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This book is dedicated to the young ones.

Watching the dance floor fill.  Seeing the insecurity in their eyes.  Marveling at how different the world they grew up in must have been.

I hope they find a better balance between desire and caring than we ever did.
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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 and Her Pleasure featuring Angel

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, D/s, Body Jewelry, Clamping & Weights Play, Dildo Play & Wearing, Vaginal & Anal Penetration, Double Penetration, Stretching, Exhibitionism, Female Masturbation, Fingering & Fisting, Vaginal & Oral & Anal Sex, Phone Sex, Implied Canine, Implied Equine, Implied Tattoo, 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.

​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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Frustrated, Angel tackled her usual workout.  First riding Mickey.  Followed by mounting and riding Cyclops.  As demanding as he was, even the three and a half inches thick shaft of Cyclops couldn’t push her limits.  She tugged a wider plug over, the flat disc base of the latex cone snagging on the no-slip shower basin, and thrust herself onto the plug’s tip as soon as it was in place.

The soft latex deformed and flattened out as the petite brunette battered her pussy and pelvis against its widening arrowhead cone.  Her knees ached even with folded up washcloths cushioning them from the unyielding shower basin.  Torso rocking, tear drop breasts shaking and swaying, Angel worked her hips and thighs while thrusting downward until her buttocks were between her calves.

It didn’t matter.  It didn’t help.  And the conical plug was the most approachable of the three and three-quarters inches wide toys that they had.  All the others required a greater state of openness just to fit into her sex, and she couldn’t make any progress beyond their initial taper if they had any at all.  Even the larger more accommodating version of Victor, a taller dildo named Greg, wasn’t an option.  She’d measured his girth at several positions along Greg’s rocket shaped glans and shaft, and she never got far enough along the length to insert the three and three-quarters inches wide segments of the black vinyl dildo.

Giving up, Angel stood fast enough to make her dizzy.  She kicked the plug aside and washed up.  A scrubby drenched in Tom’s aromatic body wash.  Her preferred facial wash followed by her shampoo and conditioner.  They had more comforts now, with the contract payments coming in after a long wait for the first checks, but Angel still kept her spending to a minimum.  Little things were ok.  Big purchases were too much.

She lingered in the humid heat, breathing in the scents of Tom’s body wash, and sighed.  Head slumping forward with her chin on her chest, she could feel the tightness in her neck and spine.  Later in the day, she’d go to the YMCA and workout.  After that, she had a tanning appointment.  There were no other pressing errands to distract her from her failings.  No crisis to help her avoid the emotional impact of her struggle to mount and successfully ride the thicker dildos.

Reflecting on her limits while Angel was getting dressed, she hit the problem head-on.  “You’ve dealt with this before,” she muttered to herself while tugging thigh length leggings over latex panties.  “It’s just a workout plateau.  You’re just so used to Mickey and Cyclops and Victor that you need to change things up to make progress.  It’s not the end of the world.”  It felt that way though.  Even if she was wearing latex underwear to cover up how open and wet she was.  Even if she had adjusted her circuit workout to have more cardio and less abdominals to avoid agonizing bruising and clenching while thrusting herself onto the intimidating unnatural girths of Victor and Cyclops.  “Besides,” Angel tried to appease her frustration, “we can wear the weights and clamps again today.  The pressure always feels good after tanning.”  It did.  Though the bite of the rubber tipped clamps was more likely to cause the soft skin on her nipples to peel following her five minute sessions in the UVA tanning bed.

Ultimately, Angel knew that she was procrastinating.  She ran an extra half mile.  She doubled down on her leg presses and squats.  Her chest and shoulders ached from adding another set of ten reps on the butterfly machine.  She knew that she stayed at the gym longer, lingered after using the tanning bed, and stopped off at Harris Teeter to get some fresh cheese and crackers instead of going straight home because she wanted to avoid her disappointment in herself.

