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Traded in for a younger, newer model by the only man she’s ever made love to, thirty-something Candy Kavana finds herself craving human interaction of the carnal nature. Shy and sexually repressed, Candy turns to her best friend, Stacy, for advice. And what advice it is!

Candy nervously dives into sex therapy and what she discovers is more than mind-blowing sex. She discovers a side of herself she could never have dreamed existed. Now that she’s wet her whistle, she just can’t get enough. Just how far is Candy willing to take her sexual exploration?
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To my husband who sent me possible pen names via text for an entire day, which led to my very punny pen name. To Ella and Crystal for sticking by me through craziness. To my Homette always for keeping it real.  

And to my wonderful fans who inspire me and keep asking for more!
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DISCOVERY

Sex was never anything I’d craved in the past. I had yearnings, don’t get me wrong, but they were generally for ice cream, pizza or a cigarette. Sex had always seemed like a natural addition in a relationship, like having cream with your coffee, not a necessity.

But after my douchebag husband up and traded me in for a younger model, I found myself alone and missing something. At first, I wasn’t sure what it was. I thought I was just lonely and wanted human contact or simple interaction. Masturbation worked for a while, and since it had been a necessity during my marriage, I was fine continuing on in my single life. But then it began to take longer and longer to climax, and frustration became the theme of my after-hours life.

It didn’t take long for me to realize that sex was what I craved. Down and dirty, sweaty, no-holds-barred sex.

Fantasies began taking up most of my spare time as I imagined others touching me, kissing me and caressing my body. But I didn’t want a relationship. I didn’t want love, flowers, teddy bears and heartache. I’d had that, and it sucked.

No, I just wanted to fuck. While that may be crude, it was also true. But girls who had one-night stands were whores, and I didn’t want to be a whore. After all, I had a reputation to maintain.

I continued fantasizing until I thought I might go crazy, until one night over drinks, I confided in my friend Stacy. I needed sex, just not a relationship.

“Why is that anything to be ashamed of?” she said with a giggle. “Everyone needs a good pounding every now and again.”

My face flushed hot. “To be truthful, sex isn’t something I ever discussed with anyone, not even my ex. He did what worked for him and I accepted it. But it wasn’t enough. I need more; I deserve pleasure. I just don’t want to be a whore or a barfly. I don’t need that sort of reputation.” I took a long, hard drink, hoping to get enough of a buzz to help me relax.

Stacy swirled the straw in her glass, looking at the bottom of it as if she were deep in thought. “We’ve been friends for a long time. Because of that, I’ll tell you the truth. You’re one of my stuffiest friends.”

“I’m not stuffy!” I protested.

“You’re an uptight prude, Candy. You are as conservative as it gets.” She raised her eyebrow. “I’ve never heard you talk about doing anything naughty at all. There is no adventure in your life, no risk.”

Witty comebacks evading me, I began to pout while I sucked down the remainder of my drink.

“So, what if I don’t want to be uptight?” I asked before shaking my empty glass at the bartender.

“Candy?”

“What?” I eyed her as I paid for my drink.

“Say something naughty.” Stacy leaned in toward me, her eyes dancing as she smiled. “Say something raunchy.”

“Here?” I leaned back in my chair, away from her.

“Yes. Now. Do it.”

“I will not! What if someone hears me?” My heart began thumping in my chest. What was she playing at?

“Prude.”

There she sat, one eyebrow raised, arms crossed, firmly making her point. Stacy knew me better than anyone and she was convinced I was a prude.

It wasn’t that I wanted to be modest or judgmental. I was just inexperienced and easily embarrassed. My face burned red, but this time with anger. I wasn’t that demure and I was going to prove it. Unbuttoning my shirt to show a little more cleavage, I leaned toward her. “I’m so fucking horny; I could fuck every guy in this place dry and still beg for more.”

The shock on Stacy’s face only lasted a fraction of a second before it turned into a mischievous smile. “Well done. Now, come to my place tomorrow night around eight. Nick is out of town and I’m having a toy party.”

“Toy party?”

“You know ... sex toys. A woman comes and sets up different toys and explains how to use them. Sometimes she does a demonstration at certain parties.” Stacy grinned like a Cheshire cat. “Usually my parties.”

“And you do this when your husband is out of town?” Was she cheating on him? What did she mean by demonstration? How does one demonstrate sex toys?

“Yes, but only because he’s bashful. He loves it when I have these parties.”

“I didn’t know you were such a harlot,” I teased.

“You have no idea!” Stacy slammed back her drink and ordered another round.

