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This book is dedicated to the Super Panda.

You always were the character you portrayed – radiant and smiling – no matter the burden of your pain.  Dancing and singing along, you are the bright star in the corner of my eye, and I will always adore you.
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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 Collection 3

includes these and related erotic themes:

“Sexy Identities 21: Fire and Brimstone” themes: MF, Vaginal & Oral Sex, Dildo Play, Stretching, Implied Pegging, Implied Strap-on Sex, Supernatural

“Sexy Identities 22: The Goddess” themes: MF, Romance, Vaginal & Oral Sex, Female Masturbation, Fingering

“Sexy Identities 23: The Curse” themes: MF, Vaginal Sex, Supernatural, Vaginal & Oral Penetration, Punishment Play, Bondage & Restraints

“Sexy Identities 24: Pan” themes: MF, Queer, Oral Sex, Crossdressing, Pansexual

“Sexy Identities 25: Drawings” themes: Furry, MF, Romance, Vaginal & Oral Sex, Strap-on Sex, Pegging, Dildo Play & Wearing

“Sexy Identities 26: Die Kunstgalerie - Artist” themes: MF, Romance, Exhibitionism (Public Nudity)

“Sexy Identities 27: Second Skin” themes: FF, MF, Rubber & Latex & Fetish Wear, Fingering, Oral Sex, Vaginal Penetration, Exhibitionism (Public Play)

“Sexy Identities 28: Collecting Seashells” themes: MF, Romance, Paranormal

“Sexy Identities 29: Waking Moments” themes: FF, Dildo Play & Wearing, Vaginal Penetration, Oral Sex

“Sexy Identities 30: The Secret He Keeps” themes: MF, Vaginal Sex, Romance , Goth Lifestyle
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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.”
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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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Written by Max D

Featuring the Lovers of Sexy Identities

“Sexy Identities 21: Fire and Brimstone” themes: MF, Vaginal & Oral Sex, Dildo Play, Stretching, Implied Pegging, Implied Strap-on Sex, Supernatural
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He began reading to me once I was curled into his side on the couch.

~~~
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Eyes sparkling like embers bathed in white hot flames, her generous cleavage turned with her head as she stared down two men overtly ogling her body.  “Do you think I’m pretty?”  The seductive hiss of her Canadian accent was sweetened by cherry red lipstick as she winked at them.

Flinching and then paralyzed, neither of the young men responded.  “I do.”  Their heads whipped around to glare incredulously at an older man whose exposed scalp was partially circled by closely clippered dark brown hair shot through with the grey and white of stress and age.  “I like your style.”  He never lifted his eyes off the clear plastic cup in front of him, never even glimpsed sideways to see her response, and his glasses reflected the neon brands of various liquors and beers when he sipped his drink.

“Yeah...” added one of the young bros.  “You’re hot.”  They ignored the old guy and chased after the barbed hook of her fiery lure.  “Maybe only a nine out of ten... but I’ve not seen you naked yet.”

“He’ll tell you how he wants to wake up next to you now,” the older man chuckled.  “Maybe how he’s been looking for a wife as if you’re desperate for a man who commits without even knowing your name.”  He pushed back from the bar, stretched his neck by tilting his head to each side, and tossed back the rest of his drink.  It was clear, could have been anything, but it appeared to be a sizable helping of a mixed drink despite how easily he swallowed it.

She was about to...

~~~
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I cut him off mid-sentence.  “It’s a Sprite, isn’t it?”  He laughed at my interruption so I smacked his shoulder.  “Oh, come on.  You know it’s a Sprite or maybe water.”

Nodding with a happy grin, my writer companion answered, “7-Up.  That bar doesn’t have Sprite.”  He ignored how I flipped him off with my middle finger.  “Do you want me to keep reading the draft to you or what?”  He wasn’t actually angry.  Not at me anyway.  I could sense him searching, probing the flickering of my eyes, but he didn’t share his thoughts.

