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There may be a shortage of men but there is no shortage of SEX.




INTRODUCTION

Sex · ca · pades: wild and exciting sexual undertakings (not necessarily lawful)


Sexcapades is erotica at its best.

Prepare yourself for a sexual metamorphosis. This novel is tasteful, tantalizing, daring, and at times shocking. Get ready to hold on to your genitals because the sexual scenes in Sexcapades are sensuous, sizzling, and mind-blowing.

Before continuing to read this book, you are encouraged to take three deep breaths. Fill your lungs to maximum capacity, hold your breath for five seconds, and then exhale all of your inhibitions. Proper breathing during sex heightens your orgasms. You will want to cum just for fun by yourself or with someone else. Let your feelings and your fluids flow freely. Buy a leather whip. Take an exotic trip to a nude resort. Release your animalistic instincts. Hiss at your boss if you want to. Growl at your neighbor if you desire. Spark a sexual fire inside of you that heats up everybody around you. You don’t need permission to be a sexual god or goddess.

Good sex is healthy and stimulating. Sex has healing powers. Did you know having sex two hundred times a year can make you feel and look up to six years younger? Now that you know, don’t skip the quickies; every orgasm counts. Because it’s difficult to find one person to fulfill all of our needs, multiple intimate partners are healthy emotionally and physically. Most men have experienced the benefits of multiple partners. After reading Sexcapades, women will decide how many partners they’d like to have and why.

Fuck responsibly and wrap that dick up.

Women, you don’t have to be in a relationship to satisfy or explore your sexual desires. Masturbate or find a partner you enjoy having sex with. Ask the man or men that appeal to you, “Would you like to be my sex buddy?” Go back to the Let Me Whisper in Your Ear page and write your e-mail address and/or your number inside a copy of Sexcapades and give him the book. After he’s read your personal message, and, trust me, he will, ask which chapters are his favorites, and why. Engage him in an open-ended discussion about sex and sexuality. Ladies, you should know what you want and expect from a man in and out of bed. Oh, and never suck his dick before he licks your clit.

Men, this novel is equally intended for you. You can say to a woman, “I’m in search of a Sexcapades babe and I was hoping that you could help me find her.” Write your number and contact information along with a personal message inside a copy of Sexcapades and give her the book. Giving her the book is a safer approach than asking her to do the things you like that are in the book. If you’ve given the book to the right woman, she’ll call you. If you’re a good lover, she’ll call you again.

For men who prefer men and women who like women, Sexcapades was written with you in mind. There are same sex encounters in several chapters. Irrespective of who’s having sex, I want each reader to read between the thighs and the lies as if you were each character. What I’m learning is that every sexual community is plagued with sexually repressed individuals. A fifty-year-young good-looking lesbian disclosed to me, “I’ve never had a woman make love to me.” Her words were sincere and important. In a relationship, no one wants to feel as though they’re getting fucked.

Sex is boring when you don’t know how to make love or at a minimum exhibit passion. If you’re simply fucking every person you have sex with, lying dead like a fish, trying to knock the bottom out of the pussy, not squeezing the dick with your pussy, or wondering how long it’s going to take the other person to cum so you can go, you’re wasting everyone’s time including your own. Sex is powerful when you are in touch with the erogenous zones of your body, and of your partner’s body, and when you’ve mastered how to maximize your sexual energy. You must tune in to your partner’s reactions.

It’s time for Western culture to stop being so damn hypocritical about sex. Western culture thrives on paranoia. “It’s wrong to have sex out of wedlock. It’s illegal to have sex if you’re under the age of eighteen. It’s a sin to have sex with the same sex.” Even within religions, ministers, preachers, priests, rabbis, etc. make their congregations feel guilty about sexual pleasures. Some religions go as far as to ostracize fornicators and refuse Communion to divorced couples.

There are preachers on episodes of Dateline television trying to have sex with minors. Politicians are on so-called private lists with madams. There are people who have sex with dogs and cows. Boys, girls, women, and men are raped more by family members and friends than by strangers. Individuals lie about their marital status to get laid. We’ve had a nationwide class-action lawsuit against dioceses due to priests molesting children within the Catholic Church.