My mind was reeling. I’d never used a toy. How did I get to be thirty-four and never use a toy? My heart raced a little at the thought of it. I could do this.

“What should I wear?” I would do this. I didn’t want to embarrass my friend, but I didn’t want to be overdressed either.

Stacy laughed at me again. “I love you.”

“Don’t tease! What do I wear?”

“You’re coming to my house. Wear what you want. I can’t believe the look of shock on your face when I mentioned toys and your first question is what to wear.” She shook her head.

“Stacy, please have some pity. I’ve never been to anything like this and I don’t want to stick out like a sore thumb. You’re my friend. Help me!”

“Fine. Wear something that makes you feel sexy. The main thing is to be comfortable. Some girls come in running suits, some come in what they wore to the office and some dress like hookers. Just be comfy. And leave the attitude at home. If you give someone a snotty look, I’ll kick your ass!”

I refused to protest again. She was always the brave and brazen one and I was a little on the shy side. Maybe I had come off as being a prude. Whatever the case, I was excited now.
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SHE DID THAT?

After spending most of the day ripping my closet apart, I realized I didn’t have one solitary thing in my possession that made me feel sexy. A trip to the mall and a couple of hundred dollars later, I was in my bathroom, freshly showered, wearing lace panties and a matching bra that did little to hide or support anything.

I put my eye makeup on a little darker than normal and rolled my light brown hair in rollers to give it some volume. I took a deep breath before slipping into the little black dress I’d bought. It was shorter than anything I’d worn in a long time. I would have to be mindful of how I sat.

It was eight o’clock, and I stood staring at Stacy’s front door so long that the bottle of wine I brought was starting to feel heavy. After a deep breath, I rang the doorbell.

When Stacy opened the door her jaw dropped.

I held up the bottle of wine and shook it. “Where’s the party?” I winked.

“Fuck me! You look hot as hell. Who knew?” She stood back, holding the door open.

“Not so bad yourself. Tramp.”

After slapping me hard on the ass, Stacy was quick to make introductions to the rest of her friends. I tried not to react when I saw her very large dining room table covered in fake penises, vaginas, and devices that looked like they were developed for some sort of torture. How would that be any fun?

Already scared, I retreated to the kitchen to crack open the wine.

After drinking the first glass rather quickly, I refilled it before I joined the rest of the girls around the table. Playing it cool would be a necessity because I didn’t want to embarrass Stacy. I also wanted to be “cool enough” to come to parties. After all, if I was ever going to get laid, I had to get out of the house.

Our salesperson stood, bringing the rest of the women’s conversations to a halt.

“Hello, ladies, I’m Babs.” She started thanking Stacy for having her and went through her sales speech. 

I was halfway to boredom, and then she picked up one of the toys. That grabbed my attention.

“This little guy here is new and probably my favorite. It works great for you single girls as well as those who have partners. Tonight, I have permission from Stacy to do a demonstration. Do I have any volunteers?”

The lady next to me stood up. She was wearing a short skirt and a low-cut top with no bra. Her nipples had already erected two little tents. Her hair was as close to Dolly Parton’s as I’ve ever seen. “I’m Cassandra. I’ll volunteer!” She was grinning, looking giddy.

“Why don’t you go ahead and take off your panties and hop up on the table.” Babs directed her like a doctor directing a patient.

Odd.

Cassandra slid her panties onto the floor and sat on the table. Babs laid her back and slid some sort of harness around her legs, pulling a strap up over her rear. Cassandra lay completely exposed on the table, uninhibited.

Babs tucked something under the thin harness, over where I could only assume Cassandra’s clitoris resided.

“You want to place it like this, so the metal part is resting on the hood. It’s completely water tight, so there’s no risk of shock.”

“Well we wouldn’t want that!” I laughed out loud.

At first, Stacy gave me an angry look. I thought I had screwed up. But then, all the ladies started laughing.

“Sorry, I’m a little nervous.” I looked down.

“I’m the one twat-up on the table.” Cassandra winked at me.

My face went hot. A slight dizzy feeling washed over me, and I realized I wasn’t breathing.

Babs was all business. “So once you have it in place, either you or your partner take over the controls. It’s a lot more intense if you have someone else do it. The button on the left increases the speed and intensity of the vibration, and the button on the right slows it. If you build your partner up, then slow them down before they climax a few times before you finally turn it up, the orgasm is phenomenal.” She looked down and connected the control to the device on Cassandra. She turned a switch on the device inside the harness. “Cassandra, are you ready?”

