
ULTIMATE

VACATION

Dirty White Candy

Book 2

––––––––
[image: ]


ANITA COX

Copyright © 2014 Anita Cox

All rights reserved. by Syn Publishing, LLC., 2016.

No part of this novel may be copied, reproduced, photocopied, or transmitted in any form or by any electronic, mechanical, recording, or retrieval system, nor by any other means, including recording or by any information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission of the publisher or author, except as permitted under the U.S. Copyright Act of 1976.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are the production of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely and completely coincidental.

The name “Syn Publishing” and its logo are trademarks of Syn Publishing LLC.,

Printed in the United States of America.

Visit us on line at www.SynPublishing.com

ISBN-13: 978-1-942632-23-8

ISBN-10: 1-942632-23-1

Blurb

When Candy is gifted a vacation for two to a local swingers’ club, there’s really only one choice for her plus one. She takes John, a neighbor that has been frequenting her bed more often as of late.

Candy and John embark on the wildest vacation of their lives. While they went to find ultimate pleasure, they may come home with something more. A causal relationship may just blossom into so much more. 

Dedication

Dedicated to my husband, who came up with my very naughty pen name. And my fans, who kept Candy alive all this time. Thank you! 
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GIFTS BESTOWED

I am a new woman, almost someone else entirely, really. If I, the Candy Kavana of today, stood next to the Candy from six months ago, no one would believe we were the same woman. It wasn’t just the change in appearance, though that was certainly of note. My confidence, ideology, and even how I carried myself then was but a pale comparison to the woman of today. 

I pitied my former self, terrified to experiment in my personal life, even if I was at the top of the food chain in the ruthless, male-dominated advertising world. Divorced from my only lover (my despicable ex), and not one orgasm on the books that I hadn’t self-initiated.

A dare from my best friend, Stacy, had lit the fuse that ignited a fire so deep within me it burned to my very core. My adventure started with a simple erotic toy party, landed me in the strangest form of sex therapy, and ended with a party of a different kind, one I still couldn’t quite believe I’d participated in, though I still had sore muscles and lady bits to prove it.

It had been a simple experiment, a moment of courage where I whispered in a woman’s ear, offering myself as her slave for the weekend.

Since it had been a giant leap of faith, I hadn’t had time to build expectations. There were no days of fantasizing, where I might discover my own desires. 

Instead, I had given myself completely over and in return experienced pure, unadulterated passion, while adding another layer of depth to my friends’ marriage. They took turns devouring me, torturing me, pleasing me. In every way imaginable. In several I’d never even considered.

That weekend was the most intense encounter I’d ever experienced. Now I sat with an office full of flowers, from forget-me-nots to red roses. They had all come with one envelope.

I knew who it was from. Over the past few months, James and Janette had made a habit of sending me gifts. I had diamond earrings, expensive watches and rings. They’d even purchased a crystal decanter set for my apartment. So what was in the envelope?

My heart raced. My hands shook with excitement as I tried opening the envelope. While the gifts were becoming too much, I was still as enthusiastic as a kid on Christmas morning. Using a letter opener I tore open the top. Inside were tickets and a letter.

Candy,

James and I want to thank you for everything you’ve done for us. As a final thank you, we are enclosing tickets for you and a guest to a swingers resort in the Keys.

James and I will also be going, but we do not expect you to spend your time there with us. Please, bring a guest and enjoy new experiences. It’s a fantastic time, one you’ll never forget.

With Regards,

Janette

I had mentioned to them that I had two weeks’ vacation I had to use soon. I should have known they might try something like this. They had been overly generous with me—to the point I was beginning to feel like a paid whore.

I knew that was not their intention and if they knew I felt that way, they would be mortified. The gifts had to stop. Yet, a vacation to the Florida Keys would be nice. The tickets were nonrefundable. Great, it’s go or waste their money. But who should I take?

David and I hadn’t seen much of each other since I quit therapy. He’d moved on and was dating other women. It had been a natural and mutual parting of ways. But David had begun this journey the same time I had. He was also experimenting, and we had enough no-strings-attached sex together to make him a contender. He might be the perfect companion for a trip such as this.