These unscrupulous acts occur because Western society teaches us to suppress instead of encouraging us to embrace our natural sexual instincts. Some folks sneak, hide, rape, and commit sexual offenses because societal stigmas make them feel ashamed of wanting to have sex. Too many people are taught to believe that sex is dirty, it’s wrong, it’s sinful, etc.

I say, “Sex among consenting adults is wonderful.”

I don’t understand parents who tell their children not to have sex when what they should do is educate their children on safe and responsible sex. I don’t condone minors having sex, but teenagers are going to have sex regardless of what their parents say. In most cases the parents did not practice what they’re preaching to their children.

Like some of you, I started having sex when I was fourteen and ended up pregnant at fifteen because I had no adult to openly talk with about my raging hormones. Parents are disseminating old information to a new generation of sophisticated children and it didn’t work then and it’s not working now. Teenagers are being violated via the Internet by sex predators and pedophiles because their parents think their children are safe because they’re at home on the computer. It’s time to get real about sex and sexuality. Ignorance is worse than education. I want everyone to go to www.familywatchdog.us and research the sexual predators in your neighborhood. You might be surprised.

The reality is abstinence is abnormal. What Western culture needs to do is develop a healthy mental attitude and approach toward sex education. God made us to procreate and mate. If no one taught us how to have sex, we’d do it naturally.

It’s time for women to wake up and stand up and claim their rights to sexual freedom. Women need to start opening up and expressing themselves sexually without any consideration of males’ opinions. Ladies, fuck ’em. When you want to. If you’re single like me, you might adopt my motto. Until the right one cums along, “Take the dick and run.”

Don’t invest your time trying to make him a man if he’s not already. I ain’t tryna bring a man up or hold a man up and I tell him that when I meet him. Don’t try to lift him up if he hasn’t picked himself up. Don’t try to upgrade his lifestyle if he’s content. Dick is plentiful and free, so don’t pay for it. Don’t let him drop you off at work and keep your car. Don’t give him keys to your house if he’s not paying the rent or the mortgage. Under no circumstances should you ever let a man hit you. Ou, I have a zero tolerance for a man who lay hands on a woman and you should too. And when you finish fucking him, don’t hesitate to put him out.

That’s what some men do, you know. “Oh, just read this book and judge for yourself. And if you make it to the Essence Music Festival in New Orleans, just drive down N. Rampart Street across from Louis Armstrong Park at night and check out the sea of fine-ass black men. Yes, men. For blocks and blocks you’ll see all men. If you lose track of your man, you might just find him over there ass up or ass out or on the corner with a dick in his mouth. Don’t take my word for it. I ain’t got to lie y’all.”

Where was I? Oh yeah. When women deny men sex as a form of discipline, women are actually denying themselves sexual gratification. The male will either suppress his sexual appetite or feast someplace else; in an alarmingly increasing number of cases single and married men are mating with men to satisfy their sexual appetites.

Stigmatized promiscuity and gay bashing result in closet lesbians, men on the down-low, lovers who cheat on their spouses, and an increase in sexually transmitted diseases. If a woman knows her husband is bisexual, she can ask him to use a condom or she can ask for a divorce. If a man is aware that his lover contracted HIV from having an affair, he can protect himself during sex or he can end the relationship.

All this lying, deceiving, tiptoeing, and creeping by folks who are supposedly grown just to have sex has gotten the HoneyB fed up. Look in the mirror and be honest with yourself. Stop all the lying and double standards. You can’t be everything to everybody, so stop trying. No one person will ever satisfy your every need. You will never own anyone’s dick or pussy, so stop acting like you do. Do whatever you want but tell the truth. Many couples are miserable and too many married individuals are unhappy. Please realize that a person’s sexuality is not a measure of their character. And a grown person does not need your permission to be an adult.

Society should embrace all types of sexuality: homosexuals, heterosexuals, lesbians, and, in my case, try-sexuals. I’ll try most things once. If I like it, I’ll do it again. If I don’t like it, that’s it, I’m done. But at least I know, based on my personal experiences, what appeals to me. I don’t give credence to society’s predetermination of what’s morally correct. I say, “Screw society because the people making up the rules sure as hell aren’t living by the rules.” Like the individuals in Jena, Louisiana, who incarcerated Mychal Bell and charged several African American teens in 2007 for defending themselves against several white guys while the white guys were never ever charged. And it all started because some African American teens wanted to sit under a tree designated for “whites only.” I’ll stop here because injustice against any race upsets me. Back to my point, it’s my prerogative to enjoy sex with whomever I choose.

