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Mystery Texter

Mystery Texter

Summary: Teacher receives a surprise invitation for a night of wild sex.

Note 1: This is a Valentine's 2023 Contest Story.

Note 2: Thanks to NylonKitten for generously allowing me to use her photos for this story, as well as for a previous story called Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction. She is a complete beauty, and if you are not following her on Twitter, Instagram or other online platforms, then shame on you. Also, the story is a showcase of the amazing NylonKitten and a foot fetish fan's dream... I hope.

Note 3: Also, thanks to a stud who wants to remain anonymous, for the use of a couple of impressive crotch pictures.

Note 4: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing, as always.



A text from a number I didn't recognize popped up while I was taking my lunch break: What are you doing for dinner tonight?

I responded, curious to know who this was, and assuming it was a wrong number: I think you have the wrong number. Who are you looking for?

The response came back quickly: Is this Dean?

I was surprised. This was for me. Unlikely the accident was the wrong Dean, which seemed much less likely. I responded: Yeah, it is.

She responded, I assumed it was a she: The Dean who teaches American history?

Definitely not being mistaken for someone else. I responded: That is definitely me.

She texted: So are you free tonight?

I responded, this mystery becoming a little intriguing and a little cloak-and-dagger-ish, since I still didn't know who my correspondent was: On Valentine's Day?

She responded: Yes. I know you have wanted me for some time. A change in my circumstances has made that remote possibility into an imminent reality, if you haven't changed your mind.

Now I was super curious... but also slightly worried this might be some student trying to hoodwink me, which could easily get me into some major trouble.

I was a pretty good-looking guy, a teacher at a private secondary school, and some of the girls were often quite brazen about communicating what they would like to do to me. It was flattering... and occasionally tempting... but I loved my job, and I didn't want to be sued by some rich daddy, or to get blackballed from my teaching career. Plus, teenage girls might look like utter temptresses, but they lacked the true sexuality a man like myself was looking for... since I preferred older women. I was far more likely to fuck a student's Mom than the student herself. In truth, at a previous school, that had happened twice. Once with a woman who was divorced, and although I'm not overly proud of my actions, with another woman who was allegedly happily married with three kids... allegedly happily, since for three months she regularly came to my apartment to suck my cock and to take it in the ass... in her mind it wasn't cheating if I didn't fuck her pussy. Strange, but true.

I responded: Who is this?

She responded: I want that to be a surprise for now, but I know what makes your dick hard.

What the fuck? This was surreal. If this was a student, I had to end this dialogue right now. So instead of responding, even while my dick was getting hard, I waited to see if she'd give me any more info.

It was a few minutes later when she did. Knowing you, you are worried I'm a student. I promise I am not. But I do know some of your fantasies.

What the fuck?

This was getting complicated! A mystery of a surreal nature.

I responded: And I know you?

She responded: You used to.

Someone from my past?

These clues were not helping me to make any headway towards solving this mystery... which by now had gotten my dick hard.

I asked: Did we date?

She responded: Sadly, no. I was married, and you had a serious girlfriend.

This newest clue only added more complexity... thus widening the scope of the puzzle, instead of narrowing it down at all.

I asked, recalling her earlier mention of knowing what made my dick hard: Then what do you think turns me on?

Instead of her responding with words, a picture popped up a moment later. It showed a pair of nylon-clad feet, in bright red heels, with purple painted toenails subtly visible through her stockings. It was also outdoors, but since the scenery hinted at someone's garden, it could be anywhere. But on the other hand, if this person was inviting me to dinner, it would need to be somewhere local.



Did she think it was heels that turned me on, or the nylon-covered feet... since one of those choices was spot on.

Then another picture arrived, this time with words: Although I would wager you prefer this image.



Oh my God... long legs in shining... almost glowing... pantyhose!

Instantly my cock ached.

Yep, whoever this was knew my kryptonite. One of the reasons I admired older women... they tended to wear nylons and lingerie, and they put some effort into their appearance, in more ways than just throwing on some slutty attire.

