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This book is dedicated to the memories we lost over time.

Nothing makes it more clear how much we assumed versus understood than seeking out moments which are no longer there.  With no evidence of their passing.  With no evidence of them ever happening.

What are we supposed to do with that?
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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 Thoughts Within Her featuring Angel

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, Female Masturbation, Vaginal & Oral & Anal Sex, Dildo Play & Wearing, Fingering & Fisting, Implied Object Insertion (Bedpost), Double Penetration, Vaginal & Anal Penetration, Stretching, D/s, Bondage & Restraints, Rubber & Latex & Fetish Wear, Exhibitionism, Phone Sex
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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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With her eyes closed, his voice was as effective as his touch.  Even though only the shadows were caressing her bare body.  “Does it feel good?” Tom queried in a low growl.  “Is it enough?”  His hunger was prowling within the darkness when Angel tipped back her head and stared at the ceiling with the phone handset pressing against her cheek.  “Would my fist slide right in?”

Aching from her state of constant penetration, her whimpered whispers expressed her desperation and neediness when she responded to his indelicate demands.  “It would.”  Angel knew if she tugged the thick dildo from her sex then her own hand would fall directly into the depths of her arousal and lust.  Not that she could reach far enough.  Not that her fist was satisfying enough.  “It always can.”  His fist proved that over and over whenever he returned for a weekend.  “Like this...” she exhaled slowly.  “I don’t even take the blanket and towel off the kitchen table during the week.”

He hummed to her, his happiness resonating within that sound and not needing words, while waiting for more details.  Angel’s exhibitionism had evolved, become more structured in response to his need for repetition, but he appreciated her suggestive side adventuring as well.  She usually brought up something familiar to please him before testing his response to something new.  Whether she’d tell him over the phone or wait to slip it into an email was difficult to predict.

“Like this...” Angel clarified to the shadows before letting her eyes close.  The pillowtop mattress cradled her back and shoulders, the leather straps tugged her knees up and toward her chest and held her in place, and the thick dildo fit within her pussy pressed down on her pelvis.  “After my workout.  Ready to go home.  I could feel how my panties were chafing my sore lips, feel the friction while I was running on the track, so I changed out of my shorts and panties in a locker room stall.”  Her chest rose with a deep breath, and her arousal tingled within her fingers.  “Changed into a short skirt.  My ankle socks and running shoes.  A dry t-shirt.”

Tom understood well enough to embellish on her quiet sharing.  “As soon as you sat down.  Every time you worked the clutch.”  He understood why she rented stick shifts whenever her aging Buick was being repaired.  The powerful rush of acceleration would encourage the racing of her heartbeat while enjoying her sexy experiments.  Her exposure would have been unseen but very much felt as air circulating within her car stroked her pussy and teased her labia.  “Did you need a towel on the driver’s seat?”  He knew how wet she must have been for her panties to be soaked.  The source of her arousal at the gym wasn’t obvious though.  Angel usually complained when her juiciness risked being visible while she was working out.

Chuckling to herself with her free hand idly resting on her tone belly, she whispered, “A two mile run with a plug in my bottom.”  Her hand slipped lower, tugged on the shaft of the dildo protruding from her sex, and she grinned when a deep breath noticeably moved the toy within her pussy.  “Too much to wear most days... but worked fine today.”  That wasn’t the full explanation.  Angel wet her lips with her tongue, enjoying Tom’s attentiveness, and murmured, “I was still wearing too much.  I had to park in the garage because I didn’t want to wear anything at all.  More than that.  As soon as the garage door started closing, I reclined my seat so I could fist myself.  It was so easy.  Even with a plug in.”

“Good practice for countryside drives when you can find places to pull off the road and no one will bother you,” Tom replied with a smile.  “Or was there more?”

“The doorknob on the door from the garage to the kitchen is a bit sticky.”  Angel’s laughter echoed within his bedroom.  “And since the blanket and towel were still on the kitchen table, I decided to stretch out for a while after dropping off my clothes in the laundry room.”

The warm tone of Tom’s voice expressed his pleasure.  “In the middle of the afternoon.  With the sun coming through the windows.”  He wondered about many things but only asked, “Were you open enough to appreciate the difference?”

