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It was too late, Ritch knew he’d been caught,
his vacant stare turned from arousal to embarrassment as the girl
called him out.

“Do you like what you see? Are you some kind
of perv?” the girl said, her tone and volume told of something else
though.

Ritch froze, wondered if she had the coffee
shop’s full attention, the girl closed the distance between herself
and Ritch. He did his best not to stare at her legs, the little
skirt she wore and especially the long stockings that snaked up her
toned thighs.

“Are you listening to me?” the girl said.

He was frozen, his mind had stopped any
ability to flee, only when the girl leaned in, inches from his
face, lifted his bristled chin with her index finger did he dare
make eye contact with her. She grinned, winked at him and turned
her back on him.

With the same swagger that caught Ritch’s eye
in the first place, the girl retrieved her cold brewed
frappa-whatcha-ma-call-it and joined her friends across the
café.

She was one of four girls, but she was the
one that stuck out from the four. Long stockings, tiny skirt and a
tight t-shirt with some faded band no one ever heard of before. Her
Long brown pony-tail swung over her shoulder as she giggled about
her act, her eyes glanced at Ritch.

“He’s kind of cute for an old guy.” Said one
of her friends.

“Older guy.” She corrected her friend.

With that, she got up and left her friends,
slid into the seat across from Ritch and he braced himself for more
verbal abuse or worse.

Silence, he kind of hoped the girl would
leave him to work. The laptop screen blocked the girl from view a
bit, but he wanted to look at her, just make eye contact, be
polite.

“Mister.” She said.

“hey.” Ritch replied, his nerves got the best
of him, still expecting the worst.

She slowly pushed the screen down, so they
could make eye contact. Ritch gave in and slid the laptop out of
the way and waited. Ritch placed his hands flat on the table, close
to the edge and he stared back at the girl’s eyes. He had to play
it safe, that’s what he repeated in his mind.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“R-“ Ritch started to speak, but had to clear
his throat.

She smiled and waited, moved her lips
slightly, which just brought more attention to the light refracting
off her lip gloss.

“Ritch, and you are?” Ritch finally spat out.
The polite things to do would be offer a hand in greeting, but he
dared not lift his sweaty palm.

“I’m Desire.” She said, instantly she lifted
her hand in greeting.

Hesitation held Ritch’s hand down, but he
didn’t want to be rude and a quick handshake wouldn’t hurt.
Completely above the table, sure, his heart quickened and Ritch
knew he was in trouble.

“It’s nice to meet you Ritch.” Desire shook
his hand, but instead of letting go, she held on, brought their
hand down onto the table.

Ritch’s world was falling apart in front of
him, his back flattened against the back of the booth to create
more distance.

Desire rested her chin on her free hand,
closed her eyes a bit and that same grin from before formed for a
second time. She seemed pleased with herself, fully in the moment,
eyes closed a bit as watched the older man react to her.

“how old are you, Ritch? Desire finally
spoke, the grin showing again.

This is a trap, right? It can only be a trap.
That’s all Ritch could think of, his moment of weakness was seconds
away from destroying his life.

“35…almost 35 in a couple days.” Ritch barely
whispered, but Desire was close enough to hear.

She’d leaned in a bit more, enough to lean on
her forearm attached to the hand that held his. Desire was
dangerously close, she knew it, she could see the panic in his
eyes. The way he darted his eyes, doing his best to avoid looking
at the way her young breasts pushed against her tight shirt or the
shine of her full lips.

The trap closed in tighter on Ritch, that’s
what he thought, everything about her, he body, her lips and those
big green eyes. He pleaded with any higher power that would listen
to let this end. He’d surely go to jail or hell if this
continued.

“Cool, I just turned 18 a few weeks ago.”
Desire said.

Then in a number of moves, Desire released
Ritch’s hand, stood to rejoin the other girls as they passed
Ritch’s booth and lean down one last time. Desire tossed her pony
tail to the side and whispered into his ear.

“You’re cute.” Desire said, topping the
statement off with another wink.

Ritch watched all four girls leave the café,
get into a car and drive away. Unsure of what just happened or if
it was actually real, Ritch’s erection stretched his cargo shorts
and he was grateful for the extra room.

What little work Ritch had to finish took
twice as long, his vision was blurred by Desire and reasoning that
the girl was clearly trolling him popped into his mind. He’d start
to work, and see her eyes, then her kissable lips and worse off,
imagine what hid under her skirt.

Ritch barely made it home, he was completely
haunted by lust, he didn’t bother undressing. He dropped his laptop
bag by the door and strait to his couch, released his cock and
mixed some spit with the bit of pre-cum that oozed from the tip. It
was quick, Ritch was completely taken by Desire and it only took a
few short minutes before he came all over his bell and shirt.

