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"So it says here you just had a baby? You
don't look it," said the man sitting across from me.

He was handsome. I'd give him that. With
sandy blonde hair and eyes as blue as the sea, a chiseled jaw line
and a smile that lit up his face, he was every part the charmer
that my friends had told me to expect. I blushed as his eyes roamed
over my body, looking for any sign that I had been pregnant only a
few months ago.

"Thank you for the compliment."

He was right of course. My stomach was flat
and the tight camisole I wore drove home that point. The only thing
that would have given away the fact I had just given birth were my
breasts. If the man across from me had known me before I popped out
a baby, he would have noticed my normally flat chest had expanded
by quite a few bra sizes recently.

"And the baby won't be a problem? The hours
we work can be quite long. I can't have you dashing off in the
middle of dinner service to change a diaper."

I shook my head, sending my chestnut hair
flying. "My fiancé will be watching her."

It was quick, but I caught the grimace that
passed over the chef's face before he covered it up with a smile
once more. "Fiancé. He must be a lucky man."

"I'd like to think so."

"Well, everything looks good here," he said
as he patted my résumé. "Just a few more questions and we'll be
done for the day."

The tone in his voice sounded like I'd landed
the job. A smile passed over my face, but I quickly hid it. I
didn't want him to know just how much I wanted this. Working for
Chef Ian Jacobs was a once in a lifetime opportunity. He was a
culinary superstar.

"First question then. Do you smoke?"

I shook my head no.

"Drink?"

Again a no.

"This next one is a bit personal, but it is
important. Do you currently breastfeed?"

My hands involuntarily covered my breasts as
Chef Jacobs stared at me. "Why is that important? I don't think I'm
comfortable answering that."

He smiled and stood up. "I understand, but it
is pertinent. I need to know if we should clear out the secondary
pantry for a pumping room. I am required by law to provide
amenities to the staff in such cases and I cannot have you getting
too far away from the kitchen during service."

Now that he had explained himself, my hands
returned to my lap. I still felt weird talking about something so
private with a man I barely knew, but I answered truthfully. "I do
breastfeed, and I would need to pump. Thank you for your
consideration."

"Think nothing of it my dear. It is important
that I keep my staff happy. A chef's emotions are reflected in
their food. If you aren't happy, my customers won't be happy
either."

Chef Jacobs reached into a closet and pulled
out a set of chef's whites. He laid them in my lap and took my
hands in his as he stared into my eyes. My heart beat faster as his
skin touched mine.

I looked down at the uniform. I was hired. I
couldn't believe it.

"You start tomorrow. Make sure you are here
early. I don't tolerate tardiness." He helped me out of the chair
and led me to his office door. With one last smile that sent a
shiver through my body, he opened the door and waved me through. "I
can't wait to start cooking with you Marie."

 


*****

 


I arrived nearly two hours early the next
day, dressed in my starched chef whites. When I walked through the
front door of Chef Jacobs’ restaurant, my heart skipped a beat. The
tables were already set for dinner and a few patrons were sitting
at the bar in back. A skinny man with slicked back hair smiled and
waved at me as I moved through the room.

"You must be our new chef de tournant. I am
Francisco, Head Maitre d. Please follow me. There is some paperwork
you must finish before we can let you back into the kitchen," he
said with a noticeable European accent.

I followed him into the back and he passed a
sheaf of papers towards me. It looked like far more than simple tax
forms and liability waivers that were commonplace in a kitchen.
"What is all this?"

Francisco waved his hand in small circles
while staring off into the distance. "This and that. Please just
read and sign."

I flipped through page after page of small
print. What was all this? "Non disclosure agreements?" My eyes
popped as I read the header of the next page. "Sexual harassment
waiver? What is going on here?"

Francisco waved off my concerns. "Chef
Jacob's techniques and recipes are trade secrets. And during the
course of a night, he has been known to get a bit, how do you say
this word... inappropriate. Harmless fun but people today have such
thin skin."

I couldn't understand half of what was lined
out on the page, but Chef Jacobs didn't become world famous by
abusing his staff. I skimmed the pages and signed my name wherever
it was required. When I was finished, I handed the papers back to
Francisco, who pointed me towards the kitchen before disappearing
into a side office.

My whole body was shaking as I walked into
the kitchen for the first time. Numerous chefs were already at the
food prep stations, busy preparing the enormous amount of food
needed for tonight's dinner service. It was a well oiled machine,
and Chef Jacobs stood at the plating station with his sous-chef,
watching everything. But when he saw me, he smiled and called me
over.

