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Dedication and Acknowledgements


From Caron Prins
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To my Achacha sister. Thank you for saying yes. From the bottom of my heart, only you will know how much. With Love.
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From Tish Ings
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Anything for you, sissy. I’ll always say yes when you ask, no matter what. I love you!
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Chapter One
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“This is for him, ladies.”

Pam, the petite brunette Desire By Design saleslady whipped out a fully erect, six-inch silicone dildo and slammed the suction cup attached to the display table already covered in her merchandise. The bright pink offering vibrated from the impact, settling into a swaying wave at the women in the crowd.

I gaped, mouth open, snapping it shut when the visual of my parted lips and that particular item made a mental connection that brought a deep blush to my cheeks. “It’s what?” I think that was what I said. Since I struggled to connect my logical brain to my tongue in that moment, I could have merely gurgled something incoherent.

Not that anyone noticed. Gasps and shocked faces followed my lead, women all over the room erupting into giggles after the initial shock of such blatant exposure. Except, of course, my bestie and the reason I was here in the first place. All teeth, boobs and eyes, Jones laughed, doubling over in an attack of epic hilarity at my reaction, no doubt. I turned on her and her clearly delighted reaction to my prudish response to find her slapping her leg.

“Did she just say...?” For him? Was she serious? I couldn’t even imagine it for me, let alone any guy I might date. Thinking about my ex-husband, Richard, even considering including such a toy in the bedroom made me want to laugh as loudly as Jones, but not for the same reason. More with a longing-filled kind of “I wish” than any actual humor.

Yes, I was still pining for him and a big enough girl to admit it.

Pam smiled sweetly, perfect lips slick with pink gloss, with a level of innocence indicative of someone looking to make a statement, used to dealing with aghast and yet titillated women who had previously only dreamed of holding a plastic dick in their hands.

“Oh, ladies, no. My apologies. This isn’t for him after all. No, this is for you.” As she spoke, she casually opened a tall, plastic box, the top popping with a jaunty joy that definitely lured my mind deeper into the show. Or was it just the proximity to a fake penis, vibrators and other sexual paraphernalia that made everything she said, did and held seem like the biggest innuendo in the world?

Within a moment of her twisting the top off the bottle she freed from the box, the scent of pomegranate hit my nose. While my inner innocent shivered in shame, warring with the tingling excitement of even considering repeating her actions, she poured a large dollop of what had to be lubricant onto the palm of her hand.

No one said a word, every one of us locked into staring as she then slowly and deliberately, a tiny, wicked smile on her lips, rubbed her palms together, long, fake nails shining as they encountered the gel. Her action helped the aroma disperse further into the room and, oddly, triggered hunger.

She must have known she had us, because she made no attempt to hurry, her actions confident but rather languid, as if she enjoyed every moment she spent luring us into her show. I tore my gaze from what she was doing long enough to note that, yes, aside from Jones who still chuckled to herself, not a single woman in the room seemed able to focus anywhere but the saleswoman and her proudly erect pink friend.

I caught the lady next to me sliding closer to the front of her seat and resisted the urge to do the same, forcing my clenched hands to release my death grip on my wine glass. With a deep breath, I sternly reminded myself I was a grown woman. It wasn’t like I was some virginal teenager who’d never seen a penis before. All fine and good, except, of course, as the rep reached with her slicked hands for the waving dildo I actually caught the hysterical giggle threatening at the back of my throat before it could emerge and embarrass me.

My only consolation was knowing I was hardly alone in feeling so captivated.

Without warning, Pam grabbed her partner in crime and started to work her hands up and down, so effortlessly, talking while she massaged the dildo like it was a real man. ”You can take him anywhere, really ladies. In your car, in the shower, even take him to work.” That last suggestion she made with a huge grin and a wink that triggered a group laugh, nervous and yet excited at the same time. Even I found myself snorting, blushing all over again at the thought of hiding such a prize in my purse and finding time to take advantage of it at my desk.