Grunting softly while bucking against the weight of the dildo partially embedded within her sex, Angel did her best to pursue the intensity that was always missing when Tom wasn’t home.  “The difference...” she sounded out the words between breaths.  “Knowing the base of the plug in my bottom was so easy to see.  Knowing how glistening wet and swollen my pussy looked.”  She laughed at herself, at her modesty, while describing her arousal and exhibitionism.  “With my cunt open, my ass plugged, and my nipples stiff.”  More laughter followed after hearing Tom take a deep breath.  “On the drive home.  Every time I pressed down on the clutch and gas, my pussy felt so ready for your fist.  Every time I leaned into a turn, my labia felt so swollen and plush.  Every time I stopped, I wondered if I could get away with fingering or fisting myself.  In traffic.  In the middle of the afternoon.  I only waited until the garage door was closing because I had to adjust the steering wheel upward to keep it from blocking my forearm.”  She didn’t elaborate on whether her statement implied that she had tried playing with her pussy while waiting at red lights and stop signs.  She didn’t need to because the thought of doing so was enough on its own.

The rumbling low growl of his passions returned when Tom responded to her delicious indulgence.  “Would I have been impressed?”  He dared her to do more, to push herself harder, because they both wanted results.  “Resting on the kitchen table.  On display for me.  Would I enjoy the view?”  The throbbing presence of his need for her was so obvious, and Tom did nothing to disguise or censor his lust.  “And now?”

Angel moaned while sinking her fingertips into the slippery sex toy to better pull it into her sex.  “Like this...” she repeated herself.  “Strapped in place.  Teasing my pussy with another dildo.  Leaving it inside of me while thinking about all the ways your fist pushes into me.”  She took a deep breath, held it for several seconds, and exhaled her pleasure to the shadows.  “It’s not the same,” Angel whispered.  “Practicing.  Training.  It doesn’t feel the same as having you here.”  That was dangerously close to a criticism of his absence, so she carefully framed her assertion to make her intentions clear.  “On days like today, I can feel how ready I am.  How ready it makes me.  How long do I have to wait for your fist in my pussy, Tom?  How long before you slide right into me again?”

Running the calculations in his head made him distant.  Distracted him from her sexy sharing.  Undermined his hunger and eagerness when he replied, “Nine more days.”  He had to mentally rattle them off in order, counting as he went, to make sure he had that right.  “Do you have suggestions on what we should do that weekend?”

“Me,” she replied with soft laughter.  “Do me, Tom.”  Knowing the length of time before she’d see him again tempered her arousal and enthusiasm.  “Like this...” she whispered as a promise to herself.  “With my pussy right here in your bed, so ready and wet, waiting for you to slide right in.”  Feeling the difference, acknowledging the awkwardness of the dildo partially stuffed into her sex, Angel blew a kiss to the darkness and him.  “Good might, Tom.  Sleep well.”

He sighed his goodbye, listened to the crowded collision of static and emptiness when the line disconnected, and plugged his phone in to charge.  He wanted to be excited about Angel’s experimentation.  He wanted to be thrilled by her sharing.  Tom was far too familiar with this cycle of arousal and lust though.

It was almost always followed by an emotional crash.

He could accept that.  Could live with it.  Could enjoy what he could while it lasted.  But he couldn’t ignore how Angel’s enthusiasm left him anticipating the worst with a cloud of dread hanging over his head.

Slipping to his feet, leaving behind the bundle of blankets and sheets, Tom let the cold claw at his chest while going to the bathroom and washing his face.  The stale hotel air had dried his sinuses and eyes, and lukewarm water only partially rejuvenated him.  He had several hours before he’d give up on trying to sleep, write Angel an email, and start another workday following the same routine all over again.  The repetition was slowly wearing him down, but he couldn’t let it stop him from doing what needed to be done.

Nine days.  The last of those would include the brutally long drive from Maine to North Carolina.  Knowing he’d need to do laundry, review all the bills and mail, and repack before driving right back.  He couldn’t know how much time could be spent with Angel, fitted against her petite body, thrusting within her pussy and ass, and enjoying her eagerness.  That was out of his control.  She might be avoidant and anxious, might hide from his touch and presence, and there’d be no time to wait for her to find her balance before he had to leave again.