As if she hadn’t shocked me enough already, Cassandra stretched her shirt down below her breasts so that both popped out over the neck of the sweater. She was now bare breasted as well. “I am now.”

I had never had any sexual experiences with other women. This was entirely new to me, but I was aroused in a way I had never experienced before. I wanted to touch her, just to see what she felt like.

I didn’t hear a word Babs said as I watched Cassandra’s head tilt back and her eyes close. Her breasts started to bounce as her breathing increased and she began moaning and panting. That’s when one of the other women began to fondle Cassandra’s breast. Then other hands started rubbing her legs.

Cassandra’s moans grew louder when Babs turned the intensity down.

“No, no, no,” Cassandra whined. She began thrusting her hips up in frustration. She reached down and pressed the device.

A red-haired woman bent over and began licking and sucking Cassandra’s nipple. She moaned in appreciation and licked her lips.

“Fuck me! Please fuck me!”

She was shouting now, and Babs turned the intensity up in response.

Cassandra let out a squeal and her body tensed up. The women around me began clapping and cheering.

I wanted to see more.

“Fuck me, that was intense,” Cassandra said as she gasped for air.

I looked up at Stacy, who gave me a wink. All I could do was shake my head up and down in agreement with Cassandra. That was intense.

It took a few minutes for me to realize that my lace panties were drenched. Unsure what to do, I retreated to the bathroom. Any attempts to dry them to a comfortable state failed. Surrendering, I pulled them off and stuffed them into my handbag.

Returning to the party, several of the women were paying for their purchased items. So I walked around the table inspecting the goods. Most of the dildos looked much too large to feel good. There were tiny vibrators the size of a lipstick. I picked one up. It seemed suitable for my first purchase.

I continued perusing so that I didn’t look as shocked and confused as I felt when I heard Stacy’s familiar voice whisper behind me, “Stick around until the other girls leave. If you trust me, you won’t regret it.”

The urgent need to interrogate her was nearly overwhelming. I was sans panties and wanted to flee home. But the look on her face told me not to ask questions. I remained silent as I smiled and nodded.
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QUICK EDUCATION

When the last guest left, Stacy locked the door behind them. She walked toward me, motioning Babs to follow.

Suddenly, I felt like a wild animal cornered and on the defense.

“Babs, this is my friend I told you about. She could really use our help.”

I looked at Babs. She had far too much makeup on for a woman in her sixties, and the bustier pushing up her rather large chest looked like something out of a fifties brothel. Her poorly dyed red hair was curled and teased beyond any acceptable modern level.

I was supposed to rely on this woman to give me sound advice?

“Candy, it’s very nice to meet you. Let’s have a seat at the table.” She didn’t wait for me to follow, she simply sat at the head of the dining room table and waited.

I wanted to politely decline and run away. But Stacy’s words about risk and adventure were still swirling around in my head. I surrendered, taking a seat near the woman. Thankfully, my dear, naughty friend sat next to me.

“I understand you’re a little repressed and uneducated about sex,” she started.

Was punching her in the face acceptable? “You could say that.”

“You’re right,” she said to Stacy, “this one is wound a little tight.” Babs sighed.

My heart ached a little at her words. I stood from the table, knowing that the two women would assume I was fleeing.

“I need something stronger. Stacy, do you mind if I mix up some cosmos?”

“Sure, you know where everything is.” Stacy looked a little worried, but shook her head at Babs, silencing the woman’s protests.

Friendly, I needed to be friendly and open. I closed my eyes for a moment and took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. I swallowed hard and forced a smile. “Can I make one for either of you?”

They both nodded and stared as I mixed the ingredients. I served them the first shaker, then mixed another, drinking the first one in the kitchen and bringing the shaker to the table.

“That’s better. Now before you fire away, understand this. I married the first and only person I ever had sex with. I always assumed I was responsible for my own orgasm and never had any idea about any of this. I’m not a prude. I’m just horribly uneducated and a little nervous. So, Miss Babs, what would you like to know?” As soon as I ended my speech, I took a deep breath and a sip of my cocktail.

Babs grinned at me. “Okay, darlin’, first let’s run through the basics.” She held up a rather large dildo. “This is the largest I carry. It’s a standard dildo. They come in a variety of sizes.” She set it down and picked up a smaller dildo with a suction cup on the end. “This one has a suction cup so that you can fix it to a wall or table.”

The confused look on my face must have spoken volumes.

“That way you can use it hands free. It gives you the opportunity to fondle your breasts or use a vibrator at the same time,” Stacy interjected. “When you start exploring more, you get to know your body, what you like and how to increase the intensity of your orgasm.”