Was it embarrassing or interesting I realized her technique was actually intriguing? Richard’s preferences always leaned toward him on top and not a lot of nonsense—his favorite term for foreplay. Something I’d gotten used to over the years we’d spent together. But she made it seem like taking her time to actually handle the dildo might actually be fun.

Yes, I knew what porn was. No, I wasn’t a fan. Everyone knew it was fake. So all of the so-called sex moves I’d ever considered felt about as real as the garbage I’d encountered over the years. I couldn’t help but wonder, though, what it might actually feel like.

Pam rotated the penis expertly, switching from hand to hand. At the top she twisted her wrist, completing a 360 on the head before sliding out of the way for the other hand to take over.

“Ask her if you can try.” Jones hadn’t lost her sense of humor, pale blue eyes twinkling. I smacked her knee with one hand, knowing I was blushing all over again, while Pam wrapped up her demo, wiping her hands on a small towel before winking at me.

Please, don’t address me directly. I would have sunk through the floor, I was sure of it. Thankfully, instead, she reached into the large, black bag at her side and retrieved yet another box. “No, ladies, this is for him.” Out popped a light pink silicone tube, about the size of my fist, maybe five inches in length. I could almost feel the women around me twitch to pay closer attention.

“What is that?” Someone murmured it, but I knew we were all wondering, like the sexual tension in the room created some sort of collective consciousness. Pam upended the delicious smelling gel and poured a generous dollop into the pink cylinder. “What’s the worst thing about blowjobs?” She asked so innocently, without a hint of self-consciousness and I found my own dissipating because of her confidence.

Not so everyone, though. The women around me seemed more nervous, not less, giggling like teenagers. Until someone from the back piped up with her words slurring slightly from the abundant flow of wine we’d all been offered to soften us up.

“Hairy balls?”

That, of course, set the whole flock of women into laughter, me included, Jones the loudest, her jet black hair falling over one shoulder as she crumpled forward over her knees.

Laughing herself, Pam answered her own question. “Gagging, am I right?” She really went there? I flinched, sitting back, remembering the few times I’d tried to give Richard what he wanted. I couldn’t take the pressure against the back of my throat, almost throwing up. That had put an end to me trying so he finally quit asking. Pam went on while shame lit my cheeks all over again. Maybe this was a terrible idea after all. I didn’t need to be reminded about how disappointed he’d been. I was already divorced, thanks. “And yes, hairy balls.”

More laughter, but this time as I pulled myself out of memory, I could see the others were more on high alert. As if their comfort level increased this time while mine seemed on a rapid retreat.

“Meet Madame Kitty.” Pam’s hands grasped the pink toy firmly. “This little gem will be your new best friend the next time your man asks you to go down on him.” She pulled slowly, stretching the silicone until it paled in color. “You can use it to simulate a hand job.” She lowered one end over the dildo on the table, sliding the lubricated sleeve over top of the head and devoured the whole penis in a split second. As she continued to explain, her hands never stopped moving, working the soft sleeve up and down. “Or, you can pleasure him orally, but now, thanks to Madame Kitty, all you have to work on is this.” She pushed the toy down to the bottom of the shaft, revealing only a couple of inches of hard flesh exposed with the tip standing at attention. “No more gagging.”

Maybe I was being indoctrinated by her casual approach, but that was kind of awesome. From the murmurs of appreciation and eager expressions, I wasn’t the only one who thought so. Pam was going to sell quite of few Madame Kitty’s tonight. Too bad I didn’t have anyone to share it with.

And there was the self-pity again, the very same pity Jones was so sick of she dragged me here tonight, to this crazy party. Feeling sorry for myself firmly in check, I listened as Pam went on.

“And,” she said, retrieving the toy from the dildo, “if he’s being an ass,” she bounced the tube of silicone in her hand before pretending to chuck it across the room, she said, “you can throw it at him and tell him to take care of himself.”