“Sure.  Maybe you should admit he’s drinking soda and not alcohol though.”

~~~
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She was about to brush off the two younger men or make an unreasonable demand to prove their worthiness, but the singularity of the older stranger made her pause.  “You have a name?  Or are you just passing through?”  She was a regular.  Everyone at the bar was a regular.  Except him.  He stood out like a sore thumb yet he pretended to be so confident and in control.

The bro nearest to her reached out, intending to either seize her arm or grab her breast, and he fell backward from the force of her blow when the fiery brunette slapped him without a second thought.  “Both.  I have a name, and I’m passing through.  Want to walk me back to my hotel?  Or do you have playthings to attend to?”  Incandescent rage radiated from her fists as she yoked her anger at his presumption.  He didn’t look to see if she was following as he headed for the exit.  Bristling, the busty brunette only looked away for a moment to share a curt nod with the bartender.  It was her call to chase or let him escape.

In motion, owning her decision, she very distinctly marched in his wake.  Mocking his easy seriousness, her eyes flashed warnings at anyone nearby as she went right out the door and onto the quiet sidewalk.  It was her reflection amongst the smeared streetlights in the glass and steel building across the intersection that made him slow to a stop until she caught up.  He showed no indication of hesitation or doubt when he accepted her offered hand.  “I’m Sybil.”  The seething seductive chorus of her voice in the bar had been left behind and was replaced with a generic American accent that could have been from anywhere near the East Coast.  “And you are?”

His fingers gave hers a squeeze before he let go.  “Max.  I appreciate the fire in your eyes.”  She slowly blinked, and they both laughed at how demure and inviting her brown eyes became when the blazing inferno within them was hidden from sight.  “Don’t try to hide who you are for my sake, Sybil.  It’s quite rare I get to enjoy the company of someone special.”

They began walking again.  Her hand brushed over his arm, and he leaned into her touch as her fingernails sunk into his skin.  There was a persistent sense of imbalance, shadows chasing the wrong way around the pair, as they slipped along the fractured concrete in front of empty office buildings and silent trees.

“You have no idea what I am,” she chastised him.  “I’m not so easy...”

Nodding gravely, his breath hung in the air in front of them when he spoke.  “True.  Demoness.  Variant of something in that vein.  Most fire spirits would be less social.  Belief in hell itself forged you from flames.  How far that belief extends-”

Finger pressed to his lips as she turned and pushed him against a brick wall, she whispered, “I don’t need believers to exist.”  Her eyes glowed with the brightness of a supernova, but he didn’t blink.  “I do appreciate the torch you’re carrying for us.”  Her kiss was daring and quick, but her red lipstick stained his mouth.  “Did you think you could do something about it?”

He shrugged, gently placed a peck on the tip of her nose, and leaned in close.  “No,” he murmured to her ear, “Pleasantly surprised.  Happy you have time to walk with me.”

~~~
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Fingernails raking over his arm, I made him stop before only flames could cleanse him of heresy.  “I thought you promised not to write about me.”  We had a deal after all, and I wasn’t pleased with where this story was going.  “Changing my hair, adding the lipstick, boosting my breasts...  I feel like I’ve had a movie adaptation.”  He was concerned, worried about my opinion, and I knew the scene risked becoming more intimate but suspected he didn’t dare go so far.  “Besides, what does she have that I don’t?”

Quietly setting his tablet aside, he whispered, “I’m sorry.”  My companion’s furrowed brow and dark eyes were proof of his guilt.  Whatever he had done was in the past.  Only confession and absolution remained.

“You know,” I sighed and pressed my warm hand against his chest, “I’ve a monster friend who won’t be so kind if you cause any of us to be harmed.”  He was already stammering as I shoved him hard enough to make him collapse into the pillows at the end of his couch.  “We can talk about that later.  I’m hungry.”  I didn’t let him know how much his terror and guilt turned me on, but the taste of his flesh on my tongue was reward enough for me.  The scalding caresses of my breath drifted over his bare skin as I pushed his t-shirt to his pecs.  Biting and licking as I claimed the scorched valleys and ashen hills, I undid his belt and trousers.  Sinking to the end of the couch, the fire in my veins surged as I coaxed his cock to full mast before swallowing it whole.  His trembling legs and sudden rattling breaths served as proof of my prowess.  I delicately scraped my teeth over the length of his shaft, and he whimpered as my feverish passions inspired terror which made his heart shudder within his chest.  Fingering his scrotum, fondling his delicate nuts, my tongue curled around him, and I milked him within the cauldron of my mouth until my companion could hold back no more.