Sheer nylons!

Feet, especially!

She asked, as I stared at the perfectly manicured toes: Am I right, or am I right?

I responded, curious how she knew that: How could you know that?

She responded: Does it matter? Or do you prefer this shot instead?



Another photo popped up, tantalizing me with a long pair of legs clad in nylons.

Sexy, shiny nylons, that were usually worn only by celebrities or porn stars, yet they were so fucking sexy!

I responded, trying to place these legs. It was obvious she knew me, therefore I must know her: Great legs!

Her response: Only great?

I quickly replied: Fantastic! Amazing! Cock hardening!

I pressed Send, and then realized what I'd just said. I quickly attempted some damage control for my third exclamation: Please ignore the last crude response.

She responded: Why should I? Didn't the sight of my legs in those stockings make your cock hard?

Shit! Who was this? So fucking sexy! Wears nylons. Has a wicked tongue. She seemed too good to be true.

I responded, yet continued keeping my responses conservative, in case the wrong person intercepted this exchange: I certainly didn't intend to say anything like that.

Her response: Then what did you intend to say?

Shit. She was pushing me to come right out into the open!

By now confident this wasn't some sort of student prank or someone trying to get me fired, I responded frankly this time, my hard cock doing all my thinking anyway: Yes, these pictures of your legs have made me really hard!

She responded: I bet you have a big cock.

My eyes went wide.

Before I could respond, she sent another photo with the words: Although I know what really turns you on is nylon clad feet. Am I right, Dean?



Shit! Shit! Shit!

The soles of a nylon-clad foot always drove me wild.

As did a woman's toes, especially painted, all decked out in sheer nylons.

But how the fuck would this woman know that?

I asked: How do you know the nuances of what I do and don't like?

She responded: I'm very observant. Here are some Valentine's Day colours for you.



As I admired... or more accurately, drooled over her pink soles... imagining myself licking them... massaging them... fucking them... another photo arrived, with another message: Or perhaps you're in the mood for black.



This time she was showing me more of herself... and I could see some of her long hair... that looked red... or perhaps brownish red.

But who was she???

I responded, trying to be casual, but mainly to solicit even more photos: Actually if you must know, I prefer mocha or beige nylons.

She responded immediately with three pictures in a row, as if she'd anticipated my response. So like this?



Or this?



Was she a brunette?

Or how about this?



Now she was a blonde?

My head was spinning.

Who was she?

I couldn't place her... except she also seemed vaguely familiar.

Was she a substitute teacher?

The Mom of a student from my past?

And fuck... check out that ass!

I now responded with all my lust hanging out: First, wow, just wow! Second, exactly what I like! Third, what a great ass! And fourth, wow, just wow!

She responded a moment later: Thank you, you are very kind. But you never confirmed or denied my very important assumption.

I asked: What assumption?

She responded generously, with yet another picture: Do you have a big dick?



I pondered my response. I did indeed have a big dick. Eight inches. In fact, some women found me too big. I knew I wasn't some porn star horse cock, but I also knew I was substantially bigger than the average man, and from personal experience, I knew my equipment was greatly appreciated, and sometimes even revered by older women.

I responded while I continued trying to place this woman... as she kept showing me a bit more and more of her body and face: I'm told I am quite well endowed.

She responded: I bet you are. Any chance of a sneak peek? You wearing just boxers, perhaps. Here is what I will be doing tonight if you don't agree to go out for dinner, then maybe a movie, perhaps followed by some one-on-one fun. In case it needs saying, I am no longer married, and I'm reasonably certain you're not currently in a relationship. Although that latter might change tonight.



Jesus!

She had been pretty forward and brazen since the first photo... but this was really getting wild.

I responded: Well, I am bigger than that. Although I don't vibrate. : )

I then rummaged around in my phone and pulled up a photo I had used on occasion when chatting with women online. It was a pretty safe picture, and certainly anonymous, but it also outlined my impressive package pretty clearly.



She responded a moment later: Shit, I knew you would have a big fucking cock. Now we have to meet tonight. Recognize me yet?



