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This book is dedicated to every missed opportunity.

Did we prefer dominant women because they knew exactly what they wanted and set our expectations?  Did we chase submissive women because they wanted to please us by living up to every expectation we projected at them?

How many opportunities did we miss because we were always yo-yo’ing between those extremes?
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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 Given to Her featuring Angel

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, Female Masturbation, Fingering & Fisting, Vaginal & Oral & Anal Sex, Vaginal & Anal Penetration, Dildo Play & Wearing, Double Penetration, Stretching, Exhibitionism, Implied Exhibitionism (Photo, Video), D/s, Bondage & Restraints, Implied Clamping Play
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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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She woke to the hunger of his presence.  Even though he wasn’t there.  Even though only a substitute for his affection remained and ached within her.  Angel turned, breathed in his scent from the comforter and pillows, and lingered within the memories of his passions.  With her eyes closed.  With her ankles crossed and thighs flexing.  With a latex dildo embedded within her bottom because Tom wanted her ass trained for his cock to enjoy.

To be honest, Angel wasn’t sure that was what she wanted.  She wasn’t sure if it was necessary or ideal.  She wasn’t sure about so many things, but she blushed and moaned while writhing within his sheets, in his bed, in his house, while knowing Tom had never been so direct about what he wanted from her in the past.  And what she did want and what she committed to was everything he demanded of her.

Months spent without him had convinced Angel that only Tom could provide the rush and intensity she needed.  He’d added to that while working through her expectations of him.  She was the one who asked him to bring out his toy chest, to unpack the dildos, plugs, and accessories which had dominated her in the past, and his acceptance without complaint validated Angel’s opinion of his willingness to provide her with whatever she desired.  The choices she had made had come full circle yet again, and Angel was still trying to balance the comfortable life spent with her mild mannered Andrew versus the inspiration and fierce demands of Tom’s hunger.

Hunger.  It was early still.  The ambient darkness lingered, but the rising sun would soon burn away the shadows.  Ghost was probably napping someplace warm, pondering kibble noms while dreaming of chasing birds and squirrels, and there was no reason to leave her cocoon under the comforter yet.  With her eyes open, Angel stared into the hungry shadows watching over her.  From the safety of his bed.  Sensing Tom within the intersection of veiled darkness and suggestive shapes.

Angel clenched down.  The awkward length of the phallus resisted her muscles.  Two inches thick.  Seven inches long.  He called it “a good cock training size.”  In the same breath, he’d made it clear that the black latex cock was a compromise.  They would work up to the red phallus in her ass.  And, as he had after each of Angel’s accomplishments, he would propose that they work on something larger after that.  That was the persistence of his hunger, its consistency in practice, and clenching down so easily reminded Angel that Tom would demand more until even the thought of clenching made her abs and buttocks ache.

It was so easy to stumble into those anticipated consequences linked to distorted and fabricated memories.  In her mind’s eye, she was standing in front of him again.  Looking down toward the front door to his home from the upstairs hall while bruising her fingertips as she tightly gripped the half wall that faced the drop to the first floor below.  From that vantage point, she could see the neighbors through the window over the door, see them in the street, driving and walking about, while Tom’s arm across her ribs prevented her from hiding.  Hiding her nakedness.  Hiding her arousal.  Hiding the bruises from pinching and tugging on her nipples.  Hiding her shaved labia straddling his erection.  Hiding the feverish glow triggered by being double penetrated with a dildo in her ass alongside Tom’s cock in her pussy.

“Being your submissive will be something everyone can see, Tom,” she murmured.  Was it that easy?  Was it that simple and straightforward?  Angel turned, pulling his pillow to her chest, and subtly bucked against the cock within her bottom.  “The more I submit to you,” she whispered, “the more I enjoy showing you how sexy I am.”

She changed his words to suit her boundaries, but that didn’t negate her guilt.  He’d given her an opportunity to share her perverse acts of rebellion and subtle exhibitionism, and Angel had resented his presence and intrusion.  “I need time to get used to it,” she muttered without actually believing her own excuse.  She’d also fought him when Tom wanted to wash her and remove the dildo from her bottom while checking for any warning signs of harm and damage.  “I just...  I could have done that myself.”  Angel knew that was true but beside the point.  And while she was struggling with that, she had to accept how angry she became when Tom tried to help her put the dildo into her ass in the first place.

