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SHELLEY LADLED THE sauce over the steaming pasta and gave the pan a vigorous shake. The glistening noodles quickly absorbed the sauce, and she poured a little more on—not too much, though; Chef Garibaldi had warned her many times before.

She was used to working in kitchens, and she knew what guys were like. Somehow every alpha male dickhead in the world seemed to become a cook; it didn’t matter that their skills were seriously lacking, or that they were lazy morons. Bluff and nerve went a long way.

Her face was still burning from the two idiots in the cooking class who had sidled up to her when the chef went into the walk-in cooler. “Hey Shel,” one of them said, all friendly, immediately putting her guard up. “You like this pasta we’re making?”

They had been using the big industrial extruder, making bucatini, long, thick spaghetti with a hole down the middle. She just shrugged, not looking up, tidying and straightening her workspace for the dozenth time. She hadn’t even bothered to learn these losers’ names. Why did they talk to her?

“Sure she does,” the other ape said, and both of them started their hooting laughter.

“You can touch my bucatini any time you like,” the first one said.

“Yeah, we can both buck-it-in-ya,” the other said, and they both started grunting and laughing again and she felt her face turn crimson.

The chef returned and the two assholes went back to their own places, but Shelley’s hands were shaking so hard she could barely do anything. So original: long pasta looks like dicks. Bucatini, buck it in ya. Christ, what a couple of jerks.

As Chef Garibaldi started shouting out her orders, Shelley tried to compose herself a little. Why did it bug her so much? She should be used to this kind of stuff. She knew not to react, to keep it deep inside, but that didn’t mean it didn’t upset her.

“Miss Shelley,” the chef screeched, suddenly materializing at her elbow. “What are you doing?”

She had lost concentration, and burned the delicate white sauce off the pasta in her pan. She gave it a shake, but the noodles barely budged, stuck fast to the bottom of the pan.

The two frat boy assholes were whispering and sniggering behind her; they had caused this and now they were just sitting back and enjoying the show. Shelley turned the burner off angrily, slammed the pan to the back of the stove with a resounding clang.

“I’m sorry, chef,” she said, quietly, fearing her voice would break and she’d start to cry. “I’ll start again.”

She stood with her head hanging down for what seemed like a long time, but Chef Garibaldi didn’t reply. When Shelley finally looked up, the chef was still there, looking at her with a serious expression on her face. She braced for one of the chef’s tirades.

Instead, the chef only nodded. “Come with me,” she said, turned, and walked rapidly away.

Were they heading to her office? Was the chef going to throw her out of her course? She had a reputation as having a fiery temperament, but surely she could see that Shelley was a good cook. She was just having a bad day.

But instead of the chef’s office, they went onto the walk-in cooler. The cold air was a nice break from the heat of the kitchen, and it was nice and quiet. It was small, too, with very little space between her and the chef.

Chef Garibaldi was facing her, and Shelley had to stand with her face only inches away from the other woman’s. The chef was tall, too, and her chef’s jacket— well, Shelley didn’t want to check her out exactly, but—

The chef had huge tits. She really filled out the cook’s whites. In fact, as Shelley stepped forward to let the door close behind her, she ended up standing with her breasts lightly touching the chef’s.

“You are upset,” the chef said. “You know how to cook, yes?”

“Yes, chef,” Shelley answered glumly. “I just got distracted.

“Those boys,” the chef said, nodding wisely.

How did she know? She had been here, in the walk-in, unable to see or hear what was happening in the kitchen when those goons started to bother her. “It’s fine,” Shelley answered. “I’m all right now.”

The chef clucked her tongue and raised her eyes to the ceiling. “If I could, I would never have men in my kitchen. Do you like men?”

What kind of question was that? Surely it was some sort of language barrier. She still had a thick Italian accent, and probably didn’t realize what it sounded like. She decided to pretend it was a perfectly normal thing to ask. “Some of them,” she said. “I like women more.”

The chef smiled and nodded with that knowing look again. “After class today,” she said, “stay in the kitchen, and we will discuss some extra work you can do. And we will forget all about the men. Yes?”

That was a relief; a few minutes ago she thought that the chef was going to fail her and send her packing. Now she was getting extra instruction from the renowned Italian cook. “Yes, chef,” she answered eagerly. “Thank you.”

