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This book is dedicated to my powerful Empress and my lovely Danae.

I will always notice you on the dance floor. I will always make room for you to shelter nearby. To roar alongside you.  To be silent so you can be heard.  To dissent together.

“Fight for the things that you care about, but do it in a way that will lead others to join you.” 

- Ruth B. Ginsburg
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This book is intended for mature audiences.  Cherish Desire books contain erotica adventures featuring intense sexual situations including alternative lifestyles, perverse pleasures, and supernatural lust.

Sexy Identities - Her Silver Otter

includes these and related erotic themes:

FF, MFF, Threesome, Implied MF, Bad Dragon, Dildo Play & Wearing, Double Penetration, Stretching, Vaginal & Anal Penetration, Female Masturbation, Fingering & Fisting, D/s, Femdom, Group Sex, Oral Sex, Implied Anal Sex, Phone Sex, Piercing
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Cherish Desire

Some stories need to be told.  Passions are rich veins pulsing just below the surface, seeking a way to express their hunger, and we are driven to explore their magnificent perversity.  Very Dirty Stories captures the essence of sexuality and dares to pursue the extreme choices that result in orgasmic tsunamis.  Cherish Desire Singles goes further, stripping away her lingerie and yanking down his trousers, to discover what they experience together over time.  But all is not right in the world.  Very Wicked Dirty Stories beckons to the shadows, seeking the darkness that stirs within the hearts of monsters.  Shapeshifters, ghosts, and unusual partnerships act out desires for control and furious sexual need in Cherish Desire Divinations.  These are stories of us, stories of what came next, and stories that serve as warnings for the uninitiated.

It’s impossible to guess what you may like.  Each story in our books is carefully tagged for the wary sensual reader that would like to stick to their preferred perversions.  For the jaded, the experienced, and the unrepentant reader, devour every word and risk corrupting your throbbing climaxes with fresh inspiration to explore and experiment with delightfully decadent details.

Welcome to Cherish Desire.  Ronin and Natalya hope you embrace your naughty urges.

– Max D –
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The Ladies of Cherish Desire

Each Cherish Desire title features men and women who embrace their fears and desires as well as the sexual partners who inspire them to arousing acts of pleasure while living out intense and intimate fantasies.  Plunge into the lust within this erotica title and inspire your imagination with more sexy accomplishments featuring our delightfully desirable ladies.

Sexy Identities - The world says, “Just be yourself,” and then it rejects you for not conforming.  It’s time to appreciate that sexy has never been limited to stereotypes, and time to accept that fantasies are not bound by conventional roles.  Enjoy affectionate and lusty expressions of self-identity that include all the passion, heat, and fulfillment that everyone desires without being forced to be “normal.”

Discover Audio Erotica Performances

Is handsfree erotica more fun?  It’s time to find out!  Seductive narrators serenade the willing with sexy Cherish Desire stories in audio erotica performances ranging from short stories to full novellas.  Discover more and consider the possibilities of handsfree pleasures.  Cherish Desire Audio Erotica
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Sign-up for our Newsletter

Get a free ebook by signing up for the Cherish Desire newsletter!  Let us show you our appreciation and also invite you to share your favorite sex stories with us.  Don’t worry.  We’ll never sell or share your email address.  Receive a monthly newsletter with links to free reads, free audio clips, and contests to win free digital and print books.  Get elite and a free eBook from Cherish Desire right now!  Sign up and get on the inside track: Cherish Desire Newsletter Sign-up 
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I’ve had many lovers... of a silicon, latex, glass, or vinyl nature.  With men and women, I’m a lot less experienced.  I’ve desired, pursued, and caught a few.  Mostly I’ve desired and pursued, or silently lusted after and tried hopelessly flirting, so I’ve had to rely on my Hitachi Magic Wand and experimenting with whatever might be suitable for play time.

Play time came with some hard limits though.  My husband - now ex-husband - wasn’t particularly interested in me after the first few years.  I tried.  I really did.  I bought him kilts and promised a blowjob whenever he’d wear one.  He wore them so rarely that I can count those occasions on my fingers despite a decade of them hanging in our closet.  I offered him easy access to my body and sexuality, but he was more interested in watching the Flyers on TV and inviting his buddies over for role playing games.  Despite all that, he had strict rules when it came to pleasuring myself.  No dildos or plugs bigger than him.

