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This book is dedicated to every person who struggles with the lows.

Turns out it’s a package deal.  Part of the terms and conditions.  No clear fix.  No quick patch.  Which means we live like this.  As we are.

When we aren’t so exhausted from fighting to survive that living isn’t possible.
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His Thoughts in the Darkness featuring Angel (Book 3)

His Thoughts and Her Pleasure featuring Angel (Book 4)

Emily & Sylvie
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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 in the Darkness featuring Angel

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, Female Masturbation, Vaginal & Implied Anal Sex, Dildo Play & Wearing, Vaginal & Anal Penetration, Double Penetration, Fingering & Fisting, Stretching, D/s, Rubber & Latex & Fetish Wear, Clamping & Weights & Suction Play, 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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The rush.  The euphoria.  The rewards from a strenuous workout.  But no matter how hard she pushed herself.  No matter how much she accomplished.  No matter how desperately she tried to cling to them, those highs became fleeting moments of endorphin soaked joy quickly undermined by doubt and anxiety.  Their peaks became distant over time.  They were out of reach, high above her, and Angel felt like she was trying to climb out of a constantly deepening hole.  Like she was sinking and barely able to surface for a gasp of breath.  Like she could only soar upward for the briefest taste of cathartic release before being knocked down and sent plummeting into the darkness.

What lingered after that flickering flame of endorphins was snuffed out... was the ache within her hips.  The bruising within her pelvis.  The pain in her knees from the no-slip shower basin and unforgiving kitchen tabletop.  The chill from the garage and the backyard deck.  What lingered were her discomfort and her suffering, and Angel resented that.  She hated knowing that her body hurt more each time she practiced and trained.  She cursed under her breath, harnessing her anger to keep going, but that wasn’t enough.  She vigorously fucked the pain within her belly, pushed through the cramping within her legs, and did her best to carry on even as she slumped forward or to the side before ultimately giving up.  To do more was increasingly difficult, became impossible, and she hated how her exhaustion and fatigue were the measure of her self-worth.

It was too much.  All of it.  Her resentment took hold when the endorphins failed to distract her.  Forcing her to face the darkness surrounding her.  Calling her out for doing so much for a man who wasn’t even there.

Angel blamed Tom for setting an unsustainable pace.  She blamed him for never being satisfied while grumbling to herself about how much more she needed to do.  She hurled towels soaked with lube and her juices into the washing machine with enough force to produce booming percussive thuds.  She left sex toys piled in the shower for days, glaring at them when they got underfoot, before hastily scrubbing each one and putting them out to dry.  She raged with fury until there was nothing left to fuel her anger.  Only despair.  Only emptiness.  Only the eavesdropping silence that reminded her that Tom was always judging her.

Somehow, he was watching.  Through the shadows they shared.  Through the mirrors which kept an eye on her whenever she passed in front of them.  By calling, emailing, and keeping tabs on her.  Even her side adventures were subject to his scrutiny.  She couldn’t escape him or his demands.  Not in his house.  Not in his bed.  Not in the home they shared even when he was nearly a thousand miles away for two weeks at a time.

Angel had battled with lack of motivation and frustration with Tom often enough to navigate the basics.  She understood that Mickey was the bare minimum while practicing.  A workout that she couldn’t avoid.  But that didn’t mean she had to invest time in anything else.  She only grabbed other dildos and plugs out of habit.  Driven by a need to chase the possibility of one more endorphin high.  Anticipating the crash when she’d worked so hard for nothing.  Anticipating the ravages of dark emotions bleeding what little anger and rage that she could muster before losing hope and collapsing inward.

The darkness couldn’t steal her goals though.  It couldn’t take away what she truly wanted.  Instead, the shadows tortured her with visions of impressive possibilities, of the pleasure she needed so much, while making it clear that Angel wasn’t working hard enough to earn any of that.  She deserved the intense rapture promised by the Swelled Head.  She deserved an attentive and caring partner who motivated her to do more so she could enjoy satisfying her desires.  She deserved the praise and recognition earned by her submission and pain.  Angel blamed Tom for holding her back and impeding her progress, for his failure to be there when she needed him to use his time at home to forcefully stretch her open, and for tempting her with enthusiastic promises that transformed into the barbed hooks which ensnared and trapped her within his home.

