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Try as she might Catherine
couldn’t manage to button her chef’s coat over her oversized
breasts. “Stupid fucking tits,” she muttered under her breath. It
was not the way she wanted to start the day at her new job. “Knew I
should have ordered a bigger size,” she continued to talk to
herself. Her vanity had gotten the better of her. One size bigger
wouldn’t have made a difference, she knew, but she had lost all
those pounds which was twice as difficult working in a bakery and
here she was unable to get her new chef’s coat closed. It was five
a.m. and her new boss was waiting in the kitchen for her.

“Fuck it,” she declared and
quickly unfastened the few buttons she had been able to force
through their holes. Ripping off the coat she quickly divested
herself of the thin white cotton tank top and then reached behind
her back, found the row of four hooks holding her industrial
strength bra in place, unhooked them all, and released herself from
her lingerie prison. Dropping it on top of her bag along with the
pads she always kept stashed inside, she pulled the tank top back
over her head and pulled the coat around herself. This time, free
of the bra, her boobs sagged down a bit and she managed to get the
buttons done all the way to the top. Then Catherine looked in the
mirror of the small combination bathroom-employee locker room, and
realized she looked a little too prudish. She undid the top button
and pulled it back to the side, holding it back by refastening it
under the decorative button. Just a hint of cleavage
showed.

She grinned and stuck her tongue out at
herself in the mirror. “Such a pretty face,” she had heard all too
many times older female relatives, “but only if she’d lose the
weight...” Well, she was pretty, damn it, and so what if she wasn’t
rail thin like so many of her cousins and—shudder—her sister. She
was happy and her tits brought more than enough male
attention.

The locker room door opened and in swept Mrs.
Sienna, part owner of the store. Donna Sienna’s was a combination
Italian bakery, sandwich store, and coffee shop. Getting hired here
after working at the supercenter in store bakery was a dream come
true. It was an actual bakery chef job not a line worker pumping
out endless sheet cakes for whining children’s birthday parties.
“Are you nervous, dear?” Mrs. Sienna asked. She was a nice older
lady with just a touch of the traditional Italian grandmother in
her—the sort who ruled her home and business with an iron fist
gloved in velvet.

“A bit, ma’am,” Catherine
apologized. “Sorry to keep you waiting.”

“Call me Teresa, dear. And don’t
apologize. Let’s get things done.” Her eyes swept over the locker
room and she immediately spied Catherine’s giant brassier hanging
on top of her bag. Then her eyes flicked over to Catherine’s chest.
“Is the chef’s coat too small?” she asked, frowning.

“Ah, yes ma’…Teresa. I think I
told you the wrong size.”

Teresa sighed. “Will you be able to work
today?”

“Of course!” she immediately
replied.

“Good. We’ll get you the right
size for tomorrow.” Teresa’s eyes flicked to the bit of cleavage
that Catherine had exposed. “You have such a lovely figure. Don’t
let anyone tell you otherwise. We need a pretty face in here,” she
said bluntly, “too many old Italian men who’ve eaten too many
cannoli. Let’s go!” she commanded. And out into the kitchen they
went.

From that point everything became a whirl of
mixing, measuring, baking, and introductions to new co-workers and
procedures and routines. It took Catherine less than two minutes to
realize Teresa was right on the old man bakers. They were all from
the same extended family and all were well into their fifties if
not fifteen or twenty years older. More than once she had a
conversation to Carlo, Antonio, and Franco where only her tits were
addressed, not her face. Catherine didn’t mind; she was used to
it.

When the morning’s whirl of activity had wound
down Teresa brought Catherine out to the front of the shop. “You
won’t be working register or the coffee shop, but it’s a good idea
to know what our customers are like,” she explained.

Catherine nodded, glad for a respite from the
heat and frenetic activity of the kitchen. She was given a quick
tour as customers zipped in and out of the store buying coffee and
pastries to start the day. “Later on we open up the sandwich
section for lunch. Mornings are mostly coffee and treats. A lot of
office workers pick up preorders for parties—cakes and such.” She
guided Catherine behind the counters and lowered her voice. “And it
doesn’t hurt to have a little eye candy either, if you don’t mind
me saying. Anything to bring in a handsome devil or two.” She
winked at Catherine

Coming from a woman old enough to be her
grandmother Catherine couldn’t help but blush and giggle at the
statement. “I’m really not—” she started to say.

“Nonsense,” Teresa cut her off.
“You’re very pretty. Beautiful even. And a little display of your
bosoms doesn’t hurt either.”

Her light blush blossomed into a deep red.
“Ah. Wow. Thanks.”

Teresa patted her hand and started to lead her
back to the kitchen when a new pair of customers walked in. They
were local cops in search of decent coffee and a brief respite from
the cold weather. Autumn had set in and the air was chilly, but
that wasn’t the reason Catherine’s nipples hardened. The first,
smaller, cop was nondescript with a bushy moustache. The other,
younger, taller, and handsomer one had caught her eye. He had to be
at least six feet four inches tall and two hundred and twenty
pounds, all of it muscle. He barely fit through the front door
without angling his shoulders to slide through. Catherin hoped her
chef’s coat was heavy enough to hide her now-prominent
nipples.

“That’s the kind of customer I
want you brining in,” Teresa said. “If I were ten years younger…”
She trailed off and then caught herself. “What the hell. I’m still
going to flirt with him.”

