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  Dedication


For Dad, who knew that good food and good love both start with patience, 

a little bit of spice, and hands that care enough to get it right.












  
  Book Description


Camille Boudreaux has had it with being a culinary princess. When her celebrity chef father dies and leaves her his failing five-star restaurant, she does what any sane woman would do—buys a food truck and runs away to join the Louisiana parish fair circuit under a fake name. 
Turns out, flipping pancakes for carnival crowds beats the pressure of upholding a James Beard legacy any day. Cami's finally free to be nobody special—just the girl with the killer coffee and the best breakfast biscuits this side of the Mississippi.
Then Jude Sullivan parks his dessert truck across from hers, and suddenly Cami's peaceful exile gets a lot more complicated. He's got great hair, incredible hands, and makes beignets that could seduce a saint. When they start having coffee every morning and stealing kisses under the fireworks, Cami realizes she's in serious trouble.
But Jude's got his own secrets, and when a nosy food critic threatens to expose them both, Cami has to choose: go home to save the family restaurant or stay and fight for the first man who's ever seen her as more than her father's daughter.
Good thing the best recipes call for a little risk, a lot of heart, and the courage to trust that love is worth burning dinner for.
A sweet romance about second chances, secret identities, and discovering that there's never a perfect recipe for life.






  
  Author's Note


Dear Reader, 
Welcome to the Louisiana Parish Fair Circuit where the weather is hot, the romance is sweet, and the food is to die for!  This one is all about the drama…when breakfast food truck chef Camille Boudreaux's secret identity as a famous restaurateur's daughter is exposed, she must choose between the authentic life she's built on the road and the family legacy calling her home—but will she lose the pastry chef who stole her heart?
If Cami and Jude's journey resonates with you, I'd love to hear about it! You can find me at https://csedwardsauthor.com/ or email me at csedwards@csedwardsauthor.com.
As always, I hope you are enjoying the Snack-Sized Romance series. These are great little feel-good quick reads that you can curl up and devour in one sitting. There's always more to come!  Get them all and binge! 
Thank you for reading. I'm always grateful to share my stories with you. 
Happy reading! 
C.S. Edwards






