
  Only a Taste


  A Steamy Multicultural Romance by L. Moone


  When Mandi is forced to move back in with her conservative Punjabi parents, she’s preparing to say goodbye to all the freedoms she’s enjoyed so far: no curfews, no questions, and the freedom to date or hang out with whoever she wants. She spends her last night of independence with Callum, whom she has only just met.Sparks fly almost immediately. Can she say goodbye?


  TV Chef Callum Byrne is used to getting what he wants, both from relationships and life in general. From his first meeting with Mandi, he realises she’s refreshingly different: his fame doesn’t impress her much. She tells him she’s only looking for one night of fun. Will he let her go?
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  Chapter One


  All my belongings are neatly packed into cardboard boxes, but all I feel is chaos inside.


  I don't want to go. I don't want to leave this little student flat which I've been sharing with Sarah for the past three years. But with no money or prospects, I don't have a choice.


  I let out a deep sigh and sink down on the edge of the sofa.


  "You alright, Mandi?" Sarah asks, handing me a cup of tea. Strong yet milky, just how I like it.


  I just shrug.


  "This sucks, hey." She puts her hand on my shoulder.


  "Life's a bitch, especially when your family can't accept that in this country, things work a little differently," I respond.


  "At least you won't have to worry about laundry. Or rent." Sarah is only half joking. Moving back home to act like the perfect Punjabi daughter to my parents will have some—admittedly small—benefits. Mostly it's a big, fat negative though.


  "Yeah, I get to relive my childhood. Yay." I rest my head in my hands and try not to panic.


  No more pretending to be a grown-up at twenty-three. No more staying out with Sarah—or anyone else for that matter—until the clubs close and our feet stop cooperating. No more freedom to hang out with anyone of the opposite gender, and forget about inviting a guy home with me.


  Sure, I'll have a job to go to, with Mr. Gupta—Dad's friend, but that's hardly a pleasing prospect


  "I'll miss you, you know." Sarah plops down next to me and puts her arm around me.


  "Yeah, I'll miss you too."


  "OK, this is bullshit." Sarah lets go of me and sits upright. "It's sad you have to move back in with your folks, but it's not like anyone died. They're not expecting you until tomorrow. Let's go do something!"


  "Like what?" I ask, while still feeling way too sorry for myself to really care.


  "I dunno. It's a nice, sunny day, I don't have anything on, neither do you. Let's just drive down to Brighton or something." She's lost her mind.


  "And then what? I'm broke, remember? That's why I'm moving back in the first place."


  "How much do you have exactly?" She grins at me expectantly.


  "I dunno, about a tenner in cash, plus perhaps fifty in the bank?"


  "Great! Get dressed." Sarah jumps up, visibly excited.


  I stare at her in disbelief but once she's set on something, Sarah cannot be deterred. She grabs my hand and starts dragging me off the sofa and towards the large suitcase that contains all my clothes.


  "What's the plan exactly?" I wonder out loud. Does she even have a plan?


  "We drive down, hang out at the beach, eat fish and chips, get a bit of a tan." She looks over at me; my skin is already pre-bronzed of course. "OK, so I'll get a bit of a tan—head to the nearest pub or whatever, get sloshed


  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  


  Recipe for Passion: Chapter One


  It’s Monday morning when I arrive on set for the very first time. With a spring in my step and a bubbly feeling in my chest, I head out of the visitor parking where I’ve left my car and right towards the entrance gate of the studio complex to introduce myself.


  “Sarah Walker, fromCeleb Roundup, here to visit the set ofDecadent Desserts. My office called ahead last week?” I flash my ID and press pass to the guard.


  He checks his clipboard and nods. “Right. Go ahead, it’s in TV One, just over there.”


  “Thanks!” Another surge of excitement washes over me as I pass through the open gate and towards the large hangar-like building the guard pointed out. The sun is out, and thanks to the heat wave we’ve been having, it’s uncharacteristically warm for mid-May. I’m taking it as a sign.


  Even the weather matches my mood.I smile to myself and try to remember to breathe deeply and slowly.


  It’s my first time on a TV set, not including a one-time experience as an audience member on a talk show when I was still in college. Although I’ve never been much of a fan girl of anything, the prospect of meeting Byron Ainsworth is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced. Despite spending a couple of years atCeleb Roundupalready, I’ve only ever had desk assignments. I’ve never actually met a real life celebrity before, never mind interviewed them. Finally, I get to do the kind of work I’ve always dreamed about.


  A girl who looks to be in her early to mid-twenties stops in her tracks in front of me just as I open the unmarked door.


  “Is this theDecadent Dessertsset?” I ask, showing her my press pass as well.


  She nods. “Yep, this is it.”


  “Great.” I don’t get the chance to properly introduce myself before she vanishes.


  “Claire! The reporter from that gossip website is here.” I can hear her voice deeper inside the dimly-lit building. After the bright sunshine outside, it takes my eyes a moment to adjust.


  As a table of bottled water and other refreshments comes into view just by the door, that same girl returns, accompanied by someone else—someone a bit more senior looking.


  “Hi, I’m Claire. I’m the executive producer here,” the bespectacled blonde, perhaps a couple of years older than me, introduces herself while we shake hands. She looks me over, as if to size me up. Yep, she’s definitely used to being in charge and comes across as slightly intimidating.


  “Sarah Walker,Celeb Roundup. Nice to meet you. I guess someone from the office spoke to you already?” I ask.


  “Indeed. And you’re just in time to meet Byron before we start for the day. Jill, be a dear and check if he’s ready.” Claire’s voice is firm and matter-of-fact. I’m not getting much warmth from her, but then again she’s probably just busy and my arrival is yet another thing for her to manage this morning.


  I hold my breath and smile through my nerves. “Great!”


  Jill, presumably Claire’s assistant, flits away again, and I’m left waiting with my heart in my throat. I’ve been wondering what Byron is like in person… and now I’ll find out.


  “You can keep your bag over there if you like.” Claire points at a row of chairs facing a heightened platform right in the middle of the cavernous building, before vanishing in the buzz of activity all around.


  On stage I spot the kitchen cabinets with the signature cottage-style oak wood finish I’ve seen so many times on the show. Sothat’s where the magic happens, as they say.


  Crew members are darting back and forth, setting up cameras and adjusting spotlights, but the stage itself is still pretty dark. It’s funny how everything looks make-shift and incomplete like this. I imagine that’ll change once the lights go on.


  “Sarah? Over here.” Jill waves at me from the other side of the stage.


  I stumble