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This book is for each of us who has slipped through the lifetimes of thousands of people without knowing any of them.

Because we were so focused on where we needed to be, when we needed to be there, and internalizing the friction of the world around us...

There are only memories of flights, hotels, and highways.  Very few names.  Very few connections.

We will never know who those people surrounding us were.
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Angel

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

His Toy Chest - Playing featuring Angel (Book 1)

His Toy Chest - For Him featuring Angel (Book 2)

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)

Emily & Sylvie

Quiet Nights in New Jersey featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 1)

Perverse Affirmations featuring Emily & Sylvie (Book 2)

For more information on this digital edition and other Cherish Desire audiobook, digital, and print releases, please visit our catalog and your favorite retailers.
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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.

Quiet Nights in New Jersey featuring Emily & Sylvie

includes these and related erotic themes:

MF, D/s, Romantic, Oral Sex, Vaginal Sex, Anal Sex, Phone Sex, Female Masturbation, Fingering, Vaginal Penetration, Anal Penetration, Object Insertion (Shampoo Bottle), Implied Body Modification (Breast Augmentation), Implied Dildo Play & Wearing, Implied Exhibitionism, Implied FF, Implied MFF, Implied Piercings, Implied Tattoos
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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.

​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 rental car lurched forward over the uneven transition from the paved highway to the slightly sunken parking lot.  There was a crunch of gravel under the tires as he passed over potholes filled with stones and mud.  Parking spaces facing he road and the hotel were partially filled, and he aimed for one of the jagged gaps like an implant being fit into a jawbone.  Tom was still thinking about his last work meeting.  About the status reports and project plans.  About details which were largely being glossed over.

Once he was back in his hotel room, Tom set his laptop shoulder bag down and kicked off his shoes.  Ending another long day churning through designs that wouldn’t work because there was no connection between the architects and the development teams.  Shaking off the stress from trying to bridge chasms caused by people not technology.  He walked past the room’s ridiculous jacuzzi tub and emptied his pockets onto a counter along the wall.  Paused before opening the small cube fridge tucked in the bottom of a wardrobe closet.

It was Thursday.  With a sigh, he altered course.  Shook his head and changed out of work clothes and into a casual snug fitting long sleeve knit shirt and military style tactical trousers he’d worn every evening.  Slipped on comfortable socks and casual shoes.  Took a moment to check his hair and clean his glasses.  Accepted that he had more work to do, but it wasn’t going to happen anytime soon.

The Best Western was not Tom’s choice.  The client dictated the travel arrangements for his contract, and the Best Western was their decision.  Eyeing the somewhat gaudy room decor combined with the jacuzzi and mirrored walls in the bathroom, Tom was convinced the selection was made by an executive who came here on afternoons with one of his secretaries.  Despite his irritation with other people determining where he was staying, at least the hotel had one major perk.  He hung his dress shirt and business trousers to reduce time spent ironing them in the morning, organized his remaining clean socks and boxers, and headed out to the connected bar and restaurant.

Silence followed him after he interrupted it by pulling his door shut with a loud thunk.  Moving through the hallway of the one story building, Tom didn’t hear any sounds from any of the rooms he passed.  Either the hotel was mostly empty, or whatever happened in the small rectangular boxes of personal space was soundproofed and shielded from eavesdropping.  The murmurs of a small crowd within the bar reached him when he crossed the small lobby atrium, and he chuckled when a familiar eighties tune began playing accompanied by a subdued roar of cheers and laughter.

Every Tuesday and Thursday, the connected bar restaurant hosted a karaoke party.  After two months of working with this client and taking advantage of the restaurant’s food discount for hotel guests, Tom had seen and was familiar with most of the two dozen or so regulars.  Many waved as he entered, and he waved back.  The restaurant waitress, a middle-aged slender woman with long wavy dark brown hair and a pleasant smile, brought him an IBC root beer.  He nodded thanks and watched as the karaoke continued with a popular Depeche Mode song followed by Blondie track.  Tom wasn’t really paying attention until he noticed a blonde woman awkwardly approach the karaoke DJ to request something.

