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  No Elevator
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I lift most days. Run sometimes. Bike when it’s not a thousand degrees outside. But by the time I reached the fourth-floor landing with six grocery bags digging into my fingers and sweat crawling down my back, I’m rethinking every decision I’ve made since accepting this shift. 
Fourth floor. No elevator. No goddamn airflow.
I paused at the top step, breathing hard through my nose like that’d somehow cool me off. My arms were burning. One of the plastic bags was stretching so thin I swore it was seconds from ripping. Some fancy-ass natural food order too, heavy on jars and glass. Organic this, artisan that. A whole gallon of oat milk. Always feels like that shit weighs more than real dairy.
I shifted the weight and raised my hand to knock, but the door cracked open before I could.
And then I forgot how to breathe.
The woman leaned in the doorway like she’d been impatiently waiting for me. Loose tank top barely clinging to one shoulder, no bra. A smear of something pale and thick on her thumb. She licked it off slowly.
“Long climb?” she asked, like we were old friends.
I gave a short nod, catching my breath. “Stairs are a bitch.”
She laughed. Not the polite kind, but real, unfiltered. “You look like you’re gonna drop dead.”
I kind of felt like it, but I wasn’t about to say that. “I’m good. Just—uh. Got a little workout bonus today.”
That made her smile wider. She stepped back, letting the door swing open. The smell of warm vanilla hit me in the face.
“Well,” she said, turning. “Come unload.”
The kitchen was barely bigger than a closet. It was galley-style, cramped, humid from the oven. A standing fan in the window wheezed like it was dying. The counters were cluttered with open bags of flour, a mixing bowl full of thick batter, a carton of eggs with two already cracked and sweating. She moved barefoot across the tile, hips loose under a pair of cotton shorts, hair twisted up with a pencil jammed through the bun.
I set the bags on the counter, shaking out my fingers. She didn’t turn around. Just kept stirring with one hand and licking batter from the other. I couldn’t stop watching her mouth.
“You want water?” she asked. Her tone made it sound like a test.
“Sure,” I said, eyes anywhere but her mouth.
She grabbed a glass from the cupboard, filled it at the tap, and handed it over without looking. Her fingers brushed mine. Light, but deliberate.
I took a long drink and wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. “Smells good.”
“It better,” she said, glancing at me finally. “It’s from scratch.”
“What is it?”
“Cake.” She dipped the spoon and held it up, batter dripping slow. “Want a taste?”
Before I could answer, she touched it to my lip. It was sweet, thick, a little salty. Her eyes stayed on mine while I licked it clean. One smear slipped to the corner of my mouth.
She stepped closer, close enough that I felt the heat off her skin, and wiped it with her thumb, then cleaned it off with her mouth, too.
“Messy,” she said, smiling.
And I realized—I hadn’t taken a full breath since I walked in.
She turned back to the bowl like nothing had happened. Just kept stirring, slow and steady, batter thick on the spoon. My pulse was still thudding in my ears, and my dick was already giving opinions I couldn’t afford to have.
“You always offer samples to your delivery guys?” I asked, trying for casual. It came out rougher than I meant.
She gave a low laugh. “Only when they look like they need a treat.”
Before I could respond, another door creaked open behind me.
I turned just as a second woman padded in from the hall. This one was taller, sleepy-eyed, wearing a thin sports bra and men’s boxers that rode low on her hips. Her hair was damp, a towel slung around her neck like she’d just stepped out of the shower. She blinked once at me, then crossed to the fridge without a word.
“This is Cassie,” the first woman said, flicking a glance over her shoulder. “My roommate. And I’m Nina.”
Cassie opened the fridge, pulled out a cold can of something, and leaned back against the counter. She cracked it, took a sip, then finally looked at me. Not shy. Just taking me in.
I nodded, gave a half-wave. “Hey.”
She didn’t smile. Didn’t say hi. Just let her gaze drop—slow—from my eyes to my chest, where my shirt still clung damp and wrinkled. Then to my hands. Then back up.
“Long climb?” she echoed, deadpan.
“Told you,” Nina muttered, licking the spoon again. “He’s breathing like he ran a marathon.”
Cassie hummed. “Looks like he could use a break.”
She took another sip and tilted her head, like I was already halfway unwrapped. Then she smiled, just barely. Her mouth curled at the corners like she knew something I didn’t.
And just like that, the temperature in the room went up.
I busied myself with the bags, needing something to do that didn’t involve staring at either of them. Pulled out apples, pasta, a block of cheese sweating through its paper. My hands moved on autopilot while my brain tried to play it cool. Just a delivery. Just groceries. Just two half-dressed women in a kitchen the size of a bathtub.
I reached for the last bag when Nina snapped a dishtowel off the oven handle and waved it at me.
“Jesus,” she said, eyes narrowing. “You’re dripping.”
She didn’t wait for permission. She stepped in, close enough that I had to freeze, towel in her hand now, dragging it slow across my forehead, then down the side of my face. Her fingers followed it, warm and dry. She wasn’t looking at my face anymore.
“You’re burning up,” she murmured, more observation than concern.
“I’m fine,” I said, but it landed somewhere between a whisper and a lie.
Cassie was still leaning on the fridge, silent, sipping. Her gaze hadn’t left me.
Nina dabbed the towel at my collarbone, then tugged my shirt away from my skin. It made a wet, peeling sound.
“Take this off,” she said.
It didn’t sound like a request.
I hesitated just long enough to pretend I had a choice, then reached behind my neck and dragged the shirt over my head. My skin prickled in the open air. Nina let her eyes roam. No hurry.