"You're here quite early. I'm afraid I have
no work for you yet my dear. But I have prepared the pantry like we
spoke about yesterday. You should take this time now while we have
it. Once dinner service starts, I will need you at your best."

His words weren't lost on me. "Thank you
Chef," I said as I followed his sous-chef to the connected pantry.
I tried to strike up a conversation with the skinny blonde, but she
had nothing to say. She practically pushed me in to the small room
before slamming the door shut. An audible click sounded from the
outside.

Did she just lock me in?

I turned around to open the door back up, but
I saw there was no handle on this side. I pushed against the door
but it wouldn't budge. I was stuck in here!

"Hey! Open the door!" I yelled as I pounded
on the wood.

The door opened quickly and the sous-chef
stood there staring daggers at me. "Do what you need to do, then
knock. I have work to attend to. I can't baby sit you all night."
The door slammed back shut and I heard the click of a lock once
more.

What the hell was that all about? For the
second time since walking into the restaurant, I felt like
something wasn't quite right about this place. But I pushed my
concerns aside and sat down on a chair in the corner. I pulled the
small hand pump from my bag and unbuttoned my top before pulling my
bra up and letting my milk laden breasts pop free.

I still couldn't believe just how big my tits
had gotten since I started breastfeeding. My fiancé loved them, but
after having such tiny tits my whole life, they weren't easy to get
used to. I caught men staring at my chest constantly, and simple
chores had become a pain now that I had to navigate around the two
swollen milk bags attached to me. But it was good for my baby so I
put up with the slight annoyance.

My hands were cramping by the time I finished
pumping nearly half an hour later. With nearly ten ounces of milk
gathered into small bottles, I was glad to finally be finished. A
small refrigerator sat in the corner, humming softly. A hand
written note taped to the front of the fridge made it clear that
the small icebox was meant for storing my milk until I left for the
day.

With my top back on and my milk stored away,
I knocked on the door and waited to be let out of the small room.
It was finally time to get my hands dirty. I couldn't wait.

Chef Jacobs opened the door and smiled at me.
"All done then?"

I nodded and stepped out of the room.

"Good. You'll be with me tonight as you learn
your way around the kitchen. Stay close please. And try to keep up.
Once we start cooking, there won't be any time for mistakes."

 


*****

 


Chef Jacobs wasn't lying. The hour before
dinner service was spent introducing me to the other chefs who I
would be helping during the course of the night. I was a tournant
until I proved myself, which meant I had no formal station. I was a
second set of hands to anyone who needed me. It also meant I had to
know every station by heart.

It quickly became clear that Jacobs had a
certain taste in his chefs. There weren’t any other men in the
kitchen with us, and all of the women spread throughout the working
area looked like they belonged walking down a fashion runway
instead of standing in front of a stove.

And as we walked from station to station, I
couldn't help but notice how the women adored Chef Jacobs. They
giggled like schoolgirls when he smiled and more than one of the
women were flirting openly with him as I stood silently to the
side.

We stopped at a prep station and a knife was
pressed into my hand. Chef Jacobs stood behind me and his hands ran
down my arms until his fingers were over mine. His lips pressed to
my ear as he spoke softly. "In my kitchen, I accept no less than
perfection."

He pushed an onion in front of me and guided
my hands through the motions of slicing vegetables into symmetrical
slices. He pulled over another onion and repeated the process until
both were diced up in front of me, with each and every piece the
same size.

His breath tickled my cheek and the scent of
his aftershave masked the odor of the onion. As his spicy scent
filled my nose, I couldn't help but notice the sexual energy that
Jacobs was giving off as we worked. "Perfection. Symmetry. All the
time, every time. You understand?"

I looked around the kitchen and saw that his
words weren't confined to just his food. His collection of young,
beautiful women were an extension of his need for perfection. I
felt a tingle between my legs as I realized that he had chosen me
as well. I was one of his sexy chefs. I was part of this
kitchen.

"I understand," I said with a shaky
voice.

There was more going on here than I
understood. I could feel it. But instead of making me want to run
for the door, the air of mystery surrounding the Chef kept me
rooted in place. What was I missing? What did my handsome Chef have
in store for me?

With one last brush of his hand over my
shoulders, Chef Jacobs turned away from me and took his place at
the front of the kitchen. I followed quietly, and when the first
order of the night came in, he read it aloud to the kitchen. A
chorus of "Yes Chef!" filled the air as everyone moved with a sense
of purpose. It was an amazing sight.

