By Cylis Derrens
Public Sex

We are sitting at a candle light dinner at our favorite restaurant. It is our anniversary and we are happy to be able to spend it together that night just the two of us. We are asked our beverage and our orders. When we are done a phone call you away. It's an old friend calling you for advice. You try to help her as best you can but don't want to leave me alone too long. I grow bored waiting for you until an idea occurs to me causing me to smile mischievously. You return to not find me in my seat. Looking around the room you finally decide that I must have gone to the bathroom or something and would be back soon. Sitting down you take a sip of water and bite of the appetizer. As you enjoy them you feel a wet tongue brush up against your inner thigh. You sit up straight wondering what's going on and you feel it again this time other leg in the same area. A pair of hands glide up the top of your thigh touching your panties then traveling back down. You look around to see if any one notices, but nobody does. They are all enjoying their dinners chatting and eating as always the waiters and the rest of the restaurant staff go about their business. Now you feel the hand creep up you legs again this time like tiny spiders causing tingles to run up your spine. They find their way to your underwear and begin to pull them down ever so slowly. When your panties hang just above the ankles you feel the wet touch of a tongue against your pussy lips. As it moves about tasting you it seems to have a mind of its own drawing you wild. 

 

You see the waiter coming and you grab a hand full of my hair giving me the signal to stop for a moment so you can compose yourself while I slow down my tongue's movements I don't stop continuing to taste your sweet honey pot as you try to converse with him holding a straight face. The strain to do so under the ravishment of my oral assault causes beads of sweat to appear on your brow. You expect him to see right through you as you lie saying I must still be in the men's room and to bring my order anyway along with yours. When he leaves I resume my tongue lashing not missing a beat and soon you begin to feel yourself about to come. Taking a silk napkin you use it to bite on and cover your mouth as your orgasm washes over you causing you to lean back content and satisfied. Sneaking back up to my seat unnoticed I wipe my face with the napkin and smile at you. I am happy to see the flush I have caused to your face. We finish our dinner and head home and you and you will always remember the night my mouth took you under the table.