Fuck! Who was this?

And in spite of her disclaimer, that was a wedding ring on her finger.

Although who knew how old these photos were?

I responded: I know I should know you, but I don't... yet. But I have to go and teach... although I'm not sure I can move away from my desk without attracting some unfortunate attention.

She asked: Have you figured out who I am yet? Here is one more tease.



I responded, my mouth watering: Sadly, no... but I can't imagine not remembering you!!!

She responded: I was saving this one for last. The perfect colour for you. The perfect pose. And... I imagine enough of my face for you to recognize me.



As the bell rang... I stared at the photo.

It was Mrs. Ferguson!

My Mom ran a bridal shoppe (yes, that's how she insisted on spelling it), and Mrs. Ferguson was her accountant!

The woman I always drooled over at Christmas parties, had jerked off to many times....

Oh my God!

I responded: I'll text you right after my next two classes, Mrs. Ferguson.

She responded: It's Emma, and I'm not Mrs. anyone anymore. This is the face I hope to be making tonight when you're balls deep inside my pussy.



Kids started streaming into my classroom while I gawked at the provocative picture and her blunt, promising words. I wanted to respond, but I needed to calm down and put my phone away. I'd designated my classroom as a no cellphone zone whenever class was in session, and that rule applied to me too.

As I did, I processed that my Mom's ex-accountant... she'd gotten divorced and decided to open her own accounting firm, if I recalled correctly... clearly wanted to fuck me.

I tried to focus on my students during the next two hours, but it was hard... pun not intended...

It wasn't until the end of the day, two excruciating classes later, that I checked my phone and saw that she'd sent a few more pics.

With the first one she asked: Do you think I could pass as a teacher?



Next one: Or perhaps as one of your students you need to keep after school for some one-on-one tutoring?



Another hot pic: Do you like stockings with seams?



They just kept coming: Or do you prefer sexy lingerie with white stockings?



Yet another wicked one: Or do you want a Mommy Mistress to teach her bad boy who got too full of himself... wink wink... a lesson?



My hard cock was aching again.

Then as I was scrolling through all these pictures for a second time, another new one arrived: What would you do to me in this position?



Jesus!

I responded, deciding just to be blunt, since she certainly wasn't beating around the bush... except perhaps literally... Sorry, my classes for the day just ended, so I was scrolling through all your teasing pics. I would suck all ten of your toes one by one, lick the sweet sweat off of your soles, grab your ankles, spread your legs, and I'd eat your pussy through your pantyhose. Then I'd rip them open at the crotch, and fuck the shit out of you.

She responded: These soles? I have been wearing these stockings all day!!!



She added: P.S. I will hold you to every word you just said. I have booked The Deep Dive for 5:30. I expect to see you there. Dress shirt, jacket, tie and slacks. Be prompt.

I replied, definitely not rejecting her life-changing offer: Dressy it is. I will be there. Promptly at 5:30. Which meant I needed to get a move on... it was already 4:00. Fortunately, I didn't live very far from the high school.

She responded: Show me your hard cock in your underwear right now.

I responded, rubbing my cock under my desk: You want to see what you are doing to me?

She answered, as always with another picture of temptation: Yes, I want to see your big, fat cock all hard because of me. P.S. If you play your cards right, you may find yourself shoving that big cock inside all three of my holes.



Fuck! Fuck! Fuck yeah!

I responded, as I went and locked my classroom door: I don't think you could handle my fat cock in that sexy ass of yours.

She responded: I'll be your submissive slut tonight Dean, so that will be your call. Have you ever wanted to have your own personal older woman fuck toy who will fawn all over you and do anything you want?



As I got back to my desk, I responded: Jesus, Emma! I may come in my pants right here at my desk!

She responded: Please save that big load for me, Master. Maybe a sexy foot job?



I pulled my pants down to my knees and quickly took an up-close and personal photo of my raging hard-on in my boxers. I then sent it: If you keep sending me pics, I don't know if I can last.

