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Rosalie lay on her back, legs spread wide as Daniel thrust into her with short, shallow strokes. She stared up at the ceiling, trying to find some semblance of pleasure in their coupling, but it was no use – Daniel's small cock did little to satisfy her.

"Ah, fuck, Rosalie," Daniel grunted, his blue eyes glazed over with lust. "You feel so good."

"Thank you," she replied, biting her lip to feign enthusiasm. She barely felt anything as he used her hole for his pleasure. Just a minute later, he tensed and released himself inside her with a satisfied sigh. As he rolled off her, Rosalie could only clench her jaw, frustration simmering inside her like a boiling pot.

"Good night, babe," Daniel murmured before drifting off to sleep, leaving Rosalie unsatisfied and alone with her thoughts. She slipped out of bed and padded silently to the bathroom, heart heavy with disappointment.

As she stood in front of the mirror, she examined her reflection – long, wavy brown hair framing a face flushed from burning desire. Her green eyes sparkled, even as her full lips twisted into a frown. What she wouldn't give for a proper fucking right now, one that would leave her breathless and sated.

Rosalie thought how great it would be to be fucked by a big cock for a change, slipping into her form-fitting uniform. The thought was tantalizing, but she knew it unlikely – as a line cook at a busy restaurant, she barely had time to catch her breath, let alone to go on dates.

Rosalie slipped on her shoes and headed downstairs. The road to work was uneventful, but by the time she reached the restaurant, her thoughts were filled with lewd, depraved ideas – what would it be like to be fucked by a big, burly man? What would it be like to give up control and be used like a toy for a big cock? She was constantly distracted, her pussy on fire and aching for release.

As she pushed open the glass door of the restaurant, Rosalie was assaulted by the smell of frying meat and spices, and the sounds of laughter and clattering cutlery.

"Morning, Rosalie," one of the waiters greeted her as she stepped into the bustling kitchen. "Looking good today."

"Thanks, Tony," she replied, forcing a smile despite her lingering frustration. As she took up her position at the stove, she couldn't ignore the burning between her legs. But for now, she had to focus on work and earn her pay.

The cacophony of clanging pots, sizzling pans, and shouted orders assaulted her ears. Steam billowed around her, making her sweat under the weight of her apron. The head chef, Isabella, barked commands at the staff, who scrambled to fulfill his demands while keeping up with the constant stream of orders.

"Rosalie! I need you on hot dog duty," Isabella, instructed, pointing to a workstation piled high with ingredients.

"Got it, Isabella" she replied, forcing herself to focus. Although the chaos of the kitchen usually energized her, today she found it hard to concentrate. Her mind kept drifting back to the pathetic morning sex with Daniel.

As she rolled out the dough for the buns, kneading it with strong, practiced hands, she couldn't help but think of how she wished someone would grab her with the same passion and intensity. She shook her head, trying to dispel the image, but it persisted.

With a deep breath, she moved on to preparing the hot dogs themselves. Picking up one of the thick, juicy sausages, she couldn't help but imagine how much they look like cocks. Her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and arousal.

"Rosalie, is everything okay over there?" Isabella called out, noticing her furrowed brow and flushed cheeks.

"Uh, yeah! Just, uh, trying to make these hot dogs perfect," she stammered, attempting to cover her obvious distraction. Isabella eyed her skeptically but didn't press the issue, turning her attention back to action.

"Concentrate, Rosalie. Don't fuck this up," Rosalie thought, taking a deep breath as she carefully applied mustard and relish to the bun. Her hand trembled slightly, causing a dollop of mustard to splatter onto the countertop. She sighed in frustration, cursing her inability to focus.

"Rosalie, can you handle the eggplant parmigiana station?" Isabella asked, her voice firm yet concerned.

"Of course, Chef," Rosalie replied, forcing a smile as she moved to the tray of plump, purple eggplants. She picked one up and couldn't help but think of how it resembled a thick, juicy cock – the very thing her body craved at that moment. The weight of the eggplant in her hands sent shivers down her spine as she imagined being filled by something so substantial.

"Focus, dammit," Rosalie thought, slicing into the eggplant with more force than necessary. Her hand slipped, nicking the tip of her finger on the sharp blade. "Shit!"

"Are you okay?!" her colleague Lena asked, rushing to her side.

"I'm fine, just a tiny cut," Rosalie lied, hiding the pain and embarrassment that burned within her. She quickly wrapped her finger in a band aid and returned to her task, trying to ignore the throbbing ache between her legs.

"Deal with those sausages, NOW," Isabella barked at Rosalie, her voice like a whip. Rosalie moved to the deep fryer, where a batch of Italian sausages sizzled and spat hot oil. The smell of the cooked meat filled her nostrils, igniting her senses and their shape reminding her again of the cocks she so desperately craved.

