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Monday: The Steamy Baking Club
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Nico Belmont stands at the door of 745 Oakwood Drive with flour still under his fingernails and his heart doing this weird tap dance against his ribs. The damn house could swallow his apartment building whole—all brick and columns and professionally landscaped, whatever the hell those bushes are called. His culinary textbook weighs down his backpack like a brick, but the piece of paper with the address feels heaviest in his pocket. Baking club meeting, the Craigslist ad had said. Good money. Bring your skills. Now he's wondering what skills exactly they're expecting.

His finger hovers over the doorbell. It's not like he can afford to turn down the cash. Not with rent due and his last paycheck already sacrificed to the altar of tuition and ingredients for his advanced pastry final. He presses the bell, hearing some fancy-ass chime echo inside instead of the buzzer he's used to.

The door swings open and Christ on a croissant; the woman standing there looks like she walked off the pages of some magazine that people like Nico never even get to browse through at the grocery store checkout.

"You must be Nico," she says, her voice all smooth and practiced like expensive vanilla. "I'm Meredith Baxter. We're absolutely thrilled you could join our little baking circle."

Her hand extends with those French-manicured nails that probably cost more than his monthly food budget. Nico shakes it, suddenly aware of how rough his hands are, calloused from kneading dough and burned in spots from rushed moments with hot pans.

"Thanks for having me, Mrs. Baxter," he says, despising how young he sounds.

"Meredith, please," she corrects him, her green eyes doing this thing where they seem to be looking at him and through him at the same time. "We're all on a first-name basis here."

She ushers him inside, and holy shit, the interior makes the outside look modest. The ceiling soars overhead, and everything is sleek, white, and spotless. His sneakers feel offensive against the marble floor.

"Right this way," Meredith says, leading him deeper into the house. Her yoga pants hug every curve of her ass in ways that make Nico force his eyes to the elaborate light fixtures above. "Everyone's in the kitchen already."

The kitchen. Jesus. It's bigger than his entire apartment and gleaming with stainless steel and granite. Appliances he recognizes from his textbooks but has never actually touched stand at attention like soldiers awaiting orders. The island in the center could land a small aircraft.

And around it, four women turn to look at him. Each one of them has this polished glow that speaks of regular facials and whatever the hell rich people do instead of just washing their faces with bar soap like he does.

"Ladies, this is Nico, our culinary student extraordinaire," Meredith announces.

"Well, aren't you just delicious," says a tall blonde with cheekbones that could slice butter. Her wedding ring catches the light like a warning beacon. "I'm Lydia Hanson."

Beside her, a woman with honey-blonde hair tied back so perfectly it hurts gives a small wave. "Vanessa Langley. So pleased you could join us."

"Rochelle McIntyre," says the Black woman with curves that make his mouth go dry. Her nails are bright red and tap against the countertop impatiently. "I've been waiting to see what you can do with your hands."

The last woman, with sleek dark hair, smiles in a way that makes him think of predators. "Helen Griggs. I hear you're quite skilled at making things... rise."

They all wear pristine aprons over clothes that probably cost more than his monthly rent. Each one sports a wedding ring that could pay off his student loans. Every single one of them looks at him like he's a particularly interesting specimen under a microscope.

"So, um, what are we baking today?" Nico asks, trying to find solid ground.

"Oh honey," Meredith says, handing him an apron that feels impossibly soft against his fingers. "We thought you could teach us some of your special techniques. We're all so eager to learn."

"I'm particularly interested in your kneading skills," Lydia adds, her finger trailing over a stand mixer. "I've always had trouble getting the right... firmness."

Rochelle laughs. "And I can never seem to get my cream to whip properly. Maybe you could show me how to make it nice and stiff?"

Heat crawls up Nico's neck. They're just talking about baking, for fuck's sake. Get it together.

"I'd be happy to demonstrate whatever you'd like," he says, immediately regretting his word choice as Vanessa's eyebrows lift in obvious delight.

"Wonderful," she says. "I'm particularly interested in filling techniques. I can never seem to get enough inside."

Nico busies himself with washing his hands at the sink, which is deep enough to bathe in. Focus on the task. Focus on the money. These are just bored housewives who want to learn to bake, that's all.

