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            The Wrong Door Cake

          

          Cake, chaos, and a neighbor with frosting on his cheek. Happy fucking Valentine’s.
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        “Sometimes the wrong delivery lands you in the right bed.”

      

      

      Emma

      My phone buzzes with the delivery confirmation at 6:42 p.m. on February 14th.

      
        
          
            
              
        Delivered to Apt 4B.

      

      

      

      

      

      Staring at the screen, I actually check to make sure my blood pressure isn’t visible through my skin. I live in 4A, you absolute donkey of a delivery guy. FOUR. A.

      The preview photo is aggressive, like, pink-frosting, feel-better-about-your-crushing-loneliness aggressive. “Love Yourself First” in curly-ass script. Oh, fuck you, bakery. I don’t want affirmations; I want sugar-induced numbness and no shame.

      Fucking hell. The universe hates me. Not in the cute, “oh I spilled coffee on my white jeans” way, but in the “let’s make this bitch question every life choice since puberty” kind of way.

      It’s Valentine’s Day, aka International Reminder That You’re Still Single. My plans? Sweatpants, penguin socks, a pile of mediocre Netflix romcoms, and...the cake.

      But my heart-shaped cake, the one thing I thought I could trust, is now betraying me.

      This is my third year in a row doing the same ritual: solo night, wallowing in cliché, refusing to let some guy named Thomas or Felix emotionally waterboard me again. Hell, even my therapist told me to “lean in” to my healing. So, thanks, Dr. Ramseier, but I’m leaning hard, right into this goddamn cake.

      I stare at the door to 4B. It’s right there. Just a few feet and one awkward encounter stand between me and my frosting fix.

      But here’s the thing: 4B is not just any apartment. No, it’s Liam’s. The “quiet guy” who always wears these battered hoodies and smells like old books, cedar, and secret angst.The guy who always holds the elevator, doesn’t make small talk, and once left my lost mitten outside my door with a neat little note: Found this—thought it might be yours?

      Of course, the universe would hand off my self-pity cake to the one neighbor I actually want to look hot for. Right now, I look like a depression meme in motion.

      I wipe my eyes. Get your shit together, Emma. It’s just a cake. Just another Valentine’s alone. Maybe I don’t need a thousand empty calories or the humiliation of asking for it back. Maybe I’ll just Netflix-and-cry with my dignity intact and, God, who am I kidding?

      No. Not this year. The delivery guy fucked up, but I’m not letting the universe bully me out of my sugar therapy.

      I need that fuckin’ cake.

      I tie my slightly tragic bun a little tighter and throw on my “Cute But Psycho” hoodie, because why lie? If I’m going to beg for my sugar bomb, I’m doing it on-brand. Penguin socks and all.

      For a second, I hear a weird thumping sound in the hallway, probably that feral child from 5C riding his scooter again. Someone’s arguing upstairs, something about “you can’t just steal my packages, asshole!” Love this building. It’s like living inside a sitcom, except there’s no laugh track.

      I grab my phone, take one last bracing look in the mirror and march out of my apartment.

      The walk to 4B feels like a damn marathon. Every step is a new level of embarrassment. What am I even supposed to say? “Hey, sorry to bother you, but my desperate need for cake has overcome my shame?”

      I ball my fists, feeling my heart punch the inside of my chest like it’s trying to DQ itself from this situation.

      I knock. Not a wimpy tap, the kind of knock that says, “I know what you did and I’m here for justice…and also, frosting.”

      The door swings open so fast I almost fall inside.

      Yeah and Liam is there and he smells like cedar and paperback pages. There’s pink frosting on his cheek, which would be hilarious if I wasn’t in full breakdown mode.

      He holds the box. “Uh… hi? I think this is yours?”

      My brain shorts out for a second, open mouth, no words. I want to die. “Sorry. Delivery mix-up. It’s my… self-care cake. I know. Pathetic.”

      He eyes the cake, then me, like he’s evaluating my sanity points for the day.

      “This is probably the weirdest thing I’ve done all year, but… wanna split it? I promise I’m not a serial killer. Just really bad at eating dessert alone.”

      Why do I want to say yes? He could have just handed it over, shut the door, and gone back to whatever tragic Valentine’s movie he was watching.

      "Actually," he continues, looking slightly nervous, "I just made coffee..." He trails off, his hazel eyes meeting mine with a mixture of hope and uncertainty.

      My heart skipped. Was my attractive, bookish neighbor actually asking me to stay?

      "I mean, unless you have plans?" he adds quickly.

      I glance down at my cake, then back at him. "Does it look like I have plans?"

