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Be My Valentine

It was approaching evening on Valentine’s Day, and Professor Samira Ghani was still in her office on campus waiting for her final meeting of the day. The 44 year old History professor was the last of the faculty in the office wing of the college’s humanities building that day. She would have preferred to have left sooner so that she could go home and prepare for her dinner date with her husband in a more relaxed way, but it was the only time one of her students had available.

As such, she had done as much preparation as she could before hand. She had brought her make-up kit with her and spent her down time between meetings using it to enhance her already beautiful and angular face. She also had a nice dress ready to change into once her meeting was over, one that clung to and highlighted her slender frame. Naturally she had worn something nice under all her clothes just for her husband as well.

She was daydreaming about how nice it was going to be to have a night off from the kids with just her husband when a knock came on her office door.

“Come in,” she said.

The door swung open, and Robert Michaels, or Bobby as he liked to be called, walked into her office. The 21 year old biochemistry major was a large young man standing almost a full foot taller than Samira’s 5’4” height with a portly frame and rounded belly. He had icy blue eyes that sat too close together on his narrow face which was made to seem larger than it was by his shaggy and overgrown mop of blonde hair. As he did on most days, he was wearing a baggy T-shirt and loose fitting jeans.

But the thing that Samira noticed when Bobby walked into her office was the bouquet of roses he was holding.

“Are those from your Valentine?” she asked, smiling at the memory of young romance.

“Uh, no,” Bobby said, sheepishly, looking down at the flowers. “I don’t have a Valentine.”

“Oh…well, it’s always nice to get things for yourself,” Samira said, still smiling as she tried to salvage the awkward situation she had created.

“Well, they’re not for me either,” Bobby said with a little laugh. “They’re actually for you.”

“Oh, well, that’s uh — ”

“I just wanted to thank you for spending the extra time to help me out with this class,” he said, speaking over Samira’s stammering confusion. “I’ve never been great with subjects outside of math and science, and it’s been really helpful.”

“Of course,” Samira said, feeling relieved at Bobby’s statement. The last thing she wanted was to have to deal with some kind of student infatuation of her. Showing her his appreciation with roses on Valentine’s Day was perhaps a bit over the top, but she decided to accept it as the kind gesture he said it was. She smiled up at him. “That’s very kind of you, Bobby.”

He shuffled forward and handed the flowers to her. She took them from him, and as soon as she brought them towards herself, she noticed they had a strong scent. It was still the sweet scent of roses, but it felt magnified. She sniffed at the flowers again.

“They have a nice smell, don’t they, professor.”

“Uh, yes. Yes they do,” she said. She was starting to feel a little…off, like she was getting a little dizzy or maybe a little giddy. And the smell of the flowers was really nice.

“I should know, I engineered them myself,” Bobby said.

The comment struck Samira as a little odd, but she couldn’t think of why. All she could really do was enjoy the flowers.

“Yes, that’s right, just breath it in,” he said. “Inhale, deeply. You find the scent so nice, so comforting.”

“Uh-huh,” Samira sighed, as she did what Bobby suggested, breathing in the sweet scent of the roses. She was vaguely aware of the sound of the lock on her office door clicking shut, but she didn’t think too much of it. It was so nice to just sit and smell these wonderful flowers.

“Yes, just keep breathing it in,” Bobby’s voice continued. “You feel so relaxed now, so peaceful. You’re enjoying the smell of the flowers and the sound of my voice. You love listening to my voice, isn’t that right, professor?”

“Yes, love your voice,” Samira murmured. Her mind felt foggy, but pleasantly so.

“Good,” Bobby said, soothingly. “Listen to my voice and trust in my words. You’re a sexy woman, and you enjoy showing off your body, especially to me. The idea of it turns you on.”

Samira thought about Bobby seeing her body. She was his professor, and he was a student, and it was definitely wrong, but the thought of it was making her feel warm. It would be so hot and naughty if he saw her like that, if she showed him her fully naked form.