"Do you prefer to work with your hands or use tools?" Helen asks, sidling up next to him. Her perfume smells expensive and complicated.

"Depends on what I'm making," he answers, drying his hands on a towel that's softer than his bedroom sheets. "Some things require a gentle touch that machines can't replicate."

"I've always believed that," Meredith says, somehow appearing on his other side. "Nothing quite matches the warmth of human touch, does it?"

Nico moves to the island, unpacking his bag of basic supplies. "Maybe we could start with a simple brioche? It's versatile and teaches fundamental techniques."

"Oh yes," Lydia purrs, "let's start with something that requires plenty of handling."

Nico measures flour into a bowl, grateful for something familiar to focus on. As he explains the importance of protein content in different flours, he sees the women exchange glances that seem loaded with meaning he can't decipher.

He demonstrates how to proof the yeast, his practiced hands moving through the motions he could perform in his sleep. The women cluster closer, their bodies forming a perfumed wall around him.

"See how it bubbles and expands?" he explains, pointing to the mixture. "That's how you know it's alive and active."

"Fascinating how something can grow so dramatically with just a little warmth and attention," Rochelle says, her arm brushing against his as she leans in to look.

As he begins to mix the dough, Meredith steps in close. "May I try?" she asks, her hand already reaching for the bowl.

"Sure, just fold it like this—" His hands guide hers, and she presses back against him slightly. Not enough to be obvious, but enough that he feels the warmth of her body against his chest.

"Like this?" she asks, her movements deliberately clumsy so his hands need to stay on hers.

"Almost," he says, his voice embarrassingly tight. "You want to be firm but gentle."

"That's always the challenge, isn't it?" Lydia says from across the island. "Finding that perfect balance between firm and gentle."

The dough comes together, and Nico demonstrates the kneading technique. Each woman takes a turn, and each of them somehow manages to position herself so that some part of her body—an arm, a hip, sometimes even a breast—makes contact with him.

Vanessa's flour-dusted fingers brush his arm as she passes him the salt. Helen's hip presses against his as she reaches across him for a measuring cup. Rochelle's breath warms his ear as she asks about the proper temperature for proofing.

The kitchen grows warmer, or maybe it's just him. The innocent baking terminology transforms in their mouths, becoming loaded with suggestions.

"You have to work it until it becomes smooth and elastic," he explains about the dough, trying to ignore how Lydia bites her lower lip as he demonstrates.

"How do you know when you've worked it enough?" Meredith asks, her fingers trailing in the flour on the countertop, drawing languid patterns.

"It'll feel different," Nico says, focusing on the dough beneath his hands rather than the five pairs of eyes watching his every move. "More responsive. And when you press it, it should bounce back slowly."

"Responsive is good," Helen says, nodding thoughtfully. "I like things that respond to my touch."

As the dough rests, covered with a cloth, the women pepper him with questions that seem designed to make him squirm. They ask about firmness and wetness, how to tell when something is ready to be eaten, and the best techniques for getting a rich, satisfying finish.

Rochelle steps close enough that her breasts nearly touch his arm. "You know what I've always struggled with?" she asks. "Cream pies. I can never seem to get them to set properly."

"It's all about the temperature," he explains, wondering if the room is actually spinning or if it's just his imagination. "And making sure you've got the right... consistency."

"I'd love to see your technique sometime," she says, her fingers brushing flour from his forearm in a touch that lingers too long to be casual.

By the time the dough is shaped and placed in pans to rise again, Nico's shirt sticks to his back with sweat that has nothing to do with the kitchen's temperature. The women move around him in a choreographed dance that keeps him constantly aware of their presence—a hand at the small of his back as someone reaches past him, a body pressing briefly against his as someone retrieves an ingredient, fingers brushing his as utensils are exchanged.

Each touch is plausibly accidental. Each comment could be innocent if you squint. But the collective effect is unmistakable. These women want something from him, and it isn't baking expertise.

"While we wait for the dough to rise," Meredith says, her eyes meeting his with a directness that makes his throat dry, "perhaps you'd like to try something sweet?"

The kitchen suddenly feels like a trap cleverly disguised as opportunity. And Nico, with rent due and his bank account anemic, knows he's already caught.

