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More Than a Server-Customer Script

He does not bat a lash; does not blench, and only gives a small nod before scribbling the words on his notepad, but a twitch at his jaw-line does show a tightened grip on the pencil and he know she’s testing the waters, playing him like a piano. And the space in between the two of them is crackling with more than the simple ‘server-customer’ script.

“Burger, hot off the grill,” he says.

And it’s said low and flat.

“Got crispy fries with it too. That hot enough for you?”

Her lips curve into a wicked little smirk which causes his stomach to drop.

“Depend what it comes with,” she purrs and his eyes flick down to her finger tracing patterns on the Formica, a restless little dance.

It looks so suggestive to Kit, like a manipulation of the strings on something he didn’t know was playing; and yes he has dealt with the drunks and the flirts, but those people don’t really pose a threat to his equanimity. This however, this woman has an aura that is quite a few degrees higher.




A Dark Spicy Scent Through the Grease

He steps back and grabs a coffee pot. He carefully fills her cup with the steaming black fluid, his fingers brushing against hers as he slides it toward her, as if to share some warmth, or a feeling.

“Burger should be up in about five minutes. Anything else I can do?”

he says to her, voice flat and yet his eyes lock onto her gaze, challenging it, asking it.

Rowan tilts her head and lets her hair spill across her shoulder in a way that makes Kit acutely aware of the shadows clinging to it and her mouth moist.

“Oh I will be sure and let you know,” she says in a soft, velvet voice that promises everything and nothing; and with that she lifts her cup and sips, her eyes fixed upon his over the rim.

Kit feels something clench low down in his stomach - it’s the ‘hard-dick’ response, as it is called.

He turns away to the grill but her gaze follows him like sweat in this stiflingly humid air; this oppressive heat which is growing steadily higher, now concentrated in the tight gap between the counter and the counter and where he and she are located. Now the restaurant has narrowed in his perception and he can focus only on her at the counter, on his place behind the counter and he sees the dividing line between them start to get smaller. She’s not just there to order food.

He’s not just there to serve it.

And both of them are aware of this reality.

Burger is hissing and spitting and bubbling over the heat, and Rowan is still watching him. Her leg is twitching and her skirt seems to be moving upwards inch by inches and she’s making him acutely aware of what she’s up to with it.

He grabs a plate and he places a hot steaming burger on top of a pile of hot steaming fries.

And he turns.

She’s still there, drinking her black coffee, with her eyes fixed and unmoving upon him over the rim of the cup and he feels a jolt go down to his crotch.

He walks towards her and he places the burger in front of her, rather than just to one side; a kind of challenge in his movement. His voice is rough, and thicker than he’d meant for it to be, when he says; “Here is your order. Enjoy” and he plunks it on the table with slightly too much force and a couple of the fries scatter on the floor.

Her eyes briefly flicker down to the fries and back up again, but a very sharp amused gleam in them.

And she doesn’t say a thing to him, except to lean in very, very closely to him where he is standing. She leans in far enough that he can pick up a scent from her, a dark, spicy, seductive aroma which cuts through the grease and smoke in the air.

Then, with a slow stroke, her finger brushes against the plate of food. And after that, it travels past it - travelling past the boundary between him and customer, passing over that thin line separating the serve and the served, and it brushes against the side of his apron; a slow, teasing touch.

“That looks delicious,” she murmurs, her voice a deep purr, laced with a suggestive intent. “So very, very delicious.”

His throat thickens, hot and fast like something burning its way through his veins.

“I should really back it up, keep it professional,” he murmurs, “but I’m kind of frozen.”

He shifts forward just an inch, just enough that the edge of the counter bumps into his hip, a jolt that travels straight down to his cock.

“So,” he says, his voice surprisingly steady, eyes still hot on hers, “Hot enough for you yet?”

Rowan laughs, a soft, dangerous sound that’s all smoke and fire. She leans back then, uncrosses her legs and lets the hem of her skirt creep up a couple more inches, baring more thigh-smooth and enticing.

He sees it.

She’s chasing him now, not with footsteps but with every slow, deliberate move, catching up to the thin, tight rope he’s been walking all night.

Her hand slides forward again, bolder this time, fingertips brushing against the drawstring of his apron, tugging lightly but insistently.




I Don’t Do Careful, She Whispers

He feels it then, the pull and the heat, the frantic, out-of-control twitch beneath the denim of his jeans, straining as if it had a will of its own. His own hand twitches, seeking purchase on the counter to steady himself, his breath catching in his throat.

“Careful,” he rasps, though it’s less a warning and more a dare, throwing her challenge right back at her.

She doesn’t loosen her grip. Her dark eyes hold his, raw and hungry, and her tongue flicks out to moisten her lower lip, a teasing little dance that’s heavy with promise.

“I don’t do ‘careful’,” she whispers, and twists the apron string tighter, weaving it into something that can’t be undone.

The diner hums around them, the usual cacophony of clanking dishes and muffled conversation-a distant roar, easily drowned out by the thunder in his ears and the waves of heat radiating from her. Kit’s chest heaves with a sudden need for air, and he feels as if he’s teetering on the precipice, the counter the only thing stopping him from lunging forward and claiming her. Rowan watches him, waiting, her whole body a blatant taunt, daring him to snap.

