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WHEN EYES LOCK

 


Dinner with the family...

 


My eyes lock on his and I see that we both
know what's up. Our waiter for the day is about the same age as me
(23 years of age). He probably attends one of the local New York
Universities and has the look of an intelligent major.

I give him the smallest smile to let him
know that his interest is welcome as he leans over to put down a
small tray of crisped brown bread for me and my family to enjoy. I
come from the upper-crust side of society and I am allowed to be,
nor really would want to considering the social consequences,
openly gay. There is a definite urge to say something or do
something more, but that is not necessarily possible with my rather
strict authoritarian mother sitting right to my left and my father
and my sister sitting across the small restaurant table.

Carefully because it's pipping hot, I pick
up a piece of bread by the edge and bring it up to my lips to chew
on slowly. With a sense of disappointment I watch him disappear
back into the kitchen. The restaurant around us is buzzing with the
noise of people chatting and talking and enjoying some rather
excellent food. The wafting scent of the wine that my mother has
been slowly working through the bottle of fills my nostrils with a
tangy odor. It is not so abnormal for me to come to a restaurant
like this, but it is abnormal to be so instantly attracted to one
of the waiting staff. I typically go for those big jocks that are
always heterosexual and almost always unattainable. It is rare for
me to go for someone who is a little on the slim side and has the
kind of nerdy-mousy look this one has.

More food comes and so does he. I quietly
watched him shift around the restaurant as I explained to my
parents the wonders of studying at one of the country's best
universities. The conversation soon flows onto my sister's most
recent accomplishments and I tune out from there.

As shocking as it is for me, since seeing
the young man for the first time when he introduced himself at the
table and asked what pre-dinner drinks we would like, down below
the table a certain solidness has been growing. This young slim
hunk seems to absolutely take delight in leaning over each of the
nearby customers' tables to wipe, clean or pick up just when my
eyes are in the right position to enjoy his lean and shapely rear.
I can't even count how many times I lick my lips hungrily and taste
the moisture that is growing there. It dawns on me that I
definitely want this one, but in front of my parents and many of
the people that I know in the restaurant through them that it would
be a social death sentence to make even the smallest of passes.

Our dinner finishes with a glass of my
father's favorite whiskey and I and my parents leave the
restaurant. The young man that I am so attracted to gives me a
small welcoming smile at the door and waves us outside with a
cheerful goodbye and the hope that we will return again soon. I
look back over my shoulder as we pad down the road towards the
waiting car with a sense of disappointment and know that with only
three days left in the city I might not have the opportunity to
ever meet that man again.

It is a depressing thought.


LAST CHANCE

 


Back at the restaurant...

 


Today is my last day and I have been coming
to the restaurant every evening. I do not dare ask what days the
young man works, so I am stuck eating the same food every day in
the hope that he wasn't there that night as a temporary staff (a
thought that fills me with sadness) or has taken ill and won't be
into work for awhile longer.

Reaching once more for my whiskey, I sip it
slowly and let the cool grasp of the malty flavors still the
frustration that has been growing and growing in me since that day
I walked away with nothing done towards making this one mine. My
eyes survey the scene and find the the usual regulars that come
here every day for dinner (as if such expensive fare was nothing
more than their regular meal) and a few new people looking excited
and happy about the culinary experience to come. I am wondering if
the one that I want to see will be coming when there is a clonk at
the side of the table and I note my bread has come with something
very special on the side.

"You have returned, sir," He states calmly
with a knowing smile.

"There was a dish that I wanted to try and
only this restaurant has it," I say just as calmly, but with my
heart beating triple time, "It hasn't been on the menu the last few
days, but I am wondering if it is on the menu tonight."

That small knowing smile becomes a bigger
version of its original and I flush slightly at the sudden rush of
excitement that flows through me on realizing that he understands
my meaning of my boldly put words just fine.

"Is it a particular desert that you are
looking for?" he asks as he hands me the menu.

I hold it in my hands but don't look at it
and instead stare directly into his gorgeous brown eyes and say
with as much calm as I can muster, "I would very much like a
certain dessert but I don't see it here on the menu...." I cough
twice and feel my throat clench as I say the words that I have
planned. "I think it is right in front of me, however."

Days of thinking about this has led me to be
too bold, perhaps bolder than I have ever been in my entire life,
and I have decided to fearlessly pursue what it is I want most

He takes out his order book without a single
word and scribbles something down with a long look as he hands it
to me, his index finger lightly brushing the back of my hand as he
hands it over. It is a time about an hour after the restaurant
closes and the name of a popular late-night cafe? situated just
down the road. I look at it and finally feel the sense of relief I
have been waiting for flow through me. This could really happen. I
think this could really happen!

"Thank you," I say, "I will be looking
forward to something delicious tonight."

"I am sure you will be getting it, sir," the
object of my desire replies.

If only I knew that he was offering so much
more.


SURPRISE!

 


Shocked in a cafe...

 


To my shock my waiter friend has bought a
date. He sits down across from me with a big smile on his face and
introduces his boyfriend. The guys name is Jack and he is built
like a linebacker with blond Adonis hair and a jaw that is rock
hard American steel. I admire the veins sticking out on his arms
and wonder what the hell is going on here. I thought that I would
be with just the object of my affection tonight, but it looks like
this couple likes to swing and I cannot say that I am disappointed
by that.

The coffee and cakes that we enjoy in the
small but loud cafe? are fairly nice and the conversation soon
turns to where to go next. It turns out that the linebacker has an
apartment nearby and that I am welcome to visit 'for a nightcap'
this very night.

Thinking about how lucky I have just gotten
and how the world works in strange and mysterious ways, I skip out
of the cafe? like a happy child with an ice cream cone in hand and
onto the road with them. We walk about a kilometer, with our hands
barely able to keep off each other, and reach Jack's rather modest
apartment. They let me in the front door and we take the steps to
the second floor and up into their apartment.

I only get a moment to take in the scene
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