"Chef! Special order, two lamb curry!" called
the sous-chef from across the kitchen.

His demeanor changed immediately. Jacobs led
me to the soup station and pushed me towards a black haired woman
currently stirring a large pot.

"Bethany, watch Marie here while I take care
of the curry please, "he said as he walked away quickly.

"Yes Chef!" Bethany turned to me and pushed
the large spoon in my hand. "Stir for me. I don't have time to
teach you right now."

"Sorry for being a burden."

Bethany shot me a lopsided smile as she
dumped a handful of cut greens into the pot. "Ohh don't be like
that. You don't know the menu yet and I'm already behind. This is
all you can do right now."

"Why is Chef making the curry himself?" I
asked as I watched Jacobs scramble around in the back.

"VIP guests. Lamb curry isn't on the normal
menu. We get special orders occasionally, but we haven't had any
come in lately. I thought he did away with the special menu."
Bethany slapped me on the ass as I followed Chef Jacobs with my
eyes. "Pay attention to the soup, not the Chef. You can daydream
about him later."

I reacted to her words a bit more than I
should have. "I wasn't dreaming about Chef! I'm getting married
soon."

Bethany just smiled and pulled a gold chain
out of her shirt. A small ring hung from the necklace. "Most of us
are honey. Doesn't stop Chef. What happens in the kitchen stays in
the kitchen." She winked at me.

"Wait what?" Was she really saying what I
thought she was?

"Ohh don't be so naive. Look around. You
think all the best chefs in the city are young, attractive
women?"

I knew it the second I had stepped into the
kitchen but I didn't want to admit it to myself. I needed this job,
but if Chef Jacobs had some kind of intentions for me that involved
more than cooking, I wouldn't be able to stay. Not when I was
engaged to another man. Not when we had a child together.

But I knew even as I thought it that it was a
lie. I saw the way Chef Jacobs had looked at me yesterday. The
hunger in his eyes as he stared at my breasts. And the way I felt
today with his hands on mine as he whispered into my ear. I
couldn’t ignore the connection I felt. I was already his; part of
his collection. I just wanted to delude myself a little while
longer into thinking I was a good person.

I stared into the soup until Chef Jacobs sent
out the curry. When he came back, his hand grazed the side of my
hips before sliding across my ass. I pretended not to notice his
touch, even as my panties grew wet from his brazen act.

"Ready to get back to the tour?" he asked as
his hand slipped to my lower back.

My heart beat faster. I should just quit. I
should go home and forget this ever happened. That would be the
right thing to do. I couldn't stay here.

But instead of doing the right thing, I just
nodded and let him lead me away from the soup station. His hand
slipped under my chef's jacket and ran across the skin of my back
as we walked and talked.

 


*****

 

 


"Hey, has anyone seen my milk?" I asked as I
stared into the empty refrigerator where I'd left my pumping
bottles. "I left them right here. Now they're gone."

No one answered me or even made eye contact
as they hurried to finish cleaning the kitchen. No one except Chef
Jacobs.

"That was my fault Marie. Brain went blank
for a moment and I knocked over the fridge when I went into the
pantry to grab something earlier. The bottles are in the wash." He
shrugged. "By the way, I need you to stay a little late. Sorry I
didn't tell you earlier."

Half a dozen eyes turned towards me and I saw
a mix of jealousy and pity on the faces of the gathered chefs.
Whatever he wanted me for, I wasn't sure if I would like it.

As if he could read my mind, Chef Jacobs
tried to ease my concern. "Don't worry Marie. It's nothing bad.
Just part of being a new chef."

The last of the women cleared out of the
kitchen a few minutes later, leaving Chef Jacobs and I the only
ones in the building. He walked over to me slowly and brushed a
strand of my hair that had come loose back behind my ear. I closed
my eyes as his fingers slipped over my soft skin and tried to
remember the man waiting for me at home, but all I could think of
was the man standing in front of me now.

He popped the top button of my chef's jacket
open. I couldn't move. I had no idea how to respond.

"I'm sure you've noticed by now, how I choose
my chefs. And how we work with each other." Another button popped
free as his hands slid lower. "But you should know that if you feel
uncomfortable at all with me, all you have to do is tell me. I will
write you a glowing recommendation and you'll have your pick of
kitchens anywhere in the city."

