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THE WAITER

 


CAN A MAN BE TOO SEXY?

He strolls into the restaurant. From
the moment he lays eyes on me, I know that I want him. This is no
normal intuition that I am experiencing right now, but a clear,
strong understanding that, if the opportunity presents itself, I
will be bending over and, well... You get the point.

The man, tall, slim but big around the
shoulders like a swimmer, is met by the hostess for the mid-class,
slightly glamorous New York French restaurant that I work for. He
raises an arm and points to me. I believe that might be man-to-man
communication at its best.

Cindy, the restaurants hostess and a
good friend, comes over.

"You are serving Mr. Wiles, Jack. He
asked for you specifically."

"Oh, he did, eh? What are my
chances?"

My friend glances to the man that is
now flicking through the drinks menu.

"No way in hell. He's out of your
league."

I grin. Such a cynical girl. She'll
learn.

"10 bucks says I have him by the end of
the week."

"You're on."

Walking over to his table, I lean in
and point to a rather fine wine on the menu that I know a man like
this will like and smile sexy-pleasantly.

"This would be a good choice,
sir."

He looks up at me. I am taken back by
the blue of his gaze. When he walked in, I wasn't able to see his
eyes so well from where I was standing near the service area, but
now I SEE them. I see them so well that my dick jerks in my pants a
little. What a magnificent man. His firm, slightly unshaven jaw,
high cheek bones and brown mousy hair are a turn on. I like a
chiseled man and this is the ultimate example of a perfect
specimen.

"My name is John," he says in a voice
so deep it makes my groin clench again. "And I will have a double
whiskey on the rocks - your best."

I nod, gulp and turn. Wow. Just
wow-wow-WOW. Cindy is right. I'm out ten dollars. That guy, John,
is WAY out of my league. He virtually reeks of sex and masculinity.
I don't notice him staring at my ass as I walk to the bar to
fulfill his wish. It's only when I get there that I realize that I
probably should have said something along the lines of "Of course,
John. Right away." He has me rattled and we are only 2 minutes into
the game.

Eddy, the bar manager, pours me a
double on ice and I put it on my tray to head back. I feel afraid
now. I haven't felt afraid of any man in years. It is a shock to
know that this one can cause me to shiver in excitement so easily,
while stifling any chance of me playing my usual games with
him.

"Here you are, John."

He nods and doesn't look up at me. I
tense even more. Did I do something wrong?

"I will have this and this."

I take my order pad out and write down
his order.

"Is that all?" I ask.

John looks up at me. I edge back
slightly as a small smile comes over his lips.

"That is all."

Oh, my-my-my... I sort of stumble past
Cindy as I head for the kitchen. What was that? How do I interpret
that? "That is all." He didn't mean that he had had enough food.
His meaning was clear. There will be more. That man has not
consumed the ALL that he wants. My heart is beating faster than it
has in months. What a man!

The chef takes the ticket and I lean
against the metal table to take a breath.

"Hot customer?" he asks.

I nod my head and lick my
lips.

"Too hot," I tell him.

He winks at me and smiles. The guy is
married - 10 years in - and is very keen to see me hook up with
someone soon and settle down. He doesn't care if that is a man or a
woman (ew, yuck), but just that I get busy making house.

"Go get him, tiger. You can do
it."

I hope that I can. John is so far above
me that I am shocked to have met someone like him. My looks are
good. I'm slim, good looking and have a sharp dress sense. Men know
that I'm gay on sight and women aren't always sure, but suspect. I
could model if I really wanted to. However, John is an animal.
That's all I can say. Some men are just men; some men are more than
just men. He is the later.

The entree is prepared quickly. There
aren't many people in the restaurant tonight (being a Monday) and
so the crew is taking it easy. Orders are flying out and the staff
are having a good time.

I come out and walk over to his table.
He is tapping away on his phone when I return, but puts it down
when I reach him.

"Thank you. What was your
name?"

"Jack."

"Thank you, Jack."

He runs a finger over the edge of his
whisky glass as I put the plate down in front of him.

"Are you from around these parts?" he
asks.

"I moved here 3 years ago from LA. I
like New York."

"So do I. I am from
Toronto."

"Canadian?"

"Yes. New York is an improvement. Do
you get out much?"

"Now and then," I reply, wanting to
hide the fact that I go out 4 days a week most weeks.

"That's good. You are young and should
enjoy yourself."

Young? He can't be much older than me
and I'm 20.

"Yeah, I know. Time rushes
by."

He smiles at me. It's perfection. His
teeth shine like stars under the light over the table.

"Very true. Thank you for bringing my
meal."

John picks up his fork and I bow my
head and leave. His eyes follow me. I don't see it, but he is
smiling slightly. If I saw that, would I wonder what this man is
thinking? Something is definitely going on. It wouldn't surprise me
if I was the pray not the predator this time around.

Time passes. The second part of his
meal comes. He has another whisky and eats his food. It takes about
an hour. I spend my time between serving other customers and making
opportunities to check him out.