A roar of laughter and applause rewarded her suggestion. Pam, once more wiping her hands on a fresh towel, allowed the chatter to die down, all smiles as she waited us out. The nervous giggling finally subsided, enough Pam had our full attention again. She gave a little bow in her seat before meeting each of our eyes while she wrapped up her demonstration. “Now, I’ll be in the other room where I’m set up for any questions and purchases.” Gazes flickered to the closed bedroom door on the other side of the living room. I’d never been to this apartment before, the hostess a friend of Jones’s, but I’d drifted past before Pam started her presentation, telling myself there was no way I’d be going in there to buy anything, that this was Jones’s idea of a joke. Only now? I was actually considering at least talking to Pam.

Wouldn’t hurt, right? Besides, this was research, in a way. For my book. Writing a hot romance would be a lot more fun if I had some props to inspire me, wouldn’t it?

Pam wasn’t done. She must have known some of us would be reticent because her expression softened from wicked teasing to utter professionalism. “Let me assure you, every purchase is done in private, and with the utmost discretion. If you don’t want to show off your new toys, you don’t have to. Everything about tonight from this moment on is about you, for you, and totally up to you. Any interaction with me is completely confidential.”

I sat back, staring into my almost empty glass of Merlot, holding still while Pam rose and exited the living room, murmuring something to the hostess before disappearing behind the bedroom door.
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Chapter Two
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An elbow landed in my ribs, making me jump. I turned to Jones before she could make a wisecrack, her favorite, and grasped her hand.

“Thank you for bringing me here tonight.” Did I mean it? I actually did. “I really needed this.” I actually felt good about the whole thing. I’d made it through a sex toy party and the world hadn’t imploded. I was even on my way to a bit more open to the whole idea. Who would have thought?

Jones wasn’t going to let me off easy, though. “You mean thank you for dragging you here kicking and screaming?”

I would have protested except, of course, she was right. She literally walked into my apartment with the spare key I gave her and bullied me into getting changed from my sweats into a dress while drinking half of the Riesling I had in the fridge. It was probably best she hadn’t told me where we were going.

“I’m glad you came.” She poked me again, finishing off her own glass of wine with a deep sigh, free hand tugging the silky length of her straight, dark hair out of her way. I always wished I had the courage to wear tight t-shirts like she did, usually white with bright pink or blue or some other wild color lace bra showing clearly through, too much cleavage for polite company a trademark as much as her full but slender build. “You need to be reminded that the world doesn’t begin and end with The Dick.”

Richard had hated it when Jones called him that. With good reason. I’d taken to using it in my own head, though, I had to admit, when I was angry with him. Not that I’d ever call him that to his face, or anything. But the times I still floundered around his infidelity with the stereotypical younger woman.

Could I even be more of a cliché?

I swallowed a mouthful of wine so I didn’t have to speak right away, the familiar tightening in the back of my throat warning of tears. I’d found out he was cheating over six months ago. I really needed to get over it, already. But I guess I wasn’t the getting over fast type or something, nor really in the party girl mood.

When I met Jones’s eyes, she winked. And I caught myself smiling back, a real smile for once, not a forced one I used to try to fool her and myself into thinking I was okay. I really was grateful. Where would I have been without Jones? Still at home, in my sweats, crying over a pint of ice cream and a bottle of wine. Instead, in walked my BFF demanding I come back to the world. And her.

Enough was enough. “Okay, Jones,” I said, setting aside my glass, stomach tight with anxiety but decision made. “You’re right. Time to put my big girl pants back on and move on.”

Instead of saying I told you so, Jones just grinned, nodded, accepted and trusted me. Could I have loved her more in that moment? I doubted it. Without her tough, don’t fuck with me strength, paired with her huge heart, would take all your pain from you if she could, Jones’s simple smile was the epitome of everything that made her awesome.

She was everything I wished I could be. I loved her for it but also had the courage to admit I envied her, big time.

