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He failed to notice how sexy she looked in her little black dress, as always. She had given up long ago trying to elicit attention from her husband. His only interest seemed to be his work, and it did not seem to bother him at all that they were essentially living a celibate life. Even though a private investigator had failed to find any evidence of an affair, she could never get a straight answer from him as to why he had lost his appetite for sex.


She continued to keep in shape and dress sexy anyway. It made her feel good, and she enjoyed the attention she received from the men she passed by on the street or met at the office. Although she had never cheated on her husband, she was seriously considering it. How long could any woman live like this? She knew she would have to make some decision soon, or her passion would simply die.

Once a week, they went out to dinner, and he chattered away as if there was nothing amiss in their relationship. This particular evening, he sat next to her at the small square table. After dessert, her husband was saying something about the beautiful mosaic tabletop when she noticed the handsome young man sitting at the table directly across from them. He was with a lovely young woman but seemed to have no more interest in his dinner companion than she had in hers. He looked up and caught her staring. When he smiled, she quickly looked away.

Terribly bored and in need of adventure, she suddenly got a brainstorm. The man was sitting in just the right place to see her legs under the table. And unless she turned her head, the woman with him would not be able to see.

She excused herself to the ladies’ room, where she tucked her panties into her bag. When she sat back down, she feigned a renewed interest in her husband’s topics of conversation, while keeping her peripheral vision locked on the young man. Whenever the waiters left the area, she moved her legs back and forth, opening and closing, opening and closing. Just when she thought he would never look, and just when she had almost talked herself out of this madness, he saw! His eyes widened, his breath obviously quickened, and he abruptly looked guiltily back at his companion.


Continuing to say “um hmm” to her husband at appropriate moments, she kept an eye out for the moment when the man could find a chance to look back at her. When the young woman excused herself to the ladies’ room, the man turned in his chair nonchalantly to look straight under their table. She spread her legs wider and held them open. Then, she brought her hand down to her lap and ran her finger up and down her labia. When she inserted her finger into her vagina, his mouth opened in response, and he squirmed in his seat.

Her husband continued his conversation mostly with himself, oblivious to what was happening under the table. She kept looking back in the direction of the ladies’ room, ready to stop as soon as the young woman was on her way back.


When she pulled her finger out, it was covered in white cream. This experience was making her wetter than she had been in a long time! She lifted her finger and quickly put it in her mouth, licking it clean. The young man’s eyes stayed fixed on her.


A waiter started their way with the check, and she reluctantly closed her legs. When the waiter was gone, the man looked at her longingly, his eyes begging her to continue. She opened her legs again and returned her finger to her lap, spreading her juices all over her clitoris and labia. Her passion was building, and she longed to bring herself to orgasm. But, her husband placed the cash in the check folder, and she knew it was almost time to leave. She let the man watch her clean her juicy finger with the cloth napkin on her table, after which she brought the napkin to her lap, running it along her pussy from bottom to top.

Squeezing the napkin in her right hand as her husband headed toward the door, she stopped briefly by the young man, dropping the napkin on his table without looking at him.


She turned the corner, passing the young man’s companion on the way back to his table, as she and her husband stepped out of the restaurant.
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