Frustrated, Tom sought her out within the darkness and shadows after he returned to bed.  He sought out the reassurances of her arousal and willingness within the visions he had poured into the distance between them.  He was looking for more, for a silver lining, but settled for embellished memories of her sexy body responding to each thrust of his fist, her wetness soaking his pelvis, and her buttocks slowly grinding against him to keep his cock embedded within the heat of her bottom.  It wasn’t everything he wanted, but it had to be enough.

He had to survive with only the whispers of passions to justify his trust while hoping for so much more.
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Away from Angel, the impact of the distance between them undermined Tom’s fragile façade of humanity.  He was stretched thin between their home in North Carolina and his workplace in Maine.  He had to navigate multiple entirely different social settings during the weeks in New England while retaining his anchor to her.  His frustration was far too visible at work when Angel hadn’t been able to speak with him the night before, and he struggled to regulate his mood around his co-workers.  He went out dancing when he could, predominately venting his rage at Plague and Gothic Maine events, but he was burdened by emotions which he could neither unleash nor escape.  And in the dark stillness of his hotel room, Tom wandered within the wisps of shadow and half visible constellations while seeking out the tenuous connections which bound him to Angel within the emptiness that separated them.

He pretended it was no different than cloud spotting.  He ignored the overwhelming emotions which motivated him.  He indulged in harmless games of letting his eyes unfocus to perceive potential shapes within the shadows that lingered within his presence.  He dismissed how his deliberateness while sifting the tendrils of inky blackness was more akin to using stars at night to navigate across uncharted seas than casual observation.  He sought out what he needed, what distracted and comforted him, and specifically focused on different features of Angel’s tight and lean body while replaying sensory feedback tied to their intimacy.  How the contours of her petite body connected his passions and desires much like constellations joining the flaring singularities of distant suns.  How his hands explored every curve of her legs, bottom, and back like a rising tide.  How his fingers traced unseen ley lines along the edges of her jaw and brow.  How he massaged her scalp and lightly tugged on the roots of her hair, suckled her tear drop breasts while drawing them into his mouth until his teeth marked her flesh, and ran his fingernails over her hips and sides as she pressed herself into him.  His awareness of her was tightly linked to his sense of touch, possibly a side effect of seeking a way to escape or verify the illusions which the shadows projected onto his vision, and that made Tom’s perception of Angel fundamentally physical even in her absence.

As a consequence, moments of tangible and emotional contact were recreated within his thoughts of her while he took shelter within memories of her feverish response and encouragement as he slid into place above her.  The reactions of the shadows were shaped by his recollection of how she rarely settled for anything less than being furiously pounded by his cock.  The tumultuous currents of his passions twisted and writhed within the turbulent darkness as Tom cast illumination upon memories which emphasized his sexual connection to Angel.  He embraced how increasingly direct she was when she wanted to mount him to grind her pelvis onto his while he orgasmed inside of her.  He fondly recalled the bruising reality of thrusting into her sex while she shuddered beneath him with a plug in her ass.  He reached out, into the emptiness between them, and caressed her bare body, her heat pressing into his fingers, before pushing her legs back and battering his pelvis against the base of the red phallus as he drove it all the way into her cunt.  The stars reacted with flickering intensity as he seized upon these distinct sensations, and Tom coaxed those distant fiery orbs to share with him, to allow him to see through their unblinking gaze, while Angel embraced her pleasures during his absence.

He didn’t notice how that corrupted his hunger for her.  As she asked for more - using sex toys and aggressively practicing double penetration to fill the void his absence created - it seemed so natural for Tom’s focus and perspective to shift when he visualized their time spent together.  He allowed the quiet moments they shared kissing and leaning into each other be replaced with arousing scenes incorporating Angel’s potent sexuality and daring promises.  He sought out the moments which included Angel playfully wearing or riding something from the collection of dildos and plugs within his toy chest.  He valued memories of Angel intentionally dressing up in lingerie or latex underneath her casual clothes.  Sensuality was no longer enough to appease him though.  Maybe it never had been.  Her affection and warmth in sleepy moments while spooning his side only served to mark transitions between one act of sexual fulfillment to the next.  He pushed past those brief periods of calm and focused on how Angel experimented with different sizes and shapes of toys.  He skipped by moments of comfort and teasing foreplay as he replayed the recurring pattern of soaking her openings, penetrating her, and triggering her orgasmic response.  Tom repeatedly defaulted to seeking the rush, the stimulation, and the rewards of her accomplishments within a narrow spectrum of sexual achievement.

