Table Seven

by

Ann Cory

Rays of sunlight poured in through the café window, and illuminated her gold-spun tresses. With pink polished fingertips, she moved a strand of hair from out of her smoldering brown eyes. As I sat only a few tables away, I was completely smitten. Her soft blue sweater reminded me of a blanketed sanctuary, a place of complete peace and comfort. If given the chance, I’d be that sweater – nestled close, and stretched tight over every inch of her porcelain body.

She extended her pale bare legs out from underneath the table and scanned the menu intently. My eyes followed along her shapely calves, until the hem of her cream-colored skirt came into view. I felt like I was in a movie theater, waiting for the velvet curtain to rise so I could enjoy all the sights and sounds. The sneak peek was enough to arouse all my senses.

A waitress made her rounds and stopped in front of the youthful beauty, blocking my view. I hoped she was going to order something that would take awhile to eat. Originally, I’d popped in for a coffee, but after

seeing her I decided to order a sandwich. There was no rush. Any time spent in her presence was more than worth it. I imagined her lips tasted like red licorice ropes.

Finally, the waitress moved and again I could see her, my main attraction, the star of the show. I wondered what she’d ordered. Was she one of those girls who watched their figure rigorously and only ate salad? Or was she adventurous and having a burger. I wondered how she sounded when she spoke. I had a feeling she had a soothing voice, something reminiscent of a lullaby.

“Coffee-to-go for table seven,” the waitress called out to the men in the back kitchen.

Panic rose in my throat. Sweat formulated along my forehead in a split second. How could this be? I tried to think up something rational to say without seeming desperate. It wasn’t beneath me to beg, but I’d never begged a woman to stay and talk with me before. My pulse raced with uncertainty. I had no idea if she had a boyfriend, or a husband for that matter. So many risks, I wasn’t sure I could pull it off with even an ounce of confidence. I’d never seen her before, how certain could I be that I’d see her again? One thing was for sure; she’d haunt my dreams.

The waitress walked by with the coffee. I begged my foot to thrust out and create a diversion. But I couldn’t do it. I watched the exchange. Here was the moment of my day where the breathtaking show would come to an end. To my amazement, the fair-haired beauty looked my way and smiled. She bent over to pick up a bag from beside the table and her breasts peaked out just enough for me to feel the tug in my pants. Images flashed in my mind of her body spread luxuriously across my bed, with my fingers discovering every curve and crevice.

A big plate of sandwich and toppings disrupted my erotic daydream. I sighed. Table seven was now empty. Both my excitement and appetite were gone. I forced myself to take a bite of the now unwanted food. Blandness filled my mouth, but nothing filled the void. Until, something brushed against my legs.

Pink fingertips roamed up my thighs and stopped at the zipper of my jeans. I sat straight up, my eyes wide and cheeks red. The waitress came back with a pot of coffee.

“Would you like cream or sugar?” she asked.

My face burned hot and I held my breath.

“No, I’m fine under here, I mean I’m fine here,” I quickly corrected myself. She gave me a strange look and left. I let out my breath and was met with a sweet scent of vanilla from under the table.

Her hands had found their way inside my boxers. Warmth rushed between my legs as she released my cock from its cotton restraints. Fingers kneaded, prodded, and brought my shaft to life. I gasped at the touch of her mouth, tongue, and lips. Gentle yet firm. I drowned inside her tight, moist vessel. I could only imagine what it would be like to be inside her.

In an instant she’d swallowed me whole, her lips lightly brushing against my balls. For such a petite thing, she knew how to take it in deep. And she was unrelenting. I’d already been highly turned on just imagining what I’d do with her if we were alone. Now my fantasy was real and engulfing my cock with passionate intensity. My hands gripped both edges of the table as I tried to steady myself. Sweat trickled down the sides of my face and soaked my beige shirt collar. Table seven knew exactly what she was doing.

Faster she sucked, in and out, up and down; her hands, lips, and breath all added to the euphoric friction. My sweat mixed with her perfume created an intoxicating aroma. The only thought in my mind was how surreal this moment was. Colors around the room faded into a blur and nothing else existed. My heart pounded so loud I thought the whole café would hear. From the corner of my eye I saw my waitress and hoped she wasn’t going to check on me. Thankfully, she passed by.

I cursed under my breath. It was clear table seven wanted to take me all the way to the edge. Everything raged inside until I couldn’t hold back any longer. I bit down hard on my lip, doing my best to not make a single sound. Tension released at once. I pictured her face covered in an

intricate design of white, trickling down her chin and resting in a sticky pool between her breasts. Spasms shot through my body repeatedly while she made sure to drain me well.

The waitress walked over with her notepad in hand.

“Need anything else?” she asked.

“I’m quite satisfied right now,” I answered in all honesty.

“Then have a nice rest of your day,” she said, handing me the bill. Table seven reached up and pulled the receipt out of my hands. When she handed it back to me I noticed she’d scribbled Cassandra in purple ink, followed by a phone number. I peeked under the table to introduce myself, but she was gone.

I glanced up in time to see her walk out the door with her coffee-to-go in hand. With a quick glance through the window, she smiled. I could see her wipe her mouth with the back of her hand, very pleased with herself. I decided I’d have to make a call and tip table seven like she’d never been tipped before.