And at home, after checking Ghost’s food and water, having a snack, and taking time to stretch out with him on the floor, Angel accepted that she needed to change things up.  Somehow.  Some way.  Not that she needed suggestions.  The shadowy visions of her lusty enjoyment of Tom’s passions were always present.  Possibly less aggressive and invasive but never gone.  The rhythms of the darkness could still be felt.  If she was quiet and calm enough to sense those deep and slow moving tides beyond her racing heartbeat and the tightening grip of her anxiety.  At home, Angel began searching for ways around, through, and over the obstacles holding her progress back.

Because Angel worried that failing to make any further progress meant never being able to please Tom.

There were options.  Things she had tried before.  Wearing her jelly double-headed dildo in her bottom while resting with Mickey in her sex.  Using other slender dildos alongside Mickey for double vaginal penetration.  It wasn’t the same, but it might work.  Swap out Mickey for Cyclops or Victor, and maybe Angel would have enough strength and leverage to stretch herself open.  None of it was as satisfying as the thrill that came from mounting a sex toy and sliding right onto it.  Being forced to think about positioning and contorting her body so much detracted from her pleasure.  Not that her pleasure was what was at stake.  If her limitations continued to hold her back, Angel wasn’t certain Tom would keep her in his home.

That.  The increasing concern that Tom would leave her behind, move on, and it would all be her fault.  Angel was haunted by his fading enthusiasm.  She was wounded by his interest taking a backseat to mundane topics.  There had been a time when she preferred talking about the weather, a bit of poetry, and Ghost’s latest attempt to hunt the birds that passed through the backyard.  When Tom changed topics and began to talk about work, going out in Maine, and expected her to tell him about things at home, she knew it was because he didn’t want to admit how much less he expected of her.  That he was avoiding a confrontation because she’d used his negativity as an excuse in the past to avoid doing what they both enjoyed.  That he hadn’t given up, but he was going to settle for less because he had no other choice.

Tom wasn’t like other men, but Angel was certain that he would look for satisfaction elsewhere if he couldn’t find it at home.  Maybe not deliberately as a means to harm her.  Maybe not intentionally seeking to replace her.  But Tom had always been clear about what made him happy.  If that wasn’t her, if Angel couldn’t live up to that, she knew he wouldn’t hesitate to pursue someone who could.

What she needed was a plan.  A way to experiment and figure out how to break through her plateau.  As well as other ways to entice Tom while appeasing his frustration until she made the progress that they both wanted to see.  It wasn’t the sort of thing Angel could figure out in one afternoon.  It didn’t start out as a ten step program or straightforward alteration to her practice and training workouts.  She had to hack at it for a while, evaluate Tom’s reactions and feedback, and try to avoid venting her irritation and disappointment at him.

At least, that’s what Angel told herself.  In practice, it was impossible to really hide her feelings.  Tom was too dialed in and attuned to her state of mind, and she knew his trust was fragile and difficult to retain.  He could look right through her at times, even on the phone, and Angel cringed when he slipped past her defences and called her out.  Her best option was to distract him with things he was interested in.  He even told her that himself on more than one occasion.

Even though it couldn’t be everyday or even every other, Angel took her time washing up before toweling off and going down the hallway to Tom’s loft office.  Looked over the items she’d set out beside her mouse on her small PC desk.  Slivers of silver jewelry waiting to be slid along the soft curves of her labia.  Rubber tipped clamps with screw adjusters placed closer to the monitor alongside heavy lead fishing weights.  The S hooks for linking the weights to the clamps were tangled, and Angel had to straighten them out before she could begin.

Was it silly that she always winced and clenched down in anticipation of the blunt bite of the clamps on her nipples?  Was it foolish that she fussed and fluffed her labia, removing and replacing the curved silver bars until they looked symmetrical and aligned in neat rows?  The soft pink petals of her inner lips protruded between the ridges shaped and held in place by the jewelry, and Angel had to move the thick phonebook she placed on the floor closer to her computer so the webcam had a good visual of her opening.  One misstep later, and she also needed to readjust the labia jewelry because her inner thigh had pushed one silver bar off center.

