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The Recipe Called for Flour, Frosting, and a Very Well-endowed Guest Chef...

​Naughty teaser from the book

[...] 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.

"Don't make me wait," Helen says, her voice muffled as her mouth begins to work on Lydia's folds.

Lydia's head falls back against the sofa cushions, her hands coming up to cup her own breasts. "She's very good with her tongue," she informs Nico with a smirk. "Almost as good as she is with her cunt. Find out for yourself."

Nico positions himself behind Helen, his cock still slick with Rochelle's juices. He runs the head along Helen's slit, collecting her wetness, feeling her push back against him impatiently.

"Fuck me," she demands, breaking contact with Lydia's pussy just long enough to issue the command. "Shove that big cock in me now."

He pushes forward, watching as her pussy stretches around his girth, the pink flesh clinging to him as he sinks deeper. Helen moans into Lydia's cunt, the vibrations causing Lydia to gasp and tighten her grip on Helen's hair.

"That's it," Lydia encourages, her eyes fixed on Nico's face. "Fill her up with that enormous cock. She's been dripping wet since you walked through the door."

Fully seated inside Helen, Nico pauses to adjust his grip on her hips. Her pussy feels different from the others—tighter, more muscular, gripping him with purpose rather than just accommodating his size. When he begins to move, she meets him thrust for thrust, her body rocking between his cock and Lydia's pussy in a synchronized rhythm.

The scene before him is surreal—Helen's face buried between Lydia's thighs, Lydia's elegant fingers pinching her own nipples, and his cock disappearing into Helen's body with each forward motion. The sounds fill the room—wet suction from both connections, the slap of his hips against Helen's ass, muffled moans and explicit encouragement.

"Harder," Lydia commands, though it's unclear whether she's directing Nico, Helen, or both. "Don't hold back. We're not fragile flowers."

Nico increases his pace, his hands gripping Helen's hips hard enough to leave marks. He's already satisfied three women today, and yet his cock remains steel-hard, sensitive but seemingly incapable of release under the drug's influence.

Helen's pussy clenches around him rhythmically, her moans growing louder even as she continues to work her tongue against Lydia's folds. The dual stimulation of being penetrated while pleasuring another woman seems to heighten her arousal, her wetness increasing with each thrust [...]
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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.
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