“Better,” she said.
Cassie whistled under her breath. “Damn.”
I laughed, mostly out of nerves. “I didn’t realize grocery delivery came with a strip show.”
Nina stepped back, folded the towel, and tossed it on the counter. “You should read the fine print.”
Cassie grinned. “I think he likes the terms.”






  
  On Your Knees
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Cassie set her drink down with a quiet clink and crossed the room, slow and barefoot. I couldn’t stop tracking her long legs, smooth sway, and the thin curve of her waist just brushing past mine. 
She didn’t speak. She stopped beside Nina, dipped a fingertip into the bowl of batter, and licked it off with a slow drag of her tongue.
Nina glanced at her, then at me. “You ever eat cake batter off a woman’s body?”
I blinked. “Can’t say I have.”
“Good.” She dipped the spoon and held it up. “First time for everything.”
The batter dripped thick and slow. I opened my mouth without thinking.
She fed it to me like I was a child getting a special treat.
One dab clung to the bottom of my lip. I reached to wipe it, but her hand got there first. Thumb dragged across my mouth, then disappeared between her lips.
She moaned, soft and showy, and I felt it in my dick like a snap.
“Kitchen rule,” she said, stepping in until my knees touched the cabinet. “If you make a mess, you clean it up.”
“Noted,” I said, but my voice had gone hoarse.
Cassie moved in on the other side. Her hand rested on my shoulder, featherlight.
Nina’s hand pushed at my chest. “Sit.”
There wasn’t a chair, so I sat on the counter, ass nudging a box of pasta. My skin was hot against the cool tile. Nina stepped between my knees, and Cassie stood behind her, both of them looking at me like they already owned me.
“Shirt’s gone,” Nina said, eyeing my chest. “Let’s lose the rest.”
I didn’t move or speak.
She smiled. “Say please.”
Nina didn’t blink.
“Say please,” she repeated, eyes fixed on mine, her mouth so close I could feel the heat of her breath.
My throat worked. “Please.”
She smiled, sharp and satisfied. “Better.”
Her fingers slid to my waistband and tugged. My shorts loosened. I didn’t stop her.
She took her time. Pulled the zipper slow, one tooth at a time, like she wanted me to feel every inch of surrender. Cassie hadn’t moved, but her breath was audible now, shallow. Close.
“Up,” Nina said. I lifted my hips. She peeled everything down to my thighs. My cock slapped against my stomach, flushed and aching.
Nina didn’t touch it. Just looked. Smirked. “That’s cute.”
She turned to Cassie. “Hold this.”
Cassie reached without question, took the spoon. Nina dipped two fingers into the bowl, thick batter coating her knuckles. She trailed them across my chest, lazy swirls, then bent and licked them off one by one.
I groaned. Cassie didn’t blink.
“Down,” Nina said, tapping my thigh.
I slid off the counter, feet hitting the tile with a slap. She stepped back, just enough to give herself room. Then she pushed her shorts down and kicked them aside. No underwear.
She dipped the spoon again, this time slow, and held it just above herself. Batter dripped in a thin, obscene string. She let it fall across the soft curve of her mound, over her clit, warm and sticky.
She looked at me.
“Clean it up.”
I dropped to my knees, mouth open, hands behind my back before she even asked.
The first taste hit like a punch—sweet, thick, warm from her skin. I licked the drips trailing down her thigh, slow and careful, trying not to miss a drop. She watched me from above, hand braced on the counter, belly rising and falling just slightly faster than before.
“Messy boy,” she murmured, rolling the spoon between her fingers. “Try harder.”
I leaned in, flattened my tongue, and dragged it up the length of her slit, catching the batter pooled just beneath her clit. She sucked in a breath, sharp and audible, and her free hand tangled in my hair.
Cassie moved behind me. I didn’t see her, but I felt her foot brushing mine, then her knuckles ghosting across my shoulder as she crouched.
“You don’t have to be gentle,” Nina said, voice dipping low.
I wasn’t.
I buried my face between her thighs, licking and sucking, batter mixing with slick heat. Her taste cut through the sugar—salty, sharp, fucking addictive. She held me there, grinding into my mouth like she’d been waiting for this all day.
Cassie’s hand slid down my spine, slow and steady. She rested her chin on my shoulder, watching everything up close.
“God,” she whispered. “Look at you.”
I couldn’t answer. My mouth was full. My knees were going numb on the tile. My cock ached, untouched, heavy between my thighs. But I didn’t stop.
Nina gasped. Her hips jerked forward. “Right there,” she said, tightening her grip in my hair. “Don’t stop. Just—fuck, just like that.”
I locked in, tongue circling her clit, sucking her slow and deep while she moaned above me, batter smeared across her stomach, breath breaking apart word by word.
When she came, she bit her own wrist to stay quiet. I kept licking anyway.
Nina’s thighs trembled against my cheeks. She hissed through her teeth, fingers tightening in my hair, then loosening just enough to guide me again—up, down, slower now.
Cassie was still at my back, crouched beside me, one hand resting on my shoulder. She hadn’t said much, but I could feel her eyes on us, on me. Watching me work. Watching Nina fall apart above me.
“Fuck,” Nina breathed, rolling her hips, chasing every flick of my tongue. “You’re—shit—you’re good at this.”
I didn’t answer. Couldn’t. My mouth was busy. My brain, gone.
She pulled me closer, grinding into my face. “Don’t stop until I say.”
And I didn’t. Not when my jaw started to ache. Not when the taste of batter had vanished under
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