“Oh,” was all I could mutter.

“Next, this whole section is full of different vibrators. You have the little silver bullet here—that’s the one that looks like a lipstick. It’s great for running to the bathroom and relieving that frustration. These bigger ones are for home. This is a great massager and vibrator, but since it’s so big, be careful not to bruise your pelvic bone. It’ll be a few days before you can do anything after that.”

I gulped. The thought of accidentally hurting myself had never crossed my mind.

“Are you okay?” Stacy asked.

“I really appreciate what you’re trying to do for me, Stacy, but I’m feeling a bit overwhelmed.” I fanned my face in an attempt to cool down. It felt like I’d been blushing for the last ten minutes.

“It’s okay, Candy. This is just education. No one expects you to use all this stuff.” Stacy rubbed my shoulder. “It’s just the three of us and after what you just saw here an hour ago, this is a cake walk.”

I nodded.

Babs continued. “Everything on the far end of the table is for anal play, bondage, or S&M, so we’ll cover that some other time. In the middle of the table, we have strap-on dildos. This is for play with other women, or in some cases with a man who likes to receive anal penetration. One woman puts the harness on with a dildo made to fit inside. You see this disk here?”

I gulped and nodded as she pointed at a round, flat part on the end of a dildo.

“This rubs against the clitoris of the woman wearing the harness so that she gets pleasured while she’s fucking the other woman, or man in some cases.” Before I could fall off my chair, she stood up and handed me a bag. “Your friend Stacy has regular parties for me and has really built up the host credits. So she put them toward a gift bag for you. The only thing you have to do is pick out the dildo that’s right for you and toss it in the bag.”

My mouth fell slack as I gazed at Stacy.

“What are girlfriends for?” Her eyebrows were scrunched in the most hopeful and supportive way. She forced a grin. “If I can give you one piece of advice, get a model slightly larger than what’s-his-face.”

A nervous smile was all I could muster, as my cosmo buzz set in. Figuring that she knew more than me, I grabbed a package containing a dildo that was the next size up from my ex and tossed it in the bag.

“I’ve had enough for one night.”

Babs started packing her toys in suitcases.

Stacy and I retreated to the patio for a smoke.

“Are you sure you’re okay, Candy?” Stacy asked as she put her arm around my shoulders. “I know it is a lot to take in.”

“It’s okay. I sort of asked for it. I guess I have a lot to learn. Holy shit, though! Do all women do that sort of thing at a toy party?” I took a long drag off the cigarette, offering the silence Stacy needed to answer.

I watched Stacy’s silky black hair whip over her shoulder as she laughed. “I’m so sorry. I should have warned you that my friends are very sexually evolved.” She patted my leg.

She’d been doing that a lot that night—touching me. She kept patting me, like her lap dog. I wonder what that’s about.

“Evolved doesn’t begin to describe what I saw tonight.” I shook my head and waved off my comment. “Really, I know the shock on my face was hard to hide, but thank you for inviting me tonight. I’m still timid, I’ll admit. But at least now I’m curious and willing to learn.”

Babs walked out onto the terrace. There was no way she was done packing already.

“Here you go, darlin’. This is a sex therapist friend of mine. Give her a call. Your first appointment is on the house.” Babs didn’t wait for me to react. She simply shoved the card in my hand, went back in the house, grabbing her suitcases on the way out the door.

“Funny. She’s all business. It’s just that her business is orgasms.”

Stacy’s look of admiration for the woman threw me a little. I forced a smile through my drunken and shocked state.

“Look, Candy, there’s a whole world out there. There are people who would line up to fuck you, but you really have to open up and be comfortable with yourself first. The more comfortable you become with yourself sexually, the easier it is to enjoy yourself with others.”

“I don’t understand.” I sipped at my drink, knowing I’d already had too much. My mind simply could not handle the situation without a buzz.

“Okay, people who are sexually, shall we say, knowledgeable, they’re going to get bored with someone who doesn’t know whether or not they like face, or dick, or clit play or ass play or whatever. I mean, you always have your Doms out there who...”

“What are Doms?”

“Dominants. And you are so not ready for that yet. Look. It’s hard to get you caught up on ten years of ham-handed sexual encounters. Most women have their slutty college years to have new experiences. You took night classes and worked during the day and took care of that douchebag. Now, you have to get caught up. But I promise that if you do, you’ll be so much more...” She stared at the patio floor, searching for the right words. “...just more. You’ll feel more alive, more sexual, sexy, naughty, empowered. You’ll feel all of those things. But you have to cross the threshold first.”

