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This book is dedicated to the Maus, Little Witch, and Cherice.

When you aren’t there, the shadows dance while darting between splashes of light to remind me of 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 4

includes these and related erotic themes:

“Sexy Identities 31: City Fox” themes: MF, Romance, Implied Female Masturbation

“Sexy Identities 32: My Silver Otter” themes: FF, Implied MF, Fingering, Fisting, Vaginal Penetration, Anal Penetration, Implied Oral Sex, Implied Anal Sex, Implied Dildo Play & Wearing, Piercings

“Sexy Identities 33: Happily Ever After” themes: MF, FF, Romance, Punishment Play (Spanking), Implied D/s, Implied Sex, Implied Fingering, Implied Fisting, Implied Supernatural & Paranormal

“Sexy Identities 34: The Distance Between” themes: MF, Dildo Play & Wearing, Vaginal Penetration, Anal Penetration, Female Masturbation, AI Dildo, Science Fiction

“Sexy Identities 35: Whiskey Highway” themes: MF, Vaginal Sex, Romance, Supernatural & Paranormal

“Sexy Identities 36: The Explorer” themes: MF, Implied MFF, Fingering, Vaginal Penetration, Vaginal Sex, Oral Sex, Implied Anal Sex, Biting, Implied Punishment Play, Steam Punk, Cosplay

“Sexy Identities 37: Beyond Surviving” themes: FF, Romance, Implied Gender Transition, Implied Fingering, Implied Vaginal Penetration, Tattoos, Piercings

“Sexy Identities 38: The Freedom” themes: MF, Romance, Fingering, Vaginal Penetration, Oral Sex

“Sexy Identities 39: Best I Can” themes: MF, FF, Romance, Implied Fingering, Tattoos, Piercings

“Sexy Identities 40: The Good Dreams” themes: MF, Romance, Supernatural & Paranormal
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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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This is my city.  I know the rhythm of her streets, the pulse of her crowds, and the soothing calm when she tucks us in for the night.  I walk and cycle along her thoroughfares, waving to familiar faces, and enjoy the tepid morning light amongst the park trees as I head home from work.  Exhausted, I curl up in my welcoming bolthole, and she watches over me amongst so many as I sleep.

I’d never seen her through his eyes before.  It was so strange when he pointed out her eccentricities and odd incongruous spaces.  I know my city like I know my own body, but there is apparently plenty of room for surprises.  He laughs, takes another photo, and I complain about the light when my iPhone won’t focus on what I see with my heart.  We move on, talking and walking, and I listen to the shape of his words while forming mine in my mind.  There’s something about him here, despite how much he feels like he doesn’t belong anywhere, that the city needs in her life.

The third time the buzzer went off, it was held down far too long for me to ignore.  There was obvious determination and intent, though I couldn’t hear anything through the speaker.  I buzzed whoever it was in, stepped into the hall expecting to send some random scoundrel scurrying, but it was him in a black t-shirt with a funny art design and his messenger bag.  “Sorry,” he said bashfully while mounting the stairs, “I tried a couple times before, but I thought you might be in the shower or still sleeping.”  He had an empty ice cream cup in his hand, probably from Lucielle’s, and I was shaking my head while pondering how slowly he moved.

“I need a shower, and then we can go,” I offered once he was in my apartment.  “Just be a few minutes.”  He seemed content to look into my green courtyard, to survey the art on my walls, and to shrug happily with that.  Being pragmatic suits me, and he was quite comfortable with my manners.  I’m not romantic except when it comes to Pride and Prejudice.  Then I cry every time.

That’s how our newest adventure began.  Only it was the world whose tears wet our cheeks and not an emotional expression of my own.  Under pale white skies, being spat on intermittently, forty percent chance of rain became the irregular weeping of my city choking back another “I’m fine,” and the Sunday afternoon wandering followed the familiar footsteps of so many prior explorations.  Despite the rain when I had hoped for another day of sun, I really love this aspect of Hamburg.  The way the paths are tangible and yet subtle.  The sounds and sights which do not require shouting to be heard or sunglasses to avoid the glare.  Each step takes you somewhere, but the end result is not predetermined.  Simple goals come with many choices, and we paused along the way for graffiti photos and admiring buildings.

I had a late breakfast while he had freshly juiced fruit.  The rain became swollen and sullen, but we were happily under a massive umbrella canopy on our side of the sidewalk.  A handful of passing cars drifted slowly down the narrow street like catfish lazily prowling for a snack.  He talked about life, and I filled in the blanks between bites.  There were years of separation between us, but he focused on connections to people and places that we once had in common.  I wasn’t too surprised when it became clear that we had made identical independent decisions about some of those individuals.  His approach to inclusion was rational if strange, mine was pragmatic and judicious, and it wasn’t until later that I pondered how I fit into all of that as well.

