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This book is for everyone still recovering from their first.

First crush.  First kiss.  First lover.  First partner.  First spouse.

Each first can be a harsh reality check.

And that makes it so hard when navigating your second, third, fourth, fifth...

Take time to recover.  Take time to heal.  Take time to accept that we don’t always know ourselves, and we rarely know our firsts well enough to make our fantasies real.

We are capable of having better experiences.
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Emily & Sylvie
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Perverse Affirmations featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 2)

Rendezvous in Ramsey featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 3)

All of Her featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 4)

Rushing Ahead featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 5)

Risking Rejection featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 6)

Inked Intimacy featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 7)

Angel

His Toy Chest - Playing for Him featuring Angel (Complete Book Series)

Her Choice featuring Angel

Angel’s Expectations

His Thoughts Given to Her featuring Angel (Book 1)

His Thoughts Within Her featuring Angel (Book 2)

His Thoughts in the Darkness featuring Angel (Book 3)

His Thoughts and Her Pleasure featuring Angel (Book 4)

Angie

Wants and Needs featuring Angie (Book 1)

Desire and Devotion featuring Angie (Book 2)

Bound Together featuring Angie (Book 3)

Intimate Fault Lines featuring Angie (Book 4)

Tom
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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.

All of Her featuring Emily & Sylvie

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, MFF, FF, Open Relationship, Bisexual, Implied Cuckold Play, Female Masturbation, Vaginal Sex, Anal Sex, Oral Sex, Implied Group Sex, Implied Strap-on Sex, Implied Phone Sex, Vaginal Penetration, Anal Penetration, Stretching Play, Double Penetration, Fingering, Fisting, Implied Dildo Play & Wearing, Implied Speculum Play, Exhibitionism, Food Play, Implied Biting, D/s, Implied Bondage & Restraints (Clamping), Implied Punishment Play (Belt, Spanking), Implied Humiliation Play, Implied Bimbofication Play, Implied Cosplay, Implied Piercings, Implied Tattoos, Implied Rubber & Latex & Fetish Wear



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Cherish Desire Introductions

[image: ]




Return to Table of Contents

––––––––

[image: ]


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.

​Emily – When the lonely nights became too much.  When staying home was no longer an option.  Even if being out around loud people was upsetting and frightening.  The bar restaurant was a place to meet others, and what happened afterward had always been variations on the same theme of trying to escape loneliness and satisfy unspoken passions.  Emily wasn’t proud.  She didn’t know what else to do.  And then she met Tom - and he wanted so much more than a one night stand.  Being truly wanted is what enabled her to love again.

Sylvie - His so-called covert espionage agent.  Because Sylvie couldn’t keep a secret to save her life, and she definitely knew a lot about the regulars that surrounded them on karaoke nights.  She preferred bunny to agent for reasons.  And while Tom cared for her in his own way, the curvy redhead got to explore fantasies that she shared with no one else.  For someone who desperately wanted to be seen, wanted to be appreciated, and wanted to prove herself - he became the demanding older man that embraced her passions while pushing her to ask for even more.
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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 slow rise and fall of Tom’s chest beneath her soothed Emily while she rested on top of him.  His arms were loosely wrapped around her - hugging her close - and provided gentle reassurance that she was wanted and welcome.  His quiet patience as she worked through her emotions and feelings of vulnerability and exposure gave her space to think.

Not that all her thoughts were good.  The naked blonde was tormented by her insecurities, by the mean things people had said about her, by her fear of not being good enough, and by his fading arousal as his rigid cock softened within her sex.

Emily knew he wasn’t mad at her.  Emily knew he was being kind.  Emily knew he enjoyed being with her.  But maybe she should be saying or doing something for him.

What that might be wasn’t clear, but he had said that he usually needed more.  Possibly more than her.  Probably more than she was capable of.  She was paralyzed while trying to be good enough without wanting to ask him what he had meant.

So Emily did nothing.  She rested on his chest, worried that she might be crushing him, and hid her face and fears beside his neck.

With a yawn after long minutes of silence, Tom hummed, “We should eat before the dinner you brought for us gets cold.”  He didn’t move.  He didn’t push her off of him.  Her bare skin felt warm against his chest and belly, and he had been drifting within the empty spaces between breaths.  Tired from a long day.  Tired from Sylvie keeping him up all night.  Tired from navigating the motivations and actions of people at work.  Tired.