I held my breath as he popped two more
buttons. "But if you choose to stay, I can teach you things that no
other chef can. I will make you a better cook. That is a promise."
The last of my buttons popped free and he pushed the jacket off my
shoulders. It slid free of my arms and pooled on the floor, leaving
me in nothing up top but a tight, white undershirt.

"The choice is yours Marie, but I need you to
make it tonight." He grabbed my hips and pulled me close. For a
moment I thought he was going to kiss me, but instead, he spun me
towards the kitchen door. "Here's what is going to happen now. You
can either go home to your fiancé, or wait in the dining room and
let me make you dinner." His hands cupped my ass as he made one
final push to get me out of the door.

I stumbled into the deserted dining room and
paused just outside of the swinging doors. This should have been a
no brainer. I should have just gone home. Chef Jacobs intentions
towards me were clearly not just professional. But I hesitated. My
panties were damp and my heart was thumping in my chest as I looked
from the door, then to a table in the center of the room. Two
settings had been placed down before everyone had cleared the
building.

What was waiting for me at home that couldn't
wait a little longer? The baby would be asleep and so would my
fiancé. No one would notice if I was late. Hell, my fiancé barely
noticed me at all anymore.

I moved towards the table. I couldn't believe
I was doing this.

I waited for nearly an hour, lost in my
thoughts. I almost left half a dozen times, but something kept me
in my chair. Finally, Chef Jacobs came out of the kitchen holding a
tray filled with food. When he saw me, he smiled. His dimples dug
into his cheeks and his eyes sparkled in the dim light of the
restaurant. I felt my nipples harden at the sight of him. This was
terrifying and exciting all at the same time.

And it wasn't like I was doing anything
wrong. It was just dinner. Okay, so my boss had made it clear that
he liked the way I looked, but was that a crime? I put in a lot of
time and effort to get my body back. Why shouldn't someone enjoy
the way I looked? If things got too weird, I could leave. I could
go home to my fiancé who hadn't wanted to touch me since we had our
baby girl. Life could go back to normal.

Chef Jacobs placed a plate in front of me and
smiled. "I'm glad you stayed Marie. It couldn't have been an easy
decision to make."

The food smelled wonderful and looked
amazing. He truly was an artist.

"Spring Salad with a roasted garlic dressing
for your starter. For the main course, Tilapia with a macadamia nut
crust on a bed of wild rice and cashews, washed down with a nice
Pinot Grigio. And for dessert, candied yams and beets. A bit
nontraditional, but just as sweet as any cake." He picked up a fork
and motioned towards my plate. "Please, enjoy."

If I had any doubts about staying, they
vanished when the first forkful of food hit my tongue. Perfectly
balanced flavors saturated every bite. The building could have been
burning around me and I would have stayed seated until my plate was
licked clean.

Chef Jacobs watched with amusement as I
attacked my plate. "Always nice to see a woman with a healthy
appetite."

I daubed the corner of my mouth with my
napkin as I looked up from my plate. "Sowwy. I haben't
eaten..."

He cut me off. "Chew first. Then speak. I'm
in no hurry."

Embarrassed, I covered my mouth with the
napkin as I finished chewing. My cheeks burned as I dropped the
napkin and opened my mouth. I knew I was blushing. "I forgot to eat
lunch. I was so nervous about today. This is amazing."

"I'm glad you are enjoying it. I made it
special for you."

"For me?"

He nodded. "For you and the baby. Every
ingredient on your plate was picked for one purpose. This meal will
get your milk flowing like nothing else will."

I dropped my fork as his words sunk into my
head. Then I noticed his eyes were no longer on my face, but
further south. He was staring at my breasts.

My eyes narrowed. "What is this? What are you
playing at Chef? The sexual advances I can understand. Not
tolerate, but understand. But your concern for my breastfeeding
crosses a line I can't wrap my head around." I pushed myself away
from the table and grabbed my bag. "I don't think I can work here.
I'm sorry."

His face soured as I stood up. "Hear me out.
You have me all wrong."

I turned back towards the table. This should
be good. "Ohh? How so?"

Smiling again, he dropped his head onto his
hands and stared up at me, still seated at the table. "I don't care
a damn about your baby."

I was stunned. Out of all the ways I thought
this would go, this wasn't one of them. I was offended but not
entirely sure why. I was also curious.

"So then why the special pantry and the
designer meal?" His eyes were back on my chest. "And why do you
keep staring at me like you've never seen a pair of tits
before?"

