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      All I wanted was a bigger tip, and then I got him.

      I waited on the strangest table with a wife that wouldn’t lift her gaze to me or say a word.  Then, she had the audacity to write me a nasty little note explaining why there was no tip.  She claimed I was flirting with her husband!

      So when the couple comes back to the restaurant, I know just what I’m going to do.  If she thought I was flirting then, she has another thing coming.  I’m going to show her just how big of a flirt I can be.  It was just supposed to be a tiny slice of revenge.  I never expected it to go any farther than a few harmless smiles and touches.

      But now she’s confronted me in the bathroom and is telling me all of her deepest desires.  I never guessed that one of those desires would be to watch her husband with another woman.

      This is an LGBT (Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Transgender) short story with romance themes.
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      I tightened the apron around my waist and picked up two plates of food.  I hated waitressing, but I was good at it and I was using it to pay my way through college.  I wiped the scowl from my face and put on a smile before approaching the married couple whose order I was carrying.

      The couple was odd.  I distinctly noticed that the wife refused to look at me or speak to me.  So, I only spoke to the man.

      “Here you go,” I said, smiling wider and hoping for a good tip.  Cash tips were a bonus because I could get away without reporting them to the IRS.  “One tuna melt and one BLT.”

      The man touched my hand as I set down the plates and looked into my eyes.  The gesture was surprising.  Not because he was unattractive, but because no one had ever touched me at work before.  He wasn’t being distasteful, but I still felt uncomfortable in his firm grasp.  “Thank you,” he said.

      Despite the awkward interaction, a nugget of desire wormed its way inside me.  Now that I had his eyes fully on me, I realized just how piercing blue his gaze was and how handsome his face and body were.  He was tall and his clothes clung to his broad shoulders and narrow waist.  His face had angular features that looked like they could cut me until I bled.

      I nodded, fixing my smile to my face, and said, “You’re welcome.”  The man let go of my wrist and I turned to the wife.  “Let me know if you guys need anything else.”

      Her cheeks were pink, but she didn’t look up and didn’t say anything.  I walked away, shaking my head, wondering what on earth her problem was.  It was usually a rule of mine to pay more attention to the women at tables than the men.  Maybe it was counterproductive to receiving tips – after all, lots of waitresses were flirts – but I felt more comfortable with women and I wanted to make them feel comfortable in return.

      But the lady at this table refused to acknowledge my existence, so I couldn’t lean into my comfort zone.  I returned to the kitchen where another server was waiting on an order to be filled.  I tugged his shirt and pointed to the table.  “Have you ever seen that couple before?”

      The server – his name was Antonio – looked closely at them and shook his head.  “Nope.  Maybe someone else has.”

      “The lady is weird.  She won’t look up at me.”  I studied her from a distance, noting the amber color of her hair, streaked with golds.  Despite her head slumping between her shoulders, her figure was divine in the way that stirred jealousy inside me.  I narrowed my gaze, watching them closely.  She lifted her head for him, but seemed shy.  Who was shy with their own husband?

      The husband drank the last few sips of water and pushed his glass to the edge of the table.  “Shit.  Guess that’s my cue.”

      “Go get ‘em , tiger,” said Antonio.

      I returned to the table, picked up his glass of water, and left as quickly as I could.  I refilled the glass and brought it back, already turning around when the husband’s voice sounded out.  “Miss?  I think we’re ready for the check.”

      I turned over my shoulder to see two half eaten sandwiches and frowned.  “Did you want a to go box?”

      “Sure thing,” he said, his smile sparkling.

      I brought them back their check and some to go containers, eager to see them leave.  It took them another fifteen minutes to pay, sign the checks, and finally stand up.  Once they were gone, I rushed over to the bill to see the damage.  Please say they tipped, I thought.

      The receipt had been flipped over so the tip wasn’t visible, but I didn’t need to see the front of it to know it said 0, because on the back was a handwritten note by the mysterious wife.

