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This book is dedicated to every missed opportunity.

Did we prefer dominant women because they knew exactly what they wanted and set our expectations?  Did we chase submissive women because they wanted to please us by living up to every expectation we projected at them?

How many opportunities did we miss because we were always yo-yo’ing between those extremes?
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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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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.

Angel’s Expectations

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, Female Masturbation, Fingering & Fisting, Vaginal & Oral & Anal Sex, Vaginal & Anal Penetration, Dildo Play & Wearing, Double Penetration, Stretching, Exhibitionism, Implied Exhibitionism (Photo, Video), D/s, Bondage & Restraints, Implied Clamping Play
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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.

​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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​Chapter 1: Happily Sore
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Happily sore, Angel shifted her weight from her buttocks to her thighs and back again while getting used to sitting at Tom’s dining table with two latex beads stuffed in her pussy.  Three of the two and half inches thick spheres had been too much to wear despite how much time they had spent stretching, stuffing, and making them fit.  All three simply wouldn’t stay inside of her.  Angel had anticipated disappointment or anger, but Tom had sprawled out next to her in his bed, fingertips drumming on her thigh while the third anal bead was slowly sliding out of her sex, and warmly praised her openness instead.

She watched how he ate while replaying Tom’s appreciation of her eager arousal.  “You’ve done well.”  The resonating fullness of his low tenor had filled the master bedroom.  “I love how your plug has kept you open and ready.  Just need a bit of work on depth.  Some time spent relearning how to relax.”  When he paused and took a deep breath, Angel had done her best to suppress her anxiety and wait for what he might ask of her.  She knew it wouldn’t be something easy.  That nothing he wanted from her was ever easy to give.  “Should we try the thick latex phallus next?  Something smoother?  A different shape?  Something more?”

Three hard orgasms, the intoxication of thrusting against the sex toy as his hungry eyes happily devoured her, and still cooling off from their sexual exertions while her skin glowed with the sheen of her perspiration, Angel hadn’t needed more.  Not at that moment.  Slippery with lube, her touch left glistening trails when it swept over his hand.  Angel had wanted to understand why stuffing her pussy with the three latex beads hadn’t been enough.  “You?”  He was still wearing his t-shirt and BDUs.  He hadn’t undressed to play with her or even when he joined her in bed.  In hindsight, that seemed very strange, but it hadn’t mattered when the intense rush of his desires had delightfully overwhelmed her.  She sought out his eyes, fighting to hold back her worries, but Tom was focused inward and seemed to have withdrawn despite their physical intimacy.

His head had sunk into the pillows, burdened by thoughts that he couldn’t readily express, and hints of weariness and uncertainty tainted his words.  “I’m not sure where the line is drawn.  If this was what you were craving?  If you wanted more?  If you just needed a quick fix?”  Angel turned her head to study how Tom stared at the ceiling as if he could see something else hovering above them.  “We keep stumbling into places between my memories, and I don’t know how any of this works.”

He was being honest.  Dangerously honest.  “Tom.  What happened in Michigan?”  She hadn’t paid close enough attention.  Her rush to reconnect, to overcome his hesitance and rejection, had been her sole focus.  Maybe something was wrong.  Maybe he had omitted details that she needed to understand.  Maybe this wasn’t even about her.  “You said the contract ended abruptly?”

With a nod, Tom reached up to stretch his back with his hands pressing into the headboard.  “Yeah.  That was fucked up.  Apparently all suppliers were asked to accept a ten percent rate reduction.  Some kind of auto industry thing.  I got told my pay was being cut.  I told them that was a breach of contract.  Apparently, they thought I was going to stick around anyway.  I didn’t.”  His hand returned to Angel’s thigh, drifted to her pelvis, and he delicately circled and teased her clit by tugging on the soft folds of her hood and labia.  “I also remembered something about myself there.  Something I had buried and forgotten.  Cruising billiards bars in Royal Oak and interacting with the goth industrial crews at City Club was a good distraction, but I had a lot of alone time.  And time with people who had very different lives than mine.  Very different ideas on where their lives would take them as well.”

Despite his ambiguity, Tom’s passive calm remained.  If he was exhausted by what took place in Michigan, he had moved on from it already.  “But this new contract is in Maine, right?”  He shrugged.  “What am I missing?”  Angel had known Tom frequently traveled for work.  Even when he’d worked for the local hospitals, he was regularly traveling to different locations within the state.  His distance implied something else, something out of place, and she didn’t know what it was or why it bothered him.