She wasn’t particularly remarkable.  Average height and build, slightly timid, and biting her lower lip with a look of uncertainty while carefully tugging several printouts closer to read.  The local half of the bar was studiously looking the other way when she leaned over the makeshift DJ table and began tracing a finger over the song lists.  Her beige miniskirt was about three inches too short, and she was teetering on very questionable bright red high heels.  A red strappy halter top hanging loosely over her chest might have been fine on a teenager, but it looked out of place on a grown woman.  His waitress noticed Tom’s puzzled expression, followed his gaze, and made a clicking noise with her tongue.

“I’m surprised you haven’t noticed her before,” the brunette offered casually.  “She’s here most nights but usually hides on the backside of the bar.”

Tom quietly asked, “Is she ok?”  He could sense something, a feeling of wrongness that was more than the awkward clothes and anxious behaviours, but couldn’t quite make sense of it.

His waitress shook her head.  “Started coming in here when her husband was deployed.  He’s not coming back, and she’s still here.  She’s always been strange.”  Holding her pad and pen ready, his waitress shrugged.  “The usual or do you want to look at a menu?”

The soft spoken brunette had called him out more than once for only ordering one of three meals each night.  Tom flashed her a smile, knowing she would pretend to be exasperated that he didn’t deviate from his typical selections, and ordered the cheeseburger with no pickles and no onions, with mayo and ketchup, with lettuce and tomato, and with extra cheese.  Offering him a knowing smirk while rolling her eyes, she didn’t bother asking what Tom wanted for his side.  She always brought him a mix of fries and onion rings.  His waitress was already on her way to put the order into the kitchen with only a quick glance to make sure he had cutlery and a napkin at his table when he thanked her.

Scanning the growing crowd, he reflected on the minimal links between him and the regulars.  Because everywhere Tom went, there were stories.  Small town bars tended to be more knowledgeable about their patrons, but he’d overheard enough speculation in New York City and Chicago to understand that everyone wanted to believe they knew what was happening in the lives of the people around them.  Especially when it involved women.  Knowing what terrible gossips folks were in this part of northern New Jersey just added to the clutter of noise distorting any information shared around and with him.  Mahwah, Ramsey, Ramapo... this small cluster of towns largely isolated and removed from any large urban setting only had so many places to go and socialize.  He suspected many of the younger locals might escape to college or university, but he was certain that the majority eventually ended up back here.  It was hard to escape that rural pretense of belonging when the alternative was being an anonymous face within a large crowd.  Easier to be someone who also knew everyone else versus being someone who knew no one and wasn’t known by anyone.

Being here meant he was seen, too.  He’d invested enough time to get to know some of the regulars - had even been invited out dancing and encouraged to join them to watch movies at a few folks’ homes - so it would be difficult to pull off anything without inviting a reaction.  Some of the regulars were much more familiar with him than others, but they all had stories they told themselves about why he was there and who he really was.  Whatever he did, people would be talking about it.  Shaping their response to his actions was more about including them in whatever he did so any gossip would also include themselves.

Which made gossiping about certain things a confession that they were unlikely to make to their friends and acquaintances.

Sipping his IBC root beer, Tom’s eyes drifted over the small crowd gathered in the bar restaurant.  The people quietly having their dinner alone or with a spouse.  There was only one family with younger children tucked into a booth closest to door.  Traveling through based on the roadmap spread out between their plates.  Clumps of regulars at the bar, also near the karaoke DJ, and other locals filling in the tables between those preferred spots for socializing and drinking.  Mixed in amongst them were some of the other contractors he worked with.  One or two paying close attention to their surroundings while the rest already had a few empty beers in front of them.

With a soft laugh, Tom muttered, “Managing this?”  He was already calculating how to balance out any fallout if he decided to befriend the awkward woman whom they obviously felt was someone to avoid.  She’d abandoned the karaoke DJ song list and returned to an empty stool at the bar.  His plotting was possibly motivated more by boredom than altruism.  It was also probably not the best move to make, but Tom was far too aware that he needed something new and different to occupy his thoughts after two months of exploring his options and acknowledging how tedious most of his routine had become.  Accepting that the tenuous connections between himself and the regulars were a consequence of conveniently being in the same bar at the same time, he decided to break with their low level rejection of the blonde woman.  If he simply never came back to this place, then they would never seek him out, so he had nothing to lose.

And he only had another month on his contract.  If things got bad, Tom had an easy exit option back to his home base and onward to the next workplace somewhere else.  What could possibly go so wrong that it would haunt him beyond that?

Despite knowing the answer to that specific question was complicated based on other experiences he’d had in New Jersey over the years, Tom tempted fate and got up to approach the karaoke DJ’s table.