      How dare you flirt with my husband.  I was going to leave you a good tip, but after that slutty behavior, you’re getting nothing.

      I crumpled the receipt in my hand and groaned.  I’d made every attempt to speak to her and not her husband, but she wouldn’t look at me.  What the hell was I supposed to do?  I skulked back over to Antonio to show him the note.

      “Can you believe this?”

      Antonio arched a brow.  “Did you flirt with him?”

      “No!  I never flirt.”

      He shrugged.  “Maybe you smiled too much.  Men can read into that, maybe women do too.”

      “Women should know better,” I argued.

      “I didn’t say she was sane,” he said.  “Just that she read into it.”

      I tried not to think about the strange couple for the rest of the day.  By the end of the following week, I’d already started to forget about them.  That is, until the couple walked into the restaurant as if they hadn’t ruined my week.

      This time, I planned on seeking revenge against his wife.  If she thought I was flirting with her husband before, she was about to see just how flirty I could be.
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      I stole their table from Antonio just so I could exact my revenge.  After learning that they hadn’t tipped last time, he was happy to give it to me, but confused about why I wanted it.  “I want to teach her a lesson,” I admitted, unbuttoning the top two buttons of my polo shirt.

      Antonio arched a brow and adjusted a few strands of my hair to look more appealing.  “Are you sure you want to do this?  She doesn’t stand a chance next to you.”

      I appreciated the compliment, but it wasn’t the truth.  The woman was gorgeous even if I did hate her.  I approached their table and handed them their menus.  The man looked up at me, his gaze sweeping over my body before meeting my face.  The woman, never looked up, and I wondered if she’d even be able to recognize me since she never looked at me.

      I leaned both palms on their table, pushing my tits in her husband’s face.  “What can I get you two to drink today?”

      Her husband swallowed and licked his lips.  No wonder she was worried, he seemed eager to fuck the first thing that moved.  I couldn’t help but wonder if it had been a while since they fucked each other.  Maybe that was the crux of the lady’s problem.

      “Just a water,” said the husband.

      “Water for me too,” mumbled the wife.

      I squeezed her husband’s shoulder and smiled wide.  “I’ll get that right out to you.”

      Back in the kitchen, Antonio had been watching me.  “You’ve got balls, girl.  I just hope this doesn’t backfire on you.”

      “I’m being careful,” I admitted before bringing two full glasses of water to the table.  For the first time, the wife looked up at me, her gaze scanning my body like her husband’s had, sending a strange shiver down my spine.  I momentarily forgot that I was supposed to be seducing her husband.

      When I remembered, I jutted one hip out to the side and pulled out my order pad.  “What can I get you two to eat?”

      Her husband looked at me and winked before ordering the tuna melt again.  I winked right back at him, despite suddenly feeling a wave of guilt come over me.  The wife ordered her BLT, this time fixing her gaze directly on me.  So much so that I could feel her gaze – not his – on my ass as I walked away.

      I was starting to feel like I was entering new territory, and I couldn’t make out the surroundings.  I made it back to the kitchen and placed their orders.  My body was flushed with heat – and not just from the burning hot ovens.  I excused myself to the bathroom to calm myself down.

      This is a mistake, I told myself.  This isn’t you.  Who cares that she’s a lousy and mean tipper.  Grow up and wait other tables.

      I had just resolved to end my antics when the bathroom door swung open and the wife appeared.  She didn’t look surprised to see me, and when she turned around to lock the door, I realized she’d planned on running into me here.

      I was just about to apologize when she spoke first.  “I’m sorry we didn’t tip you before, and for leaving that nasty note.”

      I politely accepted, realizing she might just be apologizing in order to get me to back off.

      The woman went to the mirror and studied her appearance.  “The truth is that I recently caught my husband cheating on me with my best friend.”

      I instinctively took a step toward her.  “I’m so sorry.  What a scumbag.”

      She shook her head.  “No, no.  It’s okay.  I’m just struggling because…because…”. I didn’t know why this woman was confiding in me of all people right now, but after shamelessly flirting with her husband, I felt like I owed her the space to open up in.