Rochelle reaches into the pocket of her apron and pulls out what looks like a wrapped candy—bright red, like her nails. "Here, sugar. Try this. It's a special treat I like to share with friends." There's something about the way she says "friends" that makes the room temperature spike about twenty degrees. She unwraps it for him, this weird intimacy in the gesture, her fingertips brushing his palm as she places the small red candy there. It looks ordinary enough, maybe cherry or cinnamon or whatever flavor rich people prefer when they're sucking on something sweet.

"Thank you," Nico says, popping it into his mouth without thinking twice. It dissolves almost instantly, leaving behind a taste that's not quite cherry, not quite cinnamon, but something more complex and unfamiliar sort of like cardamom but with an edge that tingles on his tongue.

Rochelle watches him with those knowing eyes, her full lips curving into a smile that makes him think of secret promises whispered in the dark. "Good boy," she says, as if he's passed some test he didn't know he was taking. "Now, why don't you help me find something in the pantry? I'm looking for... special equipment."

The other women exchange glances charged with electricity. Meredith nods slightly, and Helen makes a little shooing motion with her perfectly manicured fingers.

"Sure," Nico says, because what else is he going to say? He follows Rochelle across the kitchen, trying not to stare at the hypnotic sway of her hips or the way her ass looks like it was poured into those leggings.

The pantry is a walk-in affair because, of course, it is. It's larger than his bathroom at home and stocked with ingredients he's only read about in glossy cookbooks. Shelves climb to the ceiling, filled with imported oils, specialty flours, and jars of preserves that probably cost more than his weekly food budget.

Rochelle steps inside and turns to face him, her expression shifting from polite interest to something hungrier. "Come on in," she says. "We need to have a little talk about your... equipment."

Nico follows her in, the door swinging partially closed behind him. The space suddenly feels much smaller, intimate in a way that makes his pulse quicken. Rochelle is standing close enough that he can smell her perfume—something rich and spicy that makes him think of desserts that are just on the edge of being too decadent.

"I've always enjoyed working with large equipment," she says, her eyes dropping deliberately to the front of his jeans. "And something tells me you're packing the kind of tool I've been craving."

Before Nico can stammer out a response—because what the fuck do you say to that?—Rochelle drops to her knees in front of him, her red nails already working at his belt buckle.

"Whoa, wait, I—" Nico starts, but his protests die in his throat as she looks up at him, those dark eyes filled with such naked want that it knocks the air from his lungs.

"Shh," she says, fingers already pulling down his zipper with practiced efficiency. "I've been thinking about this since you walked through that door with your flour-dusted jeans and those innocent eyes. Let me see what you're hiding in here."

There's a moment where everything seems to pause—her fingers hooked in his waistband, his breath caught in his chest, the world narrowed down to this impossibly small space between two people. Then she tugs his jeans and boxers down in one fluid motion, and his cock springs free, already half-hard and growing by the second.

"Jesus fucking Christ," Rochelle says, her eyes widening as she takes in his size. "Would you look at this beautiful piece of meat? Goddamn, boy, you are blessed."

Nico's ears burn with embarrassment and arousal in equal measure. He's always known he was... well-endowed, but the raw appreciation in Rochelle's gaze makes him feel simultaneously proud and exposed in ways he's not quite prepared for.

"I knew it," she says, one hand wrapping around his shaft, barely able to close around its thickness. "I could tell. It's something in the way quiet boys like you carry yourselves. Always the ones with the biggest surprises."

Her hand begins to stroke him slowly, and Nico has to brace himself against a shelf to keep from staggering. The way she's looking at his cock—like it's some kind of prize she's won—makes it harden fully in her grip, growing to its impressive length.

"Look at this beautiful fucking cock," she says, her voice dropping to a reverent whisper. "So thick I can barely get my hand around it. So long I don't know if I can take it all." She leans forward and presses her lips to the head, a kiss that sends a jolt through his entire body. "But I'm damn sure going to try."

Without further preamble, she takes him into her mouth, her lips stretching around his girth. The wet heat of her mouth engulfs him, and Nico bites his lip to keep from groaning loud enough to be heard in the kitchen.

Rochelle works him with expertise, one hand stroking the base while her mouth slides up and down his shaft. Her other hand cups his balls, gently massaging them as she takes him deeper. The sounds she makes—wet, eager, appreciative—drive him crazy, the slick noises of her mouth working him echoing in the confined space.