The weights were added to the clamps last.  They weren't too heavy, but they tugged harder on her nipples when Angel didn't wear her leather bralette to lift and support her breasts and the dangling sinkers.  If she intended to wear the lead weights longer then she would have put on the bra, but they were just for flower photos and show.  Angel intended to keep the clamps on for most of the afternoon, but she'd wear them without the burden of the sinkers after taking pictures for Tom.

Pictures with her sitting in her computer chair.  With her standing so he could see her decorated pussy.  With her nipples clamped and tugged downward to show off how the rubber tipped clothespin style clamps crushed and stretched her sensitive flesh.

The photos accompanied a short email.  Something to remind Tom of what he was missing.  Something to entice and tease him.  To help him focus his thoughts on her.  To encourage him to think about her.

Weights off, Angel’s fingers swept across keys while her toes curled from the dull ache within her nipples and the trickle of wetness she could feel cooling on her tender lips.  “So you know,” she began, “the clamps and metal decorating my nipples and labia always feel more intense right after tanning.  Pinching and holding me tight while I can feel the heat of the tanning bed lights still tingling beneath the surface of my skin.  Walking through the house naked, the air feels cool because I’m flushed and warm.  Taking Cyclops downstairs, setting him on the kitchen table, my arms ache from my workout earlier in the day while lugging around such a heavy dildo.  Kneeling on the table in front of the windows facing the backyard, I have to slip the jewelry off my labia before lubing Cyclops and mounting him.”

Even though she was deliberately writing for Tom, describing her past experiences kindled her arousal.  Angel still preferred mounting, riding, and even resting with Mickey inside of her sex.  Victor was a tool.  Cyclops was a brute.  They served their purpose.  “Writing this makes me wet, Tom.  Knowing what I’ll be doing, remembering how it feels from when I’ve done it before... that’s all it takes.  I practice every day.  Ride at least Mickey every morning.  So you can slide right into me.  So I can feel your fingers, your cock, and your fist slip into me without any resistance.”  She had to stop there, gather her thoughts, before Angel continued.  “I should spend more time practicing with my ass tonight.  Sleep with a plug in.  Something to stretch and hold me open.  I know you want that, too.”

Hesitating, Angel’s hands were still poised over the keyboard as she wondered what else to say.  Uncertain, she decided to finish up the email.  “I hope you enjoy the flower pictures.  Ghost and I are happy and healthy at home.  Waiting for your return.”

She had wanted to say more but not before testing her ideas.  On how to stretch her openings.  On how to break through the plateau holding her back.  On how to move past her limitations and make headway when so much was at stake.

Watching as the email sent, Angel took notes on a sheet of paper from the nearby printer.  “Double-headed dildo with Mickey.  Double-headed dildo with Victor.  Slender plug with Mickey.”  She’d add more ideas once she had a chance to go back and look at the narrower toys in Tom’s collection.  Pairing up smaller plugs and dildos with Mickey, Victor, and even Cyclops might be the best way forward.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​Chapter 1: Complications

[image: ]




Return to Table of Contents

––––––––

[image: ]


It was no longer dark when everyone else left the office, and Tom only stayed late enough to respond to a handful of emails before logging out and joining Nassim and Bill as they headed to the parking lot.  The mood within IT had changed with the new management team imposing very different priorities, and there was no remaining sense of urgency holding the delivery teams and sys admins hostage.  With a wave, the three men parted ways, and ice mixed with frozen mud crunched beneath his tires as he drove across the lot to the main road.

With most of the fast-food restaurants and grocery stores still open, Tom had too many choices for dinner.  He circled the usual collection of places near the mall, wishing for something new, and settled for something familiar.  His selection was based on expediency rather than nutrition.  The last three two week cycles spent onsite seemed to be taking their toll on Angel, and he was trying to be better about calling her before bedtime in hopes that would enable her to get more rest.