And he passed that onto her.  Tom was very aware of how Angel could easily stride around the house, doing chores and helping him with unpacking and repacking his luggage, and he’d only know that she was plugged when she began grinding against his thigh with hidden sex toys embedded in her pussy and ass.  He shared how sexy her surprises could be while speaking with her during their evening calls, but he never fully captured her multi-dimensional experience as he sought to pierce the darkness between them and see her sexy experiments more directly.  He was so attuned to her sly grin, her foxy seduction of his passions, and her pursuit of the pleasures which they both enjoyed that Tom lost his hold upon the warmth of their attachment, the loving elements of her acceptance within his presence, and the tenderness of her kisses and hugs.

Only the brightest stars were joined within the constellations that he set aflame in the darkness.  The shadows devoured the rest without Tom even noticing that those sparks from casual caresses and comforting acknowledgement were missing and gone.  The more he retraced his path, solely navigating their shared arousal based on her sexual experiences, the more he bound Angel to service those demands to satisfy him.  The more invested he became in the constellation which he created, the more impact Angel’s physical progress and achievements had on his mood and demeanor.

When Tom shared his thoughts, shaping illusions of her pleasurable satisfaction imbued with passions that fixated on specific acts of penetration and play, it was up to her to parse what was an embellishment upon things she had done versus what was enthusiastic optimism.  During the weeks spent apart, Angel grew to understand which elements included within their intimate sharing actually turned Tom on and focused his attention.  Enticing him with those details was usually enough to appease his hunger when they spoke.  That he was so hungry, ravenous even, made sense given the stress he was under while traveling and working.  His unwavering commitment to her sexuality was proof that Tom needed her.  Just like she needed him.  Maybe in different ways, but it was exhilarating to be wanted so much, to be the focus of his everything, and to be free to act out sexual pleasures without fearing judgment or negativity.  If anything, Tom’s very deliberate exploration of all the ways they could indulge in her pleasure and satisfy her lust encouraged Angel to experiment with some of his suggestions while testing her preferences and trying less explicit shared desires.

Those desires ranged from simple to complex depending on her need for fulfillment in his absence.  It was so easy for Angel to imagine Tom sitting on the couch or making lunch in the kitchen while she took care of feeding Ghost.  She teased herself by picturing how she looked while bent forward despite knowing it was more ladylike to squat down.  She enjoyed the rush, the sensations from what couldn’t be noticed without close inspection of how her clothing fit her pelvis, and eagerly embraced subtle surges of adrenalin triggered by her daring unseen submission to his passions.  When Tom finally settled down to read his paper while eating, she envisioned happily coming over to him, leaning her abdomen and pelvis against his bicep while he sat at the table, and whispering to him about her secrets.

His imagination inspired her actions.  She knew exactly what expression Tom would have on his face after she shared the details of her sexy experiment.  And when he looked up, Angel knew how easy it would be to kiss him.  To nuzzle his cheek and guide his kisses to meet hers while covering them both with her hair.  Bending enough to press her lips against his, breathing in his warmth, and slipping her tongue into his open mouth.  She grinned at the thought of sharing his meal with him, of immersing him within the scent of her perfume and the feverish warmth of her desires, as she dared him to reciprocate her uninhibited affection.  She was so very aware of how he’d suppress his breathing, draw her closer to his chest, and tease her with his fingers stroking her hips while pushing upward into her kiss.

With scenes like that in mind while Tom was so far away, she stepped up to a kitchen chair and placed her hands on the smooth maple dining table as she bent forward to practice presenting herself to him.  Anticipating his wanton smile, Angel grinned and used one hand to fumble with her jeans’ button and zipper.  It took a moment, doing things one-handed, and Angel knew Tom would raise an eyebrow while his brown eyes flashed with starlight behind his glasses.  She had to use both hands to push her waistband down over her hips, and Angel wasn’t satisfied until her jeans were around her knees.

