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Jeff’s hands were aching as he pressed, separated, kneaded, folded the enormous ball of dough. He must have been working it for twenty minutes, but he didn’t dare slow down. He was already behind far enough.

He glanced around at the other members of the class; they all seemed to be doing just fine. He was going to flunk out. Ten thousand dollars’ tuition, gone. His one chance to turn his life around, squandered. An unbelievable opportunity to study under a world-reknowned Italian chef, wasted.

His elbows tensed as he sensed chef Garibaldi approach. Yes, she was a good-looking woman; she was almost forty but maintained a trim, fit figure. You couldn’t really tell, because she always wore the bulky cotton chef’s whites, but Jeff thought he had caught a hint of a very buxom, attractive figure underneath.

Chef Garibaldi was gunning for him, though. She always called him up to show what he’d done first, seemingly because she needed to demonstrate for the other students the wrong way to do things. And in the world’s foremost course for making pasta, he never seemed good enough. His ravioli were uneven, his tortellini misshapen, his orechiette positively deformed.

“Push harder,” she intoned in her usual deep, angry voice, right there at his shoulder. She was tall, too, taller than him. “You have to work the dough.”

“Yes, chef,” Jeff answered. He’d learned on the first day to just agree with everything she said. It might have been the only thing keeping him from being thrown out by this point.

“Strong hands,” she said in her thick Italian accent. “Use them. Squeeze it hard.”

“Yes, chef.”

He felt a surge of relief as she moved away; this was less criticism than he usually got from her. But she stepped back to him, and he could barely move, fearing the worst.

It came. “See me afterwards,” she said offhandedly. “At the end of the day, in my office.”

His heart sank. Yes, this was the worst. It was over for him. Chef Garibaldi was gone, and Jeff halfheartedly kneaded the heavy, unyielding dough. It didn’t matter anyway, he thought despairingly.

* * *
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Three exhausting hours later, his trays of trofie and strozzapreti completed and drying on the rack, packed everything up: his knives, his binder, his pens and notebooks. He glumly slid them into his locker.

He hadn’t wanted any witnesses to his shame, and he wasn’t moving very fast anyway. It was almost four-thirty, now; everyone else had cleared out by ten after four. With a sigh, Jeff opened his locker, but then thought better of it. If he had any chance of staying in the class, he’d better look the part. He left his whites on and walked out of the changeroom towards Chef Garibaldi’s office.

She was at her desk, poring over some papers, but she looked up at him with her usual scowl. “Mister Sanders,” she announced. Jeff was actually surprised; she never used her students’ names, and he’d assumed she never bothered to learn them.

“Yes, chef,” he replied politely. “You wanted to see me?”

“I thought you’d gone home,” she answered.

“I —” He tried to think of a reply that would make him sound like a dedicated student, not a useless slowpoke, but his brain wasn’t working now, after a long, stressful, tiring day. “I’m still here,” he observed lamely.

She placed her hands on the desk in front of her. There were a couple of chairs there, but she didn’t invite him to sit, and he wouldn’t dare assume he deserved a seat.

“You are not doing very well in this class,” she announced.

So this was it. “I’m trying,” he said. “I’m getting better —”

She stopped him with a cold look.

“You work hard, but you are not—how can I say? You are not good at things.”

He didn’t bother protesting, just nodded dumbly.

“You must learn to use your hands better,” she went on. “It is the kneading, the forming. You do not do as you’re told.”

That was unfair; he’d made plenty of notes, observed her demonstrations closely, worked his fingers until they were ready to fall off. The pasta dough just never came together for him the way it did for everyone else. “I’ve done everything you said,” he protested.

She frowned severely and shook her head. “You repeat the movements, but like a robot. You do not do as I do, as your friends do.”

Friends, ha. He’d been shunned early on by his classmates; the stench of failure clung to him too strongly by the second day.

“I think you would not like to continue with this class,” she announced.

No, no, no. “Please chef,” he said. “I just need more practice. I’ll—I’ll try harder.”

“I know you try already,” she said. “Why will things change?”

Jeff cast about in his mind for something, anything to offer her. “I’ll work on it at home, every night,” he promised rashly. I’ll figure it out.”

She shook her head again. “I do not think it will make a difference.”