      “It’s no wonder you’re worried about him flirting,” I offered.  I even reached out to touch her shoulder, feeling the warmth of her body envelope mine.

      She placed her hand atop mine and said, “It’s not that.”  She exhaled long and deep, a laugh of embarrassment escaping her.  She turned to meet my gaze and I saw a million emotions swimming inside her eyes.  “It’s just that I enjoyed watching them.”

      My body turned to stone but was covered in chills.  The good kind, and I didn’t know why.  “You did?”

      She nodded.  “But it didn’t end well when my friend knew I’d been spying on them.”  The woman laughed.  “Imagine that.  She was upset with me.”

      “What happened?”

      “She thought it was weird and she hasn’t talked to me since.”

      I turned toward her, consumed with the desire to give her a hug, but I kept my distance.  “If you enjoyed it, then why were you so afraid of your husband flirting?”

      Her eyes were pools of worry.  “I was afraid that I’d encourage it,” she said.  “I was afraid because I enjoyed it.  I shouldn’t enjoy it, I know that.  And as my friend made it very clear, I’m just some weird pervert I guess.”

      This time, I did wrap her in a hug.  “No,” I said.  “Not at all.”  Even though I’d never met a woman who would enjoy watching their spouse cheat, I felt a tingle of excitement at the idea of being watched by this gorgeous creature while her husband fucked me.  “There’s nothing wrong with you,” I added.

      She pulled away and wiped a tear from her eye, smiling.  “Thank you,” she said.  Her face was so close to mine, her warm breath rolled over my cheek.  “I wish my friend could’ve been as understanding as you seem to be.”

      I was not one to cross boundaries usually, but I couldn’t help myself.  I found myself leaning forward and placing a soft kiss on her forehead.  I could feel her pulse quicken in my embrace and when I pulled back, she leaned in, pressing her lips to mine fully.  I didn’t back away.  I couldn’t.  Even though I’d never kissed a woman before, her body felt too good against mine.

      She pulled back with a sudden look of fear, but my arms were still around her albeit more loosely than before.  “I’m sorry,” she said.  “I don’t know what came over me.  You’re just so beautiful and…”

      She didn’t say it, but I knew she felt safe after confiding in me.  Her friend had rejected her, and I’d embraced her.  Now I was trapped in her spell, kissing a customer in the restaurant bathroom.  A customer of the same sex when I wasn’t a lesbian.

      “It’s alright,” I said with a smile, my arms loosening enough to brush her shoulders.  “I wanted to kiss you too.”

      Her eyes swept over my face, trying to detect whether or not I was lying or just humoring her.  “Really?” she asked.

      I decided to answer with a kiss.  I pressed my lips to her, hot and heavy and felt my heart rattle in my chest.  Her hands found my waist and my hands cupped her face as she moved me back toward the bathroom counters.  I didn’t know what we were doing, but I hoisted myself up anyway and the woman’s hands slid up under my work skirt until her fingers brushed against my panties.  She tugged them down slowly, as if she was waiting for me to tell her to stop.  I didn’t.

      She removed them from my legs and tucked them in her jeans for safe keeping.  I spread my legs around her body, feeling my wetness slip out of me.  Her forehead pressed to mine, our breaths ragged and mingling together.

      “There’s something I’ve always wanted to do.”

      I had an idea what it was.  I nodded.  “Go ahead,” I said, feeling a tremble in my bones.  She lowered her head beneath my skirt and pressed her tongue to my slit.  My skirt bunched up around my hips and I gripped her hair in my fingers.

      I hissed as she sucked and licked until I felt like I could climax from her mouth alone.  If this was her first time going down on a woman, she was good at it.

      I leaned back until my shoulders were pressed against the mirror behind me.  She looked so good between my legs and I couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to fuck her husband in front of her.  This whole relationship of ours was so twisted.  I still didn’t know their names, but suddenly I wanted to be in their beds.