      He grinned, opening the door wider and I’m stepping inside like some post-breakup raccoon who can’t resist a free meal.

      His place is… perfect. Cozy, messy, books everywhere, coffee brewing. The kind of place you want to nap in or get absolutely railed on the couch while fairy lights glow. (Okay, Emma, CHILL.)

      He slides a fork to me. “House rule: you have to insult the frosting at least once. Or tell me your worst Valentine’s story. Otherwise, no cake.”

      I snort. “You want tragic? I got stood up last year at a fondue place where the waiter brought me a single rose and a bill for twelve francs of ‘table water.’”

      He winces. “Ouch. Mine was a blind date who brought her ex along for ‘emotional support.’ I left before the main course.”

      “Another Valentine’s Day,” I add, “my date spent two hours talking about his ex-girlfriend’s cat. Not even a cute cat, just a very emotionally damaged one.”

      Liam grins. “That’s rough. Though not as bad as my blind date who brought her life coach along to ‘facilitate meaningful connection.’”

      I nearly choke on my coffee. “You’re making that up!”

      “I wish I was. The life coach kept making us do trust falls. I almost dropped her on purpose.”

      Our laughter fills the apartment, echoing off books and old floors. For once, I haven’t checked my phone, not even to torture myself with the usual chaos. Fairy lights spill warm gold across his face, and suddenly I’m sharing stories and cake with this guy like we’ve done it for years, not half an hour. I could live in this moment forever, just sugar, coffee, and the low hum of maybe.

      He sips his coffee, then asks, “Can I ask you something? Why ‘Love Your Own Story’? On the cake?”

      I tuck my legs under me, nerves fluttering. “I spent way too long trying to fit into other people’s stories, being what they wanted, doing what looked good on Instagram. Then one day, I decided to write my own. Even if it’s messy. Especially if it’s messy.”

      Liam looks at me, thoughtful, mouth twitching into a half-smile. “That’s weird but beautiful.”

      We eat, drink coffee, talk and roast each other, laughter blurring into the kind of comfort I haven’t felt in years. Somewhere around the third slice, my guard finally slips.

      He pulls the blanket over us on the couch. My heart is beating so loud I’m sure he can feel it where our knees touch. He shifts closer. The air is thick, warm, my skin prickling with want.

      He says, “I bought myself a cake last year. Same reason as you. Thought solo people deserved sugar too.”

      And I look at him, really look. The messy hair, that shy maybe-smile, the way he’s fucking looking at my mouth. I want to know what happens when that quiet goes away.

      He leans back, stretches his long legs out, and grabs a bit of frosting with his finger, sucking it off absently. Jesus Christ.

      “I think we’d be really good at being solo… together,” I whisper.

      He laughs, warm and surprised, and I realize, I want to taste that sound. I lean in before I lose my nerve.

      His lips are soft. Careful, like he thinks I might break. Joke’s on him, I’m already in pieces.

      And then, oh god, his hands. Sliding under my sweatshirt. Warm, sure, so gentle it makes me ache. I rock forward, shameless, because I can feel he’s hard already, and I want this. I want him to touch me. All of me.

      His other hand slides around my waist, pulling me closer. I end up half in his lap, one leg tangled between his, and for a split second I think, Is this how people fall in love? Over cake, in a hoodie, with strawberry frosting on their faces? Is this what loving yourself is supposed to feel like? Or is this just the best fucking accident of my life?

      I don’t care.

      I want him.

      He pulls back, eyes wild and serious. “Emma… you sure?”

      I want to laugh, cry, and scream yes all at once. So I kiss him hard, slide my hands into his hair, and grind my hips until he groans. “Don’t stop,” I whisper. “Don’t you dare fucking stop.”

      His hands are everywhere, under my hoodie, ghosting over my nipples, squeezing my waist like he’s anchoring himself. Every touch sends a spark down my spine. My pussy aches, wet and greedy. I want him to see, to taste, to ruin me.

      He breaks away, grabs the cake box with a wicked smirk.

      “Trust me?”

      I nod. Words are useless now.

      He scoops up frosting, smears it up my thigh, slow and filthy.

      “I want to eat you and the cake. At the same time.”

      My brain sizzles. “Then fucking do it.”

      He’s on his knees so fast I barely breathe. Hooks his fingers in my shorts, drags them down slow, teasing, revealing I’m bare underneath... (thank god, no panties) His eyes darken.

      “Jesus. Look at you. Fuck, Emma, you’re beautiful.”

      Then his mouth is on me, hot, hungry, tongue dragging up the frosting, then licking straight into my pussy, and I nearly sob. He’s relentless, messy, fingers
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