Smiling, he slowly turned his head and studied Angel’s emotions.  He knew that he couldn’t really explain.  What it meant to be a lone wulf wherever he went.  How he had forgotten that this was an aspect of his truth, how he had blended in so successfully that other people in the South assumed he was like them, and how quickly survival mode kicked in as soon as he had to deal with the inevitable backlash from locals in the Midwest who sensed that he was different.  Detroit had been hostile and aggressive because so many of the social circles he’d been exposed to were hyper-vigilant due to trauma.  “The music was better at City Club.  I’ve been to warehouse clubs before, but never a club set up in the walled off ballroom of a decrepit and dank hotel.  Very dystopian.  Turned out the gangs and toughs weren’t as difficult to deal with as the bouncers.  The hotel basement had a separate club, too.  Kept wondering when my car would be broken into or jacked because that seemed inevitable.”  He could tell that Angel didn’t understand.  Something in her eyes.  Seeking meaning.  Searching for a black and white definition.  Except he lived within the grey where the shadows were always changing.  “The new contract is in Maine.  The world changed while I was working in Auburn Hills.  My connections to the banks and healthcare providers here dried up because I wasn’t around to do lunch and hang out with people on the weekends.  Had to take what I could get to keep money coming in.  This contract has me billing at the end of the month, end client gets forty-five days to pay, and then I get paid thirty days after that.  I’m going to be stuck traveling and working with no money coming in for probably three months before I see a deposit in the business account.”

Angel thought she understood, as he had known she would, and gave his ribs a gentle squeeze with her slippery fingers.  “So things will be tight for a while.  We can get through that.  I know you don’t like anything that’s tight, but everyone deals with it.”  Her reassurance was sincere if misguided.  “Is that why you are still dressed?  Are you stressed out?  We could get a hot shower, and I can massage your shoulders.”  He liked hot showers.  Always had.  But Angel bit her lower lip.  She’d almost offered to make him tea.  Massages and tea were the sorts of things that helped Andrew calm down after a bad day.

With a laugh, Tom turned onto his side and blew Angel a kiss.  “I’ve been a wulf for far too long to accept pampering.  Always feels like a trap.”  He reached down, placed his hand on the third latex bead, and gently nudged it back into her pussy opening.  “I didn’t get undressed because you mostly seemed interested in this,” Tom rocked the sex toy within her sex, “and I didn’t want to impose.”

Reaching out to him, Angel stroked his arm.  “You forgot why I’m so open.  So wet.  So ready.”  He raised an eyebrow.  “Sliding right into me is something you can trust.  Something you know isn’t a trap.  Right?”

“Oh.”  Tom’s chest shook as he chuckled.  “So not an issue of imposing then?”

“Definitely not.  It would be a shame if only these balls got to enjoy how much I’ve practiced.”  Angel grew quiet and introspective for a moment.  “I did practice,” she had added softly.  “My fist.  My big plug.  They were all I had, Tom.”  His fingers drifted over the flesh of her labia, and she wondered if there were words to explain how much it meant to her and how long she had needed his touch in moments like this.  “I knew what you wanted,” Angel concluded.  She carefully guided his hand, aware of how he cupped the third latex sphere in his palm and pressed it into her opening again, and sighed.  “Would you enjoy feeling how loose my cunt is while you fuck it, Tom?”

“Six months.  Only one phone call.”  She remembered that day, when the terrorist attacks ripped her out of her usual routine, and she had called and left Tom a voicemail while sobbing.  It had been so much.  Too much.  And her memories diminished her arousal.  The distant and emotionless voicemail response telling her to be calm, stay in place, and make sure she had essentials in her pantry.  He had been so cold and emotionally shut down.  At the time, Angel felt that Tom had intentionally challenged the validity of her fears.  His explanation that the Germans didn’t ok closing the headquarters building he worked in until late in the afternoon hadn’t made much sense.  The world had come to a full stop, frozen as it stared at televisions replaying the destruction on loop, but Tom had somehow moved on, irritated by the interruption, and continued living with a few harsh words about conspiracy theories.

In his bed, her slick fingers sliding down his arm and digging into his palm, Tom didn’t know what provoked her, but he understood her body’s response.  He silently acknowledged the way her pelvis stopped pushing out toward his palm and murmured, “I would have enjoyed knowing you were practicing and keeping your cunt loose and open.”  Her one phone call to him had been triggered by panic not pleasure.  He knew shockingly little about her life beforehand, as proven by the fiancé which he’d not known about, and even less about her life in his absence.  He looked her over, noticing how her naked body was trapped between pulling away and pulling him to her, and willed himself to relax and give Angel room to breathe.  He waited for her to decide how to respond.

It was in his eyes.  Something so different than how her fiancé ogled her and worshipped the sight of her sexuality.  Tom saw past her obvious state of sexual accessibility.  His gaze acknowledged and accepted her physique and the display of her breasts and pussy, but it expected more.  More of her.  More from her.  More in her.  “I didn’t know...  You left...”  Angel was floundering within the open-ended suggestiveness of his gaze, and she moaned as he pressed the third sphere all the way into her sex.  It nudged the other two latex beads deeper, into a hollow that had just opened up, and her diaphragm rebounded off them.  Her body’s arousal was independent of her distracting thoughts.  Angel acknowledged that.  “My cunt knows what it wants, too.”

Tom had nodded quietly while cupping her lubed labia and holding the three latex beads inside of her.  Each was two and a half inches thick, but he knew that they didn’t go straight into her sex.  They bunched up in an irregular curve, stretching the hollows within her pussy and feeling like oversized knuckles pressing into the underside of her belly, and a slight tapping of his palm encouraged them to rock in place.  “Does it know what I want?”
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