      My legs quivered and when she slipped two fingers inside me, pumping away while she sucked on my clit, I came.  My moan trembled like my body, coming out in little waves.

      The woman lifted her head and wiped her lips before leaning into me again to kiss me.  “Thank you,” she said, handing me my panties back.  I got down off the counter and pulled them back on and adjusted my skirt.  “My name is Blair, by the way.”

      “Nice to meet you, Blair,” I said with a smile I couldn’t hide.  “My name is Ally.”

      “What a nice name,” she said, her cheeks red with embarrassment.  “I won’t keep you waiting any longer.  You probably have so many tables to attend to.”

      “No,” I said.  “I made sure to only take yours.”

      Blair unlocked the door and slipped back into the restaurant.  I turned to the mirror, adjusted my appearance, and washed my hands.  When I returned to the kitchen, Antonio was standing there smirking at me.

      “You look like you just had sex,” he said.  “And I noticed the wife of your strange table has been missing as long as you have.”

      “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I lied.  I picked up the plates with their cold orders and asked the cooks to reheat them while I wrote a small note down on my server pad.  When the food was ready, I brought it to the table and gave her husband the note in an obvious enough way that Blair could see.

      And then I disappeared through the back door of the restaurant and waited for him.
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      Her husband pushed through the back doors not five minutes later.  He ran a hand through his hair and came toward me with a wolfish grin.  I led him down the nearest alley – one I knew his wife would be able to find easily – and leaned up against the wall.

      “So, we’re really doing this, huh?” he growled.

      “If you’re interested.”

      “I don’t even know your name,” he argued despite his body already being pressed to mine.

      “Ally,” I said.

      “Hello, Ally.  I’m Craig.”

      “Nice to meet you, Craig.”

      Craig leaned forward and kissed me.  The heat of him pushed my body hard into the brick wall behind me. His lips burned into mine.

      I’d never done this with someone’s husband before, but I couldn’t pull away either.  My heart was racing, and I was trapped under an attractive man while I waited for his wife to come spy on us.  My emotions ran from one extreme to the other.  My body craved to be touched.

      His breath grew heavy as he slipped his tongue between my lips.  The taste of his saliva was like the ocean.  I felt like I could drown in him.

      He moved a hand to my waist, and another to my neck.  He shook like a beast devouring his first meal.  I was terrified of getting caught but I wanted to give this to his desperate wife.  He held me tightly and slipped his leg between my thighs.

      In my peripheral, I saw a dark shadow.  I focused my eyes to see Blair dipping behind a dumpster while she watched us.  I couldn’t believe I was having filthy alley-way sex with this stranger just to please is wife.  But I couldn’t deny how aroused it made me to satisfy her in this way.  To be filthy for her.

      We kissed violently, and his thumb found the hem of my shirt and slipped under.  I placed a hand on his chest in approval.  My legs shook.  Next, I felt the palm of his hand against my hip.  Rough callouses grazed my smooth skin.  He ignited a flame in me.  So did she, while she watched us.  I let my hands travel over his chest and up to his neck, wrapping my fingers around.

      He gripped my waist and neck tighter.  He moved his lips to my cheek, kissing his way to my ear.  Then he placed his thumb in my mouth as he travelled to my neck.  I couldn’t help but moan underneath him.  I wrapped my lips around his thumb and bit it gently.  He bit the skin at my neck, sending shockwaves down my spine.

      I couldn’t care less how I hated Blair a few hours prior.  I couldn’t even think outside this moment.  All I knew was that I wanted him in whatever way he’d have me.  I wanted his body against me, and I wanted Blair to watch every second of it.

      I ran my fingers down his back.  His hand traveled higher under my shirt.  My hips swayed from his touch.  He kissed and bit my skin.  He sucked on my earlobe.  His saliva covered the length of my neck.

      His fingers reached my breast.  He brushed them gently against my bra, teasing my nipple.  I sighed into his hand, which was now covering my mouth gently.  He lifted my shirt above my chest and lowered his head.  I could only breathe through my nostrils as he kissed my cleavage.

