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I had truly been drugged.  Visions of Cherry overloaded my psyche, making it impossible for me to think of anything else.  Recalling her heavenly scent, I could still feel the soft firmness of her breasts against my face.  My mouth longed for the scrumptious taste of her skin.  Her hypnotic beauty, mind-altering sensuality and sheer talent had me craving her like a drowning man needs air.

I sat at my desk at the job that Friday afternoon, having hardly accomplished anything, despite the fact a mountain of work awaited my undivided attention.  Knowing that I could not leave the office until these tasks were completed, regardless of the hour of the day or night, I couldn’t tear my thoughts away from her.  I had to have this tantalizing temptress, if just for one night.  She needed to know that despite my normally conservative nature, I could reciprocate the extreme pleasure she had given me.

I wanted an opportunity to give her a view of Vaughn the Voracious.  But how do I approach her, I wondered.  Cognizant that she regularly warded off advances from loyal fans wanting to fulfill their desires, I didn’t want to be those dudes though.  I had to show her that I wasn’t simply after a quick pussy fix.  I wanted to worship her, even if for a brief moment in time.  The need to revere a queen like her and her lovely body now emphatic, I was anatomically addicted to her; and if given the chance, my carnal passion would be put on full display.

Unable to concentrate on those inundating piles before me, I next found myself unconsciously, obsessively, writing her name repeatedly on the legal pad in front of me.  Before long, the words, Cherry, can I make you cum tonight? appeared in front of me.  Soon, my libido shouted its demands through pen.  

Cherry, can I make you cum tonight?  
Can I make you scales walls of ecstasy as I tickle and tease, lick and please?
Can I start by pecking pliant petals while rubbing a purring kitten aching to gush juices of satisfaction?
Can I lay you down, knead your ample cleavage with baby oil, then rub my growing hardness between them?
Can I make you cum tonight?

Cherry, can I make you cum tonight?
Can my mouth feel the cushion of your inner thighs?
Can I drink from your lusty treasure as you tremor with pleasure?
Can I make you cum tonight?

Cherry, can I make you cum tonight?
Can I enter your wet tunnel and let you swallow me inch by inch?
Can I stroke you lovingly, in a fluid flow, tempo slow?
Can I increase the beat of my gyrations as you tighten your muscles around my hunger, setting sensations aflame?
Can I bring you to a mental state of pleasure by thrusting deeper into your soaked canyon?
Twitching helplessly as an orgasm leaves you, can I emit a soft groan as I tense, then relax as my own eruption surfaces through spurts, then subsides?

Please, Cherry let me make you cum tonight.

As I read this creation over and over throughout the day, the gambler in my body traveled to my mind.  She’s gonna get this note.  Dreaming of us grunting in simultaneous pleasure, the mere thought of ramming my hard, stiff dick inside of Cherry almost made an orgasm rise from the depths of my soul, at my desk.  She’s gonna get this note, I thought again.  Visions of my growth moving in an out, then in circles against the cavern of her vagina caused a galvanized chill to wend through me.  Longing to touch her mouth with mine as our sweat mingled in the dark, I saw Cherry squirming and screaming from the delicious, delectable torture I would inflict.  The mind-blowing memory of her contact with me the night before still lingering in spirit, I wanted to drown my face in her womanhood.  I knew I had to have her for one night.  Tomorrow night, she’s gonna get this note.