Angel’s frustration prevented her from going back to sleep.  She was painfully aware that the dildo in her bottom wasn’t enough.  It was impossible to ignore that she was disappointing and not living up to her own high expectations.  It was far too easy to make excuses and blame Tom, but she was the one he was relying upon.  Even if she’d always been unreliable.  Even if she had betrayed him.  Even when she chose him over Andrew, Angel needed to prove that his hunger could be satisfied.  Specifically, satisfied by her.

Pushing aside the comforter and pillows, she quietly slid out of bed.  Her bare feet pressed into the wooden floor as Angel sought out the toy chest under the large windows facing the wilderness edging the backyard.  The red phallus was exactly where she had left it, partially wrapped in white terry cloth, and she brought it back to bed with her.

Her ass wasn’t ready for it yet, but it only took a few strokes for her fingers to part her smooth labia and slip the broad glans into her pussy.  Her arousal spread over the firm rounded head, short strokes drawing her wetness to her lips, and Angel thrust outward while holding the girthy jelly dildo with both hands.  She’d told him how much she needed it.  Told Tom how much she’d craved something that went deeper than her shorn plug and her fist.  Told him that the way it burned inside of her was something that she could ignore as long as it was fucking all those sensitive places deep underneath her belly button.

Aching as the latex dildo within her bottom flexed and moved while it was shoved aside by the more rigid red phallus, Angel proved her submission to Tom’s passions.  She should have taken the time to empty her bladder, but the bruising would serve as a reminder for next time.  Her shoulders and biceps complained as she pulled on the knob at the base of the jelly dildo, and Angel made a note to spend more time doing lifts and curls to strengthen her arms.  Her abs tightened and resisted the rigid shaft pushing into the top of her sex, but that helped align the dildo in her ass alongside the long cock probing her depths.  She was nearly there, so very close, when her fingers touched her pelvis.

With the two inches thick and seven inches long black latex dildo embedded with her bottom.  With the two and a half inches thick and eleven inches long red jelly phallus thrust at least nine inches deep within her pussy.  With both cocks penetrating her, pushing deep within her, and provoking a rushed climax.

Angel’s fingers stroked over her shaved labia, palm anchoring the knob at the base of the red phallus where it jutted out between them, and her body shook as her orgasm detonated within her belly.  She could do more, would do more, but she needed a potty break and lube.  Tom had proved his point.  His honesty had been too much too soon, but Angel appreciated his sincerity.

She was only taking out the black phallus so she could test the fit of the red phallus between her cheeks.  She’d need to remove it in the shower to wash the dirt away, but using something to penetrate her bottom more frequently would reduce the mess.  She doubted the red phallus would even start, but that was the whole point of training.  Of pushing her limits.  Of doing more.

Being the focus of Tom’s thoughts, being someone he thought of, required more of her.  Like he had said, no one enjoyed being told what to do.  Angel appreciated and respected that.  She knew he was holding back.  She hoped his thoughts, shared with her, would make his expectations and choices more clear.

That’s what Angel told herself as she turned on the hot water in the shower before sitting on the toilet.  That’s what she whispered to the tendrils of shadows flitting across the mirror on the edge of master bathroom’s night light’s glow.  That was an easily embraced self-deception used to avoid what she already knew.

Angel could already see her submission to Tom.  It was all around her, thrust into her, and aching to be acknowledged.  Reflecting that back at him, seeking his thoughts while hoping they would demand less of her, was a delaying tactic at best.  Tom had already told her what he wanted.

Sighing while stepping into the steam within the shower stall, Angel nodded her head.  She stood underneath the hot water, feeling it tumble across her bare skin, and wondered how long it would take before Tom understood what her choice really meant.  She was adapting as quickly as she could, and her frustration and irritation weren’t proof of any real resistance to his intentions.  Tom was ridiculously demanding, but Angel knew that was part of pushing her to achieve and accomplish more.  Given time, she would do what he wanted.

Her way.  His way.  Whatever way she could.

His thoughts would guide her, motivate her, and help her prove her commitments.  Her submission felt far too visible as she struggled to pull the black phallus from her bottom.  Angel hoped Tom understood how much more she was willing to do.  If he shared his fantasies with her then she intended to live up to them.
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The house was quiet except for an occasional soft popping sound which Angel was pretty sure came from the unused front parlour room opposite his library.  Days had passed while she settled in.  Days spent searching for the next thing that needed to be done solely to distract herself from the quiet surrounding her.  Tom needed to preserve minutes on his cell phone, and the out of state roaming charges were one more financial challenge to avoid when possible.  And his work was demanding and required him to be an expert on so many things at once that it all blurred together when he tried to explain it to her.  When those explanations came, when he had a chance to really talk with her, but that might be delayed for days or weeks.  Tom usually wasn’t able to call Angel in the midst of dealing with everything on his plate at the client site in Maine.  When he did call, he was still unavoidably immersed within his work even if he made an effort to focus on her.