Wandering opened our eyes to possibilities.  We took photos of stacks of buildings leaning over calm water and captured the spray-painted art layered upon the irregular surfaces of my city’s walls.  Sometimes we paused for the same views and pieces, but I caught him slowing to frame tags and vistas which I had long taken for granted.  I reached out to the musketeers - my usual trifecta of male companions - and two of the three began making their way to meet us.  They thought it was amusing that I had a guest, visiting Germany all the way from America, whom I intended to show the Japanese gardens.  We waited on white reclining alpine deck chairs beside an extended water feature for Tammo and Ole to arrive, talking about what a nice retirement community the park could be, and laughing about needing to practice our complaining in order to be accepted as residents.

The dark water flowed downstream through artificial pools, only really noticeable at the short waterfall junctions, as ducks and small black birds paddled around.  The new hatched chicks walked across floating lily pads, sometime surprised to rapidly sink, and cried out for food which their guardians dutifully fetched and brought to them.  They had nearly the same size feet and legs as the adults which looked quite ridiculous on little balls of black fluff.  Occasionally a duck decided to move from one pool to another, paddling to the concrete edge, pausing, and gracelessly plopping into the water below.  These were the things which entertained us while talking about the world awakening all around us.

Maybe I should have noticed how easily he slips in and out of lives.  Maybe I should have pondered his difficulty linking the careers and experiences of my companions with their familiar faces.  Maybe I should have wondered why I invited my musketeers to join us instead of focusing on him.  I am a creature of habit though, and none of these questions came to mind.  He’d been encouraged to come visit by me; I’d extended an offer to spend time sharing my home city with him; and my companions are an extension of myself.  The fact he doesn’t have that, has never had that really, wasn’t top of mind.

Joined by two of the musketeers, we left the retirement community setting and struck off toward the Japanese Gardens in the Planten un Blomen park.  After some sitting, talking, and general plotting.  Working night shifts can make it hard to catch up with my few friends, and we were fast fitting into our usual roles.  Inserting himself, sometimes a little too enthusiastically and other times balancing the social dynamic with more finesse, we poked fun at the little things while enjoying the wet day spent in good company.  Despite the increasing persistence of the needling caress of cloudy wet kisses, we didn’t leave the park for quite a while.  In fact, our timing was nearly perfect because we were across the train tracks and amongst the understated buildings of my city when the sky unleashed its pent up tantrum.

The rain, inhibited and on pause for a couple of hours, suddenly grew heavy and spiteful.  We found shelter in a deep entrance way, waited for the storm to lessen, and began angling our way toward a café.  Our banter would flow from English to German and back again.  He was comfortable in his own skin, strangely so in retrospect given he was not wearing a jacket or using his umbrella much, and that should have been a warning.  I was pleased to be out, to be amongst my companions, and to breathe in deep and open my eyes to sense the world expanding within me.  

If he was only a monster, scouting and gathering intel while constantly assessing the impact of his presence, then it didn’t matter to us.  My city welcomes all kinds, and her heart is big enough to help them find a home to call their own.  It is impossible to be an alien here for long.  If the streets and buildings and people are too much then the lure of the harbor and canals and river will offer an alternative.  We can all belong if we chose to.  Even him.

We ended the early evening sitting across from a taxi building.  Yes, it is true.  Hamburg is resistant to Uber and Lyft and these other ride services because our taxis are from hell.  To get a taxi here, you dial 66 66 66, and your satanic chariot in pale yellow arrives promptly to take you where you must go.  No joke though we laughed about it.  Especially when we noticed one of the cabs was painted NYC yellow and even had the NYC taxi labeling on it.  The two musketeers went off on an errand while he and I remained at the café.

I am comfortable at cafés as they are part of my lifestyle and routine.  He adapted, but I suspect he is too driven to sit still for so long without a good reason.  If there had been ice cream or cheesecake then perhaps he would have been distracted more effectively.  We’d finished our snack and chatted while waiting for the boys to return.  That seemed to take longer than I anticipated, but the explanation was worth it.  After fretting about his windows being open in the rain all afternoon, they discovered Tammo’s windows were all closed.  Another case solved by the musketeers!  We only take the simplest challenges to guarantee a high rate of success.