He blinked a few times as if suddenly
remembering where he was. "Have you ever tasted it Marie? There is
no flavor like it. Sweeter than goat's milk. Healthier than cow's
milk. And as unique as a good wine."

Ohh God. He didn't want to fuck me. He wanted
to drink me! "This whole time I thought you wanted in my pants not
under my bra! What the hell is wrong with you?"

He was on his feet in an instant. His hands
closed around my waist and I was ashamed with myself for not trying
to stop him. Even though I was furious with him, his brutal honesty
over his intentions coupled with his good looks had triggered
something deep within me. I wanted him. I was craving him.

He pulled my undershirt up and I didn't try
and stop him. "Sweet and familiar. It is the first thing your taste
buds ever touch. There is nothing else like it." His head dipped
and his eyes closed. His lips puckered as his fingers carried my
shirt upwards.

I leaned into the kiss as I raised my arms
above my head so he could pull off my shirt. His head pulled away
long enough to tug my shirt over my head, but only just. By the
time my shirt hit the ground, his hands were under my ass and my
arms were around his neck. He lifted me from the ground like I
weighed nothing, and he carried me across the dining hall towards a
long table meant for large parties.

My mind was at war with itself. The primal
part of me wanted all of this and more while the rational piece of
me screamed in protest. This was all wrong, but it felt so right.
Jacobs dipped me as he laid me down on the table before climbing up
after me. My fingers worked the buttons on his chef's jacket as our
make-out session continued.

We took turns undressing each other until
were both left in nothing but our underwear. As Chef Jacobs pushed
his body against mine, I could feel his hard cock straining against
his black boxer briefs. And he wasn't the only one hard. My nipples
were in pain as they pressed into my constricting bra which was as
wet with milk as my panties were with juices of an altogether
different nature.

Jacobs sat me up as he reached behind me to
unclasp my bra. I giggled as he struggled to find the hooks, but I
didn't want to waste any more time.

"Front clasp Ian. Easier access when I have
to pump."

"Clever girl." He laid me back down and
popped the clasp. His head slowly dropped towards my nipples, but
he stopped at the last second and looked me in the eyes. "And it's
Chef, not Ian."

His lips locked around one of my tits as his
fingers twiddled and twirled the other. His touch sent chills down
my spine. Sultry sighs filled the air as Jacobs drew milk from me
with long, strong pulls of his mouth. And between his suckling, his
tongue would lash out and circle my tit, sending erotic spasms
through my body.

My clit ached and begged for the kind of
attention that Chef was paying to my nipples. My hands slid between
my body and his as my fingers moved towards my pleasure button.
While he worked my top half, I would attend to my southern
needs.

But as my hand slipped under the waistband of
my panties, his cock pressed against my body. I pulled my hand out
of my undies and slid it into his pants instead. I grabbed his
shaft and pulled his impressive package out of his shorts while he
continued to suck me dry.

I slid my hand slowly up and down his shaft,
making sure to pay special attention to the sensitive ridge of his
tip. He shuttered from my touch and grunted as I stoked him. He
pulled his head away from my breast and looked at me with glazed
over eyes.

"The best I've ever tasted. You are something
special Marie."

I pumped him faster and pushed his head back
down to my nipple. He latched back eagerly as my clit ached and
begged to be touched. His words bounced around in my head and put a
smile on my face. I was special. I was desired.

The steady sound of his suckling, mixed with
my occasional moans and his grunts were the only noise that we
heard for a good while. But as the minutes ticked by, my body
begged for more. His constant touch up top was driving me crazy
down below. My panties were soaked now and my hole begged to be
filled. And the feeling of his thick cock in my hand didn't help
the situation any. My mind was filled with nothing but thoughts
about how good it would feel with him inside of me.

I tugged his briefs off, then worked my
undies down my legs as well. But with his mouth locked around my
tit, there was no way I could pull his hips down so I could slide
his cock into me. I was going to go mad!

I pushed his head away from my tits but he
knocked my hands away and dropped back to my breasts.

"Fuck me Chef! I want you in me. I
need you in me. You are driving me crazy!"

Jacobs grunted and mumbled something I
couldn't understand.

"What?"

He pulled his head away and wiped drool from
his mouth. "So much better fresh. You taste so good. I don't want
to stop."

Better fresh? I thought about my missing pump
bottles. "You didn't spill my milk in the fridge did you? You drank
it."

Jacobs smiled and licked my nipple. "A chef
always samples the ingredients he cooks with."