Other cultures understand the healing powers that are exchanged between couples during sex. And there are so many ways to have healthy sex without penetration, like mental stimulation, cuddling, foreplay, masturbation, cunnilingus, and fellatio. The best sex occurs prior to orgasms, which last only a few seconds. The human touch is powerful and healing. Try it and see for yourself. Hug, caress, or stroke someone. Lovingly play in their hair and watch their body spontaneously relax. Rub their feet. Kiss the nape of their neck in public. Massage or lick their nipples and observe their reactions.

Sexcapades is about your personal journey to freely explore your sexuality. If particular scenes arouse you, allow your mind to engage in the sexual moment and stimulate your senses. Masturbate if you want to. Then think, write, or talk to a friend about how the sex scenes made you feel. Be honest with yourself. This is your opportunity to grow spiritually and sexually. After you’ve assessed your sexual feelings, embrace your new discovery.

As seen on The Oprah Winfrey Show, 51 percent of all women are single and 75 percent of all African American women are single. I agree with Oprah when she said, “That’s a good thing.” Women are choosing whether they want to become wives or have children, realizing that they are not defined by having a man or a husband. Personally, I never want to get married again. Sure I could, but what I prefer is compatibility, compassion, love, sex, affection, intellectual stimulation, and friendship, none of which requires a legal commitment.

Marriage today is way overrated in my opinion. Most married couples don’t effectively communicate with one another. Millions of married people are having extramarital affairs. And way too many people are simply married on paper to maintain their financial status. So I give one thumb-down to married couples who are unaware of their sexual power and two thumbs-up to sexually liberated singles. You know the singles I’m talking about. They’re always walking around smiling, happy, and energetic and they have lots of stories to share about the people they’re dating or places they’ve traveled.

So, ladies, for those of you in search of Mr. Right, enjoy sex with Mr. Right Now until you find the man of your dreams. If you’re like me, make new friends around the world and have fun wherever life takes you.

Most important . . . if you don’t remember anything else I’ve said, “Honey, be safe, don’t get stung. Fuck responsibly. Wrap that dick up!”




SEXCAPADE 1

Nick

I’m gonna make you cum, with my mouth . . . Is that okay?”

Every word she spoke was exhaled faintly above a whisper.

Eagerly he nodded, causing his forehead to bump her nose several times.

Reclining until his back meshed flat against the bed, Nick interlocked his fingers behind his head, generously spreading his lean, muscular thighs nice and wide, professing, “This big banana dick is all yours, lovely. Open wide and proceed with caution.”

The long sweet swerve of his hard-on curved into a perfect hook that he knew could hit the corners of her pussy with the same precision that his Bentley mastered the curvaceous mountainside of Highway 1 in San Francisco.

The plush pillow-top mattress snugly fitted with a black satin sheet sucked in his entire body like an undercurrent drawing a mannequin beneath the sand of the ocean floor. Clearly Nick realized it wasn’t the mattress making him weak. It was how she’d said what she said that caused blood to rush to his dick and harden, yearning to have her plump, juicy lips anywhere on him. Right now, any set of her sensuous lips against his inferno flesh could make him shoot cum all over her titties.

The image of Natalie’s gorgeous face—hovering two inches from his—shielded his view, yet he knew directly above the bed was her mirrored ceiling. Oh how badly he wanted to watch her seduce him. Being able to see her wrap those luscious cherry-stained lips around his thick dick made him . . . damn, he had to suppress his urge to explode all over the curly pussy hairs twirling between his fingers.

Brushing her mouth against his ear, Natalie gasped, then exhaled, “Umm,” exuding her sexual energy. “Ou, baby. Looking at your sexy body,” she said, pausing to circle her fingertip atop his erect nipple, then continued, “is making my pussy sooo wet. I love it when you make my pussy juicy. Do you like that too?”

Anxiously he nodded, glad she’d slid over to the adjacent pillow, allowing him to become both a voyeur and a participant. Staring at her reflection in the ceiling, he found her more beautiful, inside and out, each time they had intercourse. Regretfully he’d promised not to break agreement number two: never to fall in love with her, and since he was a man of his word, he focused on the overwhelming pleasure invading his six senses.

