porch surrounding the cabin.  My heart was racing from being startled, but I swear it picked up its pace when I realized who the man was.  I couldn’t see his face, but the silky voice and the square set to his shoulders sent the message.  It was Mr. Confident from earlier.  

“I noticed,” I said, relieved that my voice didn’t shake with nerves.  Silence overcame us.  There were so many questions running through my mind that I wanted to ask, but I held myself back.  I knew it wouldn’t be appropriate to delve into his life when I didn’t even know him.  I wracked my brain for a casual way of asking if he was being forced into this as well, but the others were catching up with us too quickly.  Footsteps and quiet conversations began to fill the darkness as the camp participants started filtering to their cabins.  Two other men joined us on the porch, and then one more man stepped up, pushing past the other bodies to get to the door.  

“Good evening, everyone!” he said in an obnoxiously cheerful voice.  “I’m your cabin counselor this weekend.  My name is Joshua.  Let me know if you have any questions or concerns.”  He unlocked the door and opened it up, turning on the dingy light in the middle of the room’s ceiling.  As soon as it flickered on, a few bugs started ramming themselves into the brightness.  I held in a sigh as we all shuffled into our prison cell for the night.  A musky scent overwhelmed me.  I looked around to see three sets of bunk beds that looked as though they were actually built for kids.  The wood floors creaked under every step.

It was quiet as we got dressed for bed under the watchful eye of our chaperone, Joshua.  He went over the rules, but my exhausted brain couldn’t begin to care about what he was saying.  Instead, my eyes kept wandering to Mr. Confident.  He politely kept his eyes on Joshua, listening thoughtfully to every word.  His face was blank, though.  My eyes narrowed, trying to place the sense that I got from him.  He just didn’t fit in at this place.  His eyes flicked from Joshua to make contact with my own, and I suddenly realized with a jolt of embarrassment that I had been staring.  I shifted my gaze from him and sat through the rest of the explanation from my uncomfortable bottom bunk.  

There was a short time of silence for us to pray before it was lights out for the night.  I prayed that my weekend would end as soon as possible.  I got into my tiny bed, shifted around to try to get comfortable, and then resigned myself to the fact that I was going to be waking up to a sore back the next day.  Joshua flicked off the lights, and the cabin became completely silent.

I laid in
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