“Here.” The chef reached forward and put her arms around Shelley’s waist; it was a couple of seconds before she realized that the chef was giving her a hug. “There. Now we forget about the boys. Yes?”

Shelley returned the hug. It was like a little club, a little sorority of women. No one had ever hugged her in the kitchen before.

And again, maybe it was the Italian thing, but Chef Garibaldi held the hug longer than she expected. It wasn’t uncomfortable— the chef’s warm, soft chest against her own, her hands pulling her close, their cheeks touching gently. The chef even let out a slight “Hmmmm” of contentment.

“Thank you, chef,” Shelley whispered.

Her heart leapt and then Chef Garibaldi released her, and turned her around, directing her outside the walk-in. Shelley practically stumbled back to her workspace, her mind reeling.

Had the chef squeezed her ass before letting go?

She pushed it out of her mind. No, it must have been her imagination. It had felt nice, holding her, their bodies close together. But— no. Surely not.

Concentrate, she reminded herself, returning to her work. She had to impress the chef for the rest of the day, and she’d see what surprises the chef had in store for her afterwards.

* * *
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SHE TOOK HER TIME CLEANING up her station; no need to make others in the class wonder what was going on with her. She had no desire to be the teacher’s pet, just wanted a fair shake.

But one of the other students, a guy named Jeff, was dawdling even more that she was. Was this some kind of competition to be the last out of the kitchen? Shelley had never talked to the guy. He was good-looking and he obviously kept himself in good shape—she could see that even through the bulky cotton jacket he had to wear. And he was in a good mood, humming a little as he vigorously wiped down his cutting boards. He must have been getting laid regularly. Lucky bastard. He probably got more tail than those stupid frat assholes.

She felt, even before she saw, Chef Garibaldi enter the kitchen; the woman had a presence, a gravity that made you aware of her somehow. Shelley hastened to put the last of her knives back in her knife roll, ready for the chef’s perusal.

But the chef went over to Jeff first, halfway across the kitchen. Shelley hear her talk to Jeff in low, sensual tones, far different from the imperious voice that usually flew through the air. What were they talking about? Shelley wasn’t an eavesdropper, but for some reason she found herself straining to catch whatever they were talking about, without success.

They were talking quietly, though, intimately. Was something going on between the two of them? Between Jeff’s fit body and the chef’s bountiful tits, no wonder they were talking. They probably had a thing on the side.

Shelley felt her stomach sink, but almost immediately flashed with anger at herself. What did she care who was doing who in the kitchen? She wasn’t going to start some kind of fling with Chef Garibaldi herself; she didn’t swing that way, even if the chef’s touch was a little... breathtaking, maybe was the word?

Finally Jeff turned around and left. He glanced over at Shelley briefly, but didn’t seem to want to catch her eye. He left the kitchen quickly.

“Miss Shelley,” the chef announced, descending on her. “Here you are.”

She moved scarily fast in the kitchen; she seemed to teleport from all the way across the kitchen to here, standing at Shelley’s elbow.

“Yes, chef,” she answered dutifully.

“Did you do as I said?” the chef asked.

Shelley looked up and found her smiling at her, a little suggestive half-smile. Her mind raced back to their conversation in the walk-in cooler that afternoon. What did the chef tell her to do? “I—I don’t know—” she said haltingly, feeling her face turn red.

“I told you,” Chef Garibaldi said, “to forget about the boys.”

Oh! “Right, yes,” Shelley answered enthusiastically, and with relief. “Yes, I did, chef.”

“I think you cooked much better after the little talk,” the chef went on.

“Yes, chef.”

This was probably true. Shelley had managed to push her earlier self-consciousness and embarrassment down, way down out of her conscious mind. Buoyed by the chef’s talk—or maybe her hug—Shelley had put in a couple of solid hours’ work before the day was done.

“Good, good,” the chef replied musingly.

There was a long pause. Shelley wanted very much for the chef to say something—anything—but she forced herself to wait patiently until she was told to do or say something.

“So now it’s just the girls here,” the chef said.

“Yes.” Another long pause, and the chef scrutinized her face closely.

Then, as if a switch had flipped, the chef returned to her usual self. “So you
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