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Taken by a Ginger Adonis







Using a large flashlight, Kirk Bure led me through the dusky woods. He moved in a butch gait like the rugged lumberjack he was, the perfect choice for my first gay experience after chatting with him on a hookup app for weeks. It took a bit of a chilly walk to reach a wooden shack that seemed too tiny to live in. If he was willing to make it work, then I was, too. He opened the front door and let me in first, following right behind me and shutting the creaky door.

My spirits threatened to sink. Was I regretting this unpredictable hookup already? A hot and manly ginger who was twenty-three, around my age, but he was an unpredictable hookup, nonetheless. What should I expect? I’d never been with a guy before, despite my horny fantasies about gay sex, and the few girls I’d tried to do anything with in high school had all been turned off by my monstrous size. I hadn’t even gotten a blowjob at the very least. I’d just made out with the girls, sucked their tits, and eaten their pussies instead. I wanted to fuck!

Kirk flicked the light on to reveal a small room with just a king-size bed, a wooden storage trunk, and a portable heater plugged into the only outlet nearby, nothing else. The bed did have pillows, sheets, and a comforter, but they were quite hideous and probably of motel quality.

I suddenly felt like a cheap whore whose morals had thrown out the compass and gotten lost in the very woods I’d entered. The world of gay hookups was so new to me, and I had to remind myself why I’d chosen to pursue it in the first place. Growing up in a religious household had made me miserable enough to want out, and here I was…out. Well, I still liked girls, but liking guys, too, made it challenging.
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