Natalie’s touch was feathery. Her taste, sweet and sticky like rock candy slowly melting in his mouth. Her smell, the light fragrance of his favorite sundae topping, warm melted caramel drizzled atop rich brown sugary pecans, with the whipped cream of her cherry spread across his face. The sound of her voice made his dick ooze with precum but beholding the beauty of her heavenly body was orgasmic foreplay. With all things considered, nothing or no woman could match the spiritual magnetic energy that attracted and bonded him to her.

“You with me, daddy?” she asked, planting a delicious kiss on his mouth.

Nick’s lips pressed together as his eyes shifted away from hers concealing his love for her.

While he was motionless, she stretched her thigh wide across his chest, then wiggled her hips, inserting his middle finger inside her vagina.

Probing for her G-spot, he said, “Oh damn, you’re hot and wet.”

“Um, hmm, told you so,” she moaned, gyrating on his finger. “Deeper, daddy, go deeper for mama.”

Enjoying the seduction, he watched her slow motions as she held her outer lips, then spread her pussy apart exposing her long stiff shaft and shiny protruding clit. Gazing deep into his eyes, she confirmed, “This good pussy is all for you.” Then she squirmed onto his finger until his knuckle damn near disappeared into her hot fleshy hole. Slowly moving his hand, Natalie amazingly sucked all of her cum off his finger using her vaginal muscles.

“Fuck!” Nick yelled to himself.

This should be the day he asks to fuck her in the ass. No, no, not today. Asking might ruin the moment. He didn’t want to do anything to make her unhappy. If he played along with her, would she eventually change her mind and marry him? He’d better hold off on anal sex and save that for their honeymoon.

If any more blood cells detoured to his dick Nick would definitely bust a nut from his gut through his balls, splattering her pussy with his seeds. That was, if he didn’t pass out first. Exhaling, he tried to relax a little, glancing at the picture of them on her nightstand as they casually hugged at the company picnic. Everyone at the corporate headquarters of Dons and Divas Restaurants was clueless that they were sex partners.

They weren’t a couple, or dating. Sex for them was initiated out of convenience. Nick didn’t have time to court and wait until a woman was ready to have sex only to discover after several dates what the woman really had was sexual hang-ups and insecurities about her body. “I’m not sucking your dick or licking your balls, so don’t ask. Oh, and just so you’ll know, I have sex only with the lights off.” Nor did Nick want to experience a bad fuck that would force him to ditch her and call the next woman on his long list of names gathered from speed dating.

His fantastic fuck partner had her own reasons for blowing him on the regular. Natalie didn’t want to have sex with a different man every night but when she’d confessed that she had to have at least one orgasm a day to relive the stress of her demanding job, Nick quickly volunteered to assist her. Being that she was his counterpart, he completely understood and willingly accommodated her requirements for sexual fulfillment.

Now that they were deep into their uninhibited sexual relations, Nick wanted all of Natalie—mind, body, soul, and her hand in marriage. But she’d warned him that making such a request could risk everything, including the million-dollar promotion. They were competing to manage the company’s new Dons and Divas Restaurant in Paris, France.

With all of their concerns, nothing was more significant than rule number one: no matter what they’d always remain best friends. The last and final rule was sex every day, even if for only fifteen minutes. So far, over the past three years, not one of their rules was broken.

“Damn, you make mama feel real nice,” she whispered, circling the tip of her nail around his giant mushroom head. “Can I thank you by sucking your dick, baby?”

This time Nick’s eyes rolled to the top, disappearing behind his eyelids. Propping himself on his elbows, he inhaled deeply, then exhaled long and slow into the air, “Whoa. Goddamn, woman.”

She stroked his dick, then moaned, “I take that as a . . . yes?”

“Hell ye-ye-yes,” he stuttered, reaching for the red lace bra concealing her voluptuous heart-shaped cleavage. With his dick throbbing against her firm grip, he palmed her lovely titties with both hands, then squeezed her nipples.