In the end, the apple cake with whipped cream was lovely, the company quite good, but we were all winding down.  The joking slowed, took a darker turn, and it seemed we must soon part ways.  Our third musketeer was still at home, and two went in search of the third.  Only the monster and the fox remained, and I walked him back to his hotel where he had a bag of chocolates for me.

They were very nice chocolates.  Not the ones he once brought me from Switzerland, but American with their branded wrappers and sugary sweetness.  The Crunch bars were nothing unusual, but he brought me a selection of Ghirardelli squares - peppermint bark, caramel, and pumpkin spice caramel - as well as Baby Ruth bite sized bars.  I teased him about fattening me up, and he made sure I knew that he appreciated me however I was.  It seemed strange at the time, but then I realized he had no idea whether I was particularly sensitive about my weight.  After all, it wasn’t too long ago that I was a very thin slip of a woman chain smoking in a small glass room in Utrecht as he admired me from the other side.  For him, that moment and now are adjacent to one another, but for me they are very far apart.  I’m quite comfortable with feeling fit and healthy.

There was a pause, like he didn’t know what to do, and then I gathered my things to head home.  Nodding along, he suggested accompanying me, and if it had been someone else then maybe I would have wondered about that.  Instead, we talked while finding our way through the arteries and veins of my city.  He took me all the way to my door, got a selfie with me, and I went in.

He never lingered.  Was never emotional.  It was nice.  With plans for tomorrow, I stretched and went through my home routine.  He messaged me when he returned safely.  There was something simple in his understanding of the world, cluttered by the complexity that he piles on to address threats and his history, yet innocent like the stag who watches the autobahn from the forest beside it.  I appreciated that without recognizing it for what it was.

Here, in my city, from the vantage point of my patio overlooking an ironically naturalist green courtyard, I listen to the comings and goings of my past and present.  I sip my coffee while musing about the story of all these lives intersecting.  I respond to the digitally whispered greetings and laugh at the irreverent memes of my friends.  The kisses of my distant boyfriend are no less real for being words on a screen.  I savour the lingering sweetness of chocolate on my tongue.  My familiar touch, exploring my arousal, is not lessened by the absence of another.  In my small bolthole, with a patio view of grass and trees and occasionally naked neighbors, I quietly whimper while delicately tempting my lust.  I am spelling out my emotions by touch, connecting to the primitive while weaving modern narratives, and I bite down while my legs stiffen before arching my back in response to sudden inspiration.

Turning my head, I see the splash of primary colours on white canvas blind my eyes, the unanticipated expression of abstract art expanding within my bedroom, while Klimt’s metallic flourishes tickle my cerebral cortex and I invite him deep into my chest.  Golden hues and feminine curves tempt my kisses while jagged gasps and swallowed urges buffet my ears.  I am within the eye of the storm, its fury sweeps me in all directions at once, and I writhe and shudder under the covers without pondering what I will become.  Being is enough in this moment.

There is silence, and I fill it with myself.  All around me, the caresses of a lifetime within my petite home surround me with love.  Being alive consumes me.  Overwhelms my senses.  Provokes my hunger.  Suppresses my appetite.  I’m balanced between expression and depression, and the familiar expansion of my awareness must encompass good and bad for me to be whole.  The world outside does not intrude on me.  I am part of it.  This is my city.  The city is me.

Curling into my pillows, replaying the moment he asked for a final selfie and the smile I flashed for posterity, I retraced our footsteps as exhaustion steadily overtook wakefulness.  I had shown him paths through my streets, through my memories, and he had walked beside me throughout the day encouraging me to see even more.  I liked that in theory, but I wasn’t prepared for the flashbacks and curious subversion of the known triggered by the unanticipated insight into how much I hadn’t noticed surrounding me.  His footsteps retraced mine, in a symbiotic duet, and I wondered what sort of city would be shaped by his passions.  Thankfully, nothing stands between me and slumber except coffee, and it had been hours since my last dose of caffeine.  My meandering mind could revisit these strange revelations another time.

My city tugged the blankets over me, tucking in her fox, and reminded me of her harbors and the Elbe murmuring as its currents flowed beyond the horizon.  She drew me into the depths of her embrace, cradled me within her arms, and I slept while her caresses comforted my undeniable dichotomy.  Even the last embers of my arousal were spent as night flowed into morning, and I remained within the shadows of her embrace for as long as I could with the warm sunlight kissing my blankets and caressing a bit of exposed leg while I curled up around a pillow until it would be time to begin a new day all over again.

I didn’t know then.  Our new adventures had just begun as well.  Who knew monsters love ice cream and pizza as much as foxes do?
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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.”
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