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The traffic is heavy as I drive to work. I'm one of the few who drives in the city mainly because I live in the suburban area miles from the restaurant and as the head chef, I have an exclusive parking spot behind Dino's. I grit my teeth as I seem to hit every damn red light. I am a man of little patience, unfortunately. At least that comes with the personalities of chefs. Eccentric is what they call us, me and the other two chefs who work the kitchen. We have three sous chefs, one assigned to each chef and one extra to fill in where needed. I grin at the importance of my position, which I've held for two years now.

I graduated the top of culinary school and even spent a semester in Paris at Cordon Bleu studying under the masters. When Dino hired me, I was a cocky twenty-five-year-old man who had the drive to be the top of my field. Within three years I became the head chef when old Henry Felix retired. I even beat out Dawson, who had worked there for five years and was four years older than me. It pissed him off so much he left Dino's and moved to the steakhouse across the bay. Good riddance to him, because he just didn't have the fortitude or gumption to excel as head chef, at least not according to big boss Dino.

I walk in the back door; the servers are scurrying about preparing for the lunch rush. A couple glance my way and offer a smile. Most don't give me the time of day because of my stance. I put off an air of superiority, or so I've heard. I chuckle inwardly because really deep down I'm a nice guy. But in order to make it in this business one needs to be tough, not mushy.

"Oh, Brett, good. We're soaking the beef for the day's menu. I want you to create a superb vegetable dish to go with it, something that will wow the crowd," Dino says. He gives me complete freedom to come up with dishes that are different and exciting. Since this is an Italian eatery, I need to stick with Mediterranean cuisine. I smile at my boss.

"I know just the thing," I say as I walk into the refrigerator and grab fresh vegetables and mushrooms from the shelves. The butter and olive oil are already on the counter where Sasha and Louise are busy chopping vegetables for the salads. 

"Good morning," I say to Sasha.

"Morning," she says brightly as she looks up at me. I'm much taller than her petite stature. Her dark tresses are pulled back from her pale face, the red lipstick a striking color that matches with the red slacks she's wearing. Because she is also an apprentice chef, she wears the jacket too. 

"Good morning, Brett. I'll be finished here in a minute if you need anything," Louise says. She's the extra sous chef. She tries hard to stay busy. Dino doesn't like to walk into the kitchen and see anyone just standing here doing nothing. It makes him feel better to see us hustling and bustling around, cooking and making happy customers.

"You can start the creme brulee and the sauce for the cake," I say.

Deborah, one of the other chefs, comes in and grimaces at me. "I am making the cheesecakes today, I'll need her to help," she says.

I turn to Deborah. "And she can once she's finished with the tasks I gave her. We need fresh desserts for the lunch crowd too," I say in letting her know who's boss here. Dino is my boss and I'm the boss over the other two chefs and the four sous chefs. Like it or lump it, they have to listen to me. I turn from her and grin as I start the heat on the stove and pour the olive oil into the pan. The shallots sizzle as I stir, and the peppers emit their sweet aroma causing my mouth to water. The mushrooms add the nice protein touch. Sasha hands me a bowl of shredded carrots, as she anticipated my need. I can't help but smile as I work the kitchen like a well-oiled machine. There's an order to the chaos, a happy place for Dino when he arrives. Louise is helping Aiden with the cheesecakes.

Dino walks around sampling the food. "Mmmm, perfection," he says as he spoons the creme sauce I just made into his mouth.

Sasha saunters up to me and bumps me. "We make a good team, huh?" she says.

I frown and look down at her. "My dear, when you have the experience I have and when you have the title chef you can team up with me. Until then you are my employee. You work for me and we're not a team. You do as I say. The first step in getting along well in this kitchen is to know your place," I say as I lift my brow.

Sasha winces at my words. Her creamy complexion burns with a blush across her cheeks. She bites her tongue and shakes her head. "Yes, sir," she says and turns from me. I can't have a little worker like her taking credit for my creations. She only does as I say and has no creative input into my dishes. It's all me and I share the limelight with no one else. 

I clear my throat and glare at Deborah and Geoff, the other chefs. They all stare at me like I just banished a whip at poor Sasha. "Back to work," I bark. I know I'm tough and maybe I should lighten my heavy-handedness, but I need to keep the upper edge over the kitchen staff or I'll lose control. Dino likes to see the head chef in charge and on top where the head chef belongs. I take no heat from anyone other than my boss.

