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Every night, he stayed late... lost in his laptop, unaware of the glances exchanged across the café, unaware of the fantasies whispered after closing.

My waitress and I had noticed him long ago: the quiet intensity, the charm, the way he never seemed to realize exactly how much attention he was drawing.

And one night, I decided enough watching was enough.

When the doors lock and the lights dim, I invite him to stay for something far more tempting than anything on the menu... a private indulgence crafted with intention, guided by my hand, and impossible for either of them to resist.

Even after hours, I set the rules.

All they have to do... is surrender to the moment.

This is a work of erotic fiction intended only for adult readers.

All characters are 21+ and all acts depicted are entirely consensual within the fantasy context.
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After Hours: Me, My Waitres & Our Favorite Customer
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I glanced at the clock above the espresso machine, then raised my voice just enough to carry through the cozy little café.

“Alright everyone, we’re closing in fifteen minutes! If you’d like anything else before I shut down the register, come order now, por favor.”

A few murmurs and the scrape of chairs answered me. Most of the evening crowd started gathering their things. I caught Adriana’s eye from across the room and gave her a slow, playful wink. She bit her lower lip, trying not to grin.

My gaze drifted to him... the usual. Our quiet, handsome regular who always took the corner table by the window, laptop open, earphones in, completely lost in his world. He hadn’t even looked up when I announced closing time. Typical. Handsome, focused, and always left generous tips. Tonight, though, something about the way his brow furrowed and the way his jaw tightened in concentration made heat curl low in my belly.

Fifteen minutes slid by in a blur of last minute drinks, wiping tables and stacking chairs. The last customer waved goodbye as they stepped out into the cool night air. Everyone was gone... except him. Still typing away, completely oblivious, earphones blocking out the world.
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