Not that there were definitive outward appearances of something being wrong.  Angel emailed him most mornings.  She had formed an emotional bond with Mickey that remained very strong.  She seemed to like experimenting with the various bits and bobs he sent to her and even occasionally emailed him pictures of her wearing intimate jewelry or heavier fetish accessories.  And when they talked, when he remembered to give her a chance to talk about her day instead of unconsciously unloading all of his work stress in a meandering monologue, Angel wanted Tom to know about her play time, her progress, and her practice.  Her training and her workouts.  Her daring adventures and her sexy temptations.  He was left feeling that he was missing out on a lot, and Tom began to wonder if that was Angel’s point.  When combined with her anxiety and stormy emotions during his short weekends home, he suspected that things weren’t going as well as she wanted him to believe, but she was also actively embracing his interests and passions.

He got to the hotel, parked, and carried in his work bag and take-out dinner.  Tom took the time to eat while reading Angel’s latest emails before cleaning up and stretching out on the lumpy bed.  A week before he’d been able to crack the windows and air out his hotel room, but a late cold front had swept across New England and blanketed the landscape with pools of snow edged by irregular ridges of dirty ice.  Having tasted fresh air, albeit briefly, made the hotel’s stuffiness and the burnt stale odor from the heating vents more difficult to endure despite it having been the exact same way for months.

She answered his call nearly as soon as he heard the connection ring.  Asked him to wait as she moved upstairs.  Let him disconnect and call her back after five minutes.  Every minute was precious after all.  His monthly cell phone bills had been almost as expensive as the drive to and from Maine every other weekend.  And when she answered the second time, the hints of her anxiety were noticeable, but Angel seemed to have everything under control.  Watching for mail.  Dealing with bills and sending out payments.  Depositing the latest check payment.  Making sure ADP made some minor corrections to their benefits and payroll.  It all seemed so perfect that Tom didn’t trust any of it.

“Or maybe,” Tom chided himself when Angel set aside the handset to take a bathroom break, “you’ve run out of problems to fix here so you’re looking for problems at home.”  

He hadn’t meant to speak loud enough for Angel to hear, but she shouted from the bathroom, “Hold on!  I’ll be right back.  I couldn’t make out what you said.”  She flushed moments later and returned to the phone resting on the bed while apologizing profusely.

“Just talking to myself.”  He sighed and closed his eyes.  “It’s warmer there.  I had to break out my heavy jacket again.  Good thing I kept it in the CR-V.”  Tom let his mind wander, feeling out the distance between them, and settled into the pillows.  “I was thinking about you.  After reading your emails.  While waiting for lunch.”  He decided his worries could wait.  He set them aside and focused on their shared passions, ignoring the icy fingers clawing at the shadows around him, and imagined a different sort of life for himself and Angel.

“If I was there,” Tom said softly, “then I think it would be a good movie night.  Settled into the living room couch, you in your pajamas and me in a black t-shirt and jeans.  I can put in something we both like and make some popcorn while the trailers play on the DVD.  And then I can join you - snuggling against you while you curl up in the corner of the couch.”  

“It’s warmer here,” Angel sang to him when he paused.  “No pajamas.  No need for them.”

Chuckling, Tom replied, “Is that so?”  He wanted to know so much more.  Her emails and whispered secrets often hinted at sexy desires which Angel rarely spelled out.  Even when she was being extremely direct.

With an audible sigh, she slid across the sheets while turning onto her belly and answered, “Yes.”  They had discussed the usual things.  Covered all the necessary day-to-day burdens and obligations.  “I keep a robe hanging over a chair in the kitchen in case I need it.  In case the exterminator or kid who mows our lawn is around.”  Her quiet lured Tom in, and he caught himself matching the rise and fall of her steady breathing.  “A new tanning place opened and had a special deal.”