  
  Chapter 1
Rise and Grind


Camille had always been a morning person, but four-thirty in the morning was pushing it, even for her. 
She stood in the cramped but immaculate kitchen of her food truck, Sunrise and Satisfaction, watching steam rise from a pot of stone-ground grits while mentally calculating how many biscuits she'd need for the Vermilion Parish Fair. The familiar rhythm of prep work usually calmed her—dice the andouille, whisk the eggs, check the coffee for the third time—but today her movements felt sharper, more agitated.
Maybe it was the voicemail from Tommy that she'd deleted without listening to. Again.
Maybe it was the fact that she'd been on the Louisiana parish fair circuit for eight months now, building a life that had nothing to do with Maison Boudreaux or the Boudreaux name, and she still felt like she was running away instead of moving toward something.
The irony wasn't lost on her that she was hiding behind her mother's maiden name. Using Thibodaux as her last name felt safer than Boudreaux, less loaded with expectations and legacy and the weight of her father's reputation.
"Get it together, Cami," she muttered, folding butter into biscuit dough with more force than necessary. The dough would be tough if she overworked it, and tough biscuits were not acceptable. Nothing less than perfect was acceptable, which was probably why she was standing in a food truck at dawn instead of sleeping in her childhood bedroom a block from Maison Boudreaux.
Her phone buzzed with a text from Dex LeBlanc, the unofficial mayor of the Louisiana food truck circuit: You get to Vermillion yet? Weather's looking dicey later.
She glanced out the small window above her prep station. The sky was still dark, but she could smell rain in the humid air. Louisiana summer mornings were a gamble—would you get three hours of decent weather before the afternoon thunderstorms rolled in, or would the rain start early and turn your festival day into a mud-wrestling match?
Of course, she texted back. Breakfast prep waits for no storm.
That's why you're my favorite rookie, came Dex's immediate reply, followed by three coffee cup emojis.
Rookie. Eight months on the circuit, and she was still the new girl. It would have stung more if she hadn't spent the previous twenty-eight years being "Laurent Boudreaux's daughter" instead of just Cami. At least here, she was building her own reputation, one perfect plate of pain perdu at a time.
She pulled a tray of golden biscuits from the oven and immediately slid in another batch. The smell of butter and flour filled the truck's small space, mixing with the rich aroma of dark roast coffee and the smoky scent of andouille sausage browning on the griddle. This was her favorite time of day—when the truck hummed with potential, before the chaos of service began.
Her phone rang, and Tommy's name flashed on the screen.
She let it go to voicemail, cranked up the jazz playlist on her speaker and lost herself in the familiar dance of breakfast prep. Crack eggs into the mixing bowl—two dozen at a time. Whisk until frothy. Season the hash browns. Check the coffee. Again.
By six-fifteen, she had forty biscuits cooling on racks, three gallons of fresh-squeezed orange juice, and enough pain perdu batter to feed half of Vermilion Parish. The truck's serving window was still closed, but she could hear other vendors beginning their own morning routines—the rumble of generators starting up, the clang of metal prep tables being arranged, someone cursing creatively in French about a stubborn awning.
She loved this part. The community of it. The shared understanding that you were all crazy enough to get up before dawn to feed good people good food. It was the opposite of the sterile, ego-driven environment she'd fled in New Orleans.
Her phone buzzed with another text, this time from her mother: Please call your brother. The situation is getting worse.
Cami stared at the message, her stomach tightening. She knew exactly what situation her mother meant. Maison Boudreaux was struggling, had been struggling since her father's sudden heart attack eighteen months ago. Tommy was trying his best, but he was a business major, not a chef. The restaurant needed her.
But needing her and wanting her had never been the same thing.
She deleted the text and opened her serving window with perhaps more force than necessary. The morning air was thick and sweet, carrying the scent of funnel cake batter and diesel fuel—the perfume of the parish fair circuit. Across the midway, she could see vendors setting up their booths, carnie workers testing rides, and early-bird fairgoers already wandering around with coffee cups and determined expressions.
"Well, good morning, sunshine."
Dex appeared at her window, wearing his usual uniform of faded jeans and a Saints t-shirt that had seen better decades. His graying beard was neatly trimmed, and his eyes crinkled with the kind of laugh lines that came from thirty years of making people smile with his boudin and cracklins.
"Morning, Dex. Coffee?" She held up a steaming cup of her signature chicory blend.
"You know I can't say no to your coffee." He accepted the cup and took an appreciative sip. "Lord have mercy. How do you make it taste like this?"
"Trade secret," she said, which was partially true. The other part of the truth was that she'd learned the technique from her father, who'd spent months perfecting his café au lait recipe before adding it to Maison Boudreaux's brunch menu. But that was information that belonged to Camille Boudreaux, not Cami Thibodaux.
"You see the new guy yet?" Dex asked, nodding toward a food truck directly across from hers.
"New guy?"
"Dessert truck. Real fancy setup—or at least, it looks fancy on the outside. Kid's been on the southern circuit since last summer, but this is his first time at one of our fairs. Word is he's talented but..." Dex shrugged. "Well, you know how it is with the fancy ones. Sometimes they don't last."
