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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.
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