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BAKED GOODS

 


THE NEW DELIVERY GUY IS
LATE.

Sitting in my office, I slowly crumple the fax
from the company that provides the bakery that my boyfriend and I
own with raw materials for our baked goods. They didn't want to
call me because they know how angry I can get over these things.
It's probably for the best.

"Don't worry. I'm sure he will be here soon,"
Tom says from the doorway behind me.

I give him a look, but he doesn't react. My
partner is probably the only one that I know that can tolerate my
temper. It's a regular occurrence for me to go overboard. Tom is
like the cooling wind to my rough raging bush fire. It's one of the
reasons that our business venture works. If I had to serve the
customers or deal with the staff, we'd have neither of
either.

"He's here," I hear one of the workers call
from out in the preparation area.

I stand. It is like the whole world is being
drawn up with me. I'm going to give this guy a huge yelling at.
This is my opportunity to really ingrain on this guy that he MUST
come on time. That my business RELIES on it.

Striding out, I find the culprit at the
backdoor with his small trolley stacked with today's
deliveries.

"YOU ARE LATE!!!"

Everyone in the room backs up to the walls
except for Tom, who just stands beside me, probably waiting for the
right moment to divert some of my anger.

"I KNOW!!!" the man screams back three times
louder than me.

I step back. What the...?

"THERE WAS TRAFFIC. I AM SORRY!!!" he
continues. "HERE IS YOUR ORDER SHEET!!!"

The man passes it to me. My ears are
ringing.

"Ah, thanks."

I take it and look it over. Everything seems
to be as ordered.

"I..."

Tom covers my mouth.

"Is it possible for everyone to stop
yelling?"

The new delivery guy shrugs.

"Just responding in kind."

We stand there staring at each other. I really
don't know what to make of this guy. He's slim, tall and about 20
something. I find him attractive and I respect his balls; however,
I should probably dish him out for yelling at me: I am the customer
after all.

I open my mouth.

"I'm off," he says before I can speak, pushing
the boxes off his trolley expertly and pulling it out behind him
through the door.

I step forward to follow, but the boxes are in
the way. By the time that I move them, he's driving off down the
road. Wow, looks like I lost this round. That's a first.


THE NEXT MORNING

 


HE CAME IN ON TIME.
DAMN...

"So that's four boxes of this and a half pound
of this. That's ok?"

I look it over. I hate this guy. Today he's
both on time and correct, even though when I asked him to check it
again I was hoping the company had made some kind of mistake on my
order as they had now and then in the past.

"Yes, that's fine."

Tom claps me on the shoulder with an amused
look and I glare at him. He doesn't even flinch.

"Thanks for your hard work, Rick."

The young man shrugs.

"Just doing my job."

"And you are doing it well. The last guy we
had wasn't quite as punctual as you are."

"Him? Yeah, I heard he was pretty bad at his
job. Lucky you got me on this run, eh."

Tom chuckles as my face falls a little. Rick
actually sounds like he might be good at his work. I'm never going
to be able to yell at him.

"Alright I better be off."

The young man turns and leaves me there,
annoyed and upset. I really wanted to have a go at him. This isn't
a good start to the day.

Thankfully, it does get better.


LATE ORDER

 


I PACE STRESSFULLY.
The company assured me that they would get the
product to me immediately, but they are taking their
time.

"Don't worry so much," Tom urges, leaning back
in the second seat in our large spacious office.

"I think being worried is a good thing. That
customer order was put through perfectly. I'm going to kill the
clerk that didn't file it in the 'to prepare' folder."

Tom says nothing. I know he's not happy
either. The workers have all gone home and the rain is stopping any
of them from returning. If we don't get the ingredients we need for
this rather simple job then we are going to annoy one of our best
business clients. That is not a great idea as we are reliant on the
business people in the area (by far our largest pool of customers).
They have high standards - just as I do - and so any screw up will
cost the business.

There is a knock at the backdoor and I rush to
it. When I throw it open, I find Rick soaked to the bone in a gray
raincoat and holding an umbrella.

"Mind if I come in?"

"Sure."

I step aside and he enters. He doesn't look to
happy.

"What happened to you?" Tom asks as he comes
out to find our delivery man dripping water onto the
floor.

"The truck broke down. I had to walk
here."

"How far?"

"A kilometer or so. It's really pouring down
outside."

"I can tell."

Tom takes his coat. I note that he isn't
wearing his work uniform. The man is in a light brown t-shirt that
is stuck to his hard body and a pair of faded blue jeans that are
clinging to his thighs. I notice that Tom is looking too. Our young
friend has quite a body.

"Let me take that."

I grab the box and put it on the bench next to
us. He is shivering a little.

"You look chilly," Tom says, "Come stand near
the ovens for a bit. You'll dry out in a few minutes."

He follows my boyfriend to the corner with the
ovens. I catch the man looking at Rick's ass and find that I have
to agree: He's hot.