Our last five years together, we were officially poly.  Though all that meant was I had a boyfriend, and he got a free pizza from my boyfriend whenever it was my date night.  Like so much of our lives, everything had a schedule which I managed.  Except... my boyfriend was not a fan of being told when and where he could do as he wished.  At first that was pretty amazing.  I was wanted.  I was desired.  I was the object of his sexual attention.

It took me a long time to accept that I was being abused.  No matter how many tears I shed.  No matter how deep it hurt.  My boyfriend was a narcissist who saw me as a woman with low self-esteem and desperate to please someone for a little affection, and he doled out only enough affection and infrequent apologies to keep me on a tight leash.  He wasn’t even good in bed, or pinning me against a wall, or demanding that I get on my knees.  He hated my Magic Wand, demeaned me for needing it to orgasm, and was even more restrictive than my husband.

Neither of them cared about what got me off.  I was happily theirs for their pleasure, but there was never a moment when it was my turn.  I went along with all that for far too long.

I’m in a better place now.  Ex-husband is gone.  Ex-boyfriend is gone and banned from multiple formerly mutual hangouts after harassing and assaulting me post-breakup.  I have good women and men in my life.  Lovers though... I’ve not made much progress.

It was the passions of a wild man that were necessary to break me free of my own restrictions.  I had been programmed and conditioned by my two most recent and former lovers, unwittingly adopting their instructions as if they were my own, and he turned all that upside down.  He’d caught my eye, and I tried to flirt with him, but he gently pointed out that I didn’t even know what I wanted.  When I tried to assure him that he was what I wanted, he deftly dodged my projected lust while casually holding my hand.  “You have to know what you want, what your partners want, and then you can sort out mutual interests.”  He came across as furious and ill tempered whenever I watched him from a distance.  Unrelenting.  Feral.  Extremely aggressive.  Up close, he was entirely in control of himself without the need to control others, and deceptively calm no matter how feverish I was for his affection.  “When you say you love biting... and then say you enjoy giving blowjobs... mixed message, my dear,” he’d tease me and nuzzle my cheek.  “Ask.  Don’t presume.”

What was I supposed to ask him?  What did he want to hear?  My random encounters with him at my regular dance club - dubbed the “dark and loud” by my abusive ex - left me wet and hungry.  I went so far as to state the obvious.  Told him directly that I was comfortable with anything he might want as long as it didn’t jeopardize my career and health.  Literally lured him into my cleavage, caressed his closely clippered hair, and whispered, “Take me home with you.”  He sighed, leaned into my breasts, and shook his head.

After many months, I was sitting with another regular who happened to be hiding in my shadow and fighting down a bout of anxiety.  I pointed my wild man crush out as he strode in, shivered as he charged onto the floor and embraced the music, and delighted in how easily he moved and swept through the empty space.  There were, at most, seven other people dancing.  Each was an island of motion.  Somehow that didn’t even affect him.  If anything, he became bigger, took up more space, and happily stretched and expanded his reach.  My companion was entirely too quiet as I remarked on his style and pervasive presence, and I had to shake off my lust to realize that she’d recovered from whatever had been bothering her earlier.  “To the bar?” I offered without giving the ebb and flow of her struggle much thought.

“You don’t really know him,” she murmured while staring in his direction.  Her fingers caressed my arm, sweeping over my skin like satin with barely any weight, and I realized she was crossing her legs and clenching her thighs.  I knew that feeling.  More than lust.  More than hunger.  “Once he gets inside of you...” her voice trailed off as he landed on his feet, pivoted, and waved to us before sweeping his arms and lunging into the heart of a roaring chorus.  “Fuck.”

“Did he do something?”  I was conflicted.  If he had hurt someone prone to timid fits then was he as bad as my ex’s?  I hadn’t really known him to spend any time around any of my girlfriends.  Maybe I hadn’t paid enough attention.

