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My girlfriend hummed happily to herself as she drove us to the destination only she knew about. I’d tried to find out where we were heading several times, but each time was met by a Mona Lisa-like smile.

I hoped it was somewhere we’d have sex. I was feeling horny at seeing her get dressed into a red knee-length pleat skirt and white blouse with heart prints on it (it was St Valentine’s Day after all) before we’d left, but she’d almost called it off until I’d put on a clean shirt and jeans. She may have also done something with her hair. I couldn’t tell.

In fact I wasn’t sure we’d be going out anywhere on St Valentine’s Day. I mean it was just one of those over-commercialized dates that meant nothing. We’d also had an argument the other day, which felt like just the most recent of a long string of them. I thought they were over nothing – who did the dishes, who put the rubbish out, who gave who oral sex. Each time it felt like she was quicker to get angry with me. I suppose I could give her more oral sex, but the thought of licking what had been happening down there made me urge. She’d just have to be happy sucking my cock instead. I do make her use mouthwash before kissing me after I’d cum though – no way I’m going to taste my own jizz.

The snow-frosted trees seemed to go on forever. Was there any way out of this forest?

“How far now?” I asked.

She glanced at the clock. “Not far.”

“You’ve been here before?”

“Just the once.”

“Can we have sex when we get there?”

A look of distaste flew across her face and I wondered if I’d started yet another argument. I could see her fight and then defeat the urge to snap at me. Whatever. 

I went back to looking at the trees. Above us the first stars started to appear like diamonds on blue velvet.

I only realised I’d started to nod off when the car’s engine tone changed bringing me back to the present.

“We’re here.”

I looked around as we pulled into a parking lot with snow piled up around the perimeter. Bright light spilled from the restaurant’s large windows. Inside couples sat at rose-festooned tables with smiling waitresses in pastel pink uniforms moving among them passing out plates and drinks. Above them shiny red heart-shaped balloons obscured the ceiling. It looked like St Valentine’s Day Ground Zero.

Christ, Jenny wanted me in there?

I suppose I had to go in. I might even get some sex for it as a reward for suffering the sickly sweetness.

She killed the engine got out and stood waiting for me in her blue padded coat. She’d recently bought me a matching one, which I thought I’d better wear. I forced a smile onto my face and she took my arm as we walked through the chill evening air to an explosion of vile cuteness.

We reached the door and one of the pink staff inside noticed us. She opened the door with a smile and a sexy, “Hi.” She was gorgeous. Her mascara shaded from blue to purple and her plump lips were glossy scarlet (I could just imagine them sliding up and down my hard shaft). Her shiny black hair was up behind a pink hat and her pink uniform hugged all the right bits. Even better was that the skirt was barely on the decent side. She had fantastic legs as well! Maybe this wouldn’t be the hell I thought it’d be. 

“Hi. We’re booked in. Jenny and Brad,” she said to the waitress as we took our coats off and handed them to Miss Gorgeous.

“Right this way.” Her voice was like honey and pressed all my buttons.

She hung our coats to one side and we followed her luscious ass deeper into St Valentine’s Day hell. Romantic songs played over the speakers and it looked like everyone was deeply in love at the tables. I quickly turned away from watching one couple fork food into each other’s mouths before I threw up. Luckily I could admire the waitress’s short uniform.

We arrived at an empty table with, as well as the metallic red heart-shaped balloons, a few of cuddly dogs and cats floating above it. (Ugh). On the table with the red roses, cutlery and red napkins were a couple of cupids with between them a red glass candle holder. The waitress took out a lighter from somewhere in her uniform and lit the candle.

Jenny stood looking at me. I looked back wondering what she wanted. She indicated the chair with a curt jerk her head. Oh, for fucks sake! She’d better deep-throat me after this shit finished.

The waitress smiled as she watched me pull a chair out for Jenny. When we were seated she handed Jenny a menu. Wasn’t I going to get one?

“Would you like some drinks?” 

“Um, the house red, please,” Jenny said, and leaned closer to me so we could share the menu. Oh, right. Sickening.

