
  
    [image: Devoured by the Hot Chef]
  


  
    
      DEVOURED BY THE HOT CHEF

      GAY ROMANCE

      
        HOT AND SAUCY

        BOOK TWO

      

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        DILLON HART

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Epilogue

      

    

    
      
        Get a free book!

      

      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Dillon Hart

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Copyright © 2023 Dillon Hart

      This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only.  No part of this publication may be copied, reproduced in any format, by any means, electronic or otherwise, without prior consent from the copyright owner.

      Disclaimer

      This work of fiction is intended for mature audiences only.  It contains sex acts between consenting adults, and characters represented within are eighteen years of age or older.  Names, characters, places, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Formatted with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THIS BOOK

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Indulge in a tantalizing new series that's as steamy as it is romantic: Hot and Saucy. Follow four talented gay chefs on their journey to finding true love, all while stirring up some seriously hot and saucy cuisine.

      From the sweetest desserts to the spiciest entrees, Liam, Davin, Erik, and Trey use their culinary prowess to create unforgettable dishes that tantalize both the taste buds and the heartstrings.

      As they navigate the challenges of their demanding careers, each chef finds himself irresistibly drawn to a special someone who understands his passion and complements his personality. But will their love survive the pressures of the kitchen, the demands of their jobs and the challenges that life throws at them?

      Find out in Hot and Saucy, the sizzling new series that will leave you craving more. Get ready for a mouth-watering adventure filled with passion, romance, and unforgettable flavor.
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      I still have a huge crush on the hottest celebrity chef in the country.

      There are countless reasons why I should stay away from him.

      For one, he’s my ex.

      Two, he’s way older.

      And three… he’s about to become my boss.

      I’ve had a big setback in my professional career.

      I need his help to get back up… not his love.

      But my eyes wander in all the wrong places when he’s close by.

      Giving this a second chance might be a mistake.

      A mistake that would either make or break me.

      Do you think it’s worth it?
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      “Celebrity chef Jared Diamonde fires up-and-coming dessert chef Kai Brown in public row at dinner with the president, the first lady, and the National Press Corps.”

      Holy shit.

      It’s the third time I’ve read the headline. Every time it’s like a steak knife stabbing my heart.

      Kai. The most handsome, sweetest man I know, and one hell of a talent in the kitchen.

      He doesn’t deserve this.

      I want to reach for my phone again to call him. But it’s our busiest night of the week and I need to keep my attention on wrapping up the dinner service.

      Almost over.

      The last patrons file out for the night, laughing and tossing one more round of thanks over their shoulders. A bell above the door tinkles as it swings shut one final time.

      Cold blasts in through the door. Boston’s having the kind of chilled, lazy winter that sends people inside looking for good food, good company, and good distraction.

      It’s great for business.

      My eyes sweep the dark wood interior of the farm-to-table restaurant, as I exhale a tight breath I don’t realize I’m holding.

      The tension filling my body begins to drain away. It's funny. Publishing dozens of cookbooks, appearing on national morning television shows, and hosting multiple seasons of my own reality show on The Food Station are all less stressful than a single night in the kitchen of my dream restaurant.

      Still, I wouldn’t trade it for anything.

      Well, almost anything.

      My eyes track back to the headline in huge letters on my tablet. To the picture of Kai splashed beneath it, somewhere in NYC, wrapped in a dark coat and huge sunglasses hiding his face.

      I’d hardly know it was him except for the shock of strawberry-blonde hair.

      And the delicate frame, visible under the coat that molds to his form. That elvish body I’d recognize anywhere – even after all these years.

      A wave of tension hits me again, and I lean my head back. Close my eyes. Exhale.

      Give me a slightly drunk morning TV host who wants a ten course, five-star meal delivered in five magic TV minutes. No problem. Trust me with showcasing locally-grown vegetables, fresh seafood caught today by Boston's best fishermen, and meats brought in from local farmers I see every week?

      Doing right by those folks; that’s something that matters.

