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The restaurant she has chosen is a flashback, a memory of a year ago. That was where they had had their first date, sitting together in the corner booth, trading stories as if they had known each other forever. She could remember every detail of it like it was yesterday: the nerves in her stomach as she saw him for the first time, somehow knowing that he would be a keeper; the scents wafting in from the kitchen; the steady hum of conversation from other tables that seemed to fade away to nothing once he started to talk. That was the advantage of the corner booth. You are always isolated there, alone with your company. The rest of the world might as well cease to exist.

It’s no coincidence that she has chosen it again this time, booking it weeks in advance in order to ensure that she can recreate the experience as closely as possible. Sure, there will be some changes – some unfortunate but inevitable, and some improved by design – but she is OK with that. She suspects that he will be too, once he discovers them.

He arrives right on cue, ever punctual: just one part of what so often feels like an irreducible whole. Normally, they would have gone straight from home, together, but she asked him to humour her and he has agreed. She sees his eyes light up as he catches sight of her for the first time, and a wide smile crosses his face. She knows what that smile means, because her face creases up to match it with perfectly mirrored synchronicity. It is the smile of a couple in love, and there is no other smile quite like it.

He looks perfect. The suit he is wearing is a perfect cut, with a white shirt and no tie, effortlessly straddling the line between formal and casual. Most men could spend hours attempting to look this good, but he is blessed. Clothes hang on him more perfectly than on store mannequins where they have pinned into place; even the faint scrub of facial hair she feels as he kisses her  cheeks is both natural and perfect – what is so often called ‘designer stubble’, but there’s no design here. There doesn’t have to be. The work he does to keep himself looking like this is merely the finishing touch on a much greater work.

And it is all hers.

She leads the way into the restaurant and seats herself; ever the gentleman, he has pulled out her chair, just as he did that night a year ago. It was the quaint little old-world touches that drew her to him, the unpretentious and honest desire to please her that said she deserved it without needing it. Just as on their first date, she catches him staring at her over the top of his menu when he thinks she is not looking, and she smiles as he looks away. He sees her every night, and yet he is still flustered when she catches him.

She doesn’t mind, of course. Let him look. The idea of him being helpless to resist thrills her, and she can already feel the first tingling of excitement between her legs.

They order their meals – both fish; she a Chilean sea bass, and he a salmon and spinach fettuccine – and she defers to his judgement as he picks the wine. The waiter smiles as he makes the choice for both of them, and soon they are enjoying the crisp notes of a Loire Valley sauvignon blanc that perfectly complements their meal.

He has excellent taste.

As they chat, the conversation drifts back to their first night, and the evening that followed – the way they couldn’t keep their eyes off each other, and then later their hands. The scent of his cologne in the cool night air as they walked home hand in hand, eschewing a taxi in favour of more time spent in each other’s company. The first kiss as they parted outside her flat, perfect and light and sweet. The impulsive decision to invite him up to spend the night, and then...

She stops her recollections as she sees him begin to blush. Poor boy, she thinks. So easily flustered. He really does have no idea what’s in store for him.

She whispers something in his ear, a question that she knows he knows the answer to. ‘Do you remember what panties I was wearing the first night we met?’ she purrs, her fingertips playing lightly across the back of his hand.

If he is like her – and he is; the past year has proven beyond all doubt that they fit together as though they were designed – he knows. She watches as remembrance crosses his features. ‘Black lace?’ he guesses, but it’s no guess at all. He can visualise them clearly. Every detail of that night is burned onto his memory.

She nods. ‘Good boy,’ she says. ‘My second favourite pair. It’s nice to see you were paying attention.’

He scrunches up his face in confusion; he was so sure he knew what her pick would be. ‘What’s your favourite?’ he asks.

‘You don’t know?’ He shakes his head. Apparently not. ‘I’m wearing them tonight. Especially for you. Perhaps you should feel for yourself?’

He’s never really been one for public play – in fact on the few times she has mentioned it, the idea has seemed to terrify him – but now that it is here and real and requires only the smallest of baby steps from him to make her fantasy a reality, he seems much more inclined to play along. He places his fingers gently on her knee beneath the table, pauses for a moment as though attempting to pluck up the courage to explore further, and then begins the trek north. His fingers are explorers, not reluctant but certainly cautious, but his care only heightens her anticipation of what is to come.