The searing inspiration of his climax lingered as I flowed over his body and kissed him with a mouthful of cum.  He was still learning, but he obediently tasted his ejaculate and swallowed it without the reinforcement of a single command.  I was proud of him but had to maintain the appropriate haughty disappointment that fueled his fantasies.  “Next time,” I murmured to his ear, “I want to see a cock in your mouth.”  That broke him, and he was sweating bullets while trying to figure out how to put out the brushfires that threatened to erupt into a conflagration that would entirely consume him.  “Too late,” I licked his neck before biting it.  “Should I put on some lipstick to stain your face?”  He shook his head.  “You know I would never ask you to do something you didn’t want to do?”

“That.  I...  I’m not into that.”

With a shrug, I curled into his side with one leg casually draped over his thigh.  “It’s funny how far a woman will go to have her fantasies fulfilled.”  His eyes grew wide, not daring to ask, so I made myself very clear.  “Maybe just my strap-on... maybe just something like a cock...”  I could see my companion coming around, realizing there were options which didn’t seem so bad, and then I engulfed his optimism and left only cinders in my wake.  “But then I’d want to see how hard you get while I thrust into your bottom.”

His chest shook while he tried to suppress his horror.  All his friends had warned him that I was a catch which he couldn’t possibly hold onto.  His own mother took one look at me and told him to enjoy our relationship while it lasted.  Me leaving him had become an expected outcome, but his romantic heart was still trying to prove the world wrong.  “Would it hurt?”  I knew his real fear was losing face, but at least my pretty writer asked a reasonable question.

“I’ll have to teach you how to enjoy it.  How to practice.  How to lube yourself.  How to go slow and relax.”  His heart was hammering against the flickering flames of my fingertips as I toyed with his nipples.  “Should I be gentle?  Should I be surprised?  Should I pretend you’re my first?  What will make it special for you?”  It was impossible to anticipate his response, but we were now negotiating with his pride so whatever he asked for would be unavoidably honest.

“Could you...” he swallowed and stared up at the ceiling to avoid my eyes, “undress?”

The male mind is such a delicate instrument.  “Tell me,” I straddled his hips before creeping over his body toward his neck like a flame following an accelerant.  “Would knowing I would want your tongue deep inside of me help?”  Knees pushing into the couch arm above his head, pelvis over his chin, I reached down and began nudging aside the seam of my cutoff jean shorts.  “Do you want to kiss my lips and discover how warm they are?  Is it too much knowing how turned on I get thinking about fucking you with my strap-on?”  I knew he was looking directly at my shaved labia, knew that it was impossible to ignore how accessible I had apparently been all evening, and his imagination would be ablaze as the reason for my casual attire struck home.  “Do you really need me undressed?”

Trembling, his head lifted off the pillows until his ears nudged into my strong thighs as he tasted my soft skin.  The ungraceful flickering of his tongue over my exposed lips hinted at how much more training he would need before I was satisfied, but there was no doubting that I had kindled his lust.  Burning bright, he became my thrall and obedient servant as all fires do.  I ran my fingers through his hair, guiding him closer and then easing him away from my pelvis, and my companion didn’t even struggle to linger in the warm glow of his prize.  It was easier to sit on his chest than to wiggle my way back to his side on the couch, so I did.  Fingers lightly smacking his face, I flashed him a big smile as he died and awoke within the gilded cage I had forged for him.

“I don’t, do I?  Good boy.  Now remind me: What are our rules?”

Despite swallowing several times, his voice was hoarse when he spoke.  “No stories about you.  No stories about your kind.”  His eyes were drifting, following the swaying of my hair, as I continued toying with his cheeks.  “It’s... it’s nothing bad.”

“I know you meant well.  You were trying to impress me.”  His romantic heart ached as I offered him such minimal praise.  “I just want to keep you safe.  I don’t want others to presume you know the truth.  They might hunt you, hurt you, and do terrible things believing you are connected and involved.”  He gulped, took a deep breath, and nodded his head.  “I’ll bring my small strap-on next visit.  Something for you to try with me.  Maybe you can hold off long enough to make me cum before you do?  That would be so lovely.”