Then there was John, my hot neighbor, who’d I’d been seeing more of as of late. He was built well. He was sexy and sex with him was always the best I’d ever had. He understood me and where I was at in my life. But he’d made it clear he was interested in an actual relationship. Could he handle two weeks sharing me with others?
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INDECENT PROPOSAL

I took two dozen of the roses home along with the envelope. After sending John a text message, I quickly changed out of my suit and into jeans and a T-shirt. It hadn’t been so hard to make my choice after all.

John had immediately accepted my invitation and should be knocking on my door very soon. I was elated with my choice. He was easy to be around, incredibly handsome, and had accepted that I wasn’t ready to commit to a monogamous relationship. Living in the same building meant frequent, and sometimes immediate encounters. So far, he was perfect.

When he knocked, I rushed to open the door.

“Come on in,” I said with a large grin.

“You look beautiful,” he kissed me quickly on his way through the door. “Your message said you have something to talk to me about?” He ran his fingers through his gorgeous hair. I loved it when he did that.

“Yes, please sit.” Twisting my fingers through his, I pulled him to the couch.

“What’s going on with you? You look almost giddy.” He was smiling. He had such a sexy smile, sort of crooked and mischievous.

“John, you might need a drink for this conversation.” I jumped off the couch to run in the kitchen.

“Are you pregnant?” His jaw dropped and the color drained from his face.

“What? No! God, no. Let me mix us a drink. I need a drink and I’m sure you will too. Just trust me for a minute. But no, I’m not pregnant or sick or anything.” Rambling. I was rambling. I bit my lip and mixed up martinis as quickly as I could. Glancing over, I could see John staring at the floor and wringing his hands.

“So, you remember the conversation we had when we first started seeing each other? I told you I was in sex therapy and having new experiences?”

“Of course I do. I’ve also enjoyed some of the tricks you learned in your little group. Wow.” He laughed and smoothed his hand on his pants while he took a large drink from his glass.

“Well, I need to know how open-minded you are about, well you know, all of it.” How was I going to get through this discussion?

“How open-minded?” the confusion on his face didn’t help my ease my anxiety.

“What do you find acceptable and unacceptable? What crosses the line with you?” I scooted closer to him and put my hand on his knee, a move Janette pulled on me whenever she wanted me to relax.

“Candy, I’m head over heels for you, but if you don’t spit out whatever it is, I may just have a stroke. Please, what is it you’re asking?” The pleading look on his face was a shot of guilt for me.

“I’m sorry. I don’t know how to get to the point.” I took a deep breath. “I never want to make you jealous or hurt your feelings.”

“I’m a big boy, Candy, and I know I’m not the only one you’re having sex with. So please, just get to it already. You look excited and happy, so I don’t think you’re dumping me, but honestly all the things that are running through my mind have me nervous.” He took another swig out of his glass, emptying the contents.

I did the same.

“Okay, there is a couple that I, uh, spend intimate time with,” I paused, giving him time to react. When he only nodded I continued. “They gave me two tickets to a swingers’ resort in the Florida Keys. Two tickets, for me and a guest of my choice. So, my question is multi-faceted. First, do you think you could handle being in that environment with me? Could you and would you participate without getting hurt or jealous? Would you want to? Can you even take the time off?”

“Wait! Take a breath.” John interrupted, holding up his hand. “I’ve been to an event in the past with a former girlfriend. She was really into the swinging thing. It’s pretty fuckin’ hot, actually. So yeah, I think I can handle it. As far as time off goes, I’m my own boss. But are you sure you want to take me? That’s sort of a couples’ thing and we’re just dating.”

That was not the response I expected. I sat there staring at him.

“We are dating, doesn’t that make us a couple?”

“Candy, sweetheart, couples do this to enhance their marriage, to spice things up. We’ve only been dating a short time, so we already have spice and excitement. Is there someone you have that sort of relationship with, someone else you’d rather take instead of the neighbor you sleep with a few times a week?”