She shook her head.  “He’s safe.”  Her fingers squeezed mine, lips brushed my shoulder, and her body shuddered with pleasure.  “He doesn’t mind me hiding beside him.  Gives me kisses when I need them.  Remember that big bloke I was being chased by a few weeks ago?  The one with really bad breath?”  I nodded.  “He ripped into him and sent him away.  Multiple times.  I thought they’d fight, but he made that jerk apologize and promise to leave me alone.”

This was news to me.  Our regular hangout was, well, not his.  The wild man came and went as he pleased, knew enough people to be accepted, but he was never one of us.  That was part of his charm to me.  “He’s just bluffing.”  I gestured to indicate how aggressive he was while dancing.  “He’s always been calm and gentle around me.”

“I know,” she whispered and dared to peck me on the lips.  “He has nothing to be afraid of.  No one to be afraid of.”  She blushed, looked embarrassed, uncertain how I would respond to her soft affection, and I grinned and tangled my tongue with hers to show my appreciation of her gorgeousness.  Biting her lip while flashing bedroom eyes at me, she continued after our kiss.  “I’m not sure you’d enjoy what he likes.  He teases me about it.  I thought he was... well... trying to make me do things for him.  It’s just a weird defense mechanism.”

“What’s that?”  I was curious, and she knew it.  If I hadn’t held her close so many times while she fought off terrible panic attacks then I would have called her out for making me interrogate her for information.  “He’s weird all the time.”

Fitting her hand to mine, palm to palm, she giggled while giving me a wink.  “Oh... he’s all about penetration.”  I wasn’t sure what she meant.  “His fingers.  His fist.  His big sex toys.  Inside of a woman until she orgasms and orgasms.”  She kissed me, properly, swept into my embrace with her warm breath on my cheek, and murmured to my ear, “He thinks it’s the cure to everything.”

“Hrmph.  He’s never offered to put anything in me.”  I was mildly offended that she had somehow won him over but I hadn’t.  “I’ve told him how much-”

“Shhhh...” she cut me off with a loving nip that tickled my cheek.  “Did you tell him how hard you scream?  Did you tell him how much you enjoy it?  Did you tell him how easy it is to give in?”  Her eyes were wide with drunken desire, and I kissed her with furious abandon as she caressed my hips.  “He knows his body.  He knows what he’s capable of.  Telling him what you’ll do to him... comes across as lies and bait.”  She was as turned on as I was, her soft thighs warm and tingling, and I risked crossing a line from supportive friend to sexy fuckbuddy.  “Mmhmm... you want me.  You want him.  You want so many things.”

I wasn’t going to hide the truth of that.  “Yes.”  Whatever inspired her, inspired us, I was glad for it.

Kissing me one last time, she touched the tip of her nose to mine while standing on her tiptoes.  Then she laughed, straightened her skirt, and sighed.  Her goofy cute grin and dazed eyes made it clear how precious she could be.  “Ask me about what I like.  About what gets me off.  And I’ll ask you about the same.”  She gave me a sly wink.  “That’s how I found out.  How I found out everything.”  Her hands guided me to stand beside her, and we both watched the wild man pause and glance our way before he resumed dancing.  “Ha.  He’s going to pretend it’s no big deal, but he’s scared now.”

“Why would he be scared?”  I really didn’t know.  Personally, I was enjoying a warm and mellow glow which made me very comfortable and very relaxed.

“Because I know secrets and you.  He’s wondering what price I’ll make you pay.  Wondering what I will want for helping you see him the way I do.  He’s not human enough to realize that I might just think you’re sexy and want you for myself.”

“You do?”  She nodded and leaned into my chest.  “Oh.”

“You’re terrible at flirting.”  We both laughed as he paused and visibly checked on us again.  “But your hands are as big as his.”

She called him her Monster when we were in my bedroom, and I asked her to explain what she was doing.  She had me take out my Magic Wand, my two dildos, and my three plugs.  I was enamoured with her cuddly curves, and she loved my nipple piercings.  We made a mess of towels and lube and juices.  I screamed.  She gasped.  We curled up in each other’s arms for a long time before taking a break to use the toilet.

Showering with her, I was mesmerized by her confidence.  “You’re really good at this,” I praised her without reservation.  “I’m so clumsy.”