Tenderly Natalie’s hands covered his as she whispered, “Uh-uh. No, daddy.” Loosening his grasp, she continued, “This is your moment. Live in it. Cum all over my face in it. Bask in it. You fucked me so good I wanna show you how much I appreciate this big-ass dick,” she said aggressively, pushing him against the bed. Yanking both of his legs downward, she commanded, “Lay flat on your back. Now scoot your ass to the foot of the bed. I’m controlling this dick. Relax and listen to me. No, you don’t need this,” Natalie said, slipping the black satin king-size pillow from his grip. “Not yet, anyway. Yes, yes, baby, let your feet hang toward the floor, lay just like that for mama. You comfortable, handsome?”

Exhaling, Nick mumbled, “Yeah, I’m good,” gnawing the hell out of his fist.

She could’ve twisted his dick like a pretzel and his response would’ve been the same. What if he ignored rule number two and told her the truth? Natalie, I’m in love with you. Would his heart be broken? Would she really leave him? Would she string him along for his big dick? He wouldn’t dare ask her to be his wife and have his baby knowing that they were both married to occupations that they had more passion for than sex. But the thought of her having his child made him smile on the inside. Perhaps one day they’d be a family.

Patiently Natalie traced her finger down the crease in his bare chest, then over his smooth abs. He admired her immaculate French-manicured nails that were now dancing in his pubic hairs as she grazed her fingertips over his dick, from the base to the head, making it rise like a puppet, except there were no strings attached.

“Fuck!” Nick yelled into the air.

Merciless Natalie cushioned her nose into his nuts, separating his seeds, then inhaled. “Your natural musk is my all-time favorite fragrance. Ever wonder why I have so many sandalwood candles scattered about my bedroom?”

Not only had he never wondered, right now he didn’t give a damn about any candles unless she was going to drip hot wax all over his body. Ou, how he loved the dissipating burning sensation of drops of melted wax clinging to his nipples, chest, balls, and inner thighs.

Softly, Natalie moaned, “Ou, yes, I love your big nuts, baby.”

Her exotic whispers drove him to the brink of snatching her straight black hair that was neatly aligned with her chin on one side of her face and her cheekbone on the other side. Oh, how bad he wanted to ram his dick down her throat and fuck her tonsils until she swallowed them along with his sperm. His legs rattled. He shook his head, then rubbed the aching stiffness of his dick.

“Because the manly scent reminds me of you. You, my magnificent lover, are all man and I love that shit. I prefer not to light them. You know, the candles. I warm the jars on hot plates and let the wax melt from the bottom. Like sexing you. I like marinating your seeds inside your balls before making you cum. I go wild with pleasure getting whiffs of your masculine scent whenever I whisk by one of the candles.”

Nick said to himself, “What the hell is she talking about? Shut up and suck my dick.”

Instinctively Natalie inhaled like she was reminiscing fond memories of him. Hopefully she’d add this moment to their list of adventures. He knew he would. But what he couldn’t figure out was how she’d mastered making each time she pleasured him seem like their first time together.

“Fuck!” he yelled, curling his fingers into his palms. His fists trembled uncontrollably. Desperately he wanted to cum.

Delving her nose between his nuts again, she inhaled long and slow, pressing her lips against his balls. “See. Look. Look at how hard you made my nipples,” she said, inserting her pointing fingers inside her red lace bra, freeing her plump titties, setting them atop the underwire. “This happens to me every time I inhale you. Every time I smell the candles that remind me of you. Give me your hand, daddy.”

Climbing on top of his stomach, she raised her hips, then dipped his thick middle finger into her pussy again. This time she humped a few times, then moaned, “Ummmm,” smoothing back her hair while arching her spine.

Gripping her ass he said, “Keep this up and I’m gonna bust this big-ass nut for sho’.”

He removed his finger, then opened his mouth wide. Slurping on his finger, he relished the taste of her juices. “Um, um, um. Sweet rock candy. Damn, woman, you taste delicious.”

“Let me see,” she said, leaning into his mouth. Stirring her tongue like a straw in a lump of whipped cream, she said, “Ya know, you’re right. I am tasty.”

Natalie resumed, picking up where she’d left off, trailing her hands over his thighs, his knees, his legs, finally caressing his toes as he tucked them between the mattress and the red leather footboard.

Listening to her seductive moans kept his erection firm and unbelievably hard.

“Have I ever told you, you have very succulent nipples for a man? My pussy is dribbling just watching ’em. I love the way your nipples stay hard. Mind if I lick?” she asked, slithering out her tongue.