“You want me to see your naked body, isn’t that right, professor?”

“Yes,” she moaned in reply, the thought of it really starting to turn her on. She breathed in more of the rose’s scent, her head spinning with fog and lust.

“Now why don’t you fulfill those desires. Put down the roses and take your clothes off for me. I think both of us would really enjoy that.”

Samira put down the flowers and stood to face Bobby. She could see the hunger in his eyes and felt herself start to get warm, enjoying the way that he was looking at her. She began to unbutton her blouse wanting to show him more of herself, for him to see her body. She deliberately shed her clothes, her blouse and jeans falling to the office floor. She let Bobby take in the sight of her in her lacy underwear, the black matching set she had worn for her husband and their date night before unhooking her bra and letting it join the rest of her clothing.

Bobby stared at her body once she was totally disrobed. At 44 years old she still had a tight and shapely body, and his eyes took in her tan and glowing skin, the soft sloping curves of her breasts, and the neatly shaved strip of black hair above her glistening pussy. Samira smiled to herself, seeing the effect her naked form was having on the young man.

“Good, very good,” Bobby said, his voice hoarse with lust. “Now why don’t you pick up those flowers again, professor. I know how much you enjoy smelling them.”

Samira did as he instructed, picking the roses up from her desk and breathing in their scent once more. Their sweetness filled her nostrils, and that wonderful foggy feeling filled her head once more.

“That’s right,” she heard Bobby said. “As much as you enjoy showing off your body to me, you yearn to feel me touch you, to feel my hands on you, caressing you. You’ll find the feel of my hands on you quite arousing.”

Samira let out a soft sigh as she felt Bobby’s hands move against her body. His fingers roamed gently over her sides before becoming more bold and moving up towards her chest. She felt his hands began to play over her breasts, squeezing them and tugging at her nipples.

“Yes, just breathe in those flowers and enjoy the way my hands feel on you,” Bobby said, his voice in her ear.

Samira inhaled deeply as she felt him snake his hands between her legs. She automatically shifted her stance, opening her legs to allow him access. She moaned as she felt his fingers push into her wet snatch and move inside her.

“Mmm…so nice and wet for me,” Bobby said. “It feels good to let me touch you like this, doesn’t it, professor?”

“Oh yes,” Samira moaned, her hips moving against his invading fingers.

“But while this feels nice, there are things that would feel even nicer,” Bobby said. “Take a deep breath from those roses, that’s right. Now think about my cock, how nice it would feel in your mouth, how much you want to taste it.”

The thought of Bobby’s cock, of taking it in her mouth, suddenly filled Samira’s head. She had never been a huge fan of giving oral, but the thought of it now was amazingly arousing, and she could almost feel her mouth watering. She reached her free hand back, running it over Bobby’s crotch, feeling his hard dick through his pants.

“Yeah, that’s right, you want it, don’t you, professor? Tell me.”

“Yes, I want it,” she replied, raising her head from the roses so she could speak clearly.

“Say it, say what you want,” Bobby pressed.

“I want your cock,” she moaned. “I want to suck your cock.”

“Good girl,” he said, and she felt his hands pulling away from her. She heard the sound of a zipper as she stood, still drinking in the intoxicating scent of the flowers in her hand. “Why don’t you put those down?” she heard him say, “And come get what you want.”

Samira reluctantly lowered the flowers to her desk. She turned to find Bobby sitting in her office chair, his pants around his ankles, his cock standing proudly erect. She knew immediately that she had to have it, had to taste it. She licked her lips and fell to her knees before him. He smirked down at her as she moved forward to take him into her mouth. Her lips, painted red for her date with her husband, closed around the head of her student’s cock.

“Oh yeah, that’s good,” Bobby moaned as Samira took his length into her mouth.