“I’ll try...  I... I don’t know what it’ll feel like.”  He was nervous but docile.  Exactly how a good pet should be.  There was nothing wrong with being anxious to please me.  “I might need... help.”  The writer was also correctly aware of how disappointing he’d probably be.  “I’ll try,” he repeated as my searing caresses smoothed the creases in his forehead.

My precious writer’s spark would have gone out without so much as a whimper if he could have seen me a few hours later, naked and screaming, as strong hands held me by my ribs and breasts while I repeatedly battered my pussy against a ridged Bad Dragon cock.  He was incapable of imagining the dizzying bonfire ignited by the monster encouraging me.  My older lover, using his inner thighs to hold the massive silicon shaft in place and upright, immersed me within a raging inferno as I descended into a frenzy.  Primal instincts kicked in and everything else was smoke and ash.  There was no longer an identity or self awareness to interfere with my physical passions.  Rutting, breeding, and mating with all my inhibitions swept aside, the stubby two and a half inch thick glans muscled its way deep into my belly while the rapidly thickening immense shaft forced my pelvis to spread.  His touch marked my skin while my muscles ached from the intense blazes whose heat could not escape my flesh while each downward thrust welcomed the swollen girth into my sex.

“I expected more,” he growled from everywhere at once.  “I thought you were better than this.”  The monster used my weaknesses, my conceit, and my pride against me.  “I can get you something smaller.  Something you can handle.”  My claws sank into his chest, pinning him to the bed, and I slumped forward as he cupped and crushed my breasts in response.  “Don’t feel bad.  Flint isn’t a toy for beginners anyway.”

Hissing as my flickering flames fought his attempts to douse them with his brutal cynicism, I broke my pussy and forced more of the ridged shaft into my body.  “Ffffuck you,” I welcomed the blossoming pain which fueled my lust.  Hot flashes left numbness in their wake, but I carried on.  Breasts pushed toward my chin by strong fingers, feeling stretched and severed from my chest on the inside, he masterfully toyed with my nervous system to provoke me while denying me the focus of my cataclysmic conflagration.  “I’m not a novice... not a newb...”

Thumbs digging into my sternum as he continued to crush and distort my tits, he murmured, “Good.  Prove it.”  My fury filled his dark bedroom with heat, dull reds and flickering orange-yellows stained the walls, and my whimpering crackled and hissed as hard grinding and thrusting drove another inch of the grotesque shift into my sex.  “That’s it,” he kissed to the blackened shadows wrapping themselves around my hips and lower back.  “The first six inches change everything.”  I was gasping, mouth open and tongue pushed out to make it easier for cool oxygen to fill my lungs, and his fingers released my breasts but swept down to my hips to prevent me from pulling off the enormous cock pumping into my strained opening.  “We’ll keep going.  Keep fucking you.  Until the whole length... all ten inches... teach you humility.”

Roaring as I felt his tendrils of darkness seizing me, molesting me, and forcing their way into my nostrils, mouth, and bottom, I responded to his calm assault on my sexual prowess with arrogant dragon fire.  “I bow to no one!”  Oh, how I wanted to believe what I said while savagely fucking myself with his sex toy, while straddling his thighs, while doubting if I would be able to walk properly when he was done inspiring my lust.  “I do what I want,” I muttered menacingly though attempting to save face was already a lost cause.  “I...”

“Do you need help?” the monster gently asked, and I bristled at the very suggestion of requiring his compassion, his support, and his power to assist me.  “Here... let me...”

One of his hands swept over the curve of my bottom and his fingertips tickled my tailbone as he pulled on my cheek.  The other hand fell into the golden triangle between my flexing thighs, and I moaned as he deftly massaged my swollen clit.  “No,” I whispered as I realized what he was going to do.  “I don’t need...”  The first tremors of my orgasm knocked the wind from my lungs as my diaphragm leapt into my chest.  He began prying at my tight pucker while capturing and milking my sensitive pearl.  The white hot embers of my arousal were so easy for him to seize and to manipulate to serve his purposes.  “Not like this...” I hissed, but there was no denying the effectiveness of his touch and his mastery of my physical body.