“I’ve got a great idea.” Jones was on fire, I could see it in her eyes. “Let’s get the most ridiculous gaudy toys we can find and take them to Sparkle.” I wasn’t sure I wanted to know what her plan was, or how it involved her usual night club, though my imagination stirred more nervous laughter. “We carry them around, bold as you please, dance with them, drink with them.” I almost choked on the image. “And when anyone says anything? We tell them they are our new boyfriends, the best we have ever had.” Jones belly laughed, drawing attention from the other, now quieter ladies who waited their turn to visit Pam in the bedroom. I shushed her, but she ignored me. Because, of course, she was Jones, and such a suggestion was utterly acceptable.

She had to have known she’d get pushback from me. Honestly, she couldn’t even convince me to wear the dress she’d forced me to buy, the red one the handsome and very gay salesman told me screamed, “Just take me, already.” Even the thought of showing off high thigh made me queasy. But Jones wasn’t about to quit now while she was on a roll. She grabbed me and hauled me to my feet, dragging me toward the open bar set up near the kitchen. “First, we have a bottle of someone else’s wine each. Then we dance the night away. You in, sista?”

My hesitation wasn’t doing it for her, nor my not-so-subtle tugging against the firm grasp she had on my wrist. “Mick.” At least she didn’t call me Michaela. She only did that when she was ready to chew me out. Mick meant she was still in a good mood. “What is it now? You know you always have fun after the pain of me forcing you to have some.” She was right, though more often than not I ended up leaving early or embarrassed and hiding behind her when she flirted with two men at a time in an effort to get one of them interested in me. “So, what the fuck?”

Normally, I would have made an excuse and begged off. Being here tonight, in the company of other women far more like me than like her, gave me a bit more courage to speak up. “I’m not like that, Jones. I’m not like you.”

She tossed her hands, frustration clear on her gorgeous face, tightening her big, pale eyes, sending dots of bright pink to the heights of her arching cheekbones. Compared to me with my red hair and freckles, Jones was an exotic goddess. No wonder she found this easy. I was just me. “Mickey, woman, for once can you stop thinking for a change and go with the flow?” Did she have any idea how crazy that sounded? “You won’t end up in jail or anything.” She snorted. “At least, not alone.” Great, thanks for that. “And you won’t die. Just lighten up, damn it.” Jones looked down at the wine bottles, hesitated and then looked up at last, her own eyes rimmed with moisture. “I miss you.”

I hated hurting her. She was the only person in my life who didn’t judge me, who tried to encourage me. I was right on the edge of losing it in that stranger’s living room, clutching at my empty glass of wine while my best friend fought tears for me, for us.

I knew she was right, that was the worst part. It was impossible not to hate myself for dragging her along on my pity party. Though, a little part of me rebelled, still feeding off the fact I wasn’t the minority, that she was the rarity here in this room.

“Just back off, please.” I couldn’t believe I actually said that to her, saw her flinch, fall uncomfortably still. I should have stopped, maybe, but I couldn’t, the words gushing out, low enough at least it was just the two of us but made worse, maybe, from the intimacy of our connection. “You know better than anyone what I’ve just gone through. And that I’m trying. But I need time.”

Jones didn’t say anything for a moment. When she did, her tone had changed from jovial good humor to flat frustration. “Mick, girlfriend, you need to take your power back.” Okay, now I wasn’t listening because she hadn’t heard a word I said. But Jones wasn’t done, doing her best to boss me around now, instead of being a friend. “This keeping in touch bullshit and being Richard’s errand girl isn’t helping you get on with your life.”

I looked away, hurt running deep. Yes, okay, so I did my best to stay friends with Richard, for both our sakes. We’d spent a lot of years together, had a relationship. I wasn’t willing to just throw that away, despite his cheating. Other women grew bitter and badmouthed their exes. I wasn’t going to be that woman. The opposite, in fact. I was his friend and if I helped him out with things he needed from time to time, well that made me a good person. Better than most of the divorced women I knew.

