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      The turquoise waters of Isla Mujeres sparkled under the midday sun, a spectacle that rivaled the most vivid paintings. A light breeze carried the salty tang of the sea through the air, mingling with the scent of breakfast at Isla Café. The restaurant bustled with the chatter of tourists, each vying for a table with the best view of the pristine beach just across the street.

      Malissa weaved between the tables with practiced ease, her tray balanced effortlessly on one hand. Her dark hair caught the sun's highlights, and she moved with a grace that drew appreciative glances from the male patrons. She had grown accustomed to their stares, the way their eyes would linger a touch too long as she bent to adjust a chair or reached high to retrieve a menu from the stack.

      One particular table was occupied by an older couple, their quiet conversation a stark contrast to the boisterous laughter around them. The man, a distinguished figure with salt and pepper hair, gave Malissa a polite smile as she approached. His eyes, however, held a mischievous twinkle that didn't quite match the reserved demeanor he projected.

      "Here we are," Malissa said warmly, setting down their plates with care. "One breakfast burrito and an order of hazelnut chocolate French Toast. Can I get you anything else?"

      "Thank you, dear," the woman replied, her voice carrying a refined lilt. She seemed to have aged more than the man beside her, her silver hair pulled back into a simple ponytail.

      Just as Malissa straightened, the man's napkin fluttered to the ground—a deliberate act, she noted. With an exaggerated motion, he bent to retrieve it, his face coming perilously close to her sun-kissed thighs. Malissa kept her professional smile firmly in place, even as she felt the warmth of his breath on her bare skin.

      "Oops, clumsy me," he chuckled, rising back to his seat. As he did so, his hand found its way to her butt, feigning a need for support. The contact was brief but intentional.

      His wife's sharp slap to his arm broke the moment. "Richard!" she scolded, her voice sharp enough to slice through the ambient noise. "That's no way to behave, honestly."

      Flashing an apologetic grin at the woman, Malissa stepped back. "No harm done," she assured, though she made a mental note to keep her distance from Richard for the remainder of their meal. "Enjoy your lunch." And with that, she turned on her heel, slipping back into the flow of the restaurant, leaving the chastened man to contemplate his wife's disapproving glare.

      Malissa moved through the café with an ease that came from years of navigating between crowded tables and roving hands. As she passed by another table with unabashed stares following her, she mused silently on the number of times she had swatted away those wandering fingers, both subtle and blatant in their intent.

      The truth was, if these people knew the hunger that simmered beneath her composed exterior, they might venture beyond the safety of a surreptitious grope. But Malissa kept her desires as her own secret, letting the patrons—and even some of her colleagues—speculate and nickname her "Mamacita" as though it was merely a hint to her allure, not her sexual appetites.

      Later, as the late-morning sun rose higher in the sky over Isla Mujeres, Malissa counted out her tips behind the counter. It was a good day for tips and she was appreciative of the extra money earned in her daily grind. Stuffing the cash in her pocket, Malissa felt a sense of satisfaction knowing she could add this to her growing stash at home. “One day,” she thought to herself, “I will have enough to start my own business.”

      The walk back to her modest dwelling was short, yet with each step, Malissa could feel the residue of the restaurant clinging to her skin—the greasy scent of fried food, the stickiness of spilled drinks, the heat from the kitchen. It was a film that she was eager to wash off, along with the day's worth of unwelcome touches and lingering gazes.
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