"Holy shit," he whispers, his hands hovering uncertainly until one of them lands in her hair. She moans around his cock in response, the vibration traveling through him like an electric current.

The pantry door creaks and Nico nearly jumps out of his skin. Meredith stands there, her eyes widening at the scene before her—Rochelle on her knees, Nico's massive cock halfway down her throat.

For one terrible moment, he thinks this is where it all ends—where he gets thrown out, maybe even arrested. But instead, Meredith steps inside and deliberately closes the door behind her, turning the lock with a soft click.

"Started without me, I see," she says, her voice low and thick with desire. "That's hardly fair, Rochelle."

Rochelle pulls back with a wet pop, her hand still stroking Nico's shaft. "Had to get a taste first," she says. "But there's plenty for both of us. Look at the size of this thing. Have you ever seen such a beautiful cock in your life?"

Meredith steps closer, her eyes fixed on Nico's erection with an intensity that makes him feel like he might combust. "It is impressive," she says, reaching out to run a single finger along its length. "Magnificent, even."

And then there are two women kneeling before him, two pairs of hands on his body, two mouths taking turns with his cock. Meredith runs her tongue along the underside while Rochelle sucks at the head. They work in tandem like they've done this before; their techniques are different but complementary.

Meredith is methodical and thorough, her tongue exploring every inch of his shaft. Rochelle is more passionate, more aggressive, taking him deep and moaning around his shaft as if his taste is the most delicious thing she's ever experienced.

"Look at him," Meredith says during a brief pause, her hand replacing her mouth as she speaks. "So big, so hard. I can't wait to feel this inside me."

"You'll have to wait your turn," Rochelle says, then engulfs him again, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks with renewed vigor.

Nico's mind is spinning, unable to process the reality of this situation—two married women on their knees in a pantry, servicing him with their mouths while their friends wait just outside. It's too much, too intense, too goddamn good.

When Meredith takes his balls into her mouth while Rochelle continues working his shaft, the dual sensation sends him hurtling toward the edge. "I'm going to—" he starts, trying to warn them.

"Let it go, baby," Rochelle says, stroking him fast and hard. "Cum for us. Show us what this big fucking cock can do."

Her words push him over, and Nico's orgasm tears through him like a freight train. He erupts with a choked groan, his seed spilling onto Rochelle's waiting tongue, across her lips, onto her cheeks. She directs the next pulse toward Meredith, who eagerly leans in to catch it on her tongue, moaning as if it's the most exquisite dessert.

They share his release between them, tongues occasionally meeting, passing his essence back and forth in a display that's so filthy and erotic that Nico can hardly believe he's witnessing it.

As the waves of pleasure subside, Nico expects to feel the usual post-orgasm sensitivity and softening. But something strange is happening—his cock remains rock hard, throbbing with undiminished desire despite having just experienced one of the most intense climaxes of his life.

"What the hell?" he whispers, looking down at his persistently erect member with confusion.

Rochelle smiles, white cum still decorating her dark skin in obscene contrast. "That candy I gave you," she says, using one finger to gather some of his seed from her cheek before sucking it clean. "It's something special. A little experimental drug that my friend in pharmaceutical research cooked up. Keeps you hard and ready until each and every woman in our baking club is satisfied."

The reality of the situation crashes through Nico's post-orgasmic haze. "You drugged me?"

"Enhanced you," Meredith corrects, standing and straightening her apron. There's a spot of his cum on her collarbone that she hasn't bothered to wipe away. "It's perfectly safe. Just helps you perform at your... peak potential."

"And trust me, sugar," Rochelle adds, rising to her feet with fluid grace, "you're going to need it. Because we've all been starving for a cock like yours, and we're not letting you go until we've all had our fill."

The pantry door opens, revealing Lydia standing there with an expression of imperious hunger. She's already removed her panties, which dangle from one finger before she tosses them aside. Without a word, she turns and walks to the kitchen island, hiking up her skirt to reveal a perfectly round ass and the glistening pink folds of her pussy.

She looks over her shoulder at Nico, her command clear in her tone: "Fuck me hard. Now."

And despite having just climaxed, despite the ethical alarm bells ringing in his head, despite everything—Nico feels his cock twitch with anticipation, ready and eager for what comes next.