And fuck if he isn’t about to.




White Knuckles on the Counter

The diner becomes a throbbing organism now, a beast of clattering metal and stale cigarette smoke, but its noise is lost to the heat that crashes through Kit’s veins. His knuckles are white against the edge of the counter, the apron string tight between Rowan’s fingers, a leash pulled taut. Her eyes are locked on his, dark and hungry, a dangerous glint of triumph in their depths, and her skirt’s ridden up so far he can see the shadowed line where her thighs meet, a glistening promise that’s shattering his resolve.

“Fuck it,” he growls, a raw sound ripping from his throat, and he’s over the counter-awkwardly, messily-his hip slamming against its edge and nearly toppling the plate of burgers. He doesn’t care. He’s on her side of the counter now, his boots hitting the floor with a heavy thud, and she’s rising too, meeting him in the middle, her stool scraping back with a shriek.

Their mouths meet-hard, desperate, teeth scraping in a fleeting, awkward moment before they find a rhythm, a wild, wet dance of need and urgency. She tastes of stale coffee and cheap perfume, her tongue slick and demanding, and his hands are on her, rough and possessive, grabbing her hips and hauling her tight against him. The apron string still binds him, pulling taut across his chest, and her hands scrabble at it, fumbling fingers and a low, frustrated growl.

“Off,” she hisses against his lips, and he pulls away just enough to rip the knot free. It falls to the floor, a tangled knot of fabric, and his own trousers follow-years of diner discipline gone in an instant. Her hands slip beneath the hem of his shirt now, nails raking his stomach, and a low groan rumbles in his chest, cock aching against the denim.

He spins her, pressing her back against the cool counter, and her ass bumps against the edge as she adjusts, legs spreading to pull him closer. The burgers sit forgotten, steaming, one fry skittering off the plate and landing on her thigh. She laughs, a low, throaty sound, and he grabs the fry, popping it into his mouth, salt and grease bursting on his tongue as he presses himself between her legs.

“Hot enough for you now?” he grunts, grinding against her, feeling the intense heat of her cunt through the thin fabric of her skirt. He knows she’s wet, can smell it-musky and ripe-and her head tilts back, her throat bared in a shiver as she hooks a leg around his waist.

“Fuck yes,” she moans, and her hands fumble with his belt buckle, fumbling and sticky. He bats them away, ripping it open himself, his control finally dissolving in a wave of pure need. The zipper slide goes down easily, and she’s reaching, bold and assured, her fingers wrapping around his shaft through his boxers, stroking hard and fast.

Kit’s vision blurs, a shot of fire streaking up his spine. He grips her wrist, pressing it against the cool, grease-slick counter, and leans in, his breath hot against her ear. “Not yet,” he rasps, his voice ragged with restraint, though his hips buck traitorously anyway. She smirks, a flash of pure defiance, and twists free, her other hand sliding down, cupping his balls through the fabric, a squeeze that makes him see stars.

The diner fades-a cough, a clatter of cutlery-becoming an insignificant hum. It’s just them, her skirt a messy halo around her hips, his jeans low on his thighs, the counter digging into her back as he presses closer, closer, the dam having finally burst. She’s panting, her chest heaving, and he’s growling, a primal sound, ready to give her everything he’s held back all night.

Sweat prickles on Kit’s forehead, tracing a slow path down his temple as the diner’s thick, greasy air closes in like a humid embrace. Rowan is pinned against the counter, her skirt a rumpled tangle around her hips, thighs trembling as she spreads them wide for him.

His jeans are already halfway down, boxers straining, and her hand is still on him-stroking, squeezing, hammering a rhythm against his chest.




Fried Food and Raw Sex

He lets out a low, guttural growl and hauls her closer, the counter groaning beneath their weight.

Her ass slides forward, knocking the burger plate to the side-bun and patty meet the floor with a wet, sloppy splat, a collateral victim of their escalating lust. She doesn’t even flinch, just wraps both legs around him now, heels digging into his thighs, pulling him in like a starving woman.

“Fuck me,” she gasps, voice tight and raspy, fingers raking up his shirt, exposing the hard lines of his stomach, a gleam of sweat that catches the neon light, leaving streaks of crimson when she drags her nails across him. His dick’s free now, thrumming, wet with pre-cum, and he shoves her soiled panties aside-black lace slick with desire-his cock slipping between the moist folds of her cunt.

Tight. Pulsing.

He grinds, locking his hips as he maneuvers, lining his throbbing head up at the slit.

No hesitation, no slow build.

Just a powerful thrust that plunges him deep, and she lets out a sharp, wild cry, head snapping back, hitting the edge of the counter. Sounds fade to a muffle-someone yells from a booth, a plate crashes-and only the wet smack of flesh, the suck of her gripping him, penetrates.

“Harder,” she demands, and he complies, hips slamming down with savage rhythm, piling sensation higher with every groan.

Her tits, hard as rocks through the fabric of her shirt, burst through a button as he rips the cloth down.
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