“I—no, please.” He felt it all slipping, slipping way. “I’ll do anything.”

Her eyes widened slightly, and her lips tightened in a thin line, but she did not reply.

“Really,” he said. “Anything. I just—I can’t fail here. I just can’t.”

Her eyes, strangely, darted from side to side, as if checking that there were no others in the small office. “You will do anything,” she repeated.

“Yes,” he agreed eagerly. “Anything.”

She stared at him for a few long, tense seconds, then stood up abruptly. “In the kitchen. Go. There is some unused dough in the walk-in. Take it out.”

“Yes,” he said quickly. “Thank you.” He didn’t dare hesitate any longer. He turned on his heel and walked quickly out of the office, then broke into a jog as he neared the kitchen. One last chance. He’d do anything, anything.

He found the ball of dough in the fridge, a couple of pounds of cold, firm pasta dough wrapped in cling film. He brought it over to his usual station, plopped it on the wooden countertop.

She somehow appeared right behind him, and he jumped in surprise. “Knead it a little,” she said, her face right beside his shoulder again. “Warm it up.”

He pushed the stiff dough with his palms, trying to flatten it out, pulling it back up and folding it over, the way she’d instructed from day one. “Harder,” she said in his ear. “Use your muscles.”

His arms were still aching and tired from the day’s work, but he summoned a little energy and pushed harder. The dough still refused to relent, to loosen up.

“You are breaking it,” she said. Push—no. Like this.”

To Jeff’s surprise, the chef reached around him and placed her hands on his. She was so icy all the time; surely she wasn’t coming onto him, was she? No, definitely not. Anyone else, any woman on earth, would only do this if she was flirting with him, but Chef Garibaldi? No way.

Her hands were surprisingly powerful, wrapping around his. “You must be both strong and gentle,” she said, her voice dropping a little lower. “Like with a woman, right?”

Oh. So —

“You have been with a woman, right?” she said.

He was a failure as a chef, a failure in pretty much everything, but at least he wasn’t a virgin. “Yeah,” he replied. “Uh, yes, chef.”

“You know how women are,” she said. “They want to be taken hard, but gently.” Her steady kneading created a rhythm that matched the cadence of her words, almost as if this were a rehearsed speech. “They want a man who is gentle, but strong. They say no, but they mean...”

The dough was now moving easily under their combined grip, supple and stretchy. How had she done that?

And—he realized with surprise—her whole body was now pressed right against his. He could feel her tits mashed against his back. Hard to know for sure, but he thought he must be right: she was definitely a well-shaped woman.

“They mean, take me,” she said, her voice barely a whisper in his ear.

She released his hands, but she gripped his forearms instead. “Keep going,” she said. “Strong.”

He kept kneading, pushing, folding, turning the dough, thinking only of the body pressed against him. His cock was stiff, pressing against the edge of the counter through the layers of chef’s clothes. How could he not have a raging erection by this point?

“You said you would do anything,” she intoned, her breath hot on his ear. “You will do as I say, everything, yes?”

“Yes,” he said.

“And you will say nothing, nothing, ever, about this, yes?”

“Yes. Nothing.” Did that even make sense? The feeling of her pressing more and more tightly against him made it hard to think. Whatever she wanted to hear, he would say.

“If you do everything I tell you to, you will pass my class, you will learn... everything,” she said. There was a slight catch in her voice, a little strain. “If you do not, you will leave and never return. Yes?”

“Yes,” he answered. God, whatever this woman wanted, he’d do at this point—class or no class. Anything, anything.

Her hips were now pressed against his buttocks. “You will not ask questions, you will not hesitate,” she said. “You will do as you are told.”

“Yes.” His hands still worked the dough mechanically. He briefly imagined his hands on her full, heavy tits instead, and his cock strained even harder, feeling stiffer than he’d ever been before.

Her hands left his arms and went to his chest, ran up and down his body. Jeff was glad he’d kept up his routine at the gym, even with the daily schedule of this cooking class. If nothing else, she would have nothing to complain about when she felt his well-defined pecs, his taut abs. The muscles hadn’t done much for him in kneading the dough, but he looked pretty good, he was sure.

Her hands strayed lower, found his waist, then his raging hard-on. She explored him fully, as much
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