I grab the pan and toss the vegetables in the air to prepare the three plates in front of me. Part of the job is in the presentation. It pisses me off when Louise or Sasha steps up and tries to plate my food. No one touches my presentations, it's part of my pride. I nod to Sarah, the server. She picks up the plates and places each one carefully onto the tray she has hoisted on her shoulder. It's my job to make sure the food makes it to the customer without incident. One time a diminutive server named Lucy grabbed one plate too many and the whole damn tray tumbled to the floor. I had plated an expensive prime rib with the finest steamed vegetables, all wasted on the floor. The servers have all heard of the fit I threw when Lucy dropped the priceless food. Accidents happen, and I understand that, but if the server can't handle it, they need to step up and admit it. Lucy is no longer with Dinos. Last I heard she was flipping burgers at Burger Barn. I'm sure that's a job better suited for her.

Tonight, is beef bourguignon. It's a recipe that takes hours to prepare. I've been working on it in between the lunch plates, making it to perfection. The cheesecakes are the perfect topper dessert to such a meal. We make everything from scratch here including the tomato paste. Sasha works on the tomatoes in creating the paste, but it's not ready yet and I need it. She's also supposed to have the bacon ready. I pull up the tray and find bacon crumbles instead of coarse chopped bacon strips.

"What is this? Louise, bring the salad bowl," I say as I hold up the tray.

Sasha's eyes widen as she watches me pour the crumbled bacon into the salad container. "That's the bacon for the bourguignon," she says. She scrapes the pan where the tomatoes are bubbling into a paste.

"No, this is a salad garnish. Bourguignon calls for rough cut bacon strips, not crumbles. This is a disgrace," I say as I pitch the pan into the large sink and wave my hands at it.

Sasha looks as if she's about to cry. I don't care. Do it right the first time or face the consequences. "Do I need to send you back to chopping school? Know the difference between salad crumbles and bacon meant for a dish with a grander presentation." She looks as if I just slapped her across the face.

"I looked at your list. Bacon crumbles for bourguignon. To me crumbles means, well, crumbles," she says.

“Bourguignon calls for rough cut bacon strips. In the official recipe, it specifically calls it bacon crumbles in the form of rough-cut strips. Know your dishes. We don't serve burgers and fries here. We're a very specific and specialized restaurant. Patrons expect it. I expect my sous chef to know the difference between the dishes. I shouldn't have to follow after you like a toddler. You're a big girl. Pull up your big girl panties and act like it," I say.

Sasha gives me a wide berth because I'm an asshole. But I have to stay one up on her or she'll become my equal and that's not happening. After a hard few days of work, I head home. My sanctuary. I don't go out often, but I do occasionally. Rick, my friend, says I'm too much of an asshole to have a decent girlfriend. I normally don't bother because of time. I work more than I'm off and that's okay. Dino pays me well for being there all the time.

Rick and I head to a club that just opened called South End Delight. Curiosity gets me because I've heard things about it, but I have to see with my own eyes. Sure enough, it's a mixture of everything for all walks of life. Gays and straights can enjoy beer and wine here. The server, a tart named, Bev, wears a skirt that leaves nothing to the imagination. When she bends her ass cheeks show, and the panties barely cover her slit. I can't help but smile because it causes my little man to stand at attention. I'm curious about her panties, why women's panties are so small in comparison to men's jockeys.

A man walks in with a drag queen on his arm. Obviously gay and his lover is playing the role of the woman. He's decked out in full attire, a dress, high heels, wig, and makeup. I don't pass judgment. They walk close to us making me feel a little uncomfortable. 

"Oh, I just love the panties you bought for me.  You should try them. My winger gets a thrill with every step I take," the drag queen says. 

I turn and watch as they walk to a table. I'm terribly intrigued by his words. Panties on a man, what a concept. I'm not gay, nor do I want to be a drag queen, but I like the idea of having a thrill with my winger when I walk. 

Rick spies a couple of cuties across the dance floor and we make our way to them. Terri and April are gals we met a while back. They enjoy partying hard and aren't really my type. Rick enjoys hooking up and I can't deny him that, so I go along for shits and giggles. April ends up on his arm the entire evening and thankfully Terri moved on to some cowboy wannabe leaving me to my goblet of scotch and the dirty thoughts now coursing through my mind. I pitch the bills on the table for the server and take my leave. I need to hit the mall in the morning.

"Can I help you?" the pretty auburn-haired sales clerk asks me as I'm looking like a deer caught in headlights. The lingerie shop has racks and mounds of
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