      That’s something that gets me right in the heart.

      Forage is my dream. Bringing all the things that I discover in the food world back to my hometown. Creating a place people look forward to celebrating their biggest moments: milestone birthdays, wedding anniversaries, first dates with the person you’re pretty sure is the one.

      That’s what food is.

      A way to create experiences people don’t forget. A way to awaken senses made dormant by long commutes and long days trapped in a cubicle and long marriages to people they’re not even sure really love them anymore. A way to reconnect diners to the incredible land and food options all around them that go unnoticed as they keep their eyes glued to the surface of busy, stressful lives.

      That’s what it always does for me.

      For me, I want to make a space where they can savor life – even just for a few, fleeting hours on a single night.

      Another round down.

      Rolling my shoulders, I turn from the bar where I’m standing and am just about to hit the lights when the bell above the door tinkles again.

      My eyes cut up to the entryway, expecting to see a recently-departed guest looking for a phone or a purse left behind.

      Instead, I come face-to-face with the single most complicated part of my past.

      It’s like fate dragged the beautiful man straight out of the photo I keep looking at, right from the spiral of fantasies unleashing in my mind.

      Kai Brown stands in Forage’s doorway, his eyes wide as they take in burnished copper tables, dark wood, and every one of the thousand details that I lovingly crafted into the restaurant’s design.

      Something in my gut pulls tight as I watch him assessing, appraising, appreciating every single hidden detail.

      No one ever sees me the way Kai does. Fuck.

      I’ve never met another man who inspires that particular blend of eternal optimism, heartburn, and a hard-on for days. Intoxicating, alluring, and the definition of sinful temptation all in one innocent package.

      The whole package. A package that’s too young, too off-limits, too good for a guy like me.

      That’s Kai and he’s standing in my restaurant with his eyes resting on my face. A shy, warm smile curves up his full, soft lips.

      He has the pull of a gravitational force. I move out from behind the bar quickly and head in his direction. It’s been at least five years since I last saw him, really saw him, although we’ve emailed or texted – and even bumped into each other for a few minutes. But in all that time we never spent serious alone time together. He must be at least 27 now.

      Subconsciously, I run a rough hand across my short hair, more salt than pepper these days.

      Long, dark strawberry-blonde hair tumbles and curls down his neck, kissed with snowflakes from the lazy storm swirling outside. With wide green eyes and delicate, birdlike features, he’s lost inside the oversized black wool peacoat he’s wearing.

      The longing ache I feel in every fiber of my being at seeing him in the place I love the most rocks me. It’s unexpected.

      Hardening cock. Desire pulling my chest. Anticipation at being in his orbit.

      I’m rocketed back to when he worked for me, trusted me, looked up to me. And no matter how fucking smart, gorgeous, and talented he was, I wasn’t going there.

      A twenty-two-year-old boy didn’t need to get tangled up with a fifty-year-old man escaping the stress of an explosively successful career and some mid-life crisis for a fling.

      Besides, something told me I’d have a hard time keeping it just a fling with him.

      Instead, I’d been a friend, a mentor. The thoughts I had on a personal level? I kept those to myself.

      But my attraction to him hasn’t faded at all.

      His eyes meet mine and light up. The whole cascade starts: warmth suffusing his pupils, the shy curve of his lips stretching into a broad megawatt smile, and a hand subconsciously reaching out to rest lightly on my bicep.

      “Hey Davin,” he says, his voice soft and a little husky.

      Sparks of electricity ignite where our skin touches, and he snaps his hand back fast like I burn him. Maybe he feels it too. But when he says my name, shivers go straight down my spine and it takes a concerted effort to keep my attention and blood flow above the belt.

      "Davin, this restaurant is exquisite. You got every detail exactly right. I understood what you were trying to say the second I walked through the door," he says.

      Of course he did.

      At fifty-five, I’ve achieved every goal that I set out to do in my professional life. These days, I don't feel vulnerable often.

      But as his words wash over me and I soak them in, some bit of tension releases and I
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