She’d mentioned before the way she liked how his nipples resembled two Sno-Caps. Like someone had set the chocolate candy dots atop his muscular chest and had forgotten to come back and get them.

“Do your thang, girl,” Nick muttered, yanking lightly on his long thick dick.

Softly she kissed his button-size nipples, then straddled the red fiberglass stool at the foot of the bed. “This chair is cool but my pussy pressing against the seat is hot and juicy. Close your eyes and relax while I squeeze the pulsating muscles inside of my saucy pussy. Just for you, daddy.”

Nick struggled to get comfortable while she patiently waited. Inhaling deeply, Natalie moaned, “Oooooou.” Exhaling into the crown of his dickhead, “Aaaaah,” she blew into his pubic hairs. “Next time I inhale, I want you to exhale.”

Oh God, I can’t take another minute of foreplay. Just suck my dick, please, Nick thought. All of his sexual energy rushed to his groin. “Okay,” he mouthed, but silence escaped his lips.

After each inhale, she exhaled softer, and softer, moving her lips fractions of an inch from the tiny opening in his dickhead. After the third exhale into what he considered his fourth eye, she whispered, “Focus all your energies throughout your body. Feel the tingling sensations from your toes to your ass,” raking her fingernails over his tight ass as she continued, “to your groin, to your navel, to your nipples, to your ears . . . ummm, yes, daddy, yeess.” Her nails dug deep into his cheeks, making him want to cum.

Nick cried inside, “I don’t need dick meditation. I need your sloppy slobbering lips sliding up and down my dick.”

Natalie licked her lips, then softly pressed them onto his swollen head. “Um, hmm,” she hummed lightly, easing the tip of her tongue along the underside vein.

He moaned, gripping the sheets to keep from grabbing the back of her head.

Seductively she whispered to his dick, “I’m ready to make you cum with my mouth . . . Is that okay?”

This time he yelled louder, “Suck me. Fuck!”

Impatiently Nick nodded but he didn’t have to because his remaining blood cells charged his overstuffed erection, creating an extra rise of his dick, signaling that Natalie unequivocally had his undivided attention.

Leaning into his balls she licked his nuts, then kissed them. “Umm. Sugar. You taste so damn sweet.”

Dipping her fingers into a crystal bowl sitting on the tray beside her bed, she stirred her nails, then she eased her finger between his lips.

His mouth suctioned off the juices savoring every drop of her special homemade concoction: pineapple juice with a few pieces of fruit mixed with raw honey, a touch of brown sugar, and a few dissolved peppermints.

Gliding a mint deep into her pussy, she moaned, “Oh, the sensation breezing throughout my vagina is sending chills throughout my body.” Removing her finger, she slid it under his nose. “You know what this scent is?”

Nick’s hand grabbed hers gliding it into his mouth covering her knuckle. He moaned, grunted, and moaned some more, wanting to chew Natalie’s finger because it tasted and felt so damn good.

With her finger lingering in his mouth, hungrily she kissed him before moving to his nipples. Swirling the honey mixture onto his chest, her lips suctioned his Sno-Caps until they shriveled tight like raisins. He felt the precum seeping from his dick trickling onto the underside crevice of his head, saturating the satin sheet.

“I want you to place your feet at the foot of the bed. Scoot your ass to the edge, bend your knees, and spread your thighs like a butterfly,” Natalie instructed, patiently waiting for Nick to cooperate.

Bowing between his thighs, she sucked the precum off of his head, then moaned, “You taste sweeter than honey.”

She ran her juicy tongue down his shaft, over his balls, then stopped at his hot spot beneath his balls. His ass automatically tilted upward when she French-kissed the fuck out of him, then licked his asshole several times.

“Aw shit!” Nick yelled, which was followed by a sudden, “Oh my God!” as a burst of precum unexpectedly squirted out.

Quickly Natalie braced her hands to prevent his thighs from closing in on her ears. Moving back up to his balls, she tea bagged them into her cool mouth. Inhaling, exhaling, she moaned, “Hmmm,” vibrating his nuts like an electrical massager.

Gradually Nick’s knees drew closer to her shoulders. She pulled them down, then pushed them back open. “This will feel better if you relax and keep your legs apart. You know what I’m doing, don’t you?”

“Besides driving me fucking insane?” Nick’s chest rose and fell rapidly.