If Tom truly wanted Angel to be happy then he’d stay home for a few weeks and make sure each sex toy leading up to the Swelled Head’s massive dimensions was fit and fucked into her cunt.  If Tom was really invested in Angel then he’d spend less money on new dildos and more time leveraging what was already in the toy chest to satisfy her need for more.  If Tom really wanted to keep Angel on display for him then he needed to come home and prove it.

Or so she told herself.

All while she sank deeper into the lows.  While she struggled to get up in the morning.  While she battled with her emotions every time she faced Mickey where he sat on the shower stall floor.  While she tugged yet another heavy dildo or plug to bed or downstairs.  And even though the weather grew warmer, Angel was loathe to be naked because she knew there was no way to avoid seeing all her flaws within any glimpse of her reflection.  To see how she hadn’t gotten enough sun, hadn’t gone to the gym, and hadn’t styled her hair.  Because Angel knew what Tom wanted and how disappointed he must be.  Since she was disappointed in herself as well.  And everything he said to encourage her was only said to cover up his frustration with her lack of progress.

Tom even volunteered as much.  When he couldn’t hide his irritation and anger.  When he couldn’t pretend that he was happy and pleased.  When he asked why she hadn’t shared flower pictures and her latest training experiences.  When he challenged her to pick sex toys that she’d already mastered, negated her complaints and objections, and demanded she “just do it.”  When he grew silent, saying nothing at all, because he had nothing good to say.

As much as Tom might try to hold back his feelings, Angel knew.  She had listened to his voice over so many nights that he couldn’t hide his anger and impatience.  She had witnessed how he walked away from confrontations and walked away from her so many times that he had become very predictable.  Angel wasn’t blameless, but she held Tom to a higher standard.  And he had let her down.

Or so she told herself.

Because the lows were so real.  The lows consumed everything, every spark of joy, and left Angel lost and adrift.  The impact of her failings had created an enormous wound, a massive crater, and it grew deeper each day.  She saw no way out, no way through, and no way forward.  The lows were their own nation-state, their own continent, their own dark glowering planetary body, and Angel knew better than to try and escape while seized by their gravity and pull.

She even had the scars to prove that escape wasn’t possible anyway.  And the way people looked at her marked flesh made it clear that trying to truly escape wasn’t socially acceptable.  They saw her as someone who had everything she wanted.  They couldn’t understand that she’d given up everything that she was only to end up empty-handed.

Without the endorphins, the rush, and the satisfaction of accomplishment, Angel had nothing.  Worse than nothing.  What remained was resentment, anxiety, and melancholy.  Depression and despair.  In her house robe for the fourth day in a row, Angel struggled to make her Earl Grey tea without burning herself on the steam while Ghost patiently waited by his food bowl.  She was sure she had fed him.  Maybe she’d dreamed that she had.  As soon as she looked and realized his food bowl and his water bowl were completely empty, she began sobbing.  Broken, she slid to the floor, held her fluffy white cat close, and ugly cried for what seemed like hours.

“Tom,” she wrote in an email after picking herself off the floor.  After making sure Ghost was fed, watered, and had a clean litter box.  After slowly ascending the stairs to his upstairs office.  “I can’t do this anymore.”  She wanted to say more.  She wanted to explain why.  She wanted to make it clear that she knew he’d be angry and upset.  Except there wasn’t anything more to say.  She hit send, listened to the computer connecting to the internet, and wandered down the hall to her bedroom.  She used a scarf to hide her mussed hair, trousers and a baggy long-sleeve shirt to hide her body, and pulled on socks while trying to ignore the state of her chipped and bitten off fingernails.  Like that email, she sent herself into the world, driving away to find roads that were unfamiliar and unknown, while unconsciously hoping the void would swallow her whole.  Motivated by the need to escape herself.

