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This book is dedicated to the Improbable Woman.

I’ll always be a fan of your amazing work and radiant smile.
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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.

She Comes First Collection 1

includes these and related erotic themes:

“She Comes First 1: Wiesbaden Fealty” themes: FM, Dominatrix, Femdom, Oral Sex, D/s, Cheating

“She Comes First 2: Scorned” themes: FM, Femdom, D/s, Submissive Male, Implied Blackmail, Implied Dildo Play & Wearing, Implied Anal Penetration, Implied Punishment Play, Implied CBT

“She Comes First 3: Fishnets and Whips” themes: FM, Femdom, D/s, Submissive Male, Punishment Play, Bondage & Restraints

“She Comes First 4: The Caress of Her Heels” themes: FM, Foot & Shoe Fetish, Femdom, D/s, Submissive Male, Punishment Play, Bondage & Restraints, Romance

“She Comes First 5: Satisfying Her Needs” themes: FF, Femdom, D/s, Fingering, Fisting, Oral Sex, Vaginal Penetration, Stretching, Tattoo & Piercing, Body Modification

“She Comes First 6: Ice Queen” themes: Femdom, D/s, FM, Strap-On Sex, Anal Penetration, Dildo Play & Wearing, Submissive Male

“She Comes First 7: The Cage” themes: FM, D/s, Femdom, Submissive Male, Punishment Play, Bondage & Restraints, Pegging, Strap-On Sex, Anal Penetration

“She Comes First 8: Chess” themes: FM, Femdom, Biting & Clawing, Romance

“She Comes First 9: A Lock of Hair” themes: FM, Femdom, Strap-On Sex, Anal Penetration, Occult

“She Comes First 10: Sticker Price” themes: Femdom, Submissive Male, Dildo Play & Wearing, Strap-On Sex, Anal Penetration, Gender Transition, Hypnosis, Science Fiction
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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.

She Comes First - If you want to improve the world, then encouraging legions of women to sort out the men seems like as good an idea as any.  After all, men are weak creatures of emotion and sentiment, desperate for the comforting embrace of their mothers and lovers, and they will live under any rules so long as their foolish whims are appropriately punished and their good behavior is rewarded.  That’s why She always comes First.
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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 Dominant Women of She Comes First

“She Comes First 1: Wiesbaden Fealty” themes: FM, Dominatrix, Femdom, Oral Sex, D/s, Cheating
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“Awww,” she murmured sweetly, feigning coyness, “...but what will your girlfriend say?”

The half naked man in her attic froze, milky semen frosting his cock where it still jutted out between his pale thighs, and she held up her phone.  His heart stopped as the flash went off, and her pleased giggling made him squirm against his restraints.  “You wouldn’t tell her?  Not really?”  His voice broke while he trembled in fear.

Clicking send so he couldn’t delete the incriminating photo even if he got hold of her smart phone, the pretty Mistress eased down onto the pile of pillows where they had made their little love nest.  “Of course, I would tell her.  You’re a cheater.  The lowest of the low.  A terrible, terrible person willing to break a woman’s heart just because you needed some attention.”  Her pale fingers reached over and caressed his shrinking erection.  “Who knew that you were so weak?  I expected you to put up more of a fight.  Will you leave me, too?  Just for a few photos of lacy lingerie and my fingers dripping with my little pug’s slobber?”  He was almost broken, close to outright sobbing, and even unveiling her deception didn’t shake him out of his irrational fit of conscience.  “Oh dear, you thought my fingers were dripping wet with... well, what exactly?  Pussy juice?  Over you?”

His hand was heavy and limp as she lifted it from his thigh and guided it to rest on her slender hip.  He looked up, tears on his cheeks, and she just smiled while making soft cooing noises.  Straddling his legs, slowly moving over him, her fingers took firm grip of his t-shirt and pushed him back into the pillows.  He fell, not even trying to resist, but she kept coming.  Straddling his waist, knees moving further up his torso and pressing into the sides of his ribs, and, after slowly dragging her lace panties over his chest and with a happy wiggle, she pinned his biceps beneath her shins and rubbed her pussy against his chin and lips.