She began to bob along his length, taking as much down her throat as she could and using her hands to stroke him as well. She enjoyed the feel of him in her mouth, the taste of his manhood against her tongue, and the moans she caused him to elicit as she worked him. All of it was making her even more horny. She reached down between her legs and began to toy with her clit with her left hand, while continuing to use her right to stroke his rod.

She became lost in the joy and arousal of what she was doing, her eyes closed as she gave herself to the lust of the moment, when she suddenly heard Bobby speak.

“Professor, stop a minute.”

Samira pulled her mouth from his cock and found the roses once again in her face. She inhaled without being told, enjoying the feeling of bliss that washed over her.

“Good, that’s right,” she heard Bobby say. “You know what would feel even nicer than my cock in your mouth? My cock in your pussy.”

“Yesss,” Samira moaned, her mind suddenly full of desire. She yearned to feel Bobby between her legs, to know what his cock felt like inside her.

“You want to feel me inside you,” Bobby said. “You know it will be amazing, and you can’t wait to experience it. You need it now.”

Bobby pulled the flowers from her face, dropping them once again on the desk. Without waiting to be asked Samira rose from the floor. It had felt amazing giving him head, but she wanted, no needed, to feel him inside her. She straddled Bobby’s large waist and took his tool in her hand so that she could guide it within. Slowly she lowered herself onto him, letting out a gasp as she felt him parting her lips.

“Oh yes,” she moaned, as she sank down on him.

“Ungh!” Bobby grunted in pleasure, as she bottomed out, his whole cock buried in her wet, warm hole. His hands gripped her waist as she began to roll her hips. He leaned forward and took her breast in his mouth, his tongue toying over her nipple.

“Oh God!” Samira gasped, as she felt his mouth on her. His cock felt amazing inside her. His hands on her body were magical. And his mouth on her breasts was driving her to new heights of arousal. It wasn’t long before she felt an orgasm building.

“Oh! Ungh! Yes! I’m cumming! Uh! Uh! Uh!”

Samira felt the climax rip through her. She let her head fall back as moans continued to emanate from her mouth. She could feel Bobby gripping her hips tighter and driving himself upward, continuing to fuck her through the orgasm while she remained straddling him, but it was only a vague awareness. The waves of pleasure that rolled through her eclipsed everything else, pushing it into the background.

Once the orgasm began to dissipate, she collapsed forward, falling onto Bobby’s soft torso. He stopped moving for a moment, his cock still buried inside her. She lay catching her breath, feeling the aftershocks of her climax.

“That was amazing,” she murmured.

“We’re not done yet,” Bobby said.

He smacked Samira’s ass, and motioned for her to get up. She did as he wanted, moving to her feet. His cock slid from her hole, and she felt suddenly empty, but she didn’t complain. She moved on unsteady legs as Bobby guided her so that she was bent over her desk. She thought he would move into her again, but instead he reached for the flowers, moving them in front of her face.

“Breathe them in,” he said, as he positioned himself behind her.

Samira began to inhale, and a moment later she felt Bobby pushing into her. She let out a moan, then breathed in more of the roses lying in front of her.

“You love this cock,” Bobby said, as he started to fuck her, his hips slapping against her rear. “It’s the best cock you’ve ever had. Tell me how much you love it.”

“Ungh! It’s so good!”

“Better than your husband’s?”

“Ungh! Yes! So much better!” She heard Bobby growl in triumph, then she gasped as she felt him slap her ass.

“You need this cock,” he continued, his voice strained with lust and exertion. “You crave it. Nothing else will ever satisfy you sexually again.”

“Oh God, yes! So good! It feels so good!”

“Tell me how much you need this cock.”

“Oh I need it! I need it so bad!”

“Ungh, yeah, take it! Take that dick!”

Samira mewled feeling foggy and lightheaded from continuing to inhale the roses and more turned on than she could ever remember being as pleasure rippled through her body from her loins with each thrust Bobby took into her wet and willing snatch. He was picking up speed, moving faster, and she could feel another orgasm building for her.

