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By

Sasha Blackwood

I hefted the last crate of ingredients against my hip as I fumbled with the back door of Marla's Creamery. It was well past closing, the parking lot empty except for my delivery van and three cars I recognized as belonging to the staff. The weight of industrial-sized vanilla extract bottles dug into my fingers as I pushed through the door, hit immediately by the warm, sweet air and something else—something thicker, muskier, that made my spine tingle before my brain could even process why.

The kitchen lights were dimmed to a soft amber glow, just bright enough to cast long shadows across the stainless steel prep tables. I stepped inside, letting the door swing shut behind me, and nearly dropped the crate when I saw them. All three of them, waiting, watching me like I was the last cupcake at a birthday party.

"Fuck, you scared me," I said, setting the crate down with a thud. "I thought everyone would be gone by now."

Marla stood front and center, leaning against the main island with her arms crossed beneath her generous tits, pushing them up against the tight confines of her signature red apron. Her fiery hair was pulled back in a messy bun, a few escaped strands framing her face. The owner of the bakery always exuded a commanding presence, but tonight there was something predatory in her eyes.

"You're late," she said, her voice low and throaty. She pushed off from the counter and stepped toward me, one finger scooping a dollop of frosting from a nearby bowl. She brought it to her lips and sucked it clean, her eyes never leaving mine. "We were just talking about your... cream delivery."

To her right stood Tammy, the bubbly blonde baker whose perpetual smile and bouncy energy made her a customer favorite. Tonight her usually pristine apron was smudged with flour that dusted the deep valley of her cleavage. Her full lips curled into a smile that didn't seem innocent at all.

And then there was Jade, the newest hire. Tall, lean, with a sheet of straight black hair and sharp cheekbones that could cut glass. I'd barely exchanged ten words with her in the months I'd been delivering supplies, but now she perched on the edge of the prep counter, her long legs dangling, watching me with the focused intensity of a panther.

I forced a laugh, the sound unnaturally loud in the thick atmosphere of the kitchen. "Cream delivery? That's... that's a new one." I gestured toward the crate. "Just flour, sugar, and extract tonight."

Tammy giggled and pushed off from the counter she'd been leaning against. "Oh, we know what you brought," she said, circling behind me. I felt her warmth before she touched me, then her soft breasts pressed against my back, her arms snaking around my waist. "But we're more interested in what you might be holding back."

My breath caught in my throat as her hands slid lower, fingers toying with my belt buckle. I opened my mouth to say something—anything—but the words died as Jade slipped off the counter and approached with sinuous grace.

She didn't speak, didn't smile, just locked eyes with me as she reached out and hooked a single finger into the waistband of my jeans. With a swift, decisive motion, she yanked them down to my knees, along with my boxers.

Cool air hit my exposed skin, but I was already half-hard, my cock twitching under their collective gaze. I stood there, pants around my knees, heart hammering in my chest, as all three women looked down at me like I was an ingredient they were about to use.
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