The deep stillness of his voice contrasted with my feverish thrashing as I tried to prove I could handle more of the enormous Flint dragon cock while also writhing in anticipation of the fiery vortex his fingers were shaping within me.  “Like this,” he shushed me while brushing aside my last ditch defenses.  “With an appropriate sized cock filling you.  With you on top as you master it.  With your orgasm rebounding from its thickness and length while echoing within you.”  His fingers moved independent of his awareness, seeking out my passions and nurturing them with indelicate caresses, and the instantaneous burst of pleasure was struck with the suddenness of a match igniting within me.  The flame sputtered and took hold, the searing heat expanded, and my fires enveloped the silicon glans within me.  “Like this.  So you remember.  So you come back for more.  So you live up to your potential.”

I could sense his hard cock though I didn’t dare reach down and fondle it.  My hands were resting on his shoulders, my elbows threatening to buckle at any moment, and I whimpered at the thought of falling forward and facing the disappointment expressed by his partially erect shaft pressing against my pelvis while I was still stuffed with dragon cock.  “I will.”  I needed things to be right with us.  “As long as it takes.”  I needed him to grasp how much his inspiration was worth.  “All the way to the base.”  I wasn’t going to try and hide the disgrace of my partial achievements.

He caught me when I fell, a shooting star ripped from a nearby constellation and plunging into his darkness, and I rested in the cooling pool of my perspiration while random contractions within my pelvis fought the way the long cock shaft tried to pry me open like a crowbar.  I dared to kiss the monster’s chest, to taste his strength as it curled around me, and was comforted by his silent acceptance.  He could have told me how much more work I had to do.  He could have rejected my affection.  Perhaps it was the wisdom that comes with age, but he calmly breathed in and out with me.  The shadows blanketed us in welcome darkness as my inferno faded into pale yellows and deep reds, and I collapsed into the peace of his presence with only a collection of sparks saved for a future encounter.

Time passed in heartbeats.  I was bruised and aching.  His arms would occasionally tremble until he moved them to allow his muscles to rest and recover.  The overhead fan cut through the still air and endlessly exhaled blown kisses to my bare back.  Whether it had been thirty minutes or an hour, I was lost in the deliberate emptiness while anchored to his tangible presence.  I interrupted our sexual meditation, only my lips moving, and whispered, “He’s writing about us now.”

“You’re the most amazing thing to ever happen to him.  Didn’t you expect to become his muse?”

“Shhh...  Writing about us.  A character in his latest story... right down to drinking Sprite or water at the bar... dangerously flirting with me.  Shamelessly dominating me.  I...  I’ll send you a copy when I get it, but I stopped him before he got to the sex parts.”

His amusement rumbled within my ears and resonated against my chest.  “Oh, how wonderful.”  I was startled when the monster kissed me, and I pressed my tongue into his mouth and enjoyed how being on top gave me leverage over him.  “Imagine if he understood...”

“Nope.”  We both laughed, and I used my teeth when I kissed him back.  “You have no idea what I am,” I sighed, “but his fantasies aren’t big enough for me to fit into them.”  He didn’t deny my assertion, but his fingers gently caressed my hips.  “No cute comeback?”

I fell into his soft tenor, mesmerized by how he spoke to the drifting fires within my soul, when the monster replied, “You’re not alone.  I’m here.  Others... like us... in so many different forms...  We are all here together.”  Within his melancholy was hope, but he shared both with me.  “When you are ready, you will show me what you are.  Until then, I appreciate you without reservations, and we do what we mutually enjoy.”  His kisses were tender but firm, and I bumped the tip of my nose against his.  “Besides,” he whispered to my cheek, and I wondered if he was silently crying, “you are the light at the edge of the shadows, and I am fading into darkness.”

I wriggled against his hard body and took advantage of my access to his strength.  Flint was slowly slipping from my pussy, the heavy cock dragged out by gravity, but I was far from done.  I hadn’t mastered gracefully tugging a four and a half inch wide dildo from my sex, but I managed it well enough before pressing my soaked labia against his cock.  “You are a watchtower on the edge of vast forests,” I murmured.  “Let me guide you with lightning and plunge you into the flames I leave in my wake.”  I reached down and lifted him into the lingering hollow created by the Bad Dragon toy.  “Do you like how far I’ve come?  Am I getting closer to fulfilling my potential?”  I teased him with slow grinding motions of my hips while making sure to keep him sheathed within me.  “Why go any deeper?  Wouldn’t you prefer I start riding your Stan and spread my pelvis wider instead?”
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