Without realizing it Catherine found herself
being dragged to the front register. For a woman barely five feet
tall Mrs. Sienna was surprisingly strong. “Sergeant Orlov, Officer
Milke, this is our new chef, Catherine.”

Both men looked briefly at her face, then
their eyes locked on her cleavage. “Please to meet you,” she said
over the counter.

Orlov grunted. Milke said nothing at
all.

“It’s always good to be friendly
with the local cops,” Teresa said. “They bring in the best
business.”

 


“Again, Bobby?” Orlov complained.
“We’ve been eating lunch there every fuckin’ day this
week.”

“It’s got the best food in the
area,” Milke replied. “And it’s not just shit grease burgers
either. I’m paying, what do you care?”

“Fuckin’ hells,” Orlov grumbled
but he relented when he knew he’d have a free lunch. “You’ve just
got eyes for the fat girl’s tits.”

“That’s awful disrespectful,
Jerry,” Milke said. He might have been fifteen years younger than
his partner, but Robert Milke had the manners of an uptight
accountant from the 1950s. He was far from an accountant, however.
Milke spent too many of his off duty hours in the gym. When the two
walked patrol together it was like a giant and a dwarf were walking
down the streets of the city. “We’re supposed to respect the
citizens we protect, you know.”

“Great. Yeah. Perfect. Tell you
what, ask the girl out today and I won’t say a single bad thing
about her for the rest of my life.”

Milke stopped short as he put his hand on the
bakery’s door. “Yeah. You mean that?”

“Sure. Yeah. But you got to come
back with her phone number and date, rook.”

“Done.”

For a moment Orlov regretted his words. He had
seen the girl making goo-goo eyes at Milke. Getting a phone number
and a date wouldn’t be a problem for his Adonis of a partner. He
suddenly wished he’d sold his silence for a higher
price.

As it was it took Milke ten minutes to put in
their order, then another five to fumble around for the right words
to impress the new chef. In the course of listening in on the
awkward and painful conversation Orlov learned her name was
Catherine. Finally, disgusted at the rate of progress, he
interrupted Milke. “Look, ah, Catherine. Yeah. What my partner
Bobby is trying to do is—and get this, even if he looks like he can
crush a cinderblock with his hands, because he can but he lacked
real balls when it comes to women—ask you out. Want to date this
dumb ox?”

Both Catherine and Milke gaped at Sergeant
Orlov. He looked expectantly at Catherine. He wasn’t put off by the
uncomfortable stares; he was used to dealing with squirrelly
criminals. Horny cops and chefs didn’t bother him. Finally,
Catherine managed to bleat out, “Yeah…”

“Great. Give him your phone
number. Dinner and a walk around the park this Friday night.” He
tipped his hat to both of them. “Fucking hell, I’ve gotta do
everything myself.”

 


Catherine tipped the wine glass upward,
emptying the contents into her mouth while Bobby studied the menu.
She was nervous and when alcohol was around while she was nervous,
she drank it. Sometimes it settled her nerves. Sometimes it just
got her into trouble. As she put the glass back down she noticed
that Bobby had barely touched his.

“Sooo…what makes a big strong guy
like you interested in little old me?” she asked and immediately
regretted it. Thankfully the restaurant was dark and her face was
already flushed from the wine so a little extra blush from
humiliating herself was hardly noticed.

Bobby’s eyes flicked up at her. “Umm. You’re
very pretty and you always are very polite when Jerry and I come
into the bakery. Let me apologize for him one more
time.”

She ignored the apology and plowed forward.
“C’mon,” she said, slurring her words just enough to realize she
needed to slow down her wine consumption. “Tell me why you really
asked me out.” Catherine leaned forward and little bit to display
her cleavage. She wasn’t dressed like a slut, but she was wearing a
powerful pushup bra with a plunging V-neck dress.

“I really liked the giant
chocolate chip cookies you made on Wednesday. They’re my weakness.
The sign too. ‘Catherine’s Cookie Creations’.” He grinned at
her.

Catherine’s face couldn’t get any redder,
which was lucky. She opened her mouth and heard herself saying.
“That was my nickname when I was little. Cookie. I hated it.” She
wasn’t drunk enough to let out a braying laugh and clamp her hands
over her mouth. Instead Catherine winced and managed to hold
Bobby’s gaze.

He chuckled lightly. “That’s cute. For a
little girl, I suppose.”

She focused herself. “You’re avoiding the
subject between us,” she said. “Tell me why you asked me
out.”

“I just did,” he said
evenly.

A shake of her head contradicted his answer.
“Nope. The reasons are right here between us. You can’t take your
eyes off my boobs.” Now it was Bobby’s turn to blush a bit. As he
started to protest her assertion she continued on. “It’s always the
first thing guys notice about me. How could they not? They’re
huge.” She grinned. “I’m going to be too forward and tell you that
I totally said yes not because of your polite manners or constant
staring, but because I can see you’ve got huge muscles under that
jacket, under that uniform you wear during the day. I’ve never been
with a guy as built as you. Does it take a lot of time working out
to stay that big?”

“I work out a couple of hours a
day,” he admitted.

“Steroids?”

“Nope. Those are just bad news
overall. This is all natural.” He sat up a bit straighter in his
chair—as if that were possible—and stuck out
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