She responded: Mmmmmm, fuck, do I want that cock. You've got my nipples hard!!! See?






I responded: You are so beautiful.

She responded with another tame pic, maybe to cool me down until we got together: You are so sweet.



She then added: I've got to get ready. I have a date in less than two hours, and I need to look good enough to get thoroughly railed.

I responded: Jesus! You had me at railed.

She responded: By the way, here's just a tease of what I may be wearing tonight to celebrate Valentine's Day with my favourite ship that passed in the night... until now.



I responded, as I pulled my pants back up: You are killing me.

She responded: That's the opposite of what I want to do. See you soon, sexy.

I responded, See you soon too! And taking a deep breath, I got up and rushed home to change.

My phone buzzed a couple of times while I drove, but I didn't check, since I'd almost gotten busted for texting and driving a couple years ago, and was lucky the cop got an emergency call a minute into lecturing me.

When I parked, I saw there were even more pics and texts from her. Which red should I wear?







I scrolled up and down, examining the three different pics. Each was so fucking sexy! In one, she was even showing me her amazing tits.

Fuck.

I was about to respond, even though I wasn't sure which one I actually liked the best, when I got another text: Too late. I chose for you. See you soon.

I responded, my cock raging in my pants: I can't wait to find out.

I went inside, showered, put on some fresh underwear, a suit and tie, and after checking my phone (she hadn't texted again, which was good, since I'd promised to be on time), and I headed to the restaurant.

I arrived ten minutes early, nervous with trepidation and totally excited about tonight's possibilities. I ordered a rum and coke and waited. She arrived a few minutes late, but wearing a black dress and red nylons, in which she looked absolutely radiant!

I stood up like a gentleman, and when she reached me, smiling, she kissed me. Not overly dramatically, but it lasted for all of five seconds while I kissed her back. "You look gorgeous," I greeted, when she broke the kiss.

"And you look very handsome," she smiled.

I pulled her chair back for her, and she sat down. I returned to my seat and said, "I'm thrilled you texted me today!"

"I'm happy you agreed to join me tonight," she said.

"Once I learned it was even possible, I wouldn't want to be with anyone else," I said, meaning it. Sure, she may have been a decade or two older than I was, and sure, my mother knew her very well, yet I'd always felt something for her... and much more than just a hard cock and the promise of getting laid. No, it was something else. Something I hadn't felt with anyone before... even a couple times when I'd thought I was in love. I know this might sound ridiculous, especially following all those wicked pictures and naughty texts this afternoon... but now that we were sitting face to face, I felt my heart beating faster. It wasn't love at first sight, since I'd already known her years ago, and I'd decided that since she was married, my strong attraction to her was hopeless... but it was something more than her promising me a night of wild sex, too.

"That's very sweet of you to say, Dean," she smiled, as our waitress arrived.

We ordered drinks and our meals, and when we were alone again, she apologized, "I'm sorry if I came on a little..." she paused and smiled, "...or very aggressive this afternoon."

"It came as a total surprise," I responded. "But a very good one. Right up there with a dream coming true."

"It's just that I didn't want to be alone on Valentine's Day, and after my last failed relationship, I was no longer going to sit back and not go for what... or in this case, whom... I wanted," she said.

"I like... or in this case love... a woman who knows what she wants and speaks up," I said.

"Well," she said, in a sexy tone, her voice at the moment making those texts seem even hotter, as I felt her foot suddenly land on my crotch, "I know exactly what I want."

"Oh," I groaned, feeling her stocking-clad foot resting on my hard dick.

"I can feel that you're hard," she said, slowly rubbing my cock under the table. "Is that because of me?"

"One hundred percent," I responded.

"Not our hot young waitress?" she asked.

"I seriously didn't notice," I said, and I was telling the truth. I couldn't even recall what our waitress looked like, since I was so captivated by the beauty sitting across from me.

"No?" she asked.

"I'm completely intoxicated by you," I said.

"That sounds like a line from a Hallmark movie," she smiled, as I glanced down at both of her feet, now resting on my lap.



