The Waiter
                                        by Allen Baker

Surely he had to know he was displayed on the table edge.  He had to know.  He was just the perfect height to have his crotch lap onto the table cloth when he leaned against the edge.  He might as well have taken his hand and placed it there.  Surely he had to know.

He was patiently waiting for me to order.  I did.  But I wasn(t sure what I(d be delivered.  I had no idea what I(d told him.  I was concentrating on looking just over the edge of the menu to stare at his abundant package.  Then he held out his hand for the menu and took that lovely sight away.

Soon he was back with my coffee and water.  Oh, shit!  He really shouldn(t lean on the table that way with his muscular thighs.  It pulled his pants tight in front and made the bulge all the more prominent.  And what a gorgeous bulge it was, too.

When he arrived with my food, some people were just seating themselves at the next table, making the aisle crowded.  So he straddled the corner, a thigh on either side of the point.  The table just had to be goosing that sensitive spot just behind the balls.  I nearly choked on my water.

I could just envision it nude, and all sprawled out on the red and white checkered cloth.  Good enough to eat.  From the appearance, it promised to be a sizable meal.  My own shaft rose up to tent the napkin in my lap.  I wasn(t sure, but I thought his eyes flicked to it ever so briefly.  Wishful thinking, but I still blushed bright pink.

Later, he was back to refill the coffee, check on my food, inquire about desert.  Oh, what I really wanted for desert!

I left a sizable tip on the table and paid the cashier.  Just as I was going out the door, I heard his voice behind me, (See ya tomorrow, Sandy.(
I lingered enough to be able to hold the door open for him.  (Thanks.  You must have enjoyed your meal a lot.  That was quite a tip.  Thanks, again.(
(It wasn(t the meal I enjoyed so much as the show.(  I couldn(t believe that had escaped from my mouth before my brain had censored it.  In embarrassment, I looked down at exactly the wrong spot ( his crotch!  Quickly, I looked up to see if he(d noticed.  He had!

(You showed a bit in there yourself.(
So he had seen my erection under the napkin!

He smiled and nodded for me to follow him up the street.  (I live near.(