Nico's legs move without conscious thought, carrying him toward Lydia, who stands bent over the kitchen island like some obscene painting that shouldn't exist in this pristine suburban home. Her skirt is rucked up around her waist, her pussy exposed and glistening under the recessed lighting that probably cost more than his monthly rent. She doesn't look back at him again; she just waits there expectantly, her fingers drumming against the marble countertop like she's already growing impatient with his hesitation.

"Don't keep a lady waiting," she says, her voice carrying the same authoritative tone one might use to chastise a waiter for slow service.

Nico positions himself behind her, his still-hard cock in hand, marveling at the surreal turn this baking club has taken. He runs the head of his cock along her slit, collecting her wetness, feeling her heat.

"Stop teasing and fuck me," Lydia says, the crude language sounding almost elegant in her refined voice. "I want to feel every inch of that magnificent cock stretching me open."

He pushes forward, the head of his cock parting her labia, meeting resistance for just a moment before her body yields to him. Lydia inhales sharply as he enters her, her knuckles whitening where they grip the edge of the island.

"My God," she says, her composure cracking slightly as he continues to sink into her. "Your cock is massive. So much thicker than—" She cuts herself off, biting her lip as Nico seats himself fully inside her.

Nico's hands find her hips, holding her steady as he begins to move. The sight of his shaft disappearing into her, stretching her visibly with each thrust, is hypnotic. Her pussy grips him like a silken vise, so tight that he wonders briefly if he's hurting her.

But then Lydia begins to move against him, meeting his thrusts with practiced precision. "Harder," she commands. "Don't treat me like I'll break. I want to feel this tomorrow. I want to sit in my charity board meeting and feel the ghost of your cock inside me."

The image she paints with her words drives Nico to increase his pace, his hips slapping against her ass now, his balls swinging forward to tap against her clit with each thrust. The kitchen fills with the obscene sounds of flesh meeting flesh, of wet suction as her body clings to his on each withdrawal.

"Yes," Lydia hisses, her perfectly manicured nails scratching at the marble. "Just like that. So good. So fucking big. Ah—you're touching places my husband hasn't reached in years."

From somewhere in the room, someone—Meredith, he thinks—says, "Careful, Lydia. Your perfect veneer is slipping."

Lydia laughs, the sound transforming into a moan as Nico hits a particularly sensitive spot inside her. "Let it slip. Let it shatter. Oh God, you have no idea how long I've needed to be fucked like this."

Nico's hands tighten on her hips, pulling her back onto his cock as he drives forward. The counter is the perfect height, allowing him to leverage his entire body into each thrust. Lydia begins to shudder, her internal muscles clenching around him in rhythmic pulses.

"I'm cumming," she announces as if declaring the success of a business venture. "Your magnificent cock is making me cum so hard. Oh, God! So much bigger than Jeffrey's little dick. So deep in me!"

Her orgasm washes through her in visible waves, her body trembling, her pussy convulsing around his length. Nico continues to thrust through it, prolonging her pleasure until she collapses forward onto the counter, gasping for breath.

"Well done," she says after a moment, her voice regaining its composed edge as she looks back at him. 

Before Nico can respond, he feels a hand on his shoulder. Vanessa stands beside him, her honey-blonde hair now loose from its perfect arrangement, falling in waves around her face. There's a hunger in her eyes that makes his still-hard cock twitch inside Lydia.

"My turn," Vanessa says, her voice soft but insistent. "In the dining room."

Nico withdraws from Lydia, who sighs at the loss before straightening her skirt and smoothing her hair as if she's just finished a business meeting rather than being fucked on her kitchen island.

Vanessa takes his hand—his right hand, still slick with Lydia's arousal—and leads him through an archway into a formal dining room dominated by a massive mahogany table that could seat twelve comfortably. Crystal chandelier light reflects off the polished surface, casting prismatic patterns across Vanessa's face as she turns to him.

Unlike Lydia's commanding presence, Vanessa moves with a hesitant grace, as if she's both eager and nervous. She reaches for the buttons of her blouse, undoing them one by one with fingers that tremble slightly.

"I've thought about this," she confesses as she peels off her blouse to reveal a lace bra in pale blue. "Since I first saw the ad for a young baker. I pictured someone like you—strong hands, earnest eyes. Someone who wouldn't judge me."