And when Angel realized that wasn’t possible.  When the darkness had blanketed the entire world around her.  When she randomly turned down unmarked country roads hoping to find a highway or interstate before running out of gas.  When she gave up, slept in her driver’s seat after pulling off onto a dirt road leading to what looked like a hay field, and was woken by the sound of a man knocking on her window and asking if she was lost with his tractor parked behind her.  When she’d been given directions back to the nearest main thoroughfare.  When she admitted to herself that no matter where she went, her failings followed, and she couldn’t risk losing everything.

That was when Angel told herself that she was putting off the inevitable.

She pulled into the driveway, parked in the garage where Tom’s CR-V would have been if he was home, and sobbed some more within the darkness while her engine ticked as it cooled.  Her back was stiff and legs were unsteady when she got up and went into the house.  Ghost was waiting.  Repeatedly swished his way between her legs.  And they shared a small portion of cheese as she sipped warm tea before Angel refreshed his kibble and water.  He followed her into the bathroom, retrieving a toy spring from someplace and batting it across the floor, while never going far enough for her to be alone.  He followed her upstairs, sniffed at her clothes after she shrugged them off, and hopped onto the bed so he could curl up on Tom’s pillow while watching her go into the master bathroom.  He reached out, sinking his claws into the nearby comforter, and could be seen in the bathroom mirror tugging it toward himself repeatedly while Angel washed her face.

She tried not to notice.  She was trying to tune it all out.  How Mickey and the Triple Ripple were waiting on the shower basin for her.  How a pile of toys was cluttering the garden tub and sink counter.  How the mirror stirred with shadows as it passed silent judgment on her disheveled state.  How lost she continued to feel despite returning from her latest attempt to escape Tom’s hunger.  Despite knowing exactly where she was and what she was supposed to do.

Angel went through the motions of brushing her teeth, using the toilet, and bringing lube with her into the shower.  Turned on the water, regretted not waiting for it to be hot first, and shivered in a corner as it warmed up.  Forced herself to wash and untangle her hair, scrub herself with Tom’s citrus body wash, and breathe despite the anxiety gripping her chest.  When the time came, when she had to make a choice, she used two slightly damp washcloths as cushioning on the shower stall basin when she kneeled over Mickey.

Angel had been anticipating the usual bruising and pain.  She had anticipated rejection proving how much she had failed Tom and herself.  She was stiff and partially paralyzed because her anxiety was torturing her with visions of Tom’s rage and disappointment.  Angel thighs were folded over her calves, the top of her feet scoured by the no-slip grit on the shower basin, when she realized that she had been too numb to react to the firm upward thrust of Mickey’s prominent glans slipping into her sex.

He had definitely pushed and shoved at her opening, but the usual popping sensation as his wide flared cock head forced its way into her pussy had been so subdued that it didn’t even trigger a clenching response.

Stunned, Angel cautiously rocked and swayed with him embedded within her pelvis.  She tested leaning forward and back, side to side, and thrusting onto his firm shaft while doing the same again.  He was definitely filling her.  He was definitely stretching her further within her vaginal canal.  He was definitely fucking her.  But Mickey felt... for lack of a better word during her time of suffering and despair... comfortable.

And while that wasn’t the enormous endorphin boost and hard orgasm that she had been desperately chasing all week, it was actually better.  Despite her immediate grimace and frown, Angel had accidentally grinned while pondering her progress.  It didn’t make up for how Tom had failed her.  It didn’t cover up her own failures either.  But...

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
His"Thoughts

in the Darkness
featurlng Angel

Book 3






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
His THOUGHTS
IN THE DARKNESS
Sfeaturing Angel
WRITTEN BY Max D

inged erotica E@
www.CherishDesive.com
Bovks2Read.comm/Max D






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





