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Everyone always seems to
think my life revolves around my mouth. I can understand it
somewhat because I’ve always had a bit of an oral fixation. I’m the
first to admit that I always seem to have something in my mouth.
Most of the time it isn’t even something like candy. More often
than not, it’s a pen, but I do have one thing that does wake up my
sweet tooth.

 

The one big exception to my no sweets rule
is candy canes. I always look forward to the first day when those
delicious, red and white swirled sticks start showing up in stores.
Unwrapping that crinkling plastic wrapper and revealing that long,
hard treat has always been my favorite part of the season.

 

I’m not ashamed to say I go through a couple
boxes every winter. As far as indulgences go, it’s not the worst
thing I could be putting in my mouth, and I’ve caught plenty of men
and women staring at my lips as they wrap around that sugar
cylinder. I’m definitely guilty of reveling in that attention. When
I catch a man watching me with that hungry stare that says he’s
imagining my lips wrapped around his candy cane, I can’t help but
put on a little bit of a show.

 

I’ll slowly slide my lips further and
further down the candy cane, taking it in deeper until I can feel
it just brushing the back of my throat. Then I’ll lift my mouth off
it with even more agonizing slowness, until just the tip is in my
mouth. I’ll open my lips and let him see the tip of my tongue,
stained just a little red from the candy, and then I’ll swirl it
around the end of the candy cane, licking the sticky candy until
the stripes disappear and it’s pure white.

 

I admit, I get a thrill out of it. I spent
far too much of my life being self-conscious and embarrassed about
myself before I learned to embrace my sexuality and enjoy it. Right
now though, I’m in a bit of a dry spell. At least I was until I
caught sight of one of my co-workers staring at my peppermint
flavored performance with a look of open want written across his
face.

 

James was devastatingly attractive with
striking blue eyes and dark hair and a tightly muscled frame that
his button-down shirts and dress pants clung to with perfection.
Every unattached girl in the office had tried for a chance with
him, but he always politely brushed them off. Seeing that look on
his face directed at me made me wonder what the real reason was
that he ignored the stream of pretty girls that perched their
slender frames on his desk and offered their tiny bodies up to
him.

 

Maybe James liked his companions to have a
bit more cock.

 

I watched as he shifted in his seat, and I
could only imagine what it would look like when he stood up, the
front of his pants stretched tight over the erection that I had
given him.
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