Pulling out the product, I set to work and
listen to the other two talk. They are discussing some kind of
sport that Rick likes. My hands work through the dough that I'm
expertly molding into biscuits for our customers. The whole job
takes about 20 minutes and by that time the two of them are in a
heated debate about which food is worse for you, donuts or cake. I
stroll over and put the biscuits in one of the large ovens. They
are both looking cheerfully warm.

"Rick was telling me about his sporting
achievements. Looks like we have a pro athlete in the making
here."

I smile at him and look him over. Yes, I can
see that. His arms are gorgeous.

"Do you two want to have a drink?" I ask. "I
figure you won't be driving back tonight, Rick?"

"Sounds good. What do you have?"

I chuckle.

"A few things."

We head into the office. In one corner we have
a big pile of liqueurs that we use when making cakes. There are a
few spirits and some room temperature beer. We have the full
selection.

"Wow, you have everything. I'll have some of
this."

He pulls a bottle out of the pile and I pass
him a cup from the rack next to the door. After that I pour myself
a stiff vodka and Tom has a dark beer.

"So why did you become a delivery driver?" I
ask.

Rick's face turns a little dark, but he
answers.

"My ex-boyfriend is a nurse. I thought we
could spend more time together, so I took this job. Unfortunately,
I soon realized he wasn't that serious about me. We broke up last
weekend."

"That sucks. It happens though."

Rick shrugs. Sometimes it rains; other times
it shines.

"How about you? How long have you been
together?"

"You know we are together?"

"It's pretty obvious. I can tell by the way
Tom and you act."

"Oh. Well, about 6 years now? Is that
right?"

Tom grins and slaps me on the side of the
head.

"8, dummy. You never remember."

"Sorry. I'm bad with dates."

Rick laughs and sips his drink.

"Looks like you are still pretty into each
other. My guy and I sort of burnt out after the first few months. I
probably should have realized that things were going downhill when
we stopped... ah, you know, 'spending time' together."

I give him a sympathetic look. It is hard to
keep things fresh, which is a regular topic between me and Tom most
weeks.

"That sounds hard. You must have
struggled."

"Sometimes," Rick admits. "We were together
for about a year and didn't do it very often. I think he had other
guys, but I don't know for sure."

"A cheater, eh?" Tom says. "You should avoid
those types."

I nod.

"Yeah, if anything were to happen, it would
have to be by agreement, I feel. None of this outside the
relationship thing."

Tom glances to me. He knows what we talked
about. Can he blame me for wanting to make it happen?

"I don't know. I can't see myself having a
third wheel in a relationship. It seems strange."

"I don't know. Me and Tom have done it before.
It keeps things spicy, you know. A little flavor to keep the whole
thing tasty."

Rick glances up at me. I think he gets it now,
but the mood is broken by the kitchen timer going off. I rush off
and pull the biscuits out. It gives me a moment to think about what
I am doing. Is it really fair for me to talk advantage of Rick like
this? He only recently broke up with his ex-boyfriend. Should I be
playing this thing out the way that I am or would it be better to
let things lie as they are and forget about it.

When I come back, I find that Tom is on his
second beer and Rick has started a new drink. Noticeably, Tom has
his hand on Rick's thigh and the man doesn't seem to be wanting to
move it any time soon. I draw my chair over a little closer and
join their discussion. It's nothing special, relationship talk,
mainly, but I can see Tom's plan. He's warming the younger man up.
If that works out as planned then it's only a matter of taking
advantage of the right opportunity. I'm still not sure if we should
be doing this, but I'm willing to suspend judgment until it’s time
to really choose. Right now I have the luxury of thinking it over.
After things heat up I won't.

Rick finishes his drink and takes another. We
down more than we usually do and everyone is a bit drunk after
about half an hour.

"I should probably get going," Rick says, his
speech somewhat slurred. "The rain has probably slowed by
now."

I nod in understanding and decide it's time to
go for the kill.

"Are you sure? Our apartment is about 10
meters down the road. We could relax and watch some TV for awhile.
I really think we should keep talking."

'Talking'. That's not what we will be doing
and Rick gets that. He looks thoughtful for a moment, but Tom has
matters well and truly under control.

"Don't think too much about it," he says.
"Let's go."

Tom takes Rick by the hand and leads him out.
He follows willingly.

Letting them out, I clean up quickly. Right
about now they are entering the apartment and Tom is making his
move. They'll be cuddling up and playing, waiting for me to turn
up. This is how it was the last time that we did this with a good
friend of ours. It was only one time, but it was enough to make us
want to do it again. Here's our chance and this time the third
wheel is hotter and sexier than our last. It's a step forwards and
upwards. Tonight is going to be something else.

Heading out into the rain, I jog down the
road. Our apartment is a small place sandwiched in between two
large office blocks. I rush to the elevator and take it to the 10th
floor. The door is unlocked when I get there. I slip in quietly,
hearing the sounds of moving bodies, and come into our
lounge/bedroom to find Tom pinning Rick to the bed and his lips
working over the man's.

"That looks fun," I say. "Can I join
you?"

I don't wait for permission. I come to my
knees and work myself in on Rick's side, so that I can run my lips
up and down his neck to
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