“You had better get used to this,” she suggested as he tried to struggle while his shoulders were forced backward and into an uncomfortable position.  “That one picture is worth a thousand licks.”  She moved just enough so his protests weren’t muffled by her panties, and he could see her face.  “You do understand?  I’ll be taking pictures of you orgasming for me every time you visit.  My own precious little cum puppy.  And you will lick me until I’m satisfied, or I’ll have to let your pretty girlfriend know where you were on the night before her birthday.  Won’t I?”

Mortified by the insane glint in her pale blue eyes, he avoided more trouble by just nodding.  She must have considered that good enough because she moved back into place and pushed down firmly enough to suffocate him until he started kissing and trying to lick her shaved pussy through the thin black lace of her lingerie.

That was just the beginning.

The Mistress of Wiesbaden was afflicted with a ravenous sexual appetite, and the humiliation of foolish men was a delightful dessert that lingered warmly within her for days after watching their pitiful pleading and crying.  They would be so bold as to dare her to do it, to destroy their relationships, and when she was done with them, she did.  It never required something so lewd and self-incriminating as a nude photo.  Those were for her personal amusement - a trophy collection of men whom she had enjoyed breaking.  A simple comment or a tagged photo or two was enough to sow the seeds of doubt.  The feelings of guilt would result in volunteering too much or being too quiet when girlfriends confronted their cheating lovers.  The ones who made emotional accusations, trying to blame her for their infidelity, missed the point: no woman would forgive a cheater for long.  She’d been through the hellish cycle of self-doubt and rationalizations and pretending it would be okay herself.  She’d learned better.

With a laugh, she voice messaged Max and whispered, “You will not believe how much fun I had.”

This time she had painted her long fingernails a deep crimson.  She dipped two fingers in molten wax and pressed them to her pale belly while making sure the selfie showed off her sexy black lingerie with red ribbons laced through the bra cups and legs of the ruffled boy shorts.  “I’m sitting in my room... chillin’ the fuck out... because last weekend I partied way too hard.”  She sent the voice message to the pretty tattooed man from Mainz who had been stalking her Facebook for a few months.  Then she sent the photo of her sticky fingers and pretty lingerie.  “Maybe... I think... I just need to fuck.”  He hadn’t even tried to hide the fact that he was in a relationship with a very young brunette from Frankfurt.

His response came back so quickly that she wasn’t sure he had even listened to her full message.  “I’ve got a motorbike.  Want to go for a midnight ride?”  She almost laughed when he agreed to meet her right around the corner from her apartment.  He was already breathless and panting, obviously changing as fast as he could, because he didn’t want to miss his window of opportunity.

If that hadn’t been encouragement enough, his trembling hands and unnecessary apologies for needing time to find someplace to park his motorbike tickled her in all the right places.  With a bored sigh, the Mistress shut him up with a single gesture.  She opened her overcoat and let him see that she was still just dressed in her lingerie.  He followed like a puppy dog, trying not to rush ahead but desperate to keep her close, as she walked them down the street to her building entrance.  “One rule,” she whispered with a finger pressed to her lips, “this is our secret.”  He agreed so readily that she almost felt bad for him.

In the elevator, his palms were sweating enough to leave prints on the antiqued copper railing.  With a graceful pivot, the Mistress of Wiesbaden slipped into his arms and waited for him to say something.  When he finally muttered, “You make me nervous,” she pecked his cheek while her eyes flashed with joy.  “Ummm... was it really... I mean...”

“No, of course not.”  She pushed at the inner gate and the elevator door slide open.  “It was wax from my candles.”

Shoulders slumping, he followed the gothic beauty down the dark hallway.  “I knew it wasn’t.  I just...”  He hesitated as she unlocked her door and carefully withdrew her key from the old deadbolt, “You’re not going to fuck me.  That was...  I mean...  I know you better than that.”

“Tut tut,” she wagged a finger at him and stepped backward into her apartment, “don’t disappoint me.”  She removed her long coat, hanging it on a hook just inside the doorway, and beckoned for him to follow.  “I couldn’t possibly be someone you know so well to guess what I will and will not do.”