"No, it's all me," I smiled. "I always thought you were beautiful, I just never thought you might be available, or were even in my league."

"Have you ever masturbated about me?" she asked.

"Are your nylons red?" I replied playfully.

"My toenails are too," she smiled, as she moved both of her feet... one up, the other down, ever so slowly.

"They're beautiful," I said, openly admiring them.

"So, everything I said today, I meant," she said. "I want to get fucked tonight. For you, I'm a sure thing."

"Mmmmmm," I moaned, her feet really doing a number on me.

"But, I also wouldn't mine exploring the possibility of more with you, Dean," she said, looking a little nervous as she said the words, a contradiction from her online conversation and the fact she was rubbing my dick as we spoke. "Even though I know I am a lot older than you."

"Emma," I began, putting my hands on her feet, which were so silky soft, "that would be amazing."

"What would?" she asked, as I massaged her toes under the table. "Giving me a really good fucking tonight, or exploring a possible long-term relationship?"

"I'm thinking both," I said. "I mean you're an incredibly beautiful woman Emma, inside and out. Any man would be lucky to call you his girlfriend."

"And his fuck toy," she grinned wickedly, placing her left foot on my crotch, and pressing it down firmly.

"Well, of course," I said.

"I'm going to do things to you tonight that no woman has ever done before, at least not to you," she promised in a seductive, sensual voice that had my cock flinching against her foot. "Mmmmmm, you just told me you like that idea."

"Love it, actually," I smiled.

"Mmmmmm," she purred, her voice so sensual... she'd make an amazingly effective phone sex operator.

"You keep talking like that, and I may come in my pants," I warned.

"That would be a real shame; we certainly don't want to waste any cum," she said, as she rubbed my cock for a couple more seconds, before moving her foot away.

Then... for the next hour... through a great meal... we had a normal date. There was no more talking about sex... no flirting... no foot on my dick... just chatting and learning lots of interesting things about each other.

I learned she was dying to travel Europe... especially Italy and Greece; I told her Italy was amazing, and we'd need at least two weeks, three would be even better, to truly give the country justice.

I learned that she loved dogs and had two of them; I told her I loved dogs too, but had always been too busy to take care of one. She explained that so long as they got along together, two dogs were much better than one, so they wouldn't get lonely when their person was away at work or wherever. And that the only acceptable place for them to sleep was on your bed.

I learned she loved going to blues concerts; I told her I loved the blues: Buddy Guy, Gary Moore and BB King of course, being three of my favourites. I also died when she told me she saw Gary Moore in concert back in the 1990s. I was so envious. We agreed 'Still Got the Blues' was the best blues song since the 60s.

I learned she hated politics and had never voted; I told her I hated politics too, but I voted to make a statement about how disappointed I was with the current choices, so I always voted for a third party candidate. Which of course meant I'd never voted for someone who'd won, but I still felt my voice was heard.

The hour flew by with no awkward silences and with genuine interest... this was something I could only remember having happened once before... and I almost married that one.

The waitress asked, "Would you two like any dessert?"

"Oh, we'll have dessert back at my place," Emma said, making the girl blush.

"Cheque please," I said, as her foot returned to my crotch with intent.

The waitress smiled knowingly, and a few minutes later, we were in my car driving to her place (planning ahead, she'd taken an uber to meet me).

She kept her left hand on my leg as I drove... I kept expecting her to move it to my hard cock, but she never did.

Once we were inside her house, she pushed me against the inside of her front door and kissed me hard.

I kissed her back.

It was a kiss fueled by passion, lust, and the intriguing possibility of a future together.

When she broke the kiss (no way was I going to break it), she quipped, "I'll be right back, I just need to get into something a bit less comfortable."

"Mmmmmm, take your time," I smiled, as she kissed me one more time... squeezed my cock... and winked.

I watched her shapely butt walking away, and then went into her living room. I looked around at pictures of her and her family on the walls. Everything about Emma was amazing. She was always smiling. Always glowing.