Which left Angel and her fluffy cat on their own for the majority of each day.  Passing time.  Trying to do what they could.  Wondering where they might nap next.  Going on short adventures while consciously avoiding the cost of filling her gas tank.  Hoping for inspiration.  Communicating with one another in a mixture of English and chirrup purring punctuated by yowling meows for more treats and muttering over what to make for dinner.

The quiet accompanied them wherever they went.  Ghost was happily sprawled out in front of the gas fireplace, enjoying the warmth and flickering blue flames while dozing, and Angel’s tea was slowly cooling as she pondered the silence that blanketed her and might even smother her if she let it.

She could have put on music.  His collection of CDs climbed the walls.  Somehow that seemed more disruptive than soothing.  As if the absence of his voice, his footsteps, and his keyboard clicking as he worked upstairs needed to be respected and preserved.

The phone rang.  Without realizing that she’d been waiting and wondering when he’d call, Angel was up in a flash and answered it before the second ring despite needing to launch herself from the couch to zoom through the kitchen and reach the handset on the far wall by the fridge.  Cradling the phone close, she asked, “How are things?”

He sounded distant.  Drained.  Frustrated.  Work was difficult.  They needed the money.  He was surviving on fast food dinners and discounted work cafeteria lunches.  It’s what they could afford while waiting to be paid.  He drove from North Carolina to Maine to avoid the cost of plane flights and a rental car.  At least that meant he was in a vehicle better equipped to deal with the snow and ice.  The names of people whom she’d never met, work colleagues plus random encounters associated with a local goth night, stood out within short summaries of events.

Connecting with him, Angel explained that she and Ghost were enjoying the fireplace.  She confirmed that she was watching for any mail.  She made sure he had seen her emails about specific bills.  She needed Tom to know that she had things under control and managed.  He needed to know that he could worry about work without worrying about their home.

That.  She felt it.  All around her, especially as Ghost lifted his head when she sat down on the couch.  When the low rumble of Tom’s voice attracted her cat’s attention.  Their home.  Together.  Except he wasn’t here.  He was working far away to make sure they had a place to call home.

He’d warned Angel that the contract terms weren’t great.  She hadn’t been prepared for the reality of Tom traveling, his house empty, and Andrew asking her to not return to the apartment.  She’d even given up her position at the pharmacy to avoid friction with her ex-fiancé.  She couldn’t have both men, and, within a handful of days, it felt like she didn’t have either of them.  When Tom returned for barely a weekend only to leave her for work again, Angel had quietly sobbed between naps with Ghost curled up next to her in bed for most of the following morning and afternoon.

“Is there anything else I can do?”  It was a fair question.  Angel was used to working on multiple things, and she had intended to focus on supporting Tom’s projects.  Except most projects dried up as the economy shifted, so now Tom was onsite and tackling hands-on initiatives with clients trying to make the most of their technology investments.  “Is there anything else you need?”  She was too far away to assist, to learn, and to directly work alongside him.  If there wasn’t any way for her to contribute, did Tom need her at all?

He paused.  Grew quiet.  After a few moments, Angel realized that she was hearing the same silence on the phone as she had heard within the house throughout the day.  It wasn’t an absence of him.  It was him... the very center of him... where the howling winds, wintry cold, and chaos could not interrupt Tom’s thoughts.

They sighed at the same time.

“Yes,” he replied carefully.  “I need... something.  Something to keep me going.”  More silence as they both thought about what that could mean.  “Are you comfortable?  Are you safe?”  He began to lead them away from it, from what he wanted, and she understood his reluctance.  He frequently avoided the risk of making demands which might upset her.  A consequence of how he perceived her boundaries and her resistance to his passions.

There was also a question of trust.  Of reliance.  On anyone.  Sometimes Tom’s aggressive independence hurt her feelings.  Angel was willing to gently counter his inhibitions, but she always struggled while trying to express her intimate pleasures.  “Very comfortable.  No bruising or aching.  The hot shower helps.  The upstairs can be chilly in the morning.”  They both knew what she was referring to without needing to spell it out.  “It’s hard sometimes.  Getting started.”

“I’m sure practice helps,” he sounded relieved and encouraged.  Angel smiled, squeezing her thighs together, and basked within his subtle affirmation and acceptance.  “Do you practice often enough to enjoy yourself?”