That made her smile.  A slow genuine grin that matched the pleasure within her eyes.  “Nah.  You’re just too scared to go for what you want.”  I raised an eyebrow.  “I had four fingers and your biggest dildo in you, and you orgasmed even harder than the first time.”

“My Magic Wand always works,” I shrugged and caressed her nipples.  “Thinking about that turns you on?”

“Mmhmm...  Why are your toys so small?”  She stepped into my touch, pressed her breasts into the underside of mine, and kissed my cleavage.  “I mean... would it be ok if I did more?”

Misunderstanding, I nuzzled her forehead and whispered, “Those dildos and my plugs have been in my ass, too.”  She shivered, and I stroked her sides.  “Is that ok?”

“Can you cum like that?”  I nodded.  “I... I wish I knew how.”

“To cum with your ass plugged?”  To me the penetration always felt better than just using my heavy vibe on its own.  I liked how I could clench down, how the throbbing reverberated off of something solid inside of me, and the pressure expanded until I was overcome by a deep release of, well, everything as I orgasmed.  “It’s not something everyone enjoys.”

She looked up to me with adoring eyes, pleading for me to understand, and I wrinkled my nose at her.  “That’s the difference between you and him, I guess.”  I wasn’t sure why the wild man mattered though I had no doubt whom she was referring to.  “He only wants what we like.”  Her fingernails raked over my buttocks and hips.  “I don’t have to enjoy it,” she confessed, “as long as it’s you doing it to me.”

We were two peas in a pod.  How many times had I accepted that my orgasms were something I’d have to pursue on my own?  How many uncomfortable positions had I endured because I could feel how much my lover was turned on?  How often had it come down to facing the pain a little longer until it was done?  I understood far too well what it meant to define sexual play based on what I was willing to suffer for someone else.

“We should start with something small,” I offered quietly.  The shower seemed so loud with my voice resonating around us, but maybe that was my imagination.  “Do you want me to start fingering and fucking your butt?”

Eyes looking down at her breasts, she whispered, “Whenever you want.  It doesn’t have to feel good.  It doesn’t have to be sexy for me.”  She swallowed when I lifted her chin, fought to make eye contact with me, and added, “Not small.  Make it big... bigger...”  Her hands cupped mine.  “As big as you want.”

Without thinking it through, I moved her hands to my hip, stepped forward, and guided her fingers to my ass.  “I enjoy it.”  She squirmed, trying to shake off what I was accidentally implying, and I was unaware of how I was setting her expectations.  “I always orgasm so much harder when my ass is plugged.  Even more when I have a dildo in my pussy as well.”

Nodding, her fingers stroked along the cleft of my bottom and explored my snug asshole.  “Of course.  Once you make me orgasm with my ass and pussy stuffed, then...”  I moaned as she penetrated me with gentle thrusts of her fingertips.  “... then I’ll want it even more.”

“Unless you don’t like it,” I was too turned on to truly offer her an exit from wherever this fantasy was going.  “Then... I...”

Driving four fingers into my bottom was difficult with me facing her, so she slipped alongside me and I turned to face the shower wall.  Her thrusting fingers fit more easily into my ass, and I bucked my hips in response to her deliberate urgency.  “You need bigger plugs,” she nipped my shoulder hard enough to leave teeth marks.  “So much bigger...”  Her hand was pushing between my buttocks, knuckles grinding into my right cheek, and I pushed out to make it easier for her to keep going.  “Fuck...” she growled, and I realized she was more aroused trying to shove her hand into my ass than she’d been while playing with my pussy in my bed.  “If you were lubed already...”

Her truth was something I could feel.  “It would still ache and hurt,” I murmured to the tiled shower wall.  “Without my Magic Wand...”

“You won’t even cum,” she finished my sentence.  Fingers moving inside of me, fighting the clenching of my cheeks, she moaned with pleasure.  “I get it now... why men want anal so much... it doesn’t matter... matter at all... what we’re feeling...”

I reached back with one hand and pried my left cheek outward to make it easier for her to press deeper into my ass.  “I want it,” I moaned while rocking against her determined fingers.  “Even if it doesn’t get me off right now.”
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