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  I brought his cock into my mouth, like a treat. Closing my lips softly around the frenulum, licking his shaft and the glans as I gave him the attention that he craved. He smelled like sweat and incense, some combination of pheromones and body adornment that I could not place. All I wanted to do was run my tongue up and down his shaft, and let my sense of taste be introduced to the brail of his body's form. When I arrived at his testicles, I took one of them into my mouth experimentally, pulling around it with my lips pressed as tightly together as they could go. Whenever I am this lose to a man's testicles, I think about the potential for harm, and the intense amount of care and attention that is required to continue forward; I think of the trust implicit in letting another person place this hyper sensitive part of the human anatomy inside of a cavity which is full of dense material designed to masticate food into a pulp. I take care not to let my teeth touch his scrotum, and I stretch my lips to contain the other testicle in addition to the first. I am impressed by the capacity of my own mouth, and I wonder if I am being taken for granted or not.


  I shake that head out of my mind, and pull harder with my lips. His penis bucks and pulses in response to my mouth's impulses. I stroke his shaft, up and down with my fingers, limply and delicately tracing their tips along the bulbous cylinder of his shaft. I feel slight resistance on the wrinkles on his skin, and a surprising amount of smoothness.


  When I get to the head with my fingers, I let them wrap around the base of the head, my index finger riding the curves of his penis like an amusement ride, or a leisurely stroll around a sunday park.


  I can feel his testicles straining to pull up toward the shaft once more. I have brought him to a point of climax, but I am not going to let him go any farther. His cum is mine, but only when I decide that it is. I release his testicles from my mouth, and remove my hands from his shaft. I pull my hands down the sides of the shaft until I have arrived at its base. Without losing contact, I pull my fingers down and form them into a circle. I want to ring his testicles out, and pull them to the point of what they can handle. His penis strains, and appear red with blood flow in front of my face. I purse my lips and blow air onto him, causing his skin to dry out, and in what I can only assume is a tingling over the entire surface area of his genitals.


  He is so close.


  I look up at his face, and know that within a single moment, I can have him completely void of energy. I can take his power, and put it into myself. The knowledge terrifies me, and excites me all at the same time.


  "Aww honey, don't stop," he says, pleading for me to finish what I have started.


  I want to shove his face into my crotch. Let him lick my vagina for the better part of an hour, come up for air only when he has decided that he has had enough, and even there, my hand will be firmly gripped onto his head, helping him to decide whether or not he is sufficiently drenched in my vaginal fluid. When he is done, I will bring him up to my mouth, and lick my own sopping fluid off from his face. He will be my lollipop.


  A penis gets shoved back into my mouth.


  He is getting more forward as time goes on. I was enjoying that fantasy, but the immediacy of something to suck on is more immediately occupying my brain space.


  He is shaped like a rocket, and he is hard. I know that he is ready to deliver his load into me, and when I place my fingertips around his testicles, I can feel them swell and shrink away from my touch in sensitivity. He is ready to give himself away.


  I think about all of the time that we could have spent together, What if he had taken that arousal, and spread it out over a period of hours, instead of the last forty five minutes?


  What if I stopped blowing him right now, and pinched his nipples instead.


  What I really need are some scarves, or a pair of handcuffs, depending on how resistant he is to captivity. I shake my head.


  Nope. Not going to work like that.


  I'm sure it would be exciting for a few moments, but part of the thrill is that the is here of his own will. It might be nice to have a sex toy, but If I wanted something that would do exactly what I wanted it to do, then I would go out and buy a vibrator.


  I open my throat and his cock slides inside. I involuntarily gag, and my mouth floods with saliva. I'm crying. I can't tell if it is because of the gagging, or because none of this is going how I wanted it to go.


  "Fuck it", I think, and I thrust his cock into the back of my throat one more time, opening myself enough so that when his penis contracts and expands within me, it feels like he is becoming one with my esophagus. It is not nearly as arousing as becoming one with my vagina, but it will have to do. When his sperm floods my throat, I lose track of all of my complaints. The taste of the sweat of his body mixed with my own saliva marks the warm fluid rushing down my throat and into my stomach. I feel every throb from him, and I suck every last drop from his prostate. I exhale through my nose, and give his penis one last agonizing suck before slowly releasing it from my mouth. It falls limply to the side, swollen still with blood, but no longer the missile that it once was; I have disarmed it. I am free.
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