“I’m tasting you before basting you.”

With his ass on the edge of the mattress, Natalie retrieved a pineapple chunk from the bowl. Circling the million-dollar hot spot underneath his balls, she massaged his asshole, then picked up the bowl, trickled juice on his dick and his balls, and delicately rubbed the stickiness all over his groin.

“Whoa! That’s too cool!” Nick responded. “That’s enough. Feels like my shit is outdoors in a blizzard.”

Natalie whispered, “You know what I’m doing? Right?”

Surrendering without answering, he simply shook his head before collapsing onto the mattress.

“I’m getting ready to heat up your dick before making you cum in my throat,” she said softly, blowing on the peppermint sweetness of his erection.

Natalie delved in. Wrapping her fingers around the base of his dick, vigorously she slurped the juices from his nuts.

“Mmmm. I wish you could experience how damn good you taste.”

She sucked his balls, then eased her hot hungry tongue all over his dick. He felt the throbs pressing against the walls of her mouth as she suctioned tighter while bobbing up and over his head.

Slowly Natalie stroked him with her hand twisting his shaft. She dipped her other hand into the bowl, covered her fingers with more juice, then massaged his dick while placing a fresh peppermint at the back of her throat until it dissolved. Moments later she began feasting again. Her head rose, his hands pushed her down. She rose again. He plunged her head back down again.

She needed to quit playing and go on and suck his dick for real.

With the bottom of his feet heel to heel and toe to toe, Nick’s ass humped to her face, then fell to the bed. When his feet slipped toward the floor, he knew she had him right where she wanted him, defenseless. Natalie pressed his hips into the mattress, urging him, “Damn you! Grab the back of my head.”

He tried but he couldn’t. She’d made every part of his body limber including his arms. Nick exhaled as heat oozed from Natalie’s throat onto his throbbing shaft.

“Yes,” she moaned. “Yes, yes, yes, daddy. Fuck me.”

She was doing all the fucking with her beautiful mouth riding his dick. The faster she bobbed, the hotter his dick got. Precum seeped from the tip clinging to her lips.

Nick had to focus. He wanted to cum so badly he didn’t want to fuck up and let little nut beat the big nut.

“Daddy, my pussy is so damn wet,” Natalie said, trembling and stroking his dick faster. “I want to jump on this dick and ride the shit out of you but this orgasm isn’t about me . . . it’s all for you. You’re the best lover I’ve ever had. Ou yeah, I can taste the tartness oozing from the pores of your shaft, so I know you’re ready to blast off like a rocket.” Natalie eased up a little, then said, “It’s time for me to make you cum with my big juicy lips . . . you ready?”

Nick nodded, then said, “Hell yeah.”

“I’m gonna ease your dick to the back of my throat . . . and when I do, my throat is gonna be really hot . . . when I come up, you’re gonna cum.”

“Fuck!” he screamed as she slowly eased her mouth over his shaft. Wiggling her tongue she nestled his head into the cushiony roof of her sizzling mouth.

Continuing to navigate his head pass her tonsils, he closed his eyes, feeling the rising temperature in the back of her throat. Uncontrollably his body began to rattle.

Suctioning her jaws around his shaft, Natalie began slowly yanking upward with her esophagus like she was trying to swallow him whole. She suctioned hard along his underside vein, drawing the sperm from his nuts as if she were sucking in a long stand of spaghetti through a straw.

Nick yelled, “Oh shit!”

He pressed his hips harder against the bed; Natalie’s lips were now midway up his dick.

His legs rattled uncontrollably as he yelled, “Oh fuck, woman!” His body sprang forward.

Slow and steady, her mouth cupped his head as she suctioned one last very long and firm draw.

“Oh my God, Jesus!” Nick shouted, repeatedly ripping the black satin sheet away from the mattress.

Natalie watched him watch her in the mirrored ceiling. Then she swallowed every single sperm before licking her lips. Nick collapsed backward lying motionless.

Gently she kissed his lips, then said, “Thanks, daddy, for letting me suck your beautiful dick.”

If Natalie could’ve read his mind, she would’ve heard him say, “What in the fuck did you just do to me?”