Ouch. He felt like he was being used, and I felt like shit.

“Candy?”

“You were the first person I thought of. I’m not, uh, close with anyone else. Not like that. I’m not, you know, scheduling up every day of the week. I have a job and friends too, you know.”

John started laughing.

I wanted to punch him.

“Why are you laughing?”

“It’s just absurd. The look on your face, you looked so wounded. I wasn’t inferring you were some sort of slut or something. I just didn’t know if you had an emotional, you know, bond with someone else, especially since you’ve kept me at arm’s length. I’m sorry you misunderstood.”

I didn’t say a word. Retreating to the kitchen, I ordered take-out and mixed more drinks.

John hadn’t meant to hurt my feelings, though he had. I tried to shake it off. His intention wasn’t pain. Admittedly, I had put him in the awkward position of his first open relationship. I kept our meetings and dates to only twice a week so he wouldn’t get attached. Now I was asking him to go on a couples’ vacation just to continue to share me, sexually, with others.

“Candy, please come back in here,” John called.

After a deep breath, I put a smile on my face and brought the martini shaker with me to the living room, refilling our glasses.

“Listen, I didn’t mean it the way it came out. My laughter was just a release from the anxiety of not knowing what you were going to ask me. If you still want me to go, I would be happy to take you to the Keys and have wild and crazy sex with strangers. What guy wouldn’t?”

I began to relax. “John, I don’t keep you at arm’s length because I don’t like you, or couldn’t see a serious relationship with you. I just haven’t been divorced that long and with my situation, it seems unfair to...”

“Candy! Stop. Stop explaining yourself. I know why our relationship is what it is. I’m okay with it. Really. I mean, I miss you when we’re not together. Getting to see you every day, to wake up next to you for a whole two weeks, I’m looking forward to it. But I’m not stupid. I know why you’re not ready to settle. I respect the fact you’re honest enough with me to have the relationship we have.”

I kissed him. He was so perfect and I was afraid I would apologize again.

John grabbed me in a way he never had before. He had a hand fisted in my hair and pulled me back away from him.

“Ouch,” I grabbed at my head.

“Shh,” he hissed, then kissed me again. With his free hand, he reached up my shirt and groped at my breasts, but in a more fierce way than he had before. “Two weeks of fucking, of fucking you and anyone else...”

John was aroused, and in a way I hadn’t seen before. While his grip on my hair was slightly uncomfortable, my adrenaline was flowing.

“So you’ll go?”

He bit my lip.

“I’m going to have my way with you right now. If you’re a good girl, I’ll go with you on the naughty vacation.” He wrapped his arm around my lower back and jerked hard, pulling me onto him.

He pulled my shirt and bra up over my breasts and began sucking and squeezing them as if he had a voracious appetite. I was a little startled by his behavior. I had to relax, he knew I was trying different things. But he seemed angry.

John lifted his weight off me and leaned back. Reaching in the waistband of my pants, he jerked them off and threw them on the floor. He growled as he leapt back onto me, sucking lightly on my neck.

My heart was racing. I reached my hand up to wind my fingers in his hair.

“Oh no you don’t,” he grabbed my wrists. He undid his belt and pulled it out of his jeans, then wound it around my wrists. It was tight—too tight.

“That’s too tight,” I complained.

“Oh, is it?” He held my bound hands above my head by his belt as he continued to devour my breasts.

I was just about to start to object when he whispered in my ear. “I want to give you your fantasy. Call me an asshole if it gets to be too much.”

I had completely forgotten I told him I wanted to try it, to be forced to have sex. It’s not that I really wanted to be raped, I just wanted it simulated, with pleasure involved.

“I’m so fucking worked up, Candy.” His words were breathy, rushed.

“You’d better get back into character,” I teased.

He scooped me up, threw me over his shoulder and took me to the bedroom. He gently tossed me on the bed, then used the end of his belt to secure my hands to the bed frame.

I pretended to fight him off with my legs.

He pinned my legs down and was now planted firmly in between them. Reaching one hand down, he undid his jeans and freed his erection.