For reasons.

Hobbled like that, Angel knew she couldn’t run away.  She wondered what she would do if the neighborhood boy who mowed their backyard came by right that moment.  Caught with her trousers down in the middle of the day, a wanton need expressed by how she was posing with her panty clad ass pushed up and into the air, she groaned while acknowledging how much she needed Tom’s touch right then.  As her pussy clenched with arousal from her fantasizing, her panties began bulging and were pulled down from her hips by the weight of a sex toy starting to slide out on its own.

Angel reached between her thighs and into her cotton panties to catch the base of the slender dildo.  With her other hand, she pushed her panties down, working them from side to side to get the elastic waistband over her hips and thighs, and feeling even more hobbled and exposed when she finished with her panties cuffing her knees.  She wondered what it might be like to be tied like that - left on the table for anyone to see with a dildo in her pussy while her legs and arms were restrained.  Her sex clenched again, and she felt the flexible toy bobbing in and out of her opening with each contraction of her vaginal walls.

Knowing what was expected, knowing what would turn Tom on based on the thoughts he shared with her, she continued acting out her performance for him.  Angel didn’t want to admit it, but it was a lot less nerve wracking doing these sorts of things on her own.  She took her time, confident that he’d want to watch every detail, and Angel withdrew part of the long dildo from her pussy - letting four or five inches slip out into her palm.  The toy was a full twenty-four inches long, but so slender that it coiled and curled up inside of her sex without a problem when she wanted to stuff it all in.  But she had other plans.  It had two heads, perfect for the sort of sex play that she knew Tom thoroughly enjoyed, and her juices had soaked the head and section of the shaft protruding from her pussy.  Angel guided the small glans back, feeling the length of the dildo shift position and push against the underside of her belly as she forced the toy to bend, and softly moaned as her arousal flowed outward along its shaft.  The tip of the wet cock head fit into place between her buttocks, the angling pointing it a bit toward her tailbone and spine, but it was still insertable like that.

That would be good enough.  It would have to be.  She couldn’t allow herself to be distracted by knowing how intentionally exposed she was.  She couldn’t let practicing be derailed by wondering why she hadn’t put a throw blanket on the kitchen table and stripped naked to ride her plugs and dildos right in front of the windows facing their private backyard.  Because she knew the answer.  Because she had already heard Tom’s thoughts and understood he wanted so much more.

Angel slowly fed the slender double-headed dildo into her bottom, taking her time as her ass clenched and tried to push the narrow dildo out, while the other half curled and uncurled within her sex.  She had to concentrate and pay attention to how the toy twisted as she tugged on it.  The first few times, she had to battle with the uncoiling of the long shaft and catch it when the dildo slipped free of her pussy altogether.  But Angel practiced at the kitchen table over and over again, re-enacting the scene as she perfected it, and learned to anticipate the way the sex toy moved within her and when it would try to escape the loose grip of her opening.  She wanted to show Tom, to make it clear to him how much she enjoyed both wearing her toys and being double penetrated just for him, and to make it obvious that she paid attention to his inspiration.  To reassure him that her body was steadily submitting to his desires while she worked with him to push herself further.  She wanted it to be just right.

With each thrust of the dildo’s narrow shaft into her ass, Angel could feel the petite glans working its way deeper.  Most of the sensation came from her labia though.  With one half of the two foot long dong in her pussy and the rest pushed into her bottom, the resulting U bend where the shaft was folded definitely protruded a few inches from her vaginal opening.  Angel continually cradled the exposed portion with her palm to keep the toy inserted.  And that meant she was constantly rocking and grinding the smooth jelly shaft against her wet lips, splitting them apart and stroking her inner labia, and the twisting of the flexible dildo sweeping over her slick skin while tugging on her openings was very appealing.  Her touch, fingers pressing into her labia on both sides of the dildo, became more intimate as her fingertips explored the openness of her sex.  Even though it had been a week since Tom had last fisted her, the loose fit of Angel’s cunt was obvious.  Probably because she regularly used thicker and larger toys to mount, ride, and practice embracing his passions.  The double-headed dildo’s minimalist girth was a unique exception to their shared expectations concerning sex toys used for pleasurable penetration.
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