Her skirt pools around her ankles, leaving her in just the bra and matching panties. Her body bears the subtle signs of motherhood—a slight softness around the middle, faint silvery stretch marks across her hips—but she carries them with a dignity that Nico finds unexpectedly arousing.

"You're beautiful," he says, surprising himself with how much he means it.

Something flickers in Vanessa's eyes—gratitude, perhaps, or relief. "It's been a long time since someone looked at me like that," she says, reaching behind to unhook her bra. It falls away, revealing breasts that sag just slightly, nipples pebbled and dark against her fair skin.

She backs up against the table, sliding her panties down her legs before sitting on the edge. Then, with deliberate slowness, she lies back and spreads her legs, presenting herself to him.

"Don't stop, please," she says, her voice carrying an urgency that's almost painful. "I need this. I need to feel something real again."

Nico steps between her thighs, his cock still glistening with Lydia's juices. He runs his hands up Vanessa's legs, feeling goosebumps rise in the wake of his touch. When he reaches the apex of her thighs, he finds her already wet, her pussy lips swollen with desire.

He guides himself to her entrance, pushing in slowly, watching her face as she takes him inch by inch. Her eyes widen, her lips forming a perfect O of surprise as his girth stretches her.

"Oh my God," she whispers, her hands reaching up to grip his forearms. "You're so big. Bigger than I imagined. Harder. Please, harder."

The table creaks beneath them as Nico establishes a rhythm, driving into her with increasing force. Vanessa's legs wrap around his waist, her heels digging into his lower back, urging him deeper.

"Yes," she cries, all pretense of suburban propriety abandoned. "Fuck me like you mean it. Like I'm not just some bored housewife. Like I'm worth taking."

Her words spur him on, and Nico grabs her hips, angling them to hit the spots that make her gasp and moan. Her breasts bounce with each thrust, her fingers twisting in the tablecloth beneath her.

"Your cock feels incredible," she pants, her voice rising in pitch. "So much bigger than my husband's. So hard inside me! Oh God, I've needed this for so long."

The dining room fills with the sounds of their coupling—the slap of flesh, the wet suction of her pussy gripping his cock, the steady creak of the table beneath them, and Vanessa's increasingly desperate moans.

"I'm close," she gasps, her internal muscles clenching around him in preliminary spasms. "Don't stop. Please don't stop. Oh! Oh! Oh God! It is so good! So big! Oh God! I'm cumming!"

Her orgasm transforms her face, stripping away years of careful restraint. Her back arches off the table, her pussy clamping down on his cock so tightly it's almost painful. She cries out his name over and over as if it's the only word she remembers.

As her climax subsides, leaving her trembling and spent on the table, Nico feels a presence behind him. He turns to find Rochelle standing in the doorway, completely naked now, her dark skin gleaming in the chandelier light.

"My living room," she says, her gaze fixed on his still-erect cock. "Now."

He follows her through the house, his cock bobbing before him, hard as steel, despite the two women he's already satisfied. The living room is a study in carefully curated luxury—leather sofas arranged around a glass coffee table, abstract art on the walls, and plush carpet beneath his feet.

Rochelle doesn't wait for him to reach her. She climbs onto the coffee table, positioning herself on all fours before rolling onto her back. Her legs spread wide, revealing the contrast of her dark outer labia and the pink inner folds glistening with her arousal.

"Watch me," she commands, one hand moving between her legs, fingers spreading her pussy lips apart to show him the slick, dark pink interior. Her other hand moves to her breast, pinching a nipple roughly.

Nico stands transfixed as Rochelle begins to pleasure herself, her fingers circling her clit before dipping into her entrance. She's putting on a show for him, her eyes never leaving his face, gauging his reaction to every movement of her fingers.

"You like watching a black woman play with her pussy?" she asks, her voice throaty with desire. "You ever been with a black girl before, baker boy?"

Nico shakes his head, his cock throbbing painfully with need.

"Then today's your lucky day," Rochelle says with a wicked smile. "Come taste me first. I want to feel that pretty mouth on my cunt."

Nico kneels between her legs, the coffee table at the perfect height. He's never done this before—never had the chance or confidence to try—but something about this day, about these women, has stripped away his hesitation.