Her hand stroked over her legs as she consciously spread her feet and explored the widening gap between her inner thighs.  Her silk pajamas were smooth and warm, but the heat of her arousal was very obvious when her fingers rested directly over her pelvis.  “I want to.”  She needed to hear it.  From him.  Even though it was a given.  “I need to.”

The low growl of his affection pressed down on her fingers with enough force to part her labia within her panties.  “You should.”  She was blushing, and Ghost stretched and stood, stalking slowly over to the couch, before slumping to the floor beside her right foot.  “More practice makes it so much easier for me to slide right into you.  To mount you on my cock.  To feel you connected to me.”  He paused, and Angel was about to encourage him to go on, but she didn’t have a chance to speak before his words thrust deep and firmly fucked her.  “In your pussy and your ass.  With one already penetrated by a toy.  And it should still be so easy because of how often you practice.”

Gasping as she fought to work her hand under her waistband and into her panties, Angel exhaled, “Like right now.”  As soon as her fingers slipped into the cradle of her sex, her wetness soaked them.  “Every night.”  The warmth pressing into her fingertips matched the feverish blush of her cheeks.

“Every morning.  Every night.  While you are doing chores around the house.”  His arousal was intoxicating.  His need ached within her abdomen.  His desire for her, very specifically for her to be penetrated and enjoying herself, was drenching her fingers as she pressed deeper into her pussy.  “How else will I be able to slide into your ass so you can sleep with me inside of you?”

Bucking against her palm, Angel leaned back into the couch cushions while lifting her ass so her fingers could worm their way toward her tailbone within her panties.  “Like this,” she moaned happily, “with two fingers?”  Her bottom was tighter than her pussy, but only her reach was preventing her from pressing her fingers all the way into her ass.  “It’s so easy, Tom.  When I know you want it.  When you’re with me.”

Multiple memories were triggered by that realization.  It had been so easy.  How he came back into her life.  How she resumed going out to club nights hoping to see him and then specifically planning to meet up with him.  How he delicately avoided pressing her for more, after finding out she had been engaged when they were first dating, and how she not so delicately removed that barrier.  How good his cock felt in her.  And his fist.  However he put them in her.  Separately.  Together.  And how his driven passions encouraged her hungers.  It was so easy with Tom.  Regardless of how she felt about Andrew.  Regardless of how it felt when Tom was so far away.

His low baritone rumbled with power.  “Three fingers soon.”  He had to know that she wanted more, too.  “So easy.  No resistance.  Me fitted into you.  You mounted onto me.”  The pitch of his voice changed as he listened to her soft panting.  “I know you can feel it,” he whispered.  “I think about you a lot.”

That broke through Angel’s ladylike inhibitions.  She needed to share the details of her pleasure.  To help him see her and what she was capable of.  “Three fingers,” she exhaled while grinding against her hand.  It was a stretch, and they couldn’t go very deep while reaching between her inner thighs and pushing into her ass.  “I was so wet when I played with my pussy that my juices soaked my fingers and my bottom.  Two to start with.  Three already.”  He was quietly praising her for enjoying herself, but Angel had more to say.  “I need to practice.  Every day.  Without you here.  I need you inside of me.  Your toys and my fingers are only artificial substitutes.  I’m just practicing so your cock can slide right into me.  However you want me.  Soak your cock in my wet pussy like I just did with my fingers.  Slide into my bottom like I’m doing right now.”  Her building orgasm was fluttering within her abdomen, and her voice became a broken whisper.  “Mount me on you.  Keep me like that... all night long.  With you wrapped around me... and inside of me... and I’ll practice... even more.”

Tom spoke up so he could be heard over Angel’s heavy breathing as she neared her climax.  “Every morning.  Every night.  Sleep with your toys inside of you.  As often as you can.  Because you know what I want-”

With an explosive exhalation as her orgasm crushed her fingers and drenched her panties, Angel’s loud gasp cut Tom off.  “All the time!”  Her leg kicked involuntarily while her torso shuddered, and Ghost turned his head enough to cast her a questioning side-eye glance.  She slumped into the couch cushions, feeling her heat flowing outward within her torso, and took several deep breaths to fill her lungs.  “I needed that, too, Tom,” Angel sighed while letting her wet fingers slip from her clenching bottom.  “When are you coming home?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
His Thoughts

Given to Her
featuring Angel
Book 1






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
His THouGHTS
Gi1ven To HEr

Sfeaturing Angel

WrrtTEN BY MAX D

www.CherishbDesive.com
Books2Read .com/Max D






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