"What?" He used my milk to cook with? "It was
the curry wasn't it? You put my milk in the lamb curry."

"So smart. And tasty. The perfect woman."

I blushed as I thought of my milk being
served up to customers, but I was surprised when the thought only
made me want him more. I wasn’t just another chef. I was part of
his dishes. I was part of his special orders for important
clientele. The image of Chef bending me over a counter and
squeezing my milk into one of his dishes sent my libido into
overdrive.

Every inch of me wanted him right now. I
didn't care anymore if what we were doing was wrong. I didn't care
that he had stolen my milk to use in the kitchen. I didn't care if
he only wanted me around to suckle and milk when he wanted. All I
cared about was getting his cock inside of me.

"Fuck me Chef! Fuck me and you can have all
the milk you want!"

That was all he needed. In an instant, he
flipped me over and pulled me down across the table so my feet
touched the floor. His hands fell to my hips as he kicked my legs
apart. This was it.

I gasped as his cock pressed against my slick
folds, parting them with ease before slipping into my wanting hole.
It felt even better than I had imagined. His thick shaft stretched
me out as he plunged his cock into me. With every inch that he sunk
into my depths, my pleasure grew. And when he hit the back wall, I
couldn't help but moan. I'd never been so turned on in my life!

He wasted no time now. His fingers dug into
my sides as he pulled me back against his hips. His slow rhythmic
thrusting turned into a wild and unrestrained assault on my pussy.
With each plunge of his cock into my stretched hole, his hips
slammed into my ass and pushed me forward. My thighs smacked into
the table and I knew in the morning I would have a pair of bruises
across my legs from his lovemaking but I didn't care. It was a
small price to pay for the pleasure that was building within
me.

His hammering blows against my G sent wave
after wave of intense pressure through my core. And as my body slid
back and forth across the table, my clit rubbed into the wooden
surface, adding to my building orgasm. I was close. I just needed
the final push to send me over the edge.

"Harder Chef! Fuck me harder!"

His hips slammed against me so hard that the
heavy wooden table slid forward half an inch with each of his
thrusts. My legs were on fire and my breasts hurt as I slid back
and forth across the hard surface, but as I came, none of that
mattered. Waves of pleasure washed over me and numbed every ache I
had. And even as my orgasm raced through my body, Jacobs continued
pushing in and out of me with the force of a freight train, only
adding to the intense pleasure consuming me from the inside.

My stomach tightened as I fought to breathe
between my uncontrollable moaning. Every muscle in my body flexed
at once as I pushed myself backwards against Jacobs. I couldn't
take it. It was too much! But he wasn't done yet. He pushed me back
against the table and continued fucking me. My breath came in
shallow, ragged fits as a second orgasm rolled through my body.

"Ohh God!" I yelled as I slumped against the
table.

Jacobs pulled my hips back against his as he
grunted and his thrusting stopped suddenly. His cock swelled within
me as he rocked back and forth slowly. As I tried to catch my
breath, he swelled again and again, filling me with his seed. It
was finally over. And it was amazing.

Jacobs pulled out of me slowly and I pushed
myself away from the table only to fall backwards towards the
floor. But I didn't hit the ground. He caught me in his arms and
smiled down at me before helping me to a chair. My legs burned and
my knees refused to support my weight. Chef Jacobs had fucked me so
hard that I couldn't walk.

"So what now?" I asked as I watched Jacobs
collect our clothes from around the room.

"That is up to you Marie."

"How so?"

Jacobs handed me my clothes and I dressed
while he spoke. "Well, you can go home and never come back. You'll
get your recommendation and we'll go our separate ways."

I didn't want that. Not after what we'd just
done together. "Or?"

He smiled and kissed me on the forehead. "Or
you come back to work tomorrow and I teach you everything I know.
But if you do, either you'll pump before dinner service or I'll
milk you myself. And when a special order comes in, you and I will
make it together."

The thought of a stranger eating a dish
prepared with my own milk sent another wave of arousal through my
body. But I still hadn't heard what I wanted to hear. "And what
about us? You and me?"

His hands ran through my hair. "I would hope
you would be open to more late night dinners like this one."

I nodded quickly. That was what I was waiting
for.

Chef Jacobs walked me to the door and we
kissed once more before he pushed it open and walked me to my
car.

"So I'll see you tomorrow Marie?" he asked as
I climbed into the driver's seat.

With a smile and I nod, I answered with the
only words he needed to hear. "Yes Chef."
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