Whenever Nick recovered, which wouldn’t be anytime soon, he was definitely wearing her clit the fuck out.
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Natalie

Mind-blowing sex with Nick was great but what Natalie really appreciated about Nick was his intellectually stimulating conversation in and out of bed and the fact that he was a pleaser. Nick actually cared if she was sexually satisfied. Relocating from New York to San Francisco thus far was one of the best decisions she’d made. Keeping her business relations separate from her personal life by discreetly fucking Nick was another wise choice.

Natalie grew tired of dating corporate men with big paychecks and small minds hiding behind their material possessions because they didn’t know how to please a woman. Those were the ones who needed to invest $5,000 into a lifelike blow-up doll that could suck their dicks without complaining, pay for sex without a woman having to ask him for money, or jack off.

Placing Nick’s breakfast plate in front of him, Natalie sat at the dining table. “So, how do you think Flint is going to make his selection? Do you think the partners entrusted the decision solely to him? I sure wouldn’t if I were them,” Natalie said, using her fingers to shove aside the blueberries and blackberries as she picked a fresh raspberry from their shared fruit platter. Her tongue eased out and the raspberry vanished behind her glossy lips.

Motioning for Natalie’s hand, Nick closed his eyes, bowed his head, then prayed, “Heavenly Father, bless this food. Bless the hands and heart of this beautiful woman who prepared this meal. I ask that you impart nonjudgmental wisdom in the words we speak and allow us to be impervious to the criticism of others. Amen.”

Nick tossed his silk tie onto the back of his chair to keep it clean. Loosening the seventeen-inch collar circling his neck, Nick unfastened each button, exposing his smooth muscular chest. The tail of his lightly starched pale green long-sleeved shirt hung beside his thighs. His rippling abs descended toward his thirty-six-inch waistline above his immaculately tailored forest green slacks. He watched Natalie gently place her big toe inside his sunken belly button. Slowly she trailed her foot to his crotch, then tapped his dickhead, making his lips and his dick curve with pleasure.

“Curious.” He paused, then continued, “Not that I agree but why wouldn’t you let Flint choose?” Munching on a toasted whole wheat English muffin loaded with garlic herb schmear and lox, Nick added, “By the way, thanks for making me the happiest man in the world. Man oh man, that blow job last night was unforgettable.”

Casually he removed a small white box from his pocket, then slid it from his side of the table to hers. “I can’t pay you for keeping me happy but here’s another expression of my appreciation of your attentive affection. Thanks for always making me feel like the man. You know how much I care about you, so I won’t go there.”

Gulping his coffee, Nick washed away the lump forming in his throat.

Eyeing the box while savoring the last raspberry seed on the tip of her tongue, Natalie knew exactly how much Nick loved her. The watery glaze of softness in his eyes told her he wanted more. She did too but instead of getting emotional, Natalie pondered Nick’s question. There was a list of reasons both of them could give like the fact that Flint was an undereducated know-it-all who didn’t have any college degrees. Nick had a master’s in finance with a BS in communications and Natalie held a doctorate in accounting, a master’s in business administration, and a bachelor’s in business marketing.

Clearly Natalie understood that holding any number of degrees didn’t make anyone more or less successful or guarantee they’d acquire common sense. Feverishly holding on to her dream, maintaining her financial independence, remaining single until she was ready to get married, believing in herself, and striving to attain her goal of owning several restaurants motivated Natalie to excel at everything she’d done from quickly advancing in her professions to creating an image that men and women admired, but more important, Natalie had developed a reputation that others respected.

Her business, Divas Galore, would uplift women. Natalie would host the ultimate dining experience where women could arrive before their dates and receive a captivating makeover that would make each woman a confident diva on the inside while looking stunning on the outside. Dining at Divas Galore would become a journey of self-discovery not just a destination for a meal one would soon purge from their body.

Natalie’s patrons could eat healthy and shop wisely at the same time. Sexy models—male and female—would strut along a runway maze modeling the hottest shoes and trendiest fashions. Waiters would wear high-end jewelry and designer clothes. Diners could purchase diamond bracelets or watches right off their servers’ wrists and present it to their lovers.

One thing Natalie had learned about service-oriented businesses was if sophisticated, confident, and sexy women were there, the men would happily come. Every night she would give ladies a discount on all cocktails and dinner menu items, saving them or their dates enough money to spend more money. Even when Natalie’s eyes were closed at night, she never fell asleep without thinking about how to get closer to achieving her goals.
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