His bare erection was row rubbing between my legs. I began to worry he was going to start fucking me without a condom on.

I wiggled and tried to get myself away from his erection. Once my legs were free, I put my heels on his hips and pushed him back.

“Oh, we can’t have that.” He got off the bed and walked to my closet, then started rifling through my drawers.

“Get out of my stuff!” I barked.

“Oh, now what is this?” He held up my dildo and vibrator. “You’re a naughty girl, Candy.” He tossed them at my side on the bed. “These will work,” he held up two scarves.

John walked to the foot of the bed and grabbed one of my ankles, tying it to the bed. He repeated with the left ankle as I tried to fight him.

I began to worry about the predicament I was in. When I told John I had this fantasy, I never dreamed he would try to fulfill it. Now I was tied to the bed and helpless.

He walked to the side of the bed and dropped his pants. I watched as he climbed on the bed, grabbed me by the back of my hair and grinned.

“Suck my cock. You’d better be a good little girl, or I’ll punish you.”

I kept my mouth closed tight.

“Open! Open it!”

I obliged opening my mouth.

John stuck his rather large cock in my mouth.

“That’s good. You know you want it, so you’d better show me.” His face turned red. He was not used to being forceful like this.

I did the best I could with my head at an awkward angle.

“Good. Now let’s see what we have here.” He climbed on me, ravaging my breasts again, squeezing them harder than usual, and sucking them hard. The pain was minimal, but it was there.

I heard the foil packet tear. Thankfully, he was putting a condom on.

“I’m going to suck and fuck you now. You have no choice, you’re all mine.” He thrust himself into me hard.

“Oh God!” I gasped.

He let out a throaty growl. “You like that?” he asked as he thrust into me again. He was being rough.

I liked it.

“Do you want my cock?” He asked as he nibbled my ear. “Say it! Say you want it”

“I want your cock!” I gasped as he thrust hard into me again. I wasn’t sure I could take much more. I was completely aroused by our little role play, but him thrusting his enormous erection into me was slightly painful the way he was doing it.

“Good girl,” he groaned in my ear. “You’re so tight, Candy.”

What does a girl say to that?

John jumped up, quickly withdrawing from me. The lack of him inside me left a void. I whined.

“Don’t worry,” he reached above my head, undoing the belt around my hands.

“Don’t! I like that.” I looked him in the eye. I’d never been able to do that before.

“I can’t do this Candy. You don’t look like you like this. I’m not a rapist. I’m having a hard time with this.” He bit his lip like I did when I was uncomfortable.

“Leave the hands, untie the legs. I like it when you control my hands.”

“Did you like the rest?”

“It aroused me, but it didn’t feel good at all. Thank you for trying.” I smiled. “You’re a good sport. Now fuck me like a good boy,” I said as I winked at him.

He gave a large grin, untied my legs and held my hands above my head. Scooping his hand between me and the bed, he grabbed a hand full of my ass and squeezed. John held me still and entered me again, this time with less thrust.

He felt so good inside me. My breasts reacted immediately, firming and rising.

“That feels so good,” I moaned.

John whispered sweet words in my ear. He...was...making love to me. He kissed my neck with soft and sensual kisses.

I wanted to object, but it felt nice. He eased himself in and out of me slowly. Instead of licking and squeezing my breasts as he had before, he was kissing them lightly.

“It’s so nice here with you,” he put his finger under my chin, lifting my head so our eyes met.

“John, I...” I didn’t know what to say.

He stopped making love to me and left the bed.

I was starting to become irritated. John, who had been perfect, was now a giant buzz kill.

“John, wait, don’t go.”

“I’m just going to piss. I’ll be right back.” He didn’t look at me.

I sat on the bed, horny and confused. What the hell just happened?

My smoking as of late had increased. I was craving a smoke, so I reached in the drawer and pulled out my pack, the ashtray and lighter. What had happened? We were having kinky sex when he just changed.

He came back and sat on the bed next to me, pulling a cigarette from the pack. As a reformed smoker, he’d taken to smoking while visiting me. I was a bad influence.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to spoil the night.” He let out a smoky breath.