They reach the hem of her skirt and push further, speeding up as they run past the lace boundary that marks the top of her stockings. A second later she feels his fingers lightly brush against the smooth white flesh of her thigh, and she smiles as she sees the look on his face: desire, and then after a few more inches a second or two of confusion as he notes the distinct absence of any sort of material whatsoever.

Finally, a smile. He sees, he knows, and he approves.

‘Your favourite underwear,’ he says. ‘If I remember rightly, you were wearing those on that first night too – a little later on, anyway.’

That’s just like him: a joke, to lighten the mood and break even this most delightful of tensions. Still, she can’t help but note that he hasn’t moved his hand away from between her legs. If anything, he seems to be growing more bold.

Is he waiting for her permission – a sign that he should continue? Is this cautiousness kicking in? Can he not tell what all of this is in aid of?

Her worries drop away as she feels the first stroke of his fingertips against her labia.

Fuck.

It is barely there, at first – a gentle gesture, like a whisper in a noisy room that only catches the attention of its intended if they are waiting for it. The feeling is electric and unmistakeable; the frisson of excitement that runs into her very core leaves her biting her lip and waiting for what comes next.

He is in no rush, though. Why would he be? She has placed her cards so deliciously on the table – under the table, perhaps – and in doing so the balance has shifted. Her tease has become his. The power is in his hands now, just as she had hoped.

She sees him flit his eyes around the room, acutely aware that they are not alone, but then the smile crosses his face: a predatory grin, built on victory. No one is paying any attention to them. Everyone else at the restaurant has someone else to focus on – loved ones, first dates, business interests. Their own lives are ticking on and on, regardless of his creeping fingers.

And yet…

And yet all it would take is a look across at their table at the wrong moment, or a whimper from her that emerged a little more loudly than intended. The danger of it all is real, and discovery is only ever a moment away.

Now he gets it. Now he sees the appeal.

His hand moves upwards.

She is within reach now. Before, he would have had to strain just to make contact with the soft folds of her pussy, but now there is plenty of leeway. His gentle touch, then, is a deliberate tease, designed to ramp up excitement for what she now knows is about to come: the aperitif for a sweeter, more satisfying main.

The moan that escapes from her doesn’t dissuade him – in fact he barely reacts, even though it seems to her to be shatteringly loud. She hides her mouth behind her napkin, doing her best to muffle her desires, but if she thought he hadn’t noticed she was severely mistaken. Into the slick warmth of her sex he slides a single finger, a lone explorer, and then withdraws it just as quickly.

She gasps, less from the suddenness and more from the surprise; the single thrust is a torment, sure, but it is not enough. The wetness of her pussy demands more – two fingers, over and over, if a cock is not on offer – but as she realises she has been denied she settles into a begrudging defeat.

They are they only couple in the restaurant not engaged in conversation, but there is nothing to be done about that. Words would only spoil things now, she thinks, but then she is proved wrong. There is one word, one perfect word, and it slips from his lips effortlessly as he touches the tip of his finger to her clit.

‘Patience,’ he says.

He might as well ask for her to bring him the moon and the stars in a handbasket.

Her hips move practically of their own accord, her spread legs doing everything in their power to drive her pelvis towards that teasing finger. No matter how she moves, he manages to keep perfect time and perfect pressure, the tiny circles he is running around her clitoris deadly in their precision. Her wriggling and squirming does her no good, but she can see the smile on his face take on a wry new dimension. He’s enjoying the power of it all, knowing that he is doing this to her and no one else – knowing that he has the full total of her attention for as long as he can keep her on the edge.

And oh, how quickly she threatens to fall! Whether it’s the wine or the special occasion, the look in his eyes or the risk of being caught that surrounds them on all sides, her body is betraying her. It dances to his tune now.

Patience.

That hateful word, keeping her from what she needs most. She looks into his eyes imploringly, mutely begging for just the little bit more she needs to push her over the edge, but they are like marbles in his head: they sparkle in the light, but there’s a detachedness there that she can’t quite ignore. He’s enjoying playing with her mind even more, perhaps, than he is enjoying playing with her body.

She moves forward again, suddenly, desperate to try and beat his system, but his hand moves away and she is left without the friction she craves.

‘Please…’ she mouths. It takes all of her restraint; the word wants to come out in a scream, breathless and exhausted, but she hopes that he will spot the desperation in her silence – the need for him, and the pleasure he’s keeping from her. 