Emily was surprised and amazed when one of the karaoke singers asked for help - making it clear he was terrible at karaoke was one thing, but pointing right at her for assistance was another.  She figured he must be very drunk, and tried to shrink and hide until two people came down from the karaoke tables and scooped her off her stool.  There had always been a group of younger people whom Emily didn’t know, who only came out for karaoke, and now they were bringing her onstage, laughing and smiling, and encouraging her to sing and save their ears from the business man’s crooning.

It was so very strange to feel seen... and to feel like she was part of the group.  Chattering voices and cheering accompanied her as she was led to the front of the makeshift singing stage.  Emily looked at the man who was still beckoning to her and asking for other women by name.  He had a wonderful smile that went all the way to his eyes behind his glasses.  When he flashed his grin at her, Emily melted a little on the inside.  Suddenly she blushed, remembering how exposed she was, and searched for a place to hide.

Tom’s hand on her forearm stopped her attempt to escape in an instant.  His firm touch was warm and unyielding, steadying her while subtly insisting that she stay put, and Emily trembled in anticipation because it seemed like so much more than a casual moment of connection.  She turned toward him, cheeks bright red and eyes wide, and listened to his low rumbling tenor voice pitched so only she would hear him.  “I’ll reward you with a kiss later if you’ll help.  I picked a song that I think you’ll like.”  His smile grew bigger when she took a step closer to him.  Arm gently curling around her lower back, he looked out into the crowd with his dark root beer coloured eyes and called again for two other women to join them.

One was already pushing through the people gathered at the nearby tables.  Excited and eager to join him.  Elbowing past oblivious onlookers.  The other was gesturing with french fries in her hand while chewing her food.  The karaoke DJ’s laughter provoked a roar of approval as he bantered with the crowd and waited on her.  “She’s got this,” he teased.  “I hear she has practice swallowing.”  Almost choking on her food, he got flipped off while everyone erupted with more cheering and random shouts of encouragement.

And Emily leaned closer to Tom.  Not consciously.  Not intentionally.  He was there, right beside her and cradling her lower back, and his reassurance was what she needed while trying to straighten her posture.  Perched on her high heels, picturing how her halter top must be sagging in the front, she fought the urge to smooth down her miniskirt and see if it could cover more of her thighs.

Joining Emily and Tom in the small singing area, the shorter redhead gave her a soft hug and whispered, “You don’t need to be so nervous.  He really is a terrible singer.”  Emily bit her lower lip and looked toward Tom and then toward the round younger woman.  “He just wanted to participate.  Must have gotten bored of sitting by himself with his IBC root beer.”

“I can hear you,” Tom murmured with a chuckle.  “I’m a very good singer.  Just terrible at karaoke.”

Reaching across Emily to playfully punch him in the chest, she replied, “Well, we definitely agree you’re terrible.  Don’t we, Emily?”

The immediate stiffness within Emily’s back upon hearing her name used was obvious to Tom.  Before the awkward blonde could pull away, he soothed any ruffled feathers.  “Sylvie is my covert espionage agent.  She knows everyone’s name.  Something I’m really bad at.”  His hand stroked Emily’s side, arm still cradling her back, and he sighed.  “Been stalking me since I arrived.  Apparently, I’m very boring.  Except possibly my taste in movies.”

“He is,” the second woman Tom had called out for had finished swallowing down her food, and she joined them with longneck bottle in her hand.  “I don’t think we’ve been introduced, Emily.  Everyone calls me Andi.”  She glared at Tom.  “And what are we performing for you now?  I know you didn’t pick a song for yourself.”  Andi rolled her eyes at him before dramatically sipping her beverage to the cheers of several women who’d pushed closer to watch her sing.

Handing out microphones to Sylvie and Andi, the DJ interrupted, “You need to share.  John broke my third mic last Thursday and hasn’t replaced it.”  He paused while looking Emily up and down.  “You came over earlier but didn’t put in a request.  Guess someone decided to put one in for you.”

Returning to his setup, the DJ started the karaoke machine.  Emily was slow to start, but warmed up quickly as Sylvie and Andi leaned into her and roared the words.  Tom let the three women sing, joining in during the choruses as if “Dream on...” meant something specific to him, until the song was over.