My eyes struggled to focus on one point. I was definitely drunk. There was a slight buzzing in my ears, and I was struggling to focus.

“Let me call you a cab. Send me a text when you get home so that I know you made it.”

“Yeah.” I giggled. “I’m drunk.”
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EVIL BAG

I awoke the next morning sluggish and slow. My head was pounding, and I just wanted it to stop. I forced a cup of coffee and toast down my throat along with a few ibuprofen.

Lying on the couch and wishing I would die, my memory started to return. I looked over my shoulder to see the gift bag taunting me from the end table. There were torture devices in there. They were lying in wait to do terrible things to me.

I moaned and covered my head with a pillow. After two more hours of sleep, the headache was gone. I glanced at the clock. Noon! Great! I was sleeping the day away.

I climbed in the shower, which felt good. I thought sobriety had finally graced me until I bent over to wrap my hair in a towel. The room spun once more. Ugh.

After plopping back on the couch, I began looking through my text messages. I had managed to send a one-word text to Stacy that said, “Hominy.” Hopefully she got the point.

There was a message from her waiting to be read.

Are you alive? I assume Hominy meant I’m home. Text a bitch and let me know you’re alive!

I smiled. After a few moments, I sent a text in reply.

Alive. Staring at a rather frightening looking gift bag. Fighting the mother of all hangovers.

The black and blood-red bag sat on the end table. I stared at it. I was eager to be sexually free ... to be the one to jump on a table, vagina at the ready to come in front of others. But the bag scared me. 

I grinned. Frightened by a glossy, pretty bag. Being a marketing executive myself, I appreciated that the gift bag looked like red stockings with black lace. It was clever packaging. Not discreet, mind you, but clever.

The cell phone buzzing in my hand startled me. I clicked on the screen.

Don’t bother with the bag until you feel up to it. Then watch the DVD before you do anything.

Clever little wench! I ordered delivery and turned the TV on, flipping through channels before I decided on a cooking show. My body felt heavy as I waited for the food to arrive. My hair was still in a towel, and the weight was pulling on my neck.

Why had I felt the need to drink so much? Oh, yeah. The bag, the night, the naked lady being masturbated on the dining room table. Those were the reasons for my massive alcohol consumption.

After several hours of lethargic lounging on the couch I had enough waiting. I grabbed the bag off the table and dumped it on the coffee table. The DVD Stacy had insisted I watch was a porno.

Knowing I’d just rolled my eyes, I unwrapped the DVD anyway and popped it in the machine. While the introductions were rolling I looked at the other items. There were three different vibrators, the dildo with a large suction cup on the end that I had selected, and a harness for a strap on. Consciously, or unconsciously, I’d picked a dildo that would fit in the harness. There was also a variety of lubrication.

I shuffled the items on the coffee table, noting that Stacy had the foresight to include batteries. I’d never used a toy on myself. There was no reason for my lack of experience. It wasn’t that my mind was too closed—quite the contrary. I’d quite simply never even thought of buying something like this for myself.

I opened the end of the silver bullet and popped in two AAA batteries. When I twisted the end, the vibration startled me at first. I glanced at the TV screen, feeling quite embarrassed; the couple was already groping each other’s genitals. The woman’s breasts were abnormally large, and she was squeezing and pulling at them in a way that did not look pleasurable at all.

I skipped to the next scene. The music was absurd, which made me giggle. The woman in this vignette was built a little more naturally, and the guy was not very attractive, but his manhood looked like it belonged on a hooved animal.

“Ouch.”

I picked up my phone to text Stacy.

Do all porn stars suffer from elephantitis of the genitals?

With a groan I forwarded on to the next scene and had to turn the volume all the way down to avoid hearing the gagging noise the girl was making as the guy forced his dick down her throat. She also did not look as if she was having a good time. My cell chimed in a message from Stacy.

You kill me. It’s a good DVD because each scene is from a different kind of porn. Find one you like and you’ll know what sort of porn turns you on. Enjoy!

What a bitch. Being so far behind was pissing me off. I skipped to the next scene. The man looked somewhat like a bad boy with a slightly large, but reasonable dick. The girl’s breasts were on the larger side of a “c” cup but looked real enough. Finally, I could relate. They were kissing before he started spanking her. Since the volume was down, I had no idea why she’d deserved the punishment, but seeing her bent over and taking it on the backside intrigued me.

Turning the volume up didn’t help the storyline. She was being spanked for failing to dust the TV. How absurd! After a few more swats, he began playing with her clitoris. I saw how swollen it was already. Maybe she liked the spanking.
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