With a dazzling smile the waitress walked away to get our drinks. I admired her until she was lost among the red vileness and wondered if there was a college nearby with some hot students.

“What would you like?” Jenny asked.

Hmm? Oh, food. Right.

“Er, what you’re having.” Best butter her up for later.

“Ok,” she smiled at me. Was she now over the tizz in the car about sex? I could only hope.

I looked around the room trying to avoid the soppy smiles and loved-up tears. I swear if some romance author could’ve bottled the sickly love in the room they’d be rolling in dough.

The drinks arrived and I gratefully took a gulp.

“Ready to order?”

I smiled up at the waitress as Jenny said, “We’ll have the special.”

“Ok. Do you have any favourite romantic songs you’d like us to play?” she said as she noted our order on her pad.

“Oh, that’s a lovely idea!” Jenny said and grabbed a napkin then rummaged in her bag for a pen.

The waitress gave her a pen. “Here’s mine, I’ll just pass your order in and then you can get the songs to me.”

“Ok.”

She turned and walked away. I felt my cock give an appreciative quiver. Maybe if Jenny wouldn’t deep-throat me, she would?

I feigned amnesia as Jenny tried to think of her favourite romantic songs. It wasn’t too hard when you’re asked “What was the name of that band again? You know the one with the bloke with that hair that everyone thought was funny?” Somehow the list was finished and passed to the waitress and I waited with dread to hear the songs over the speakers.

Our starters of some sort of spicy tomato soup arrived and I quickly finished mine wanting to get out of the place as soon as possible. Unfortunately Jenny had different ideas and took her time to absorb the ambience. I just ogled the waitresses, wondering if they were wearing any underwear.

Tomatoes always do things to me so I looked around for the gents and indicated to Jenny I’d be back shortly. I fought my way through the heart and animal balloons to the toilets. I even managed to brush by some hot waitresses (result!) on the way to relieve myself. Even in the gents I couldn’t escape the St Valentine’s Day massacre as there was a distinct red heart motif on everything. I hid in a cubicle as a song I recognised Jenny seemed to like started playing over the speakers. Was there no end to this hell?

Finished, I washed my hands and grimaced at myself in the mirror girding my loins to battle through the rest of the evening when the door opened. Politely I moved out of the way then stopped in surprise as I saw it was our waitress. What was she doing in the gents?

She smiled and said “Hi.”

“Hello?”

She looked away as if realising she wasn’t meant to be there, then took a breath and looked me straight in the eye and said, “I’d love to suck your cock.”

I stood stunned. My vocal cords seemed to have become disconnected from my brain as all I could say was “Er.”

She bit her lower lip in that sexy way and turned to lock the door.

“Um,” I managed to say.

She turned back and fell to her knees in front of me. Did I mention that she had an awesome cleavage?

Licking her lips she reached for my zip and pulled it down.

Thoughts of Jenny and where I was flew from my head as the gorgeous waitress pulled my shorts away from my dick, grabbed it then quickly pumped it up and down getting it hard to suck it.

I grabbed the wash stand behind me as her soft warm mouth enveloped my cock. Her tongue ran around my cockhead getting it wet, ready to take it further down her throat. 

When she was satisfied it was wet enough she let my cock go and smiled up at me. I gasped as she grabbed my ass cheeks for purchase she took me as far down her throat as possible, then started bobbing up and down on my cock. Her throat squeezed my cock in all the right places. Her luscious lips did indeed feel wonderful rubbing against my hard shaft. I closed my eyes and let the feelings wash over me. This was far better than Jenny’s efforts.

After a few moments sweat broke out on my forehead. My hands became numb and slipped on the wash stand; my heart seemed to be racing more than usual. Was something wrong with me?

My knees buckled, and it was only because my cock was in the waitress’s mouth that I didn’t fall down. Something was seriously amiss. I tried to let the waitress know something was wrong but my vocal cords wouldn’t work. Darkness encroached on my sight. Panicked I tried to get my cock
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