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This book is dedicated to every lover who risked sharing their passions with a partner.

Sometimes we don’t know.  What we want.  How that works.  Who would need us to want that with them, for them, and of them.

But without hope of connection, our passions wither within us.  Accept rejection when it comes.  Seek out someone who will embrace your passions and is willing to ask you to embrace theirs.
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Angel

His Toy Chest - Playing for Him featuring Angel (Complete Book Series)

His Toy Chest - Playing featuring Angel (Book 1)

His Toy Chest - For Him featuring Angel (Book 2)

Her Choice featuring Angel

Angel’s Expectations

His Thoughts Given to Her featuring Angel (Book 1)

His Thoughts Within Her featuring Angel (Book 2)

His Thoughts in the Darkness featuring Angel (Book 3)

His Thoughts and Her Pleasure featuring Angel (Book 4)

Emily & Sylvie

Quiet Nights in New Jersey featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 1)

Perverse Affirmations featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 2)
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For more information on this digital edition and other Cherish Desire audiobook, digital, and print releases, please visit our catalog and your favorite retailers.
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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.

His Toy Chest - For Him featuring Angel

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, Female Masturbation, Vaginal & Oral & Anal Sex, Dildo Play & Wearing, Fingering & Fisting, Vaginal & Anal Penetration, Double Penetration, Stretching, D/s, Bondage & Restraints, Chastity Harness, Humiliation Play, Exhibitionism (Photo, Video, Public), Phone Sex, Cheating, Cuckold



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Cherish Desire Introductions

[image: ]




Return to Table of Contents

––––––––

[image: ]


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.

​Angel – Embracing his passions was never enough.  Tom’s muse and a measure of his successes and his failures, Angel was the youthful petite graceful dancer with her shuffling two step he first meets at a goth club night who became the older and wiser woman forged into a weapon and raging about the sexual expectations projected at her while indulging in her lust.  Visions within the shadows and darkness may have promised her so much, but she cannot avoid how deeply entangled she and Tom become.  Angel proves she can be everything Tom wants, but she can also take all of that away and perversely deny them both what they need.
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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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With a kiss, he guided Angel to his bedroom.  Up the stairs, going backward, so he never had to look away.  Wrapping her up in a giant hug, lifting her off her feet, and carrying her in front of him while he nuzzled her cheeks and bumped his nose against hers.  Setting her down in front of his bed before taking hold of her hips and grinding against her.  His chest pressing into her breasts.  His swelling cock nudging at her pelvis and abdomen through his trousers.

Angel didn’t need to be told.  It was so obvious when she looked into his starry eyes and warm smile.  Tom wanted her.  All of her.  And the hardest part was accepting his sincerity when he undid her belt and opened her jeans to cradle and caress her feverish response to his affection while murmuring, “I own this.”  Not because she didn’t think he meant to claim ownership of her sex.  Because she knew he meant so much more than a superficial desire to pursue their mutual lust and pleasure.

Aching for his attentive caresses, the petite brunette teased him.  Bucking onto his fingers, thrusting against his touch, and boldly daring him to take what was his.  Hands on his hips to steady herself, she neither helped nor hindered Tom when he began tugging her jeans down and made more room to fondle and stroke her shaved labia through her cotton panties.  She sought out his kisses, his quiet murmurs of arousal and hunger, while his fingertips pried her panties from her sex and sought out her heat and wetness.  He could have stripped her naked, but Tom enjoyed sweeping aside the minimal resistance of her clothing while giving Angel time to warm to his desires.

Except... as soon as he was cupping and probing her soft labia, her arousal was far too apparent.  Her wetness made her blush.  Her need for him to part her lips, slip into her, and tug her to him was impossible to hide.  She trembled when he stepped back to make more room for his hand to part her inner thighs, using three then four fingers to spread her opening, and Angel was wrapping her arms around his ribs while rising to her tiptoes as he thrust upward into her sex.

Using his hold on her to pivot and tip her onto the towels protecting his comforter, Tom lowered Angel onto his bed.  When she fell backward with a soft whoosh, he eased her jeans and panties to her knees and then her ankles, and she laughed while kicking her legs until she was free of both as well as her socks.  His deliberate posing of her body inspired her racing heartbeat, and he slipped between her spread legs while pushing her knees toward her sides.  Angel hesitated for a moment, thinking about taking off her t-shirt and bra, but Tom was too focused on her pussy to notice.