He leans forward, inhaling her musky scent before tentatively extending his tongue to lick along her slit. The taste is tangy, complex, and not unpleasant. Rochelle's hand finds the back of his head, guiding him.

"That's it," she says. "Lick my pussy. Get it nice and wet for that big white cock of yours."

Her words send a jolt through him, and Nico applies himself more enthusiastically, his tongue exploring her folds, circling her clit, dipping into her entrance. He's clumsy at first, but Rochelle is vocal about what she likes, and her instructions are explicit and clear.

"Right there, yes. Suck on my clit. Now, lick inside me. Fuck me with your tongue. That's it. Good boy."

Her thighs begin to tremble on either side of his head, her hand tightening in his hair. "Enough," she says suddenly, pulling him away. "I need that cock inside me. I need to feel that massive thing stretching my tight black cunt."

Nico rises, positioning himself at her entrance. Rochelle reaches down to grab his cock, guiding it to her opening.

"Fuck me," she says, her eyes locked with his. "Fuck this black pussy like you mean it."

He pushes forward, groaning as her heat engulfs him. She's tighter than the others, her pussy gripping him like a fist. Rochelle's eyes widen as he stretches her black pussy, a smile of satisfaction spreading across her face.

"That's what I'm talking about," she says, grabbing his shoulders. "That's a real fucking cock. So much bigger than my husband's little dick. God, I can feel you in my fucking stomach."

Nico begins to thrust, finding a rhythm that has Rochelle's massive breasts bouncing with each impact. The coffee table creaks beneath them, sliding slightly on the carpet with particularly forceful thrusts.

"That's right," Rochelle encourages him, her nails digging into his skin. "Stretch this tight black cunt. Make me feel it. Make me remember it when my husband comes home tonight."

Her explicit talk drives Nico wild, urging him to pound into her harder, deeper. Rochelle meets him thrust for thrust, her body moving with practiced skill to maximize both their pleasure.

"Your big white cock feels so good in my black pussy," she moans, one hand moving to rub her clit as he hammers into her. "I'm gonna cum hard on this dick. Oh! Oh! Oh! Your cock is massive! Splitting me open! Making this black cunt cream all over you!"

Her orgasm hits her like a tidal wave, her back arching dramatically, her pussy contracting around him in powerful spasms. She cries out, a string of profanities mixed with praise for his cock, her body shuddering beneath him.

As she comes down from her climax, gasping for breath, Rochelle looks up at him with newfound respect. "Damn, boy," she says. "They grow them special at culinary school, huh? Still hard after all that."

Before Nico can respond, he hears movement behind him. Looking over his shoulder, he sees Helen and Lydia watching from the doorway, their expressions hungry and impatient.

"Don't get too comfortable," Helen calls to Rochelle. "It's our turn now."

Helen's fingers curl around Nico's wrist like hungry vines, pulling him away from the aftermath of Rochelle's pleasure. There's no time to clean up, no moment to catch his breath—just this insistent tugging as he's led toward another room, his still-hard cock bobbing absurdly before him like some obscene divining rod. Lydia follows close behind, her skirt discarded somewhere along the way, her elegant blouse hanging open to reveal breasts that appear engineered rather than grown—perfect hemispheres defying both gravity and age.

"I've waited long enough," Helen says, her voice tight with anticipation. "I've been watching that magnificent cock of yours stretch these greedy cunts, and I want my turn."

They enter what appears to be a secondary living space—more intimate than the formal living room, with a plush sectional sofa dominating the space. A large-screen television hangs on one wall, currently dark and reflective, offering Nico a distorted view of their nakedness.

Without ceremony, Helen strips off her remaining clothing. Her body is different from the others—more athletic, with defined muscles in her shoulders and thighs, small breasts with disproportionately large nipples that stand erect in the cool air.

"Here's how this is going to work," Lydia says, shedding her blouse and positioning herself on the sofa. She spreads her legs, revealing her still-glistening pussy. "Helen is going to eat me while you fuck her from behind. Everyone gets what they want."

Helen grins, a flash of teeth that reminds Nico of documentaries about predators. She positions herself over the arm of the sofa, ass in the air, face between Lydia's thighs. The position leaves her perfectly presented for him—her pussy visible from behind, swollen and wet with anticipation.
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