“You didn’t spoil anything. Just talk to me.”

John sat toking on the cigarette. I waited patiently for him to talk. The silence was killing me.

“I don’t know what to say, Candy. My feelings for you have grown stronger. I can still deal with you having random sex with strangers. It’s just that, when you asked me to this couples’ thing, I sort of thought it was your way to tell me something. I thought maybe you were ready for something more.”

“John, I,” I paused as I searched for the right words. “I do want more, but I’m selfish.”

“Selfish? What does that mean?”

I looked at him. He looked deflated. This large, muscular man looked absolutely deflated.

“It means that I want to have my cake and to eat it too. I wanted you to go on this vacation with me to see if you could join me in this sexual exploration as my partner. But I’m not ready to commit monogamously.” My heart sank. I invited John. I invited him because I did have feelings for him and because I thought he’d enjoy himself.

“But I’ve told you I’m okay having an open relationship.” I could hear the desperation in his voice.

“So?”

“So why don’t we spend more time together?”

“John, I’m telling you I want to spend more time together.”

“Oh,” he said staring at the floor.

“Look, no one knows better than me how it feels to not know where you stand, to love someone more than they love you, to want more. I want more with you, I’m just not willing to let go of this lifestyle. I’m also terrified of falling in love again.” I sighed, “See, selfish.”

John smiled. “So can we see each other more than a few times a week?”

“Yes,” I answered. “I’d like that.”

“Can I sleep over and not worry that you’re going to spaz out?”

“Spaz?” I laughed.

“Candy, you’re a spaz. You freak out a lot. Can I stay without you freaking?” He reached his arm behind me, pulling me in closer to him.

“Can I hold you, smell your hair, cuddle, all of the stuff that lovers do?” He was so sweet, so handsome.

“Yes, but only if you agree to be open-minded and allow me some freedom.” I held my breath and waited for him to answer.

“I have a booty call. I call her every single time I’m thinking about you and I’m horny and you’re unavailable.”

“Let’s remedy that, shall we?” I kissed him hard. If he wanted to make love, he was going to have to be passionate.

I began to worry about all the things that could go wrong, but with John inside me once more, all thoughts fled. He still controlled my hands, but this time, instead of holding them at the wrist he had his fingers intertwined with mine.

It was foreign to me. My ex-husband had never made love to me this way. I’d never had passion and intimacy. I didn’t reach climax as I had so many times before, but felt more fulfilled than I had in a long time.

This could work.
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SPOILED

When I woke the next day, I remained motionless in John’s arms while assessing the situation. John was okay with me exploring my sexuality with others. He was okay not spending every night together, yet he wanted more. What if I couldn’t be more?

I tried to shake it. If the therapy with Linda taught me one thing, it was that worrying only added to my anxiety about my situation, be it sexuality or otherwise.

So I took a deep breath and climbed out of bed. Standing and staring at John smiling as he slept, I found my resolve. The best course of action was simply to enjoy my time with John and get ready for this vacation.

I made my way to the kitchen and began making breakfast. There’s no better way to tell a man you’re glad he stayed then making him a meal so he has to stick around a little longer.

“That smells wonderful!” He rubbed his eyes.

“French Toast coming right up. Coffee is ready, help yourself.”

He kissed me on the cheek then retreated to the coffee maker. How was it possible that he smelled so damned good first thing in the morning?

“You look beautiful this morning. How do you pull that off?” John sipped his coffee and winked.

“Eat your breakfast!” I giggled as I slid his plate to him.

After making a plate I joined him. The French toast had turned out pretty decent, leaving conversation to a minimum. Our lovemaking had left us both incredibly hungry.

“So,” I started, wiping my mouth, “we only have two weeks until vacation. I think maybe I should find out what sort of clothes to take.”

John laughed at me.

“What?”

“I think the point is not to wear any.” He kissed my forehead as he passed me.

“Well, there has to be a need for lingerie and bathing suits or dresses for dinner or something. Everyone isn’t just going to run around naked for two whole weeks!” For some reason, the worrying had started. I was panicking.

