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SNEAK PEEK
EXCITING NEWS!


Hey everyone, it’s Errol, your Café Kitsune here!
One of the main questions I get asked is ‘why’s this place called the Night and Daze, if you close so early?’
It’s been an aspirational thing; I’ve always hated having to kick everyone out at closing time, and I’d love to keep serving you well into the night. 

Having later opening hours was always my intention, and I’m SO excited to announce that, at long last, that dream is a reality!


Starting from next week, we’ve got a new closing time of 10pm Monday to Thursday, and midnight on Weekends! 
Can’t wait to see some of you night owls stop by for a quiet escape, play some board games, do some late night reading…  all while enjoying our full menu of drinks and treats!

(by the way, we’re looking for night staff too!)

🦊 🩷 ☕

Errol was delighted, not to mention relieved, when the late-opening license came through the mail and was in his paws. Those 15 business days between the acceptance email and this piece of paper had felt like decades.

After all the work it had taken, all the forms to fill out and all the meetings with joyless bureaucrats, all the ‘We-Regret-To-Inform-You’s… FINALLY, he could keep his café open later.

Sure, only time would tell if all of this was worth the long nights and stress - he was worried he’d lost a fair bit of his beautiful white hair in the process. 

It’d probably grow back.
His stone-grey coat probably had seen better days too… then again, maybe no one but him noticed the change in lustre.

He was making sure to tell everyone he knew about the late-night openings as well. The time it took to work the espresso machine and produce orders was a great time to point it out. He’d even had fliers and cards printed, which he gave out with every receipt. Anytime he saw someone who looked vaguely like an influencer, he made sure to give them a freebie. He was taking this very seriously.


Secretly, there was another reason why this had been Errol’s obsessive goal for the last while.

That desire had sort of been lurking at the back of his subconscious, but when the broad, bespectacled purple snake man stepped through his door on a Wednesday afternoon, it all came back to the forefront of his mind.

He always gave his name as Argyle. 
It would have been rude to ask, but Errol always wondered if that was his given name, or if it was a nickname. Errol assumed it had something to do with that distinctive diamond pattern going along his long serpentine tail. Also, the snake almost always wore a cardigan with that same pattern. The colours and thickness would vary depending on the season, but his silhouette never changed. He carried himself with the slow, easy swagger of someone who’d always been too big to be picked on in school, and had a calming, cosy energy to match.

It helped that he was knee-quiveringly handsome too.

He always came in around 4:30, only staying for a little while before closing. It was always the same drink, too, some variation of a latte depending on the season, though he tended to take it on the dry side. Then he’d read a book or scroll on a tablet until closing time. This later closing meant he’d stick around longer, hopefully.

Errol took pains to add a little extra foam to the metal takeaway cup Argyle brought every time, hoping he’d eventually notice. 

He also noted that the cup had an embossed picture of a D20 on it. It was always a good way into a conversation, to learn dribs and drabs of Argyle’s main hobby.

“How’s the game going?” Errol asked as he gave the metal cup a quick rinse.
“We haven’t had the chance to meet in a bit,” Argyle said, rolling his shoulders back. “Faelan’s house is getting fixed up, and it’s taking a lot longer… so we don’t really have a venue right now.”
“You should come here-!” Errol said, rather quickly as he began to prepare the drink. “I mean, uh… yeah, we stay open till late now, and it’d probably be really easy for you to get a space, I mean, I’d make the space!”


Argyle stared back at him, and blinked. A flicker of confusion spread through his eyes before he nodded and smiled.

“Really? You’re open that late?”
“Yes!” Errol stammered, noticing how tightly he was gripping the metal jug under the milk steamer as it hissed and spat. “It’s a new thing, heh, thought you might like it! You as in, like, all of my customers, heh.”
Argyle nodded, his smile sweet and casual. “Sounds chill! Thanks Errol, I’ll have to see what the rest of the group thinks but I might be able to convince ‘em!”
“That’d be awesome- I mean, good luck with that! Let me just…”

Errol hid his face behind the coffee machine as he concentrated hard on getting the latte art just right, emblazoning it with the signature lotus-flower of kitsune tails. He tried not to chastise himself too much for his blatantly obvious fox-kit crush.

He was making it weird. This was so awkward.

Or maybe he wasn’t? Maybe Argyle didn’t mind, or maybe he was just oblivious.

Errol didn’t make eye contact as he handed the cup back, choosing to look just above Argyle’s left eyebrow instead.
“Thanks, man,” Argyle said, paying with exact change, plus an extra little tip. Just as he always did. “See you later!”
“Yeah, you too!” Errol blurted, his body cringing as the exclamation exited his throat, like a squirt of water out of a crumpled bottle. 
He immediately went to the sink and splashed his face with a pawful of cold water. 
At least none of his other crushes would end up showing today… he could probably keep it together until the end of his shift.

Oh, fuck, there was that cute green-feathered bird… 

–

Hello,

This is Argyle. I chatted with my group, and we would like to try running a game. Could we book a table for 7:00 p.m. on Friday, please?
I look forward to hearing from you.

Warm regards,


Argyle.

“Fuck, he’s so formal, GODS.”
Hello Argyle,

Thank you for your email.
“No need to be formal back, lighten the mood, Errol…”
Great hearing from you!
“Mmmnh, no…”

Absolutely, you’re free to come whenever! I can give you the Snug towards the back, too, so no one’s gonna bother you! Let me know if you need anything else, and if you want to call me to formally book, here’s my private number.

(Email Sent.)

…Fuck, that was too far. Errol regretted his wording.

But he’d already sent the email by that point. Sharing his private phone number was fine, though, right? Easier to organise that way.

He totally wasn’t finding an excuse to talk to the snake a bit more. 
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