Tired and comfortable with sexy Emily draped over him.

Not wanting to move but also not wanting to impose, Emily carefully lifted herself off Tom and slipped to his side.  Still maintaining physical contact with him.  Reluctant to break the connection between them.  When he sat up, she pulled away - not knowing what to expect and fearing the worst.  Legs still pressed against his while he stroked her hip.

His calm gaze swept over her.  With a shrug and a grin, he enjoyed her nakedness, her closeness, and accepted her wariness.  “There’s no table to eat at.  We could spread a towel on the bed, sit cross legged, and eat here.  Is that ok?”  She silently nodded.  “Alright, sexy.  I should have a few clean towels, but Sylvie used up several when she came over to use the jacuzzi tub today.  Let me get one.”

“She used the jacuzzi tub?”  Emily’s eyes were as wide as saucers when she glanced at the gaudy tub and then back at Tom.  “Did she wash it first?”

The worry in her voice conveyed far more alarm than her questions.  “Yes.  I think.”  Tom grimaced.  “Not the first time she used it though.”

And Emily laughed.  The tension constricting her chest crumbling.  The fear in her expression replaced with amazement.  Even when she tried to stop smiling and stifle her laughter, Emily couldn’t help herself.

“Is there something I should know?  Will she need antibiotics?”  Tom was serious.  He hadn’t considered how hazardous the tub might really be despite it’s obvious placement within the hotel room for sexual purposes.

“No,” Emily grinned while still chuckling.  “I’ve never seen anyone ever use the jacuzzi tubs here.  Ever.”

She slipped off the bed, walked over to the tub, and turned the on taps.  “They actually work?  Wow.”  Her amusement made Tom laugh.  “What?  Some of the showers barely have enough water pressure to clean up in.  I should know.”

“Mmhmm,” he purred while getting to his feet and joining her.  Tom’s hands stroked over her bare skin, turned her to face him, and he kissed her lips.  “I’m glad you take the time to clean up afterward.”  His fingers caressed her inner thighs, gently encouraged her to spread her legs, and teased her pussy.  “Though I definitely enjoy how wet and delicious you are before you wash up.”

Gasping, she reacted to his touch as Tom’s fingers plunged into her sex.  “All of me,” she whispered.  “Fucking all of me whenever you want.  Whenever I come over to see you.”  She held onto Tom with both hands while deliberately moving her feet further apart.  Inviting him into her.  Hoping he’d want more from her.

His warm smile while teasing her was enough to remind Emily why she had dressed so sexy for him.  Why she had been so excited when she had seen how good her dark blue miniskirt and silver top fit in the mirror before leaving her home.  Why she had felt so good about being ready too entice his lust and capture his attention.

“This is why,” she sighed while holding onto the edge of the jacuzzi tub.  “Why I need to practice wearing my miniskirts with nothing on underneath them.”  Shuddering, she rocked her hips and pressed her pussy onto his firm knuckles.

“One reason,” Tom assured the sexy blonde with a kiss to her shoulder.  “I can think of several.”

Eyes closing as she sought out the inspiration of his returning lust, Emily wanted to know more about what he was thinking.  “Tell me,” she pleaded softly to his cheek.  “Tell me all the reasons.”

Because her thoughts had been filled with worries and fear.  Because she had been wondering when he would reject her, send her home, and abandon her.  Because she knew that she wasn’t good enough for him, no matter what he said, so she needed to know how to be better to please him.

His warm breath tickled her ear when he replied.  “Fucking all of you.  Your slutty pussy reminding me how enjoyable you are.  Your pretty pussy shaved and so soft when I caress and finger you.  Your sexy pussy ready and wanting more.”  He had three fingers inside of her already, and Emily’s arousal was soaking the top of his hand as she thrust against him.  “Are you comfortable being loose for me?  Not tight.  Not ever tight.  I know that might be too much.”  He hesitated and backed away enough to read her expression.  “It’s ok if that’s not something you like.”

