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Want more insider info? 

Sign up for my newsletter and get a FREE novella.

Details are at the end of this book.

Enjoy the story!

The Truth About the Other Guy
Aasha sat in the back, slightly out of breath, and tried to do her lipstick whilst the car was moving. In the front her mother was fussing, her bangles clinking as she searched in her sparkly peach handbag for the party tickets. Her father muttered under his breath about how many times she’d asked him about those bloody tickets.
Out of the window, she saw people setting off for a fun night out. Her old friends would be going out about now. So would Greg. And his glamorous new girlfriend.  She’d never realised how many of her friends were Greg’s friends first. Well, now she knew. They got to go out while she got to spend New Year’s Eve with her parents. Going to a Sri Lankan party in London. Great. 
She looked over at her father’s silhouette and felt 14 again. She put the lipstick in her clutch bag and sighed. If she’d known then, that ten years later she’d be sitting in the back of her parents car, going to the same party she’d been to every year until she left home, she’d have committed suicide or something. This was crap. It couldn’t get much worse.
“I’m glad you could come,” said Ammi.
“Me too.” May as well be nice. Ammi had been so thrilled when Aasha accepted the invitation, it had been quite touching.
“Did the new shoes fit?” 
She stretched out a foot to examine it. The shoes were dainty and the perfect red for the sari she was wearing. The high heels made her feet look long and feminine. It made a change from the Doc Marten boots she usually wore. She wished she’d taken the time to paint her toenails. “Yes,” she said. “Thank you. They’re lovely.”
Her train had been late.  So, instead of having lots of time at home to get changed, she’d had to brazen her way into the station hotel’s toilets, get changed into her sari and run back through the concourse just in time to jump in the car. 
“Actually Aasha, there’s something I need to talk to you about.”
Aasha tensed. That tone of voice never heralded anything good. “Yes?”
“There’s someone at the party I’d like you to meet.”
She closed her eyes and groaned. “Not again Ammi. I told you, I don’t want you to find me a husband.”
Jewellery tinkled as Ammi turned in her seat. “You haven’t already got a boyfriend, have you?” She looked more hopeful than worried. Aasha wondered whether she would feel the same if she’d known about Greg. Probably not.
“No.” Aasha blew out her cheeks. “Of course not.”  Greg was scruffy, not Sri Lankan and, possibly the worst thing of all, a smoker. Ammi would have had a fit if she’d ever brought him home. 
“So, you need some help.” Ammi settled back in her seat. “He’s a nice boy. I met him at the temple a few weeks back. He’s-”
“Ammi. I don’t want to meet someone ‘suitable’.” She made finger quotes in the air. “I want to meet someone I like. Okay? I don’t need you to line people up for me.” Despite Aasha living in London all her life, Ammi still insisted that she should have a suitable Sri Lankan man; which wasn’t exactly a realistic thing to expect. Aasha’s solution had been to keep her boyfriends and her parents well apart, living a sort of divided life. Since the whole fiasco with Greg, this duplicity in her life bothered her. She rationalised it by thinking of it not as proper lying. Just leaving some stuff out.
Ammi wasn’t finished. “You’ll like him.”
“You don’t know that.”
“I know you and I know you’ll like him.”
She hated it when Ammi did that ‘I know my little girl’ thing. “Thathi-” she began.
“Don’t ask me,” said her father. “This is between you and your mother. I just drive the car.”
No wonder Ammi had been so pleased. She’d seen the chance to do some match-making, as though Aasha were a piece of furniture that needed to be sold off. If there were an eBay for Sri Lankan brides, Ammi would have put her on there. She was about to say something about it, when she realised that there probably were online ‘meet a bride’ sites. Best not to make Ammi look those up. Oh god, no.
“I don’t want to meet him.”
“You don’t know anything about him yet,” said Ammi. “I’ve spoken to his parents, they seem very nice.”
Aasha folded her arms and glared out of the window. Ammi had been so sure of Aasha’s feelings that she’d sorted everything before Aasha had even met the guy! Well, not if she had anything to do with it. “I won’t speak to him.”
“I’ve told them you’ll be there and I’ll introduce you,” said Ammi. “So you have to speak to him.”
She pursed her lips. She’d see about that.
“You look so beautiful in that sari and those shoes, he’s bound to fall in love with you, instantly.”
She’d see about that too.
The party was in a council hall somewhere in the suburbs. By the time they got there, the car park was almost full. Thathi found a space at the far end. 
“Come on,” said Ammi. “And don’t pout. It makes you look ugly.”
Aasha’s scowl deepened. How dare Ammi treat her like she was ten years old? She had no intention of going along with this plan. The first thing to do was to get out of this ridiculous princess get up. Halfway across the car park, she said “Wait, I forgot my phone. Thathi, give me the car keys a minute, I’ll be right back.”
Thathi shot Ammi a quick look, then tossed Aasha the keys. 
“We’ll be waiting for you,” Ammi called after her. 
Thankfully, they were too keen to get into the warmth to come with her. Aasha opened the boot and in the dim light, located her Doc Martens. There wasn’t much she could do about the sari, but the shoes could go. 
She needed an excuse for changing into them. She could lie, but if she didn’t want other people to lie to her, she couldn’t lie to other people. A quick search revealed the tool kit Thathi always kept in the car. She pulled out the spanner. Grabbing hold of one of the lovely red shoes, she whispered, “I’m sorry” and brought the spanner down on it. There was a satisfying crack as the heel came away from the shoe.
She pulled the laces tight on her boots and let the sari fall over them. It was so much warmer wearing these than the high heels. And more comfortable. And far less elegant. She grabbed her clutch bag, locked the car, and marched to her parents.