“Oh?  Someplace nearby?”  Angel preferred to tan twice a week, but their neighborhood near the university wasn’t conveniently close to any place she felt comfortable with.  Too many rowdy teenagers.  Questionable maintenance of equipment.  Rude or far too intrusive staff.  “I budgeted for that a while back.”

“I know.  I went by right after I finished my workout at the YMCA.  I didn’t expect to sign up.  For them to have a tanning bed available or even the kind I like.  But I knew you set aside money for it, and everything was new and very private.”  Angel could still feel the warm stinging sensation of the UVA rays under her skin.  She’d only allowed herself five minutes, knowing her skin would need several visits to return to her usual ten minute sessions, but the intense saturation and heat had been wonderfully relaxing.  “Private rooms with locking doors.  There’s a timer and a small fan.”  Angel had checked for cameras before borrowing a pair of goggles for eye protection.  Wiped down the tanning bed thoroughly using cleaning wipes provided in the private room.  Did the same afterward as well.  “Since I originally just meant to check it out, I didn’t bring one of my micro bikinis.  They offered me a free session though.  They thought the cost was why I was hesitant about signing up.”

He nodded.  Not entirely understanding.  “Was it good?”  When Tom had been younger, much younger, he had spent summer days basking in the sun.  Tanning beds, like stationary cycles, seemed to trim away all the things that were good about being outdoors, facing the light and feeling the wind on your skin, and plunging into the rush of sensations which made it a holistic experience.

Smiling, Angel knew Tom didn’t understand.  She could tell he was thinking about something entirely different.  Coaxing him to pay attention, she repeated herself.  “I didn’t bring one of my micro bikinis, so I wiped down the tanning bed thoroughly before stripping out of my clothes, putting on my eye protection, and lying down.  For a five minute session.  In a private room.”  His sudden sharp breath made her laugh.  “I think my labia got a touch sunburned.  They’re much more exposed than they used to be.”

“Was it good?  Enjoyable?”  Tom didn’t hide how impressed he was.  “Being completely naked somewhere other than home?”

“I had to keep my legs spread apart so my inner thighs would tan evenly,” she teased him.  “I don’t think I’ll need to bring my micro bikinis with me.  They’re so minimal, and I’ve never been a fan of tan lines.”  Angel reached down, caressed her labia, and they parted immediately.  Her fingers drifted across the uneven folds, slid into places where her arousal seeped from her sex, and she exhaled slowly before encouraging Tom to continue his story.  “You in jeans and a black t-shirt.  Me cuddled up next to you as we start the movie.  No pajamas.  Nothing at all.  So you can feel how warm I am as I straddle your hips and rock against your cock.”

“Mmhmm.  Something we can watch without worrying about missing anything important.  Something that can play in the background while I kiss your lips and help you open my jeans and push aside my boxers.  Enjoying how plush and velvety soft your labia are as they stroke along my shaft.  Feeling your pleasure wetting my skin.  Waiting for you to lift up, adjusting myself, and sliding right into you without any resistance as you mount yourself on me.  Cradling you to my chest while you relax with my cock fit into your pussy...”

Tom paused when he heard Angel swallow.  “My cunt,” she whispered while stroking her fingers into her sex.  “Curling up on your chest, still straddling your hips, with my tanned cunt mounted on your cock.”  She could feel the difference.  How easily she could spread herself open as well as how soft and sensitive her lips were after she’d drenched them in aloe sunburn gel before dinner.  “I’ve been waiting for it to be warmer outside, Tom.  I even cleaned the reclining lounging chairs in the garage and moved them to the backyard deck.”  She moaned while pushing four fingers into herself and rocked her knuckles against her opening.  “Now I don’t need to wait.  My tanned cunt, Tom.  It felt so good driving home.  The burning and tingling were almost too much, and I curled my toes within my sneakers every time I hit a bump in the road.  My tanned cunt mounted on your cock, tingling while you flex and throb inside of me, and probably not watching the movie at all because being mounted on you is very distracting.”
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