Hope conquered his reluctance, and she was already gathering pillows when he came into the living room.  “What’s that for?”  He wasn’t sure what was going on, but a bit of television and hanging out and maybe a smoke would soothe his nerves.

Very aware of how exposed she was, the Mistress pushed an armful of brightly coloured throw pillows into his arms.  “Bring these with us.  We are going to my special place.”  She put a finger to her lips and shushed him before he could ask another question.  “I don’t feel comfortable having naked men down here,” she pointed to the floor to ceiling windows, “because the curtains are so thin, and you wouldn’t want to be caught.”

His head bobbed with ready agreement, and she checked another box off in her mind.  He was a very bad boy, and she was going to enjoy commanding him for a long time.  They took the stairs, passed through the trapdoor, and entered her attic lair.  Old posters of goth and metal bands made do as wallpaper, and a series of thin mattresses had been strapped together to provide a cushioned floor and soundproofing.  He dumped the pillows into a pile, and she carefully arranged them while enjoying how he tried to discretely stare at her legs and bottom.

“Helmutt,” she murmured softly so he would have to come closer to hear, “would you like to kiss me?”  The pale Mistress lowered herself down, taking one of his hands as she settled into the makeshift love nest, and waited for his response.

He was as eager as she anticipated.  Pulling off his bike jacket first, he flopped down beside her and then tried to lunge into her face.  Only her firm hands on his chest slowed him down.  “Oh... right... more romantic.”  It was like he was giving himself acting directions and she raised her eyebrows while allowing him to move closer.  “Sorry.  You make me so nervous.  My hands... are damp.”  With a sigh, the Mistress pursed her lips and anticipated his first cardinal sin.

His kisses were awkward and uneven.  He couldn’t bring himself to touch her, so every time he pushed his mouth to hers, the thin Mistress was driven into the pillows.  Helmutt kept trying, hoping to inspire her heat and win her pleasure, but, in reality, he was terrible at making out.  Finally, she muttered, “Nein nein nein,” and shook her head.  “Have you ever been with a woman before?”  He lowered his eyes.  “Does your girlfriend do everything for you?”  He shook his head while staring at his boots.  “Do you want to put your arm around me and hold me so you can kiss me properly?”  He nodded slowly, blushing, and she saw his erection tenting his trousers.  “Maybe... I should take care of that first.  Does it always make you so clumsy?”

Gasping, he pushed away, and the soft mattress flooring rocked from the force of his sudden motion.  “No.  I mean.... definitely not.  I mean...”  He stammered while trying to find the right words, but the beautiful pale goddess distracted him by running her slender fingers over her black bra and adjusting her petite breasts.

“Yes or no?” she asked firmly.  “Helmutt, I’m asking you if I need to take care of your swollen cock.  I don’t want it erupting and staining my pretty lingerie.  Shouldn’t we empty it first?  It’s a loaded gun.”  She pointed at the source of his embarrassment and grinned.  “Just take it out... I want to see it.”

Dumbly muttering about how he didn’t mean to leave his boots on, Helmutt tugged at his belt and released the buckle.  Afraid to look up and see her mocking him, he undid his trousers and released his slender six inch cock with care to avoid being accused of touching himself.  “I...  Ok, you see it.”  He tried to be angry, but mostly he just felt exposed.

She came to him, gliding over the pillows, and cradled his shoulders while tenderly kissing his lips.  His cock twitched and bobbed, free of his trousers and boxers to openly respond to her attention, and her tongue softly penetrated his mouth.  He tried to kiss back slowly, but he was almost gasping from the heat of her body so close to his.  She provoked a powerful storm of emotions that felt more like an asthma attack than seduction.  Without meaning to, he scooted back, and the pale Mistress had to stop herself from falling forward.  Her slender fingers pressed into his thigh as she sought her balance, and he shook in terror as her palm pressed on his swollen cock.  Without any warning, he ejaculated a thick eruption of semen all over her wrist and forearm.
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