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The Taste Game
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Blindfolded and on my knees, I giggled nervously, trying to play along with this absurd game my friend had concocted. The rules were simple: I could only use my mouth, licking, sucking, tasting. To guess each item he presented to me. No biting, no peeking. Just pure, unadulterated sensory exploration.

"Okay, first item," I said, my voice tinged with a playful innocence I didn’t entirely feel. The truth was, I’d seen these kinds of videos before, and while my friend wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, he was sweet. And desperate. It had been way too long since he’d gotten laid, so here I was, humouring him, while secretly enjoying every minute of it.
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