"Rosalie, are those sausages ready?" Isabella called out, snapping her back to reality.

"Uh... yeah, just a second!" she stammered, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment as she clumsily fished the sausages out of the oil. In her haste, one slipped from the tongs and splattered onto the floor, leaving a greasy mess in its wake.

"Damn it, Rosalie!" Isabella exclaimed, her patience wearing thin. "What's gotten into you today?"

"Nothing! I'm... I'm fine," she insisted, trying and failing to keep her voice steady. She bent down to clean up the spilled sausage.

Steam filled the kitchen as pots and pans clanged with a cacophony of culinary chaos. Rosalie's mind wandered, her body aching for satisfaction that Daniel couldn't provide. She glanced down at the platter of fried bananas she was supposed to be deveining. Nice, long, thick bananas.

"Rosalie!" Isabella barked from across the kitchen. "What's taking so long with those bananas?"

"Sorry, Chef! I'm on it," Rosalie replied, her cheeks flushing crimson as she scrambled to finish her work. Her fingers trembled, causing the knife to slip and slice into one of the bananas, mangling it beyond repair.

"Damn it," she muttered under her breath, tossing the ruined banana aside. 

"Rosalie, you need to focus!" Isabella snapped, her frustration mounting as she watched her usually capable line cook struggle with even the simplest tasks. "You're better than this."

"Of course, Chef," Rosalie said, attempting to rein in her lustful thoughts. But try as she might, her body demanded satisfaction that her work could not provide.

"Rosalie, take these cucumbers out of the marinade and get them on the grill," Isabella instructed, handing her a tray of very, very large and thick cucumbers. As Rosalie lifted the tray, the thought of being with something as big as these cucumbers made her heart beat fast.

"Fuck," she shouted, dropping the tray as her knees weakened with desire.

"Enough!" Isabella shouted, grabbing Rosalie by the arm and pulling her into the storage room. The door slammed shut behind them, muffling the sounds of the bustling kitchen.

"Rosalie, what is going on with you today?" Isabella demanded, her eyes filled with a mix of disappointment and concern. "You're making mistakes left and right, and it's affecting the whole team."

"Chef... I'm sorry. I don't know what's wrong with me," Rosalie choked out, her voice cracking as she fought back tears of frustration. 

Isabella's eyes narrowed, the overhead light casting ominous shadows across her face. "You need to get your act together, Rosalie. This is unacceptable."

Rosalie clenched her fists, anger bubbling up inside her. "I'm trying, Chef, but it's just hard right now, okay?"

"Hard?" Isabella scoffed, crossing her arms over her chest. "This is a professional kitchen, not some playground for you to work out your personal issues."

The storage room seemed to close in around them, the scent of spices and cleaning supplies heavy in the air as Rosalie fought to hold back tears. Her heart pounded in her chest, drowning out the muted sounds of the kitchen beyond the door.

"Maybe if I wasn't so damn frustrated all the time, I could focus on my work!" she snapped, surprising even herself with her sudden outburst.

"Then find a way to deal with it," Isabella retorted sharply, her patience wearing thin. "Your personal life should never interfere with your performance in the kitchen."

"Deal with it? Deal with it?!" Rosalie exclaimed, her voice rising with every word. "How am I supposed to deal with it when all I can think about is how badly I need a good fucking?"

There was a beat of silence as Rosalie's words hung heavily in the air, a palpable tension settling between them. She couldn't believe she had actually said it, but the truth was out now, bared for both of them to see.

Isabella's expression softened slightly, a flicker of understanding in her eyes. "Rosalie, I didn't realize that's what this was about. But you still need to find a way to separate your desires from your work. Otherwise, you're going to ruin your career."

"Chef, I don't know what to do anymore," Rosalie admitted, her body trembling with a mixture of anger, embarrassment, and desperate need. "I feel like I'm going to explode if I don't get a nice big dick soon."

Isabella paused, her gaze burrowing in Rosalie. After dozens of heartbeats she finally spoke.

"You know, maybe I can help you with that."

"Um, what do you mean, chef?"

"Rosalie, there's something you should know about me," Isabella confessed, her eyes holding an intensity Rosalie had never seen before. "I'm a futa."

"A what?" Rosalie asked, her confusion momentarily pushing aside the embarrassment of their conversation.

"A futa," Isabella repeated, her gaze dipping downward. "I have a cock." Rosalie blushed bright red, her eyes darting back and forth between the floor and Isabella's crotch. The sudden bulge under Isabella's apron shocked Rosalie, her eyes growing wide as she
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