Jones’s expression softened but that didn’t help my mood. If anything, her attitude made things worse. Because that pity she now shared, held deep in her eyes? That told me she judged me for the choices I’d made. And she didn’t get to judge, not with the lifestyle she lived.

I took a deep breath, smothered my resentment, the surge of anger toward her. I would not be the one to end our friendship, not when I loved her as much as I did. Jones was trying to help. She just didn’t understand that Richard still needed me sometimes and that part of my closure was being a good person. Maybe if he saw how I treated him he’d learn to be a better man, too.

Jones helped herself to a swig of wine right from a bottle, swinging it in my direction a moment later. “You’re too good for him,” she said. “He didn’t even wait a month before he was engaged to that piece of trash he cheated with. And their sham of a wedding six weeks later? Come on, Mick. Wake the hell up.”

He told me it had been her idea, his new wife, that she gave him no choice. And I believed him. It was all her, anyway. She’d seduced him. My fault, too, for not giving him what he wanted. I was going to be the good person here, even if it killed me.

Jones wasn’t done. “You’re beautiful, smart, and funny, usually, and your ass is perfect. You have gone so far up Richard’s anus into all his shit you don’t see your worth anymore.” Wow, that was blunt, and I was used to Jones. “You literally accept shit because you are covered in it.”

I spluttered. I don’t think I’ve ever actually spluttered before, but I did as my mind fired off in anger. Instead of reacting with her own fury, though, satisfaction woke on Jones’s face. She set down the bottle in her hand, gaze flickering over my shoulder, as she grasped my upper arms and spun me forcefully around. I found myself propelled toward the now open bedroom door, a few women lingering close but not entering, Jones hot on my heels.

“Take that pent up fire and get your hot tush in there, missy, and don’t you dare leave the room without something fun and all for you.” She slapped my ass as I moved to do what she said, still struggling to argue with her while crossing the threshold.

I turned around with surprise and a little start, cheek stinging from the strike of her hand through my jeans. That felt better than it was supposed to, though there was no way I would ever tell her that. The thought that maybe I did need something to keep me company at night loomed in the back of my mind while the bedroom door slammed in my face.
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Chapter Three
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The sales rep waited for me, perched on the edge of the bed, her long, tanned legs crossed, designer heel bobbing on the end of one narrow foot. Her smile seemed welcoming enough, though I wondered in the back of my mind if she ever poked internal fun at the endless line of women who came to her makeshift store of goodies laid out in precise rows on the carefully made bed.

Honestly, it was about as brilliant as it was fitting, this display of sexual wares on a queen sized mattress. Did she know or was the choice hers? She had to know, didn’t she?

As my mind struggled with the winding thoughts that carried me as far from what I was about to do as possible, drawing out enough logic I was able to inhale and then exhale without passing out from the embarrassment of knowing the rest of the women waiting for their turn were well aware what I was up to right now, at this moment. What were they thinking I was doing in here? Testing the merch for quality? Yikes. More likely speculating what I was going to buy. Guessing that I was all kinds of dirty.

Let them. It would be, after all, their go shortly.

“Great presentation.” I attempted a smile, trying for light and inconspicuous and likely coming across as awkwardly pathetic. Didn’t help that my judgments and thoughts almost made me run, hightail it for the door and my ordinary, boring, sexless life. That train to nowhere was enough to stop me from beating a retreat. At least long enough for Pam to speak up.

“Please come in.” As if I wasn’t already standing there, trapped between the lineup of dildos and toys and the door. Maybe if she wasn’t so sweet and ever so professional I might have actually bolted. Instead, feeling my heartrate settle into something that wasn’t going to lead to pending failure in 3-2-1, I eased my way forward, realizing only then I had my back pressed to the door.

“First time?” She gestured at her wares, turning up the wattage on her smile. “There’s nothing to be nervous about, I promise. Everything we discuss is private and discreet. I’m here to make sure you’re satisfied with your sexuality.”