"Can you come and help me with something?" she called out.

"Coming," I said.

"I hope not yet," she called back, as I headed to her bedroom.

I laughed as I reached her room and had to stop in my tracks. "Wow!"

"Like?" she asked.



"Wow, just wow!" I repeated, admiring her sexy mostly black lingerie and red nylons.

"I think you're overdressed," she smiled. "It served you well in the restaurant, but..."

"I suppose I am," I said, as she came over to me, took off my tie and unbuttoned my dress shirt. As she did, she kissed my lips... then my neck... then she sucked on my nipples. "Shit," I groaned.

"So you have sensitive nipples," she said, as she sucked on one.

"Yeah," I said, although it was rare that a woman would spend any time on them.

She sucked on the other nipple before she took my shirt off and lowered herself before me. There's always something amazing about seeing a woman on her knees before me, but this time watching Emma unbuckle my belt, unzip my pants and pull them down, was the most sensual moment of my entire life!

"Oh my," she smiled, gazing at the hard-on in my tight boxers.



"You like?" I smiled, looking down at her, seeing the same amazement in her eyes as I'd had in mine when I saw her in the lingerie.

"Love," she said, as she leaned forward and put her lips on my cock... only my underwear keeping her mouth from making direct contact with it.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned. Nobody had ever done that to me before.

"Such a big cock," she purred, "those teasing pictures didn't do it justice."

"Then just wait until it's unleashed," I said, dying to feel her lips wrapped around it.

"Mmmmmm," she said, as she pulled my underwear down. "Wow!"

She took it in her hand and slowly stroked it as she admired my eight-inch cock. "Fuck," she said, "so fucking big!"

"Yeah, that feels really nice," I said, as she stroked my cock and rolled her fingers over its head.

"May I suck it?"

"You may do anything you want with my dick," I offered. "Please consider it your dick, too."

"I will," she smiled, before she leaned forward and took it into her mouth.

"Oh fuck," I groaned.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she moaned as she bobbed slowly on my cock... the vibrations of her humming mouth enhancing the intensity of my pleasure.

Then for a couple of minutes, she sucked me.

A few times deep throating all eight inches.

She moaned as she sucked... clearly enjoying sucking me as much as I was enjoying being sucked.

"Give me that first load, sexy," she said, stroking my cock. "I hope you'll have at least two loads for me tonight."

"At least two," I assured her, as she resumed bobbing on my cock, devouring it whole... easily the greatest blow job I'd ever received.

"Mmmmmmmm," she purred, her hands going to my ass as she kept sucking me.

"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," I warned, not wanting to be presumptuous that she'd swallow my load, although I sensed she'd want to.

"Mmmmmm," she purred, bobbing as fast as she could, until I couldn't hold back any longer.

"Oh fuck, baby," I groaned, before I exploded into her mouth.

She easily swallowed it all, not slowing down until she'd extracted every drop.

She then stood up and kissed me again. She had indeed swallowed, but while our tongues sparred with each other, I could still taste some of myself in her mouth, and I was a bit surprised to find it was not only pleasant, but even exciting. "Delicious," she said, before she crawled onto her bed and smiled, looking seductively back at me as I stared, "Why don't you take a picture? It will last longer."

"I do want this image to be forever imprinted in my head," I admitted, as I admired her from behind.



She next rolled onto her back and smiled up at me, asking, "So what do you want to do next?"

"A board game?" I joked. "I understand Cute, Dangerous Cats is very popular," as I got onto the bed and moved between her slightly parted legs.

"Or you could consider this your Ticket to Ride," she offered wickedly, referring to another board game I'd mentioned over dinner as being my favourite.

I laughed, "Well played," before I leaned forward and sucked on her pussy through her panties.

"I do have one rule for tonight," she moaned.

"And what's that?" I asked.

"You can eat my pussy and fuck my cunt, but my panties must stay on," she said.

"Really?" I asked.

"Yeah, it's my thing," she said.