Stroking into her, his fingers were already coaxing her wetness to soak her labia and drench his knuckles.  With a pleased smile, he pushed and pulled on her opening while thoroughly enjoying the pliability of her soft lips.  “Like this,” he offered quietly while gently caressing her clit with his thumb as four fingers slipped deep enough for the top of his hand to press against her opening.  “Ready for me.  Open and wet.  So wonderfully ready as soon as I come home.”

Heart aching while enraptured by the longing and satisfaction in his voice, Angel adjusted her legs to make it easier for Tom to thrust more of his hand into her.  “I needed to be,” she moaned while arching her back and pushing onto him.  “You needed me to be.”  Both were true statements.  At the same time.  Overlapping because they both needed the same thing.  “It’s what you said you wanted...”

Wrinkling his nose at her with a smirk, Tom praised her without calling out Angel for projecting the responsibility for her sexual indulgence at him.  “You wanted me to know you were ready.  You wanted me to come home and enjoy how ready you are.”  He blew her a kiss.  “I do.  I really do.”  His genuine appreciation was overwhelming.

Reaching down and caressing his hand, Angel encouraged him to want more.  “With some lube...”  He winked while continuing to massage and stretch her opening while stroking her inner vaginal walls.  “You said to remind you.”

Chuckling, Tom withdrew from her sex and pushed her shirt toward her breasts so he could kiss her belly.  As her legs relaxed and draped over the side of his bed, he winked and shook his head.  He could see where the lube, her shorn plug, and two dildos were sitting on top of his toy chest.  Whether the sex toys were suggestions or left out to air dry didn’t matter.  He could ask later.

Angel shuffled from side to side on his bed when he walked across his bedroom to the toy chest.  She adjusted the towels underneath her, straightened out with the edge of the mattress under her knees, and closed her eyes while enjoying her arousal and anticipation of his lust tingling within her belly.

Returning with an evil grin, Tom deliberately splashed her with chilled lube, squirting it onto her smooth labia, and dodged her legs when they kicked with surprise.  Gasping, Angel’s eyes flew open, and she stared at him while he teased her clit with a smirk.  His playful shrug preceded the strength of his hand flowing over and kneading her pelvis, cupping soft skin and warming it with his touch, and Angel slumped onto the comforter and towels.  A shuddering deep breath filled her chest as she explored her body’s hungry response to this touch.  When her focus shifted outward and she gazed at him, Angel noted how Tom’s playfulness faded as he focused on deliberately massaging away any tension and inhibitions within her sex.

His methodical and thorough approach comforted her, instilling confidence in his intentions and the sincerity of his appreciation of her readiness, and she closed her eyes again to experience his presence within her without any distractions.  His slick fingers spread the lube across her shaved pelvis, working it into her opening, before he added several more pumps of the slick liquid to her tanned lips.  Slipping into place and using the lube to make it easier to work the top of his hand and most of his palm into her sex, Tom resumed enticing and teasing her while Angel moaned and bucked against him.  Stretching her from clit to tailbone, he added a few more salvos of lube directly to her sensitive pearl before easing out enough to tuck his thumb to his palm.

She still felt it.  Still clenched down and heaved upward.  Still shook and kicked.  The girth of his hand and his thumb joint muscling past her opening pressed her labia against her pelvic bone as Tom worked his fist into her sex.  The enormity and intimacy of his whole hand within her provoked her arousal and bound her to his perverse passions.  Gasping, Angel was soaring on endorphins when the motion of his fingers caressing the sensitive hollows beneath her belly button triggered a hard climax which forced the air from her lungs.

That wasn’t all he wanted.  That was just a reward for being ready for his affection.  Her orgasm wasn’t enough to satisfy him after a week without her.  A week spent traveling for work while conjuring visions of eager response to his fist pistoning into her cunt.  He needed more.

His low rumbling growl raised her hackles when Tom reminded her, “I own this.”  She had to grip the mattress through the comforter to have enough leverage to thrust onto his fist when his hand tugged on her pelvis.  “Every time you come over,” he taunted her.  “Whenever we spend time together.”  He was demanding so much.  The intense pleasure triggered by his fist slowly moving within her cunt justified giving him everything he wanted.  “I own this,” he exhaled his assertion, pushing deeper into those places that had been stretched open by the red phallus’ length, and fit his fist into the pulsating hollow at the top of her vaginal canal.