Wow, she had no idea how big a job she had ahead of her.

I looked down at the bed, a mistake for my already spinning brain. Overwhelm struck me right away, triggering my favorite response, verbal diarrhea. “I don’t know what I want, I mean I’ve never used anything other than natural and that’s not that great, but now I’m divorced and I haven’t really had an orgasm before and I wouldn’t even know where to start, I mean I know where to start.... I think I do, but do they all have batteries?”

Pam’s smile didn’t falter, even when I ground to an embarrassing and stuttering halt, feeling my cheeks heat, my whole body waver while I vaguely considered throwing up. Why was I so nervous? I had to keep reminding myself I was a grown woman as Pam stood up and approached me, offering one hand. I took it on autopilot and squeezed instantly back when she gently pressed her fingers against mine before letting me go.

“Why don’t we start with what you like when it comes to pleasure and I’ll make suggestions to get you started?”

I was expecting teasing, even a bit of sass. Not kindness, the sort of compassion that utterly shook me and yet drew me out at the same time. “I have no idea where to start.”

She nodded, smiled again and, in that moment, I learned to trust her. Funny how you can endear yourself to someone just by paying attention. I had no idea I was so starving to be heard. Quite the realization at a time like that in a situation like this and over a collection of sex toys that had nothing to do with the depth of thought and emotion passing through me.

Or did they?

Pam’s demeanor stayed steady, kindly, her professionalism kicking in again. “I have certain recommendations for first toys, but do you know what experience you would like to have?” I didn’t answer, trying to remember what it was like with Richard. And snorted that away. Memories of his weight on me, of the discomfort of him inside me, over before I could find any real satisfaction while he rolled off and fell asleep, just made me sad. It wasn’t like I didn’t know better, right? The one time I’d decided to see if the erotica I’d read was right and did a bit of experimentation in the tub, touching certain sensitive parts, ended in panting and more frustration when the expected rush of whatever it was “they” said I was supposed to experience didn’t happen.

Maybe I was just incapable. That meant this was a waste of time.

Pam’s voice broke through my spiral into despair I was somehow broken. “Soft, medium or hard?”

Before I could comprehend what that even meant, she leaned down to the bed and lifted a short, pink dildo, the shape a perfect penis as if some man had his private parts cast into a mold as the model. For all I knew, one had. She placed it carefully in my open palm and closed my fingers around it. At once fascinated and slightly aroused—it was just silicone, sheesh, what was wrong with my body all of a sudden?—I let myself feel the weight and the flexible silk of it against my skin.

“This is soft,” she said. “Firm enough for insertion, but smaller and without complete rigidity. Excellent to start with, though I recommend lube, as with all my toys.”

As she spoke I stared down at the fake dick in my hands and almost choked on a laugh. Even as my brain clicked and I realized I wasn’t going to die of embarrassment after all and yes, I could do this.

“I think soft would be best.” I met her eyes, noting I loved her makeup application as I scrambled for a distraction, wishing I had the steady hand to make those perfect cat eyes with a liquid liner and that she somehow managed to apply mascara without clumps. Surely a woman worthy of my trust.

Pam’s nose scrunched, adorable. “Well, let’s look at this dolphin.” The penis disappeared and she set another in my hand, this one blue with a tiny, I kid you not, dolphin shape rising out of the tinted silicone, arching upward as if it were leaping from a wave. “It’s the perfect first timer toy.” She flipped the switch on the bottom as she set it in my hand, the vibration making my skin shiver. “This will stimulate your clitoris and help you achieve a wonderful orgasm.” She said the “O” word with such ease I didn’t even flinch, fingers tingling from the change in vibration as she adjusted the speed with a small remote control. “It’s super easy to use. And he’s waterproof, so bath time can be even more relaxing.” The reminder of my failed attempt almost did me in, but Pam wasn’t done talking. “Just think of
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