Cami followed his gaze to a truck she hadn't noticed in the pre-dawn darkness when she arrived. Painted in soft blue and white stripes, with elegant script lettering that read Sweet Escape. It looked like a food truck transformed into a French patisserie, which was either going to be brilliant or a disaster.
"What's his story?" she asked, because on the circuit, everyone had a story.
"Jude something. Sullivan, I think. Used to have a restaurant in New Orleans that went belly-up. Now he's out here with the rest of us refugees and dreamers."
A restaurant in New Orleans that failed. Cami felt an unexpected pang of sympathy. She knew exactly how brutal the New Orleans food scene could be, how quickly a dream could turn into a nightmare with one bad review or one slow season.
"He seems nice enough," Dex continued. "Little skittish around the other vendors, but that'll wear off. Always does."
"Or it doesn't, and he goes back to whatever he was doing before," Cami said, which was probably more cynical than the situation called for.
Dex raised an eyebrow. "Having a rough morning, cher?"
"Just thinking." She turned back to her prep station, where the second batch of biscuits was ready to come out of the oven. "You want your usual?"
"You know it."
She assembled Dex's breakfast with practiced efficiency: two buttermilk biscuits split and toasted, topped with scrambled eggs cooked in butter, crispy andouille, and a drizzle of cane syrup. It was comfort food elevated to an art form, the kind of dish that made people close their eyes and make happy noises after the first bite.
"You're wasted out here, you know," Dex said, accepting the plate. "This is restaurant-quality food."
"This is exactly where I want to be," she replied, maybe a little too quickly.
Dex studied her for a moment, and she could see him filing away her reaction for future consideration. He had a way of reading people that came from his time working in hospitality. It was one of the things that made him such a good mentor to the newer vendors, and one of the things that made Cami nervous. She had her secrets, and liked it that way.
"Well," he said finally, "I better go check on the new rookie before he electrocutes himself trying to get his equipment running. See you later, sunshine."
After he left, Cami found herself looking toward the dessert truck again. Now that the sun was up, she could see more clearly. The script lettering was hand-painted and elegant, and there were small details—window boxes with herbs, a chalkboard menu that looked like it belonged outside a Parisian café. Someone had put thought into making this truck look special.
She could hear sounds coming from inside—the whir of a mixer, the occasional clatter of equipment, and what sounded like someone muttering under their breath. Through the open back doors, she caught glimpses of movement and the warm glow of interior lights.
Her curiosity got the better of her.
She poured an extra cup of coffee and walked across the narrow space between their trucks, telling herself she was just being neighborly. As she got closer, she admired the details that made this setup special: a small table just outside the truck's back door with trays of what looked like delicate pastries cooling, and an impressive array of tools she recognized from her brief stint in pastry class at culinary school.
The whole area was beautiful and precise, like someone had recreated a high-end patisserie in miniature. Next to the truck sat a tall white baker's rack with multiple shelves—napkins, small paper bags, plastic utensils, and on the top shelf, a large industrial-sized container of powdered sugar.
"I'm telling you, son, sometimes you just gotta show these old machines who's boss," she heard Dex saying from inside the truck.
"I tried that," came a frustrated male voice in response. "I also tried asking nicely, bribing it with premium coolant, and making vague threats about replacement parts."
Cami stepped closer to get a better look at the pastries on the cooling table. They were gorgeous—perfect little tarts topped with fresh berries, delicate cream puffs, and what looked like fresh beignets waiting to be dusted. It was the kind of food that looked almost too pretty to eat.
She leaned in for a closer look, coffee cup in one hand, admiring the precise piping work on the cream puffs, when she heard footsteps approaching behind her.
"Can I help you with something?" came a male voice, closer than she expected.
Startled, Cami spun around quickly—directly into the baker's rack.
The whole thing wobbled. She grasped a slender spindle, trying to steady it, but her movement only made it worse. The tall rack swayed, and the container of powdered sugar on the top shelf tipped over and tumbled down.
The lid popped off as it hit the ground beside her, right side up and open, sending up a cloud of white powder that dusted her hair and shoulders. She got a face full of the sweet-smelling cloud and started coughing, blinking as sugar settled on her dark hair like premature gray streaks.
"Oh no," the same voice said, now with obvious concern. "I'm so sorry—I didn't mean to startle you."
She looked up to see dark hair, brown eyes behind wire-rimmed glasses, and a face that shifted from concern to barely contained laughter as he took in her sugar-dusted appearance.
"Oh," Cami said weakly, brushing sugar from her hair and blinking white powder from her eyelashes. "Goodness."
The man looked at the spilled sugar again, then back at her dusted appearance.
Instead of the anger or frustration she expected, he started laughing. Not a polite chuckle, but a real, deep belly laugh that made his shoulders shake.
"Well," he said, "that's definitely not what I
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