Trembling while contractions within her abdomen encircled and rebounded off his firm knuckles, Angel whispered, “This is how good being ready feels.”  She couldn’t put it in words, not the way he did, but her racing heart hinted at the immensity of the emotions connected to his pleasure and satisfaction.  “I’ve been practicing so often.  Every day I can.  To be ready, Tom.  To be ready for when you come home.  To be ready whenever I see you.”  His fist pressed deeper and toward her spine when he leaned forward, and Angel clawed at the comforter as her cunt was reshaped by his strength.  “I can feel you so deep inside of me...”

“I know,” he kissed to her belly.  Using care, he partially withdrew his hand before rotating it and thrusting back into her.  Then repeated the same.  Each time, his hand turned slightly more, tugging on her inner walls and stretching her, while realigning his thumb joint and pinkie.  It was still easier to initially fist Angel with the widest portion of his hand positioned from clit to tailbone.  He was making steady progress rotating his hand so his fist was aligned from side to side.

A dozen strokes and another hard orgasm.  By the time he could uncurl his fingers and deliberately pet and tease the underside of her clit within her cunt, Angel was so sensitive that she flailed and kicked as he triggered another intense climax.  Involuntary clenching surrounded his hand, attempted to crush and milk his fist, but her muscles exhausted themselves after several erratic waves of contractions.  Which made it easier for Tom to rock his fist in and out of her sex, tugging her inner walls toward her opening before pressing them back in toward her diaphragm, and Angel’s shuddering breaths filled his bedroom while Tom enjoyed occasionally adding lube to make her squirm and to keep her soaking wet.

His hand was still oriented side to side when Tom slowly opened his fist and tugged himself free of her relaxed grip.  He blotted his hand off on the towels, tugged off his shirt and pushed his trousers and boxers off, and climbed into bed with her.  Weak and aching from his passions fucked into her, Angel reached out and wrapped her arms around Tom’s back as he slid between her inner thighs.  His cock entered her cunt without meeting any resistance, his pelvis pressing into her labia moments later, and his kisses swept over her chin and cheeks while she soaked his rigid erection.

Angel shook beneath him, loosely clenching on his throbbing cock and reacting to how his glans probed sensitive and sore places within her cunt, while he slowly bathed himself within her warmth.  His rhythm was attuned to her reactions to his presence within her, and Tom seemed content to keep Angel just below the threshold of gasping for more.  Intercourse like this seemed so strangely casual and comfortable, oddly reassuring, and she understood why.

Whispering, Tom made sure Angel couldn’t forget.

“Practicing all week.  Riding plugs and dildos.  Riding your fist.”  He was pacing himself to give Angel space to reconnect with him, to return from her intense climaxes and sink into her body while joined with his, and smiled when she blinked and focused on him.  “This isn’t how your cunt is usually penetrated and fucked.”

He couldn’t know.  Not all of it.  She blinked again, tugged at his hip with one hand to encourage him, and nuzzled his cheek as he leaned forward while gently grinding against her clit.  Tom had no idea that Angel rarely waited for her fiancé to climb on top of her.  When she wanted sex with Andrew, she was almost always on top now.

Riding him exactly in the same way she rode Tom’s sex toys and her fist.  Riding him in the same way she practiced masturbating to be ready for Tom.

“I own this,” he kissed to her cheek.  “I appreciate everything you do to be ready for me when I come home.”

“Not just...” she exhaled before swallowing.  “Not just when you come home, Tom.”  She needed to reassure him, to reassure herself, that she was committed to what he wanted.  “Whenever I see you.”  The way his cock twitched within her openness, reacting to her promise, made her want so much more while doubling down on the guilt triggered by her recurring acts of infidelity.  “As soon as I arrive,” she closed her eyes to avoid witnessing her indulgence.  “Without even taking off all my clothes.”  She was still wearing her t-shirt and bra.  “Ready for your fist, your fingers, and your cock.”  She truly was.

Tom slowly withdrew from her cunt, moved on his bed, and sat beside her shoulders.  Uncertain what he wanted, she waited until he guided her head to his lap.  Turning on her side, moving to be closer to him, his throbbing arousal brushed against her cheeks and lips before she encircled his glans and eased him into her mouth.

“Growing more used to this,” he murmured softly.  “Cleaning my cock after soaking me within your cunt.”  He was still trying to get used to receiving oral sex, and Tom didn’t know what to do with his hands.  He caressed her shoulders and stroked her hair while wishing Angel would give him some feedback on what felt good for her.  “Is that something you are ready for, too?”

She lifted up, the taste and scent of lube and her juices saturating her senses, and nodded.  “I am, Tom.  Ready every time I come to visit.”  She was surprised by how turned on he was, concerned that he hadn’t cum, and was about to ask when Tom beckoned for her to come closer.  “What?  What would you like me to do?”

