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I glanced sideways at Lauren and she chopped the vegetables for the salad. She wore the same low-cut blouse that she wore last week the one that got me going. The valley between her breasts snaked down making me want to shove my fingers in there and feel the soft flesh. She had a hot little body and flaunted it like there's no tomorrow.

Lauren looked up at me her face full of uncertainty. It seemed I intimidated the girl and I enjoyed flexing my muscles around her. “Is there something you need?” she asked.

“Yeah, I think you need to put a little more effort into chopping the vegetables, like this,” I said. I grabbed the knife from her hand and started chopping a salary stalk showing her how I wanted her to do it. I moved my arm making my whole body shake as I did it. 

“Like this?” Lauren asked. She took the knife out of my hand and chopped. Her chest jiggled while she chopped the vegetables. When she realized what I was looking at she rolled her eyes and set the knife down and walked away.

“What's wrong, baby?” I laughed as she turned to me and shook her head with a mean expression scrunched over her face.

“ You're such an asshole,” Lauren said.

I shook my head at her and made it tsk sound with my lips. “Language! Watch your language,” I said. 

Later, I was in the freezer looking for a cut of meat to cook for the daily special. Lauren walked in and brushed passed me her little hips swaying as she moved. I chuckled. “Shake it, baby, don't break it,” I said and continued laughing.

Lauren whipped around on me glaring at me. “Why must you talk to me that way all the time?” she asked.

“Like what? I just call it as I see it,” I said.  

“Oh, you're infuriating!” Lauren rushed passed me walking away as fast as she could.

I swaggered back into the kitchen and worked on cutting on the meat. I would think a woman like Lauren, one who is a lowly sous chef, would be honored that a man of my stature and position would even talk to her. She doesn't even have formal training in the food industry, other than she's worked for a long time in other restaurants. I talked to all women like I talked to Lauren. It's not that I think they are beneath me it's that I know my worth and my value and power. I am a cocky son of a bitch.

I can't help myself as I cook the food. My body has a mind of its own and sometimes when I'm around beautiful sexy women my cock took charge. I look over at Lauren as she's stirring a pudding on the stove. She worked very hard not to make eye contact with me. I sidled up to her while she is stirring the pot and look down at her as I smiled.

“Would you like to make a little extra money this weekend?” I asked.

She hesitantly looked up at me the weariness in her eyes evident. “What?”

“Perhaps you could come to my place and show me a good time. At least you will if you leave me with a satisfied smile on my face,” I said.

Lauren scowled at me and her fists balled up. I thought for a second she was going to hit me. Her head shook furiously. “I'm not going to dignify that with an answer,” she said.

I chuckled as a walk back to my station and continued working. The truth is I like Lauren and I have trouble letting her know in a nice way. I've always been an asshole to women. But I've never had a problem getting a date or having a good time with one. I think women like this kind of rough treatment and they like conquering a bullshitter like me. 

“Come on, baby, you know you want to, ” I said. Lauren blinked hard and looked over at me. 

“In your dreams, buddy,” Lauren said.

“Careful there little girl, I am your boss.” I looked back at her and didn’t smile. I wanted to see her tremble, but she simply glared back at me. 

Maybe it's because I don't like being ignored, maybe it's because I truly think she's beneath me, but I can't stop talking trash to Lauren. I don't know what's wrong with me, I like the girl and I'd like to go out with her, but I have a hard time being nice. When I was in culinary school, we were taught that we were superior over anybody else in the kitchen. When we put on our chef jacket, we are the experts and everybody else was beneath us. I suppose this became ingrained in my body and in my mind and that's why I act the way I do. No, I'm just an asshole.

When we have an inspection of the restaurant and when we know about it, we are to dress in our very best. As a chef, the best for me is my chef jacket and a nice pair of slacks. But for the sous chefs and the servers it's a different story. The servers have their own uniforms and they wear those all the time. But the sous chefs wear what they want. 

Lauren walked in wearing a dress on the day of our inspection. The skirt hit just above the knees and the front was a scoop neck showing a little cleavage. She put on an apron, but it didn't do a lot to cover her curves. I called her over to me to speak to her.

“Lauren, what are you doing dressed like this?” I asked. 

Lauren merely glared at me. “What do you mean? I'm dressed nicely like our boss wants us dressed. Do you have a problem with it?” Lauren squinted her eyes at me daring me to take her on. 

Oh, it's on baby. I will not let a young lady speak to me in that tone of voice. The girl doesn't know how to be nice. “I'm just wondering if you're dressing like this to impress the inspector?” 

“I suppose were all dressed to impress the inspector. As a sous chef I do not have a uniform like everyone else here. I do the best I can with what I'm paid and wear the best clothes I have for this occasion,” Lauren said curtly.

I grew angry at her tone and grabbed her shoulder pulling her to the side. “Watch your tone with me, young lady. I am one of your bosses. I am concerned that you are dressed a little too revealing for our inspector. You seem to be dressed for a night out on the town. If you were trying to turn on the man it will work very well. It works very well for me,” I said. 

“Well, I guess that's your opinion. I'm already dressed and I'm already here, so we may as well get through the inspection,” Lauren said. 

I clenched my jaw as I looked at her. “Next time don't dress like a tart,” I said.

Lauren whipped around and looked at me. “I'm not dressed like a tart, you're just a perv for thinking so,” she said. 

“Sweetheart, you walk around here shaking your little ass and jiggling your little chest like you own the place. You know what you have, and you know that it bothers me, ” I said. 

“Like I said, you're just a perv,” Lauren said.

“You wish, sweetheart,” I said as I grinned at her.

After the inspection and for the days following Lauren did her best to ignore me. I would even compliment her on the way she looked, and she would look right through me or just walk right by me without saying thank you. I whipped around on her one day after telling her she looked mighty fine in her new jeans.

“You know, Lauren, it's polite to say thank you when someone gives you a compliment,” I said.

“I will say thank you when it's an actual compliment,” Lauren said.

“I told you how you look nice in your jeans,” I said.

“No, you said my ass looks mighty fine in these jeans. There's a big difference between an honest compliment and a perverted statement,” Lauren said. 

No matter how much I complemented her she just wouldn't pay me any attention. My mind started wandering as I tried to figure out how to get the attention of the beautiful Lauren. 

“Oliver Patterson,” Ted Winslow boomed. When the owner of the restaurant showed up everyone stood to attention and listened when he spoke. I walked up front and center because it was my name he bellowed.

“Mr. Winslow, how nice to see you,” I said. I knew how to be cordial when I had to.

“I wanted to stop by to see how my head chef is doing. The customers are talking about the wonderful beef you’re cooking here. You run a tight kitchen in you help our profit line to be big. I just wanted to say thank you,” Mr. Winslow said.

I saw Lauren out of the corner of my eye roll her eyes when Mr. Winslow paid me the compliment. I suppose the nice thing would have been to also think my sous chefs for their help. But I'm an asshole and I don't do things like that. “Thank you, Sir, ” I said as I smiled. Someone here needs to be the top dog, and everyone here needs to know that the big boss views me as that.

Trying to get Lauren’s attention is nearly impossible these days. I'm starting to think I need to find another way of getting the girl to pay attention to me. Maybe then, she'll see that she's lucky to have my attention. We have a locker room for Mr. Winslow wants the employees to change once they’re at work. He doesn't like for us to wear our uniforms out in public and to only wear them here. Even though the sous chefs don’t have anything but an apron to wear over their regular clothing, each one has their own locker in the locker room. I was in there at the same time Lauren was when it was her time to clock out. I notice that
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