"Works for me," I shrugged, as she pulled her panties aside to reveal her completely shaved pussy... glistening ever so slightly.

"Now get licking, sexy," she ordered.

It was my turn to moan, "Mmmmmmmm," as I leaned forward and began licking her.

"Oh yes," she moaned back to me, as I parted her lips and tasted her wetness.

"So delicious," I said, knowing that some girls could be self-conscious about their taste and scent.

"It's been marinating for you all day," she informed me wickedly, as I probed her hole.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned as I went to work on her pussy. I loved fucking a woman, but there was also something very personal and special about eating her pussy. A woman with her legs spread was so vulnerable, and listening to Emma's moans as I pleased her made my cock remain rock hard, even though I'd just come.

"Yeah, just like that... right there," she moaned, as I explored every crevice of her pussy.

"Such a sweet pussy," I said, as I brought my lips up to her clit and flicked my tongue across it.

"Oh... fuck... don't stop," she said, as I listened to her increasing moans.



As I went back and forth between her clit and pussy lips, she moaned, "Finger me, baby. Finger fuck me."

I obliged her request and slid two fingers inside her, as I focused my tongue's and lips' attentions on her clit.

"Oh, fuck yes," she moaned, as her hand went to my head and held me deep in her wetness, and I focused on pleasing her both inside and out.

"Come for me, you sexy nylon vixen," I ordered, as her moans increased and I worked her over.

"Oh yes, baby, don't stop, don't stop, oh, fuck yes," Emma babbled, her orgasm imminently close.

I pumped my fingers in and out as fast as I could, until she made that impossible by pressing my face deep into her pussy, lifting her ass up, and squirting all over my mouth and face.

I eagerly lapped up the sweet pussy cum as her body quaked. "Oh fuck, so good, so good!"

A minute later she had recovered enough to push me onto my back and take my cock back in her mouth.

"Oh fuck," I groaned, loving her insatiable, inexorable lust.

After a couple more minutes of working me over, she pulled back and asked, "So you were interested in playing a board game?"

"Is that the next item on our agenda?" I smiled, referring to what she said her favourite board game was... both of us were geeky and had some game club friends.

My phone rang.

"You can get that," she said.

"No, no, it's fine," I said, knowing it was my Mom.

"Is it your Mom?" she asked.

"Yeah," I nodded, since that was her ring tone.

"Then get it," she said. "I'll wait."

"You're sure?"

"Yeah," she said, "I can keep myself entertained just fine for a while," as she got onto all fours and brought her hand to her pussy.

I got off the bed, but the ringing stopped.

"I guess it wasn't that important," she smiled.

"Yeah, it would really suck if my Mom started cock blocking me," I joked.

"So," she said, assuming a pose that screamed, 'Come fuck me.' "Are you going to give me my first Valentine's Day fucking of the night now, or what?"



"Or what? What's the other option?" I asked playfully, as I stroked my cock. Or perhaps 'brandished' it was a better descriptor, since it was leaking precum again, and was pointed directly at her.

"That was just a figure of speech," she said. "Now get that big dick over here, and shove it into my pussy."

Still feeling playful, I asked, "What happened to the sex slave you promised me?"

"She's right here," she quipped back. "So if you're telling me you don't want to fuck me right now..." she trailed off meaningfully, while my attention went to the horrible thought of playing that board game with her right now.

"No, I do, I do,!" I caved immediately. I quickly got on the bed, got behind her, and pulled her panties to the side.

"Just slide your big cock inside me, baby," she said, looking back over her shoulder and into my eyes.

"Yeah," was all I could say as I did just that, sliding my pussy into my dream girl.

"Oh yeah," she moaned. "Now fuck me, baby, fuck me with that big cock."



My hands on her hips, I began fucking her hard.

"Oh, fuck yes, give it to me, give me that big cock," she moaned as I slammed into her.

"Oh!" I moaned, in awe that at long last I was fucking Emma herself!

For a couple minutes I pounded her from behind, my body slamming into hers. Then she started bouncing back to meet my thrusts. "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, give me that entire cock!"