“I’ll need to practice.”  He waited for her to explain.  “Being on top.  It’s not easy.  It’s hard work.”  Tom nodded.  “I don’t always cum like that.”

“Well,” Tom offered softly, “we do need to make sure you enjoy all your hard work.”  He kissed her, still stroking his fingers within her pussy, and sighed with pleasure.  “Maybe we should practice making you orgasm for me while you’re riding my cock, while you’re riding dildos, and while you’re on top in general.”

“Ok,” she whispered and bit her lower lip.

Tom smiled.  “Ok?  We’ll try it.  We’ll figure out what we like doing together.  We’ve got time to practice, to play, and to experiment.”  He tipped his head to the side, giving that assumption some thought, and asked instead of assuming so much.  “If you’re ok with seeing me regularly while I’m in town.  I didn’t check if you have other commitments.  I should have asked, but I haven’t.  It’s ok if you have other things to do, too.”

Blushing, Emily kissed him.  She wanted to throw her arms around Tom, to hug him so tight, but that would have been too much.  Too much emotion and enthusiasm might scare him off.  “I’ll add you to my planner.”  A businessman had told her that once, and she liked how it sounded.  Like she was in control.  Like she had a schedule to maintain.  “Monday and Wednesday for dinner.  Tuesday and Thursday for karaoke.”

The sexy blonde hesitated, wanting to ask something, but held off because she didn’t want to ruin things between them.

“Sylvie on Sunday evening.  All three of us on Tuesday and Thursdays, but she’ll be busy hanging out with her friends while we share a table.”  He anticipated Emily’s concerns about being abandoned, so he wanted to be honest and upfront about how things might work out.  “I still don’t know how much support she might need Tuesday or Thursday after karaoke ends.  Will it be ok if she comes back to my room with us if she needs to cuddle before going home?”

And it was how he asked.  Not if Emily minded being excluded.  Not if Emily would leave him alone if Sylvie wanted to stay with him.  She listened to how much he cared, about how much he wanted to make sure Sylvie was looked after, and Emily knew that applied to her, too.  That Tom was protecting them both.  That Tom treated them as equals.  That she mattered enough for him to want to know her feelings and thoughts.

Other men had told her things like “Not tonight.  I’ve got a better option.”  Things like “I’d rather be alone right now but maybe later.”  Things like “I’ll call you after I’m done.”  They had never asked.  They only told her that she was what they would settle for if nothing else worked out.  That she was what they would default to if they didn’t have any luck luring a more attractive or more interesting woman to their bed.

Sylvie nodded slowly.  “She asked if I was interested in women.”  The sexy blonde paused to swallow.  “I don’t have much experience.”

“Naked cuddles might be possible,” Tom hadn’t meant to imply that though.  “All three of us would have to talk about that.  I meant actual cuddling.”  He explained what he was expecting.  “All that socializing, showing off, flirting, and Sylvie being her usual rambunctious bratty self can leave her feeling overwhelmed, worried, and insecure when the adrenaline wears off.”  Tom shrugged.  “Usually, she goes home with her boyfriend, but sometimes she calls and talks while working through it all.  It’s good for her to have someone to talk to.  Important for all of us, really.”  He kissed Emily.  “I’m sure you know what I mean.”

She did.  She also knew that Tom was exposing how alone and isolated he was in that moment.  Because knowing that she and Sylvie needed someone to talk to, to share their feelings with, and to comfort them at times said a lot about what Tom needed from them.  Not sexually.  Not just socially.  Emily reminded herself that he wasn’t from here.  That he sat alone, all by himself, every night that she’d seen him come out to the bar restaurant.  Like a single star, lost within the darkness of his eyes, so far away from everything and everyone.

Always watching.  Making the effort to fit in.  Requesting karaoke songs even though he wasn’t good at singing them.  Asking Andi and Sylvie and even her to help him.  Trying to connect despite being entirely on his own.

It was almost too much, and Emily blinked back a tear.  “We should eat,” she suggested quickly.  “You must be so hungry, and the barbecue will get cold.”  The sexy blonde needed to run away from that moment, from their shared loneliness, because it was far too close to her heart.