“Oh! Oh! Oh God! Yes! Yes! Ungh!”

Her exclamations of joy turned to an inarticulate howl of pleasure as the driving force of Bobby’s cock brought her right over the edge. Her body began to shake as the orgasm overwhelmed her. And Bobby wasn’t far behind.

“Oh! Ungh! Yes! Fuck yes!”

Samira could feel his cock pulsing within her, releasing its load. A goofy smile spread across her face. Even as her own orgasm still wracked her body, she enjoyed the the feeling of having made him cum. With one final thrust he buried his full length within her. She enjoyed the sensation of fullness, of his wonderful cock deep in her body.

They remained like that for a few moments, each of them catching their breath from the intense fucking. Then Bobby reached forward and grabbed the roses, bringing them even closer to Samira’s face, forcing her to inhale their scent even more deeply…not that she minded at all. The giddy hazy feeling she got from the flowers only made her post-orgasmic state even better.

“You’re gonna be my little MILF slut, my personal whore, and you’re gonna love it,” Bobby said, after Samira had inhaled from the flowers once again. Then he pulled the roses away from her. “Tell me, professor, tell me what you are.”

“I’m your slut, your whore,” Samira said, and she knew as she spoke the words that they were true, that they were what she most desired to be. “I’m yours, all yours.”

“Good girl,” Bobby said with a chuckle.

He stepped back, his cock slipping from Samira’s body. After a moment she pushed herself up from the desk and turned to face him, her new lover, the man who satisfied her like no other, who she was giving herself to. She stepped forward and embraced him, pressing her slim body into his large one and looping her arms around him.

“Mmm…I want you too, baby,” Bobby said, wrapping one of his arms around her and squeezing gently. “But first just one more question. Like I said earlier, I don’t have a valentine. So will you be my valentine?”

“Yes, of course,” Samira answered. She pressed her lips into Bobby’s chest, kissing him to show she meant it. Then she thought of an even better, and more pleasurable way, she might show him. She sank into a squat, her face level with Bobby’s amazing cock, and brought her hand up to touch it. She was intending to bring it back between her lips, but Bobby stopped her, taking her face in his hands and gently turning her head to look up at him.

“Oh, not just yet, my pet,” he said. “Much as I would like that, there’s something we need to do first.”

X-X-X

“Hey, honey,” Samira said, forcing a smile as she approached her husband.

She had asked him to pick her up on campus and was standing in the school faculty parking lot wearing the dress she had picked out that morning for their date. Her husband returned her smile as he walked up to her.

“You look wonderful,” he said. “And what are these?”

“Oh, I got them for you,” she said, handing him the bouquet of roses she was holding. “They’re a special breed of roses that one of my students told me about. They have a really nice scent.”

“That’s nice,” her husband said, taking the offered flowers. “Shall we get going to the restaurant?”

“Of course, but just smell the flowers first,” she insisted.

Her husband smiled at her and did as she asked. Then he continued to inhale, his eyes starting to go out of focus as he breathed in the roses’ scent.

“Yes, that’s it,” she said to her husband. “Breathe deep.”

As her husband stood breathing in the flowers, Samira reached into her purse and pulled out a piece of paper. It was a list of instructions Bobby had given her to read to him telling him to go home and take care of the kids and not worry that his wife wouldn’t be home until late that night, just to be happy that she was surely having fun. And Samira knew that she would certainly be having fun.

In fact, as she read the instructions she thought about what a wonderful date she would have with Bobby once her husband was out of the way, and of course all of the things they would do together after that. She started getting wet just thinking about it. This Valentine’s Day was going to be so much better now that she was Bobby’s valentine.

X-X-X

To enjoy another holiday-themed story about a wife being mind-controlled to serve the sexual whims of a man who is not her husband, check out The Trick-Or-Treater.
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