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Shelley slowly rose to her feet, mopping up the rivulets of cum as they ran down her skin. Chef Garibaldi had left her there, still trembling from the series of powerful orgasms, feeling defiled and slutty and still unbelievably horny.

Who would ever have guessed that under that chef’s coat, behind those checkered chef’s pants, the most famous female chef in the world had a big, meaty dick? She’d been on every late-night talk show, she’d been on Iron Chef... who knew she had an iron rod waiting there?

She stood up and surveyed her clothes, strewn around her cooking station and beyond. It seemed like a weird, unexpected lesbian thing at first... then she’d been bent over the counter and pounded harder than she’d ever been fucked in her life. Just thinking of it made her head reel again.

Now she was nude, soiled, sweaty, and dizzy in the bright lights of the kitchen. The chef had deserted her, and she was alone—

She froze.

That had been a noise, over in the corner. Just a slight noise, but it was definitely from somewhere else in the kitchen.

Shelley ducked down below the level of the counter. She was breathing hard, and the air in the kitchen was suddenly cold and prickly against her bare skin.

There—footsteps. Slow, careful footsteps. Couldn’t be the chef; she stomped around, each step definite and distinct, just like everything else she did. No, this was someone else.

She held the kitchen cloth she’d been using as a jizz mop to her chest, and reached out, moving as little as possible, staying low. She could just about get her fingers all the way to her chef’s jacket—

It was Jeff, one of the other students.

He was standing right there in front of her, his eyes wide, his mouth open.

“I—I’m sorry—” he stammered.

Shelley knew she was supposed to be humiliated, or maybe furious, that he had found her in that state; but she somehow didn’t have the energy for either reaction. Something about being fucked hard and deep by a beautiful mature woman seemed to take the edge off her reaction. “Hey,” she said.

“You were with...” he started, then looked furtively around the kitchen, as if expecting someone to jump out at him. “Her?” he finished.

“Who, the chef?” She finished mopping the cum up from her tits, and did a quick wipe around her belly and chest, just to be sure. “Why, you jealous?” she said with a smirk. “You might be in for a surprise.”

“She, uh...” He wasn’t one for words. “She and I... last night.”

“You what?” she asked. Okay, enough cleanup, she could shower at home. She cast around the floor. Where had her panties gone?

“Had sex,” he finally admitted.

She picked up her t-shirt, covered with dust and grit from the kitchen floor. She had it halfway up over her head—she would just stuff the bra into her back for now, no need—

Wait.

She looked at Jeff, now red as the chef’s pomodoro sauce. “You what?”

“We, ah...” He shrugged and looked away. “You know.”

So for him she was a woman, and for her the chef grew a dick? What the hell was going on here?

“With Chef Garibaldi.”

“Yes.” He wouldn’t look up to meet her eye. Was he lying, or just embarrassed?

“You had sex with her.”

“With... yes.”

“Was there anything... different about that?” Now she was blushing, too; it wasn’t easy to discuss this delicately. “Anything unusual?”

“I swear,” he said, finally looking at her straight on. “She came on to me. I was worried about flunking out of the class, and she...”

“Seduced you?”

“Yeah.” He nodded. “That’s right.”

Holy shit. Had she just dreamed the whole thing? Or was this guy lying? All guys lied about who they fucked.

Anyway, easy enough to find out what was really going on. “So you just bent her over the table and went to town on that exotic chef pussy, huh?”

He narrowed his eyes, as if trying to read her. “Not exactly.”

“Right. So spill.” She leaned over and grabbed her chef’s jacket. “What did you guys do?”

“I—I don’t think I should...”

She had the jacket on and had secured a couple of the buttons; she was still naked from the waist down but it wasn’t like there was much to see with the hem of the jacket reaching almost past her bum. “You’ve been standing there and staring at me all this time,” she said, putting a hand on her hip for emphasis. “I think you kind of owe me some honesty, at least, in exchange for the show.”

“Oh—oh!” He whirled around. “I’m sorry,” he mumbled, his back to her. “I wasn’t thinking.”

“You could at least help me get dressed.”

He reached down and picked up her socks and kitchen clogs, placed them on the counter beside her, looking carefully in any direction but at her the whole time. She caught a glint of bright green off to the side: her panties. She grabbed them, shook them off a little, and snapped them on. Her trousers weren’t far away from them.