He gives a gentle, almost imperceptible nod of the head, and as he does so he slides his hand forwards. Two fingers slip effortlessly past her swollen lips and into the warm embrace of her cunt, and the ball of his thumb presses hard against her clit, providing glorious pressure where she needs it most. Gone is the soft, easy tease of a few moments earlier: now he has one goal in mind, and one goal only.

He wants to see her lose herself.

Her hand grips at the napkin; even through the thick linen, she can feel her fingernails digging into her palm, and no matter how she tries she can’t stop it. Her body marches to the beat of his drum now, and the steady, rhythmic thrusts of his fingers as he pushes them inside her provide a perfect metronome against which she can judge her arousal. It takes all of her attention not to start frantically humping his hand, but one look into his stony eyes – determined, but otherwise showing no outward signs of what is going on just below the wooden table – tells her that would be a bad idea. She needs to control herself. This has to stay between the two of them.

The world seems to slow down: every slight motion takes minutes, days, years, eons. Every movement is miles, and every tingle of electricity at her pussy is ten thousand volts threatening to rip her apart.

And somehow he expects her to be silent? Impossible. No. There’s just no way.

No…

… fucking…

… FUCK…

‘Let go,’ he whispers. His voice is a throaty growl, barely audible, but it doesn’t need to be. Her body tenses immediately, coiling like a spring before release, and then the flood of an orgasm forces her legs together, trapping his hand. Still his fingers keep working, pressing into her, riding the wave as it crashes and she is finally, finally able to open her eyes and face the world again.

Everything is brighter, now. Colours are crisp and clean, and her body crackles with energy. Every sensation is heightened, even as her muscles feel drained and lifeless. It’s as though the world has taken something from her and she hasn’t yet been able to get it back yet.

She smiles at him. ‘Thank you,’ she mouths as she spreads her knees and allows him his hand back. She doesn’t pull her dress down; not yet, anyway. For now, the cool breeze on her pussy is the perfect counterbalance to the hot red danger of what came before.

But he is not done.

He raises his fingers into the air, still drenched with her juices. For a second she watches them glisten, her face burning red with embarrassment. It’s as though he’s showing her off as a trophy, her juices a mark of the land he just conquered – but of course, true or not, that’s all in her head. The only person who notices is a waitress, and she only sees the smile and the gentle crook of the fingers themselves. By the time she has crossed the room, he has wiped his fingers clean on the expensive linen.

Now the only trace of what just happened is a scent on the fabric, and the ragged sound of her breathing as she tries to compose herself.

‘Anything for dessert, Sir?’

The waitress is young and attractive, and it’s for the best; a man would have spoilt the mood somehow, might have placed him into a position of competition and vulnerability – and that would never do. This way, the waitress can be folded into the fantasy of it all. She toys with the idea of coming back to this restaurant and arranging a special encounter – perhaps an escort dressed as a waitress who could be called over at the right time, one who could be ‘persuaded’ to join them for the rest of the evening.

He’d like that. They have long considered the idea of a threesome, but after tonight she thinks he has earned it – and in spades. If she gets her fantasy, it’s only fair that he should get his.

Perhaps next year.

Hell, perhaps next week. Why wait?

‘No, thank you,’ he says, bringing her mind back into focus. ‘Just the bill, please.’

The waitress gives a smile and then heads over to the counter, her face breaking from smile into smirk just a second before she turns away. 

Did she know? Possibly. A woman can always tell these things. Strangely, the thought doesn’t embarrass her; in fact, it only emphasises the tingling in her cunt. Perhaps the waitress was wondering how it would have felt to have his fingers deep inside her.

Let her wonder, she thinks. Let her be jealous. Let her dream about it tonight and fuck herself stupid at the thought.

It feels good to be desired, but almost as good to have her man desired for her. Tonight, she has both.

She notes with some satisfaction that it’s a different waiter who brings the bill. A few notes slid neatly into the maroon leather book, and they are gone – barely enough time to slip her dress down over her thighs. As she walks past the other diners, the reality of what just happened hits her, and she smiles. When she catches his eye, she sees that he’s smiling too – positively grinning, in fact – and by the time they emerge into the cool night air and he sweeps her into his arms, the only thing punctuating their laughter is a steady stream of kisses that threatens never to stop.
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