“Look!” John scooped the tickets off of the table, “Stop freaking. There’s a web address on the tickets. Let’s look it up.” Taking my hand, he led me to the couch, picked my laptop up off the table and put it on my lap.

I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. John was good for me. Maybe I was a being a bit spastic. I scrolled through the website and the frequently asked questions section.

“Look, there are clothing optional areas, but attire is required in the dining areas.” I pointed to the screen’s frequently asked questions section.

“Spaz,” John teased. “You’ll be fine.”

“You’re right, but at least now I know what to pack and so do you.” I pointed out.

“So, let’s take today to relax. We have plans for this weekend, remember?”

I’d completely forgotten since I’d received the tickets—John was taking me somewhere. All he told me was to pack a little black dress, lingerie, and something casual, which meant jeans and a T-shirt. The rest was to be a surprise.

“I didn’t forget, but I haven’t had time to pack. What time are we leaving?” Nice cover, I hoped.

John grinned. I suspected he saw right through me, but would never let on.

“We’re not leaving until around eight. But I have plans for you for today. So, go shower up and put on one of those adorable sweat suit things you have. I’ll clean up at home and meet you back here in an hour. Save the dishes, they’ll wait for us to get back.”

He knew that would irritate me. But he left and I did as he asked. An hour later, we were in his brand new truck.

“So where are we going?” I asked.

“No you don’t, Ms. Kavana. I’ve never been able to do this for anyone. So you just sit there, belted in my moving vehicle and take what I have to offer.” He ran his fingers through his hair.

He was nervous. He only ran his fingers through that thick hair when he was nervous.

“Okay, come on! You have to at least give me a hint or something. Are we getting matching tattoos? Are we getting pierced or something? Maybe you’re going to sell me off to an illegal sex ring or something.”

“You’re such a freak,” he said laughing. “Because of you, I sold all my buildings that were finished. I have an extra million in the bank. I’m thanking you today, and you’re going to let me.”

I looked forward through the windshield. He didn’t want me questioning him because he was doing something nice and he wanted it to be a surprise.

“I suggest you smoke now if you want to, because you can’t smoke where we’re going and you won’t want to go outside.”

In disbelief that he was going to allow me to smoke in his brand new truck, I rolled the window all the way down, holding my lit cigarette out the window. I watched the people on the street, lovers holding hands, people rushing off to their next location, even an interesting young man with a Mohawk assisting an elderly woman cross the street. That made me smile. She was eyeing him and he gave her a kind smile—under his black lipstick.

“We’re here,” John announced as he parked. I looked around. There were restaurants, shops and a spa. I wasn’t going to ask questions. No matter what John was doing, he was trying to surprise me and I wasn’t going to ruin it. Even if I hated it, I was going to smile and be appreciative of his efforts.

Out the truck, he intertwined his fingers in mine and led me into the spa.

The inside of the building was warm, as were the smells.

“I have an appointment today,” John gave his information.

“Of course, come right in.” The lady behind the counter led us back to a changing room with a partition in the middle. “Take off all your clothes, even underwear, and put the robes on. When you’re changed, enter through the door in the back and ring the bell.”

I gave John a big, healthy smile and dropped my pants. “We don’t need a partition, do we dear?”

“God, I hope not! I love seeing you naked.” He dropped his pants to the floor as well.

“So what’s this? Are we getting pedicures?” I teased.

“Something like that.”

I took a deep breath and opened the door. Inside were side-by-side massage tables, side-by-side pedi-chairs, a bottle of champagne chilling between them and two tubs filled with a milky substance that had greenery and flowers floating in it.

“Welcome John and Candy. I’m Michelle and this is Grenalda. We’ll be taking care of you today. If you wouldn’t mind taking a seat in the chairs to my left.”

John and I took our seats. A young man came into the room carrying a tray full of fruit and cheese. He placed it between us, and poured two glasses of previously uncorked champagne.

“If you need anything else, please press the button between the chairs. My name is Michael. Welcome.”

“This


































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