John puts his hand up. I'm polishing
cutlery while checking him out in the mirror at the time. My body
feels a slight sense of pleasure knowing I will be able to look
more directly into those blue eyes of his.

"Yes?"

"I'll take my check."

Damn. I didn't get to do anything. What
now?

Going over to Cindy, I give her a sad
look. She nods her head in understanding. Some things are just not
meant to be.

I take the check back over and wait. He
pulls out a stack of 100 dollar bills and gives me a healthy
tip.

"Jack, do you like to
party?"

I perk up.

"Yes."

He grins.

"Take this card. When do you
finish?"

John gives me his business
card.

"About 12."

"Do you know Luka's?"

"Oh, yes, definitely. It's pretty
popular."

He's talking about the hottest club in
the entire city. No one I know has ever been inside. That place is
Exclusive (with a capital E). I've only seen pictures.

"My friend's birthday is tonight. She
is turning 30. Give the bouncer my card and he will take you to our
box."

"Box?"

My breath is short. A box costs upwards
of a grand easy.

"Yes. Next to the DJ booth, I think. It
will be a relaxed party. The card will get you in."

He stands and looks me firmly in the
eye as he slips up beside me.

"I expect to see you there."

I nod. Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.
Anything you say, man that I would worship on my knees if given the
opportunity.

John walks away. I caress the card.
He's an accountant. I wonder how that worked out. He doesn't look
the type.

"What happened?" Cindy asks after
seeing my face as I come to the hostess booth up front.

"He invited me to Luka's."

"Wow... You are going?"

"I would die if I didn't."

She grips my shoulder.

"Make this happen, babe."

I grasp her hand. I hope I
can.


LUKA’S CLUB

 


The line outside is MASSIVE. It's only
Monday, but there are people waiting in the warmish evening weather
to get in - if they are deemed to be appropriately dressed and
prepared. I walk past them to the VIP window. Some call out to me,
but I don't turn. My guess is that this card will only get one in
and I don't want to annoy management.

Coming to the silver booth, I put the
card down on the glass pane that is the front desk.

"I'm a guest."

The huge breasted woman behind the desk
picks up the card.

"How do you know John?" she asks
curiously.

"He came into my restaurant
today."

She grins.

"Ah, you are him."

The look in her eyes is all smiles.
What exactly is going on?

"He will be waiting inside. The bouncer
on the right, Jimmy, will escort you to the VIP area and drop you
off at the front door. John has his usual table at the far rear
near the staff entrance area. Look for the green lamps."

Another person comes up to the booth. I
don't have time to ask what is going on and what Jack might have
said, but now I am very curious. He has a regular box here? That
indicates immense wealth. I now am thinking about how I can lock
this guy down. He seems to be a keeper.

Jimmy is massive and Tongan. He takes
me through the black marble front doors and into the club. It's
packed wall to wall with some of the wealthiest people that I have
seen in my entire life. I walk among the rich, famous and
beautiful. They note me because of my escort, who just pushes his
way through with one hand out front. I am now VIP. That is a new
experience.

The door to the boxes isn't very far
away from the front door. Jimmy jerks his thumb at it and nods to
the even more massive man standing next to the entrance. He is
wearing a suit and is quite handsome. The door is opened as Jimmy
disappears back to the front and I step through. It is like
entering the sacred area of a cult. I feel afraid that I am
breaking some kind of special rule: No poor people. I try not to
think about things.

Coming in to the main area, I look
around. There are about 20 tables enclosed in booths. The boxes are
gold trim and deep brown leather with a few lights placed around
the outside in various colors to set things off. Each one can hold
about 10 people at the most. I see the green lamps and head towards
the box. When I get there, I find an odd mix.

"Hey! It's him!" the very drunk punk
chic in the middle of the group yells.

John is sitting next to her with his
arm around her shoulders. He has taken off his suit jacket and is
in his white shirt, sleeves rolled up and muscles bulging, and the
gray dress pants he was wearing before. I think he looks sexier
without the tie.

"You came," John says, reaching over
and pulling me into the group of 8 people. I squeeze down beside
him and the punk girl reaches over to slap me a few times on the
cheek.

"He's cute. What's your name,
babe?"

"Jack."

She grins.

"Do you like girls or boys,
Jackie?"

She gets to the point.

"Boys, thanks."

The woman glances at John. He grins
back.

"Too bad. I'd fuck you."

For some reason I think I know this
woman.

"Do I know you?" I ask.

"I don't know, do you?"

John chuckles and picks up a CD cover
from the table. The others, a mix of business men and models, smirk
at me as my jaw drops.

"You are her!"

"Her? I have a name, kiddo, and its
Mindy."

"Mindy?"

"That's my real name. You got a problem
with that?"

"No, ma'am."

She slaps me on the cheek and grabs up
a bottle of tequila on the table.

"Drink, gay-boy. I want you to get more
wasted than me!"

Mindy - super famous rocker on the rise
- gulps down a quarter of the most expensive tequila I know of then
hands it to me.

"Drink up," John urges, his hand coming
down to my thigh. "This is our party."

I take a slurp of the liquid and choke.
Damn, that's
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