      Craig pulled my breasts out from the cups of my bra.  He licked in spirals, slowly making his way to my nipples.  I could taste metal, my pussy throbbing.  He wrapped his lips over my nipple and flicked his tongue across it.  My knees buckled.  I could no longer stay standing.

      He wrapped his arm around my back to keep me from falling.  I ran my fingers through his hair while he alternated breasts.

      He brought his mouth back to mine, plunging his tongue in.  I reciprocated everything. I gave myself to him fully, maybe foolishly.  After all, he was a married man.  Even if his wife wanted this to happen, it still felt wrong.  But that wrongness made it so much more delicious.

      I bit his lower lip as he slowly lowered his palms over my breasts.  I sighed into his mouth.

      My reaction seemed to be all he could handle.  He pushed my skirt up over my hips.  I shimmied my panties down my legs, stepping out of them awkwardly. He didn’t put the panties in his pocket like his wife had.  He let them fall to the ground instead.

      I could feel the heat of Blair’s gaze on us as Craig’s hands traveled down my sides and over my hips.  He pulled away from my lips to get a view of me.

      “My god,” he huffed.  I swear I heard him growl as he dove back into my neck, wrapping one arm around my lower back, and letting another hand slip between my legs.  I moaned into his ear while he grunted against me.  I kept waiting for Blair to stop us and say she’d had enough, but she never did.  She just continued watching as I stole her husband from her.

      When his fingers reached my wet pussy, I moaned loud enough for Blair to hear.  His fingers sent an electric current through my body.  I writhed against him.  I moaned and sighed at his touch.  He teased me, sliding his fingers up and down the length of my pussy.  I could feel a fire building and spreading through my entire body.

      Then he slipped a finger inside.  I swear I thought I might come right there.  I bit my lower lip to try and contain myself.  His fingers lay against the slit of my pussy.  He brushed his knuckles against my clit now that it was throbbing and exposed.  My entire body ached and burned for him.  But it mostly burned for her.  It ached to fulfill her deepest desires.

      He moved his mouth back to my nipples, gently brushing over my clit again, and again.  My hips shifted against him, eager to find satisfaction.  After a few more teasing touches, he dipped a finger in.  My mouth parted and I released a slow sigh.

      He pulled his mouth from my breast and directed my face to his.  He leaned his forehead against mine.  He moved his fingers in and out while intently watching my expression change.  A devilish smile spread across his lips.

      “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he whispered.  His intensity overpowered me.  I closed my eyes and relaxed against his touch.  I wondered what his wife thought of that little compliment.  I wondered when the last time was that he’d called her beautiful.

      I stared into Craig’s eyes, moving my hands to his jeans.  I slowly, teasingly, unbuttoned and unzipped them.  I dropped them to the floor, along with his briefs, and saw his cock spring toward me.  I wrapped my fingers around his huge cock.  His moan was electrifying.  Slowly, I kneeled while keeping my gaze on the dark figure watching us.

      I felt so dirty.  So naughty.  I’d never had public sex or been eaten out by a girl before today.  To top it off, I was now fucking the girl’s husband while she watched.

      Once my knees touched the ground, I looked up at Craig.  His expression was soft as he surrendered to me.  I wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock and parted my lips.  I licked the underside of his dick and felt it twitch against my tongue.

      I’m so fucking turned on right now, I thought.  I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked gently.  Craig leaned his hands against the wall behind me, moaning softly.  I took as much in as I could, swirling my tongue around every inch of skin.  It felt smooth in my mouth.

      I sucked and licked.  I moved my hand up and down the base.  I brought my other hand to his balls.  They were also smooth and soft.  His cock pulsed in my mouth. I ran a hand up his stomach and back down to his pelvis.  He seemed like he might explode any second.

      He brought a hand to the back of my head and ran his fingers through my hair.  He guided me a little, but remained gentle.  Eventually, he grabbed my hair tightly and pulled me off him.