"Oh, yeah!"

Another minute later she pulled away from me, pushed me onto my back and straddled me.

"It's your turn for a Ticket to Ride," I grinned up at her as she lowered her pussy onto me and started riding.

"Consider it a lifetime pass," she said, bracing her hands against my chest while she really rode me... a position very few girls I'd ever been with could manage so smoothly.

"Fuck, you're so hot," I said, watching her in action.

"Is that because your dick is inside my pussy?"

"That does enhance your beauty for sure," I agreed.

"Brat," she moaned.

Then she really rode me... and after a minute she leaned down to kiss me, and I began bucking my ass up to fuck her.

"Oh yes, fuck, you're such a stud," she moaned.

"Oh fuck," I moaned.

A couple minutes in this position and I was beginning to cramp, so I grabbed her around the waist and rolled us both over, so she was lying on her back and I was sitting on top of her.

"Lick my soles," she smiled, lifting both of her feet up to my face while I continued fucking her.

"Mmmmmmm," I said, taking both of her ankles in my hands as I licked one of her salty, sheer soles.

"That feels so nice."

"And it tastes so good," I added, licking every square inch of her sole.

"The other one too," she said.

I shifted feet and gave the same tongue bathing attention to her other one.

"I like a man who likes feet," she said.

"I love feet," I said, "especially in nylons."

"Then I have some good news," she moaned, "since I always wear nylons... even when I'm sleeping."

"You really are my dream girl," I said, as I moved to her toes and proceeded to suck on each one individually.

"I am pretty perfect," she said.

"Yes you are," I agreed, as I gave my attention to all ten of her toes.

"Now I want you to fuck me, make me come, and then spew your next load into my pussy," she said, spreading her pussy lips wide open for me.



"Fuck," I said, as I grabbed her ankles and slid back into her pussy.

"Yeah, really give it to me," she moaned. "Give it to me good."

"Oh yeah," I said as I leaned forward to get as deep as possible into her pussy, while still being able to keep licking the soles of her nylon-clad feet.

"Harder baby, harder," she begged a minute later.

I did as she asked, and slammed into her hard... my second load of the night coming to a boil.

"Oh yes, baby, give it to me, give me all that fucking dick," she moaned.

I could feel sweat beginning to roll down my forehead as I kept fucking her as hard as I could.

"Don't stop! Oh yes, fuck me, baby," she cried out, obviously getting close.

As I kept going as fast as I could, she screamed a dozen strokes later, "Oh yes, baby! Fuck, fuck, fuck! I'm coming!"

As I felt her wetness bathing my cock, my own orgasm was about to erupt.

"Come inside me, come inside me, fill my pussy with your cum!" she babbled deliriously as she continued to tremble.

"Fuck," I grunted, and a few seconds later I was filling her pussy.

"Yesssss," she moaned.

A minute later I pulled out and collapsed onto the bed on my back. She crawled onto my chest and said, as her hand traced my nipple, "That was amazing."

"Best ever," I said.

"Mmmmm," she said, as we were suddenly both exhausted. "Will you stay over?"

"I'm certainly not leaving you," I said.

She kissed me, pulled the blanket over us and said, "Happy Valentine's Day."

"Happy Valentine's Day to you too," I said, feeling so grateful for her surprise texts and wondering what tomorrow would bring.

EPILOGUE

The next morning... brought a new outfit for her to wear, and a sweet back shot fucking as she had me use her pigtails for reins while I pounded her.

I'd like to say that we then went back to sleep, and then woke up in time to share a leisurely brunch, but it was a Wednesday, so I needed to get to school and she to her accounting firm.



She did however send me this next photo while I was having lunch.



And this is how she looked when I returned to her home after work:



Within a week I'd moved into her house, and you could have knocked my Mom over with a feather when we told her we were an item. This what she surprised me with on our one-month anniversary:



The following Valentine's Day this is what she wore... under her wedding dress...



.....

.....

.....

HAPPY VALENTINE'S DAY 2023
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