“Come sit in my lap,” Tom reached out and helped as best he could.  “Closer,” he encouraged her while she perched herself on his legs.  “Legs to the sides of my waist.”  He guided her closer, lifted her buttocks with his hands, and eased her into position so his cock was slipping into her sex as she slid into place.  “Like this,” he kissed to her lips, “so I can feel you all around me.”

She leaned back, tugged off her t-shirt and undid her bra.  Tossed her clothes toward the pile of her jeans, panties, and socks somewhere on the floor off the side of the bed, and hugged him tight.  Wrapped herself around him while feeling his arousal flexing within her cunt.  “We haven’t-”

“Shhh...” Tom shushed her.  “It was long week.  A lot of stress.  And you were all I had to look forward to.”  His head tipped forward, resting beside her cheek, and he sighed.  “You being ready when I come home.  It means a lot.  Always does.”  He held her like that, allowing his erection to fade and radiating warmth that kept Angel from getting chilled, until they both needed to get up, wash up, and have some dinner.

Maybe moments spent like that, with his heartbeat quietly pressing against her breast, was why Angel’s submission to Tom mattered so much.  She had told him that she wanted it to be special.  That she wasn’t sure if she was ready yet.  That despite how many times she had enticed him by sharing her experiences fisting herself, she wasn’t ready for him to fist her.

She’d had this notion that the difference between being his or not, that the need to embrace his passions and lust, was akin to being part of the lion pride or being its prey.  That his power sought her out, and she either welcomed his hunger with her own or accepted being hunted to satisfy his lust.  But all of that was probably wrong.

Angel’s worries about being excluded, of being vulnerable and exposed, and needing to appease a predator came from her deep-seated insecurities.  Not from Tom.  He was who he was.  Had always been that way.  And his dominance did not depend on anyone deliberately submitting or degrading themselves.  It was fundamental to his nature and existed independent of external validation and affirmation.

When he spoke up with his cock thrusting into her sex.  When he softly said, “I own this” after she had accidentally rejected his hunger and lust, his reassurance had been far more demanding than his fingers and thumb stretching her opening had been.  And when she asked him fist her, asked Tom to thrust himself deeper within her, Angel hadn’t fully understood what she was chasing after.

She was learning.  Still learning.  And Tom seemed happy to explore her submission if that’s how she perceived being ready for his arousal and lust.
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Remembering that first time, when Tom’s hunger was so boldly and openly shared with her, Angel grinned while she listened to Tom sleeping beside her.  The warmth and wetness on her inner thighs was a recurring reminder of her pussy’s commitment and satisfaction.  Even with his sinuses bothering him and with his soft snoring keeping her up, she was pleased to have him in bed with her.  With the three two and half inches thick latex balls tucked inside of her sex, his desire could be felt nudging into the underside of her belly and lingering in anticipation of more.  His potent arousal drew her to him, her body sliding along the curve of the mattress to rest alongside his strength, and his calm was an illusion whose truth could be felt still stretching her sex and thrusting against her diaphragm within her abdomen.  It was strange to be so aware of her lust yet so removed from it.  It was good to be so present within her emotions and capable of embracing how comforting it was to have Tom passively pressing against her limbs.

Still smiling, Angel presumed her inner monologue’s collision of philosophical and emotional conjunctions was a side effect of sleep deprivation.  Stretching her legs and pointing her toes, she explored her expectations and hopes.  There had been a plan, of course, and she’d invited him to explore his passions.  This was Tom’s last night home for another two weeks, and she’d spent a few nights with him.  Angel had enjoyed going out dancing, watching as Tom roared with the music, before happily returning to his bed for more intimate pleasures.

The sorts of pleasure that involved demanding sexual pursuits that left her bruised by the thrusts of his fist within her sex and stuffed with large toys from his toy chest.  Not one or the other.  Both.  Because on her own, Angel could only indulge in playing with the plugs, dildos, and accessories he kept ready for her to use whenever she needed to feel satisfied and fulfilled.  Because with him, Angel knew Tom truly desired her.  His intimacy, his touch, and his pursuit of pleasure all reinforced his claim on her pussy.

Her expectations had changed with her experience in his bed and using his sex toys.  Her hopes were more tempered than Tom’s enthusiasm.  There were good reasons to believe what she wanted was being defined by Tom’s passions, but that didn’t negate her need for his intensity.  His toy chest was proof of how much more he desired, but the necessity of her solo playtime with his toys while he was away gave Angel control over what she did to enjoy her arousal.
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