––––––––
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AMMI WAS STANDING BY the coats, talking to someone Aasha didn’t recognise. The breeze through the door made their saris flare, bright against the drab seventies brickwork. Aasha shucked off her fleece and hung it up. She immediately felt cold and vulnerable, like a butterfly longing for the safety of its cocoon. She wished she hadn’t let Ammi talk her into wearing a sari.
Ammi spotted the boots immediately. She grabbed Aasha’s arm and steered her into the hall. “What happened to your shoes?” she hissed.
“One of the heels is broken.” It was true. It was.
Ammi narrowed her eyes. “Hmm.” She stopped and looked around the room.
The hall was decorated with Sri Lankan flags, batik prints, and, incongruously, notices about the Girl Guides. Baila music played from a sound system in the corner, loud enough and jaunty enough to make people tap their feet unconsciously as they talked. Ladies in saris and sparkly salwar kameez mingled with men in hideous jumpers and teenagers in the latest from Top Shop. Kids chased balloons around islands of adults. It was like being zoomed straight back to her childhood.
“There they are.” Ammi gripped Aasha’s hand a little too hard. “Now, be nice.” She set off, like a small galleon in full sail, with Aasha trailing in her wake.
The group included of one Ammi’s friends and two youngish men. One of them was tall and wore his shirt buttoned up to the top. The other guy was slightly shorter and was in jeans, a shirt and a blazer. There was an aura of suppressed amusement about him, as though he was about to laugh. He looked her from head to toe, spotted her shoes and looked up again. Aasha looked away.
Ammi’s friend greeted her with a kiss on the cheek and a lavender scented embrace. “Aasha, so nice to see you again.” 
“Hello Aunty.” The nice thing about all older ladies being called ‘aunty’ was that it didn’t matter that Aasha couldn’t remember the lady’s name.
Ammi took up introductions. “This is Sanath,” she said, indicating the tall guy. “He’s a banker.”
“Hi. Nice to meet you.” He spoke with a slight South London accent. 
“You too.” 
They shook hands. There was an awkward pause. Aasha looked at Ammi. No one introduced her to the other guy. He gave her a friendly nod and resumed his conversation with the person standing next to him.
“So,” said Sanath. “I hear you work for a law firm.”
“That’s right.” Aasha looked around for a means of escape. The bar was impossibly far away. Besides, she didn’t drink alcohol in front of her parents, although she was never sure why not.
Sanath cleared his throat. Thankfully, the doors opened and the food arrived, distracting him from whatever he was going to say. Caterers brought in enormous pots and laid the buffet on a long table. A queue formed almost immediately. 
“Oh good,”
Ammi and Aunty engineered things so that Aasha was standing next to Sanath in the queue. From behind him, Ammi was making
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