      I looked up at him, confused.  Was he finally starting to regret cheating on his wife?

      “Stand up,” he said, and I did.  “Turn around,” he instructed.  I turned my back to him, my breasts pushed up against the damp brick wall.  Craig groaned.  He slid his fingers slowly down my spine.  Chills ran through me.

      He took a step back and I was completely on display for him. Then he reached his hands to my hips, pulling my lower half away from the wall.  He grabbed my wrists and placed them above my head.  I leaned against the wall and waited.

      First, he ran a hand between my legs.  His fingers rubbed my wetness over my clit.  I saw a hot white behind my eyes with each tender touch.  He parted my lips with his fingers, then rested the head of his cock at my entrance.

      Craig pushed in, gentle as ever, and my pussy stretched around him.

      “Fuck,” I groaned.  I didn’t know which brought me more pleasure, the size of his cock or the fact that he was a married man.

      Craig pushed in deeper as he grew braver.  He pumped faster.  He reached a hand around my waist and between my legs.  His fingers circled my clit while he maneuvered his cock.

      His rhythm quickened and I couldn’t keep my eyes open.  The pleasure was too great.  My breasts shifted against the cold wall.  Knowing his wife was watching him fill and stretch me stimulated something new in me, and I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came.

      “You’re going to make me come,” I whispered.  He moaned in response, and started fucking me harder.  “Fuck,” I hissed.

      He pushed faster and harder.  My body shook and I felt an explosion between my legs. I couldn’t contain my moans.

      Craig let out a primal groan as his warmth exploded in me.  His pace slowed, and he leaned his body against me, panting.  He held me tightly in his arms as we caught our heavy breaths.  He kissed me on the cheek and then pulled out.

      “I knew you were a slut when I saw you,” he said, giving my ass a smack.  Then he buckled himself up and headed back inside.  His wife stayed ducked in a corner of the alley where he couldn’t see her.  When he was gone, she came over to me and picked up my discarded panties.

      “I’m sorry he ruined these,” she said, handing them to me.

      “Don’t worry about it,” I said, pushing away from the wall.  “You can keep them if you want.”

      She practically drooled at the idea.  I pushed my breasts back into my bra and pulled my shirt down.  When I touched my skirt, though, she stopped me.  She looked like she had another request to make.

      “Can I taste him in you?”

      I ran my hands through her hair.  Things were more tender between us than between me and her husband.  I liked it that way.  I liked our soft, easy relationship contrasted with the hard fucking her husband gave.

      I nodded and spread my legs.  Blair dropped to her knees, still clutching my dirty panties in her hand.  She lifted the skin above my clit up and dragged her tongue along my pussy, sending another shiver through me.  Her tongue probed and explored every inch of me until she’d lapped up every drop of her husband’s cum.  It felt good to have her down on her knees in front of me.  It felt good to have her watch me fuck her husband.

      When she was done, she wiped her mouth and then kissed me.  I could taste her husband’s cum and my arousal on her tongue.  I held Blair close, never wanting to let her go.

      “Please say we can do this again,” she said, echoing my exact thoughts.

      I tugged down my skirt and cupped her face.  “Anytime your husband is willing.”

      She rolled her eyes and smiled.  “He’ll always be willing.  Especially for you.  You’re gorgeous.”

      “So are you,” I said, kissing her lips softly.

      Blair went in through the back doors and tried to make it appear like she was coming from the restroom.  I’d given Blair my work schedule so that she could arrange more impromptu fucking sessions with her husband.  When I got back to the kitchen, Antonio was there, shaking his head.

      “I take it back,” he said.  “You didn’t look like you had sex before.”

      “I didn’t?”

      “Nope.  Now you look like you just had sex.”

      I tried to tidy my hair and then I washed my hands before resuming my waitressing duties.  “I don’t kiss and tell, Antonio.”

      Because if I told you, you wouldn’t fucking believe me.
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