The karaoke DJ was already chatting up the crowd while Sylvie and Andi handed back the microphones.  Tom put a hand on Emily’s arm and led her to stand with the group of twenty-somethings who always hung out right on the edge of the singing area, navigating past the ladies waiting for Andi to return, and deliberately slid into place where he could introduce her to a few tables at once.  “This is, um, what’s your name again, pretty lady?”

“She’s Emily!” came a chorus from two ladies cuddling their shared unkempt boyfriend nearby.  They laughed when the blonde blushed, and another woman added, “We’ve been trying to get Emily to hang out with us for ages!”  The entire group erupted in joyful laughter again and began chattering about what to request next and what to do after and commented on how great Emily’s heels were while calling over the waitress to order more food and drinks.

Emily was bright red.  She wasn’t used to this amount of attention, and she didn’t feel comfortable where everyone could see her.  She went to tug at her miniskirt again, but Tom’s hand caught hers.  “Don’t,” he said softly.  “So long as you don’t fuss and don’t try to hide, they’ll have no idea you’re feeling self-conscious and will be fine with you.  We can go shopping sometime after work next week and get you a few things that are a little less revealing if that’ll help you be more comfortable in the future.”

Andi had returned to rescue her french fries by then and overheard Tom.  “Uh huh,” she met Emily’s questioning gaze.  “Better be careful when older wolves invite you into their packs.”

A fresh round of cheers went up, and a recurring chant “Wolf pack!  Wolf pack!” roared from everyone nearby.  Nodding, Andi sliced through the crowd to get to her table and smack her man’s hand before he could finish off her food, followed by four women who tapped bottles and glasses with the younger crowd as they passed, and the clique returned to smiling and speaking softly amongst themselves while still occasionally keeping an eye Tom.

All of that happening was a sufficient distraction for Sylvie to sneakily slide into place next to Tom and stroke his arm with only Emily noticing.  Sighing as the chanting faded into loud conversations, the short woman shook her head at him.  “Of course, it would be something weird.  INXS?  Original Sin?  Really, Tom?”  She leaned her head against his shoulder for a moment before straightening up.  “Better be careful, Emily.  He’s strange.”  She shook her bottom at them both while strutting off in her tight jeans to return to her boyfriend who thought he was getting away with discretely sipping her beer.

Struggling to process and take everything in, Emily didn’t resist while Tom took her by the hand and guided her to a nearby table on the periphery of the crowd of regulars.  Settling into place, still teetering on her heels, she listened closely as he casually spoke in a low voice.  “If you lean a little bit into me then no one from the bar can see you.  That way you don’t need to be worried about your miniskirt, and we can talk for a bit while the younger folks enjoy their music.  Is that ok with you?”

Emily nodded, not sure she could speak properly, and let herself lean into Tom’s chest with her shoulder.  He chuckled warmly, and told one of the guys staring at them from the table neat to theirs to order an IBC root beer for him before turning and asking Emily what she wanted.  “Something sweet,” was all the flustered blonde could manage - and suddenly the discussion around them was full of ideas on sweet and delicious drinks that Emily had to try.

Increasingly attuned to the ways her body conveyed her comfort and anxiety, Tom stroked Emily’s lower back and spoke softly to her, “Just go with it.  They’re having fun, and we’ll see what crazy things they come up with.”  He chuckled as the karaoke DJ started playing an old Duran Duran track.  “Until the next song distracts them.”  Several tables next to them began murmuring the words while watching one of their friends cradling the mic close to her lips as “New Moon on Monday” kicked off.

Still uncomfortable surrounded by the loud regulars, Emily leaned further into Tom.  His chest was solid, and his slow and steady breathing soothed her uneasiness.  She turned her head to look into his eyes, and he winked at her with a friendly grin.  She couldn’t stop herself from pushing her hair back and over her ear, and when she looked at Tom again, he was rolling his eyes at her obvious hair flip.

Despite being immersed within the enthusiastic and jostling crowd, she felt safe.

Andi and Sylvie checked on Tom several times.  His waitress brought his food and check over with a laugh when she saw how Emily was clinging to his side.  Two of the younger guys had come over to ask Tom for movie recommendations - while not so subtly trying to look Emily over - but they were disappointed when it turned out that he wasn’t a fan of horror and slasher films.  Tom offered to put in songs for Emily to sing, but she was much happier staying put and watching other people do their best.  Even if she sang along beside him to several songs being performed by the younger folks.
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