On his next free day, Ritch wondered if he
returned to the coffee shop, if he’d encounter the teen again. He
questioned his morality, she was old enough, but society might
frown on his intentions. For all the cons, the pros won over and
Ritch grabbed his bag and rode his bike to the coffee shop.

“Raspberry iced tea, please.” Ritch told the
guy at the counter.

“Huh, I imagined you a Earl Grey drinker.”
Came the voice.

She was here, her voice caused so much
turmoil in Ritch’s conscious, but he smiled and turned to face
Desire.

Desire didn’t know of the concept of personal
space, she had stepped into Ritch’s with little hesitation bringing
temptation to his door.

“The usual.” Desire told another girl working
the counter.

The guy brought Ritch his tea, exchanged
money and released him to his fate.

He did his best not to look her over, but it
was futile, desire had a half-shirt, that showed off her firm
belly, with matching yoga pants. He was in trouble, his penis
stirred in his shorts and since Desire was a foot shorter than he,
Ritch was sure she’d notice.

“Are you meeting your friends?” Ritch asked,
he mouth almost missed the straw for his tea.

Desire leaned over the counter, probably a
bit more than she needed to and made the exchange for her fancy
coffee drink. Ritch almost choked on his tea at the sight of her
curves, he was still convinced he would go to hell for this.

“No, they have Summer jobs and sometimes I
like coming here alone. You know?” Desire said.

Ritch nodded, he was lost in what to do next,
he had come to work or that’s how he justified his return.

“Did you come to work?” Desire asked. Her
eyes searched Ritch’s face.

The girl seemed to read minds, after a minute
of searching his face, that infamous grin appeared. She walked to a
corner booth, Ritch followed unable to resist the idea of spending
time with her. She slid in and Ritch noticed the booth curve around
the corner to create a bit of a pocket, a blind spot.

“So.” Ritch said. He finished the sentence in
his head, it went something like, “you’re 18?”

That grin would be the death of him, Desire
wrapped her lips around the straw of her coffee drink, her eyes
glinted something unspoken. Desire started talking about going off
to school or travelling the world, it all became a blur she talked.
Not because she was boring, but because Desire liked to touch
people while she talked.

Every time she finished a sentence Desire
would put her hand on the top of Ritch’s thigh, there was no way he
could think. His erection was about to burst from his shorts or
give him a heart attack. She had gotten so close while they talked
and she started leaving her hand on his thigh longer and longer.
Desire stopped talking, her hand had slipped a bit more inside
Ritch’s thigh.

“I’ll be back in one second. Stay there.”
Desire raced out of the booth and returned second later with a pile
of napkins.

The puzzled look on Ritch’s face was ignored,
as Desire set the napkins on the table in front of them. Her hand
ran over his upper thigh, touched the restrained bulge. Ritch
wasn’t sure what was going on until Desire started to quietly undo
his belt.

“No, no, no, this is. This can’t happen. Not
here.” Ritch loud whispered, his own hands fought Desire’s
insistent hands.

It took a single finger across his fluttering
lips to quiet him, Desire said everything with her big green eyes.
Her gentle hand pulled his swollen cock free, the head told of his
want with the bit of pre-cum.

Desire slid in close to Ritch’s side, one arm
slipped in behind his back, while the other hand travelled the
swollen shaft. She used the bit of clear fluid to lube the rest of
the length and looked into the older man’s eyes. Desire felt the
throbbing in her hand and without a miss step slid down, placed her
mouth over the head in time to capture the load that she freed with
her hand.

There was no time to resist any of it, Ritch
was in public, with his cock inside some girl, almost half his age.
His life would be over if anyway would wander to their booth. At
the moment Desire made him cum in her mouth, none of those facts
mattered. Even after she squeezed the last drop out of his balls,
wiped any spills up with napkins and closed his pants up, He just
sat there breathing heavy.

Without a care or a fuck, for that matter,
Desire went back to sipping her coffee drink. She waited for Ritch
to gather his breath, before she started talking about some reality
show she was into.

What the fuck was going on? Ritch tried to
get on track, some kind of trajectory he could understand.

“Is your name really Desire?” Ritch
asked.

You’d have thought it was the funniest joke
in the world the way Desire erupted in laughter and after a couple
snorts, she settled and explained.

“Well, my mom wanted to name me Desiree, but
when the birth certificate and other paperwork was supposedly
summited, someone had left the last E off. Ta-Dah, Desire!” Desire
said. She threw her arms up to accentuate the ta-dah.

If Ritch had anything to add or more
questions, they were interrupted when she grabbed the sides of his
face, kissed him on the mouth and grabbed his cellphone.

“This was really fun today, in case you might
want to hang out sometime, here’s my number.” In lightning speed,
Desire had added her number to Ritch’s
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