He kissed her.  Let his fingers slip from her pussy and gave her a hug.  Kissed her again with a smile.  “Ok.  Let’s eat.  I’m looking forward to this.”  When he stepped back, Emily was very aware of how Tom’s eyes swept over her body, like he was memorizing how she looked, and it felt good being naked and sexy for him.

His picnic approach almost worked.  Two white towels were spread across the blanket on the bed.  The containers of beef tips and short ribs were set out between them with the mashed potatoes, coleslaw, and green beans to the side.  Emily sat cross legged with the food in front of her.  And that’s when Tom realized that they had no forks, knives, or napkins.  He had to get dressed, excuse himself, and go to the bar restaurant to get what they needed.  He returned with plates, silverware, a wad of napkins, two IBC root beers, and a Diet Coke.

“Needed something for you to drink,” he said while carefully handing Emily the styrofoam to-go cup filled with her soda.  “Forgot I only had Vitamin Water in my fridge.”

She smiled after taking a sip through the straw puncturing the lid.  “You knew?”  It was so nice being with someone who paid attention and cared.  When she’d spent time in other men’s hotel rooms, they never even offered her water from the sink.

“Bartender knew.  He offered to put a mixed drink in a to-go cup for you so I could smuggle it out, but I wasn’t sure alcohol would go well with the barbecue.”  She gave him a shocked look.  “Was I not supposed to say I was eating dinner with you?”

“In your room.”  She squeezed her eyes shut for a moment.  “Now they know.”

And he nipped that concern in the bud.  “Of course, they know, Emily.  I’m not hiding that I’m enjoying your company.  I’m not hiding that we spend time together.  I’m not hiding that I like you.”  She blushed and tried to hide her face behind her hand.  “Plus, I didn’t want to get it wrong.  I wouldn’t have known you prefer diet soda.  So I asked.”

“You like me.”  She exhaled the words while peeking between her fingers.  “You told them you like me.”

“Sure.”  He rolled his eyes at her and scrunched up his face.  “Because I do.”  Tom placed the plates, forks and knives, and napkins beside the barbecue on the towel in front of her.  “Ready to eat?”

Emily watched as he kicked off his shoes, took off his shirt, and pushed off his trousers and boxers.  Neatly stacked his clothes on the counter.  Climbed onto the bed to sit across from her.  Naked just like her.  Because he wasn’t pretending about liking her.  Because he was enjoying her company.

With a grin, he lifted his chin and gestured toward the sexy blonde while putting beef tips and short ribs on his plate.  “You know, this might get messy.”  Tom scooped some mashed potatoes onto his plate next.  “Be a shame if you needed me to lick barbecue sauce from your cleavage.”

“I’m a very careful-” Emily was about to assure him that she was very careful while eating, but she stopped when Tom dipped a finger into his mashed potatoes and licked it clean.  A finger that had been in her pussy before he needed to get plates and utensils for them.  “Oh.”

“Oh,” he smirked.  “Maybe next time, bring the cream cheese frosting, and you can be the cake.”  He tried the beef tips.  “Still warm but cooling fast.  Tastes like a tomato and molasses based sauce.  Nice.”

“Is it good?”  Emily put small portions of the green beans, coleslaw, and mashed potatoes on her plate.  “I like the cream cheese frosting, too.  Maybe you should be the cake.”

“If we sixty-nine, then we can both be cake.”  And the way he laughed with her and not at her made her grin.  Tom lifted his fork toward her.  “But you’ll always be my sweet Emily.  Frosted or not.”  He tugged one of his root beers close enough to lean it against his hip.  “Were you worried you wouldn’t taste fresh?  I should have asked if you needed to wash up in the bathroom when you got here.” 

Turning bright red, Emily shook off his question while tasting her selection of sides.  “Men don’t like that.”  He squinted at her.  “I mean - most men don’t like that.”

“Sexy,” he said softly after swallowing, “I don’t do things that I don’t like doing unless there are very important reasons for me to.”  He gestured toward where she was sitting naked across from him.  “And when you’re my room service delivery, eating you might be what comes to mind.”

That provoked a sudden, “Oh,” and the tawny blonde continued to blush.

“So you tell me,” Tom tried the mashed potatoes again before continuing.  “Tell me what you like.  If you prefer time to freshen up before I devour you.  If you need some time to warm up after you arrive.  If you prefer cuddling before I strip you naked and enjoy plunging into you.”  He tried some green beans straight from the container and wrinkled his nose.  “So much garlic.  I thought it was the mashed potatoes.  Nope.  Very strong flavour and scent.”

Snorting, Emily ate a whole forkful of green beans.  “They’re normal.  You’re just being silly.”  He taunted her with ridiculous faces between sips of his root beer, and she laughed.  “I like them, and garlic is good for you.”

For some reason, that was ok.  Emily knew that she should have been mortified by the thought of making fun of the man sitting across from her.  That doing so was risky and scary.  But he was just Tom.  Naked like her.  Eating the food she brought him.  Drinking the IBC root beer that he always had with dinner at the bar restaurant.  Teasing her while definitely paying attention to her body.

His eyes swept over her while he swallowed, and she realized he looked more hungry for her than for the food in front of them.  “Oh,” Emily muttered and bit her lower lip.  “You were serious.”

“About?”  He tried another short rib, tugging the meat from the bone with his teeth, and got barbecue sauce all over his fingers.  “The garlic on the green beans is really strong.  Very serious.”

Shaking her head, Emily replied, “About licking barbecue sauce off of me.  About putting frosting on my tits for you.”  She sighed.  “About eating me.”  The sexy blonde picked up one of the short ribs, carefully bit into the meat and tugged it off the edge of the bone, and bashfully lowered the remaining portion to her cleavage.  “Like this,” she murmured while watching how his eyes followed her hand.

The barbecue sauce was warm on her pale skin, slick but not as messy as she feared, and she held her breath while stroking the finger length bone between her breasts.

Reaching out to her and lifting her chin, Tom whispered, “You are a deliciously sexy slut, aren’t you?”  She grinned and didn’t stop playing with her food.  “I’m going to enjoy licking you clean.”

“Ok,” she blew him a kiss before setting the bone on her plate.  “Because you like me.”  She lifted her breasts, sauce on her fingers spreading across the lower curves of her tits, and smiled.  “Because you don’t mind me being messy.”

“Because you’re the best thing on the menu,” he teased.  “So... questions.”  Tom winked at her while trying a bite of the coleslaw.  “Oof.  Very vinegary and not creamy.  That will clear my sinuses for sure.”  He gestured to the food.  “Thank you for bringing dinner.  Don’t mind my fussiness.  I’m very impressed that you brought food.  I would have gone shopping with you if you’d told me about your plans.”

“Pfft.  You don’t like anything with flavour.”  Emily leaned back and licked her fingers clean.  “Except me.”  She wished she had gotten a side of barbecue sauce to drip onto her cleavage.  In a sexy way.  Like in a movie.  “I liked shopping for you.  For us.  Instead of only for me.”

Unsaid was how much she had enjoyed shopping for miniskirts and tops for him.  Shopping for sexy outfits and thongs.  Shopping for food for him.  Even if it took time, even if people were mean to her, Emily had enjoyed shopping for him specifically - not just herself - because that made the shopping so different from the usual drudgery of finding things to wear and picking out things to eat.

“Mmhmm.  If you give me the receipt, then I can expense it since I’m traveling.  You don’t have to pay for things.”  She looked confused.  She hadn’t asked him to pay her back.  “Your time and your company is worth more than the cost of food and going out, Emily.”

“But I liked-” she hesitated.  “I liked taking care of you.”

“Oh.”  Tom nodded while thinking about that.  “Is it ok if I take care of you, too?  If you tell me what you like to eat?  More than just carrot cake with cream cheese frosting?”

“I don’t know,” Emily said quietly.  “You’re already protecting me.  No one else has done that in a very long time.”

“Emily,” Tom asked with a warm smile, “is it ok if I tell you how I want you to take care of me?  Tell you what I enjoy?  Tell you what I value?”  She was cautiously nodding.  “Because work pays for my food, my hotel room, my rental car, and my plane flights while I’m traveling.  So it doesn’t make sense to spend your money on things they’ll pay for.  There are other things which are more important.”

She was still listening.  No longer eating or sipping her Diet Coke.  Emily’s slight frown made it clear that Tom risked upsetting her.  He pressed onward because he needed to avoid misunderstandings between them.
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