“I’m dressed now,” she pointed out. Jeff was still looking studiously away from her. “You can turn around.”

He slowly turned to face her, his head still hung low. “I’m really sorry,” he said. “I wasn’t thinking.”

“Don’t like having to share your new girlfriend?” she said.

“I don’t think she’s my girlfriend.”

“Well, either way, I want to know what happened with you two. Considering you just saw me naked after being with her—and probably watched us together—I think you owe me that much.”

“We just...” He gesticulated with his hands, which didn’t explain much.

“C’mon. Tell me what happened. You just caught me in the kitchen after a pretty serious fuck. What am I going to say?”

“We had sex, yeah.”

“All right.” She could feel the relief in his voice as he admitted it; she felt a little more relaxed herself. “So you know her secret too.”

“About his—her—”

Okay, well that made it pretty obvious. “The chef has a cock,” she supplied.

“Yes.”

“You’re supposed to refer to a person by the gender they present as,” Shelley pointed out. “So Chef Garibaldi is a she. Even if she has a cock.” She couldn’t help but smile a little. “A really big cock. Are you gay, then?”

“God—no!” His blush had been subsiding, but now it was back, possibly even deeper than before. “I told you, she came on to me. And I didn’t even know until...”

“And you were just so into those big tits that you ignored the fact that it was a regular old guy’s butthole you were pounding.”

His eyes flew wide open, and he moved his mouth, but no sound came out.

“It’s all right,” Shelley assured him. “I don’t think there’s anything wrong with it. I just—”

“I’m gonna go,” he mumbled, turning away.

She reached forward and caught his sleeve. This was different from his embarrassment before; something was seriously wrong. He was ashamed, deeply ashamed. Why would—

Oh.

“Hey,” she said kindly. “It’s all right.”

He shook his head, and when he spoke, his voice was no more than a rasping whisper. “I just never...”

“C’mon,” she said. “It’s pretty hot. I would have been turned on, seeing that.”

He shook his head and tried to pull away, but she held fast to his sleeve.

“Honestly,” she said, patting his shoulder with her other hand, “first time anyone takes it up the ass, it’s a little embarrassing and weird. You feel weird afterwards. I know I did.”

He risked a glance. “Yeah?”

God, guys were such morons. She was trying to help him out, and he immediately started to imagine her taking a cock up her asshole. Guys were all the same. Well, at least she had distracted him a little bit. “Yeah,” she said. “So don’t worry about it. It probably felt pretty good, right?”

Jeff shrugged, which was as good as a yes under the circumstances.

“All right.” Shelley leaned in and gave him a quick hug; she felt him return the squeeze a little, which was pretty nice. “Okay,” she said. “So don’t worry about it.”

“The thing is,” he said, not letting her go yet, “I kind of didn’t believe it had happened. And I was supposed to talk to her after class, but then Chef Garibaldi told me this afternoon to just go home. And I started to doubt myself a little.”

Shelley couldn’t help rolling her eyes. “Trust me. Your masculinity is secure. Lots of guys—”

“No. I mean I doubted that it happened at all.”

“Ah.”

She pulled her socks and clogs on, and stowed her bra in her pocket. Good enough; she could go now. “Well, if you were wondering if she was really a woman with a big, hard, veiny cock,” she said, brushing her hair down with her hands, “then yeah, that’s who you fucked.”

“So is she—you think—a tranny?”

Guys were such pigs. “Nah. If she was changing from male to female, she’d have really fake tits, or they’d be really small. And I don’t know about you, but I was grabbing some very natural, very sizeable tit-flesh, there.”

“Yeah. I thought so too.”

“Seems a lot more likely that she was born this way, female except for one big difference. She should do porn. She’s hot as a woman, and an incredibly good fuck as a guy.”

“Yeah.” He had a faraway, dreamy look on his face; clearly he had enjoyed his first anal sex more than he’d let on before. Shelley couldn’t help but giggle, although she suppressed the laugh quickly when he shot her a worried look.

“Well,” she said, to cover up the awkward silence that followed, “I’m gonna get going.”

“Wait.”

She looked over her shoulder at him, but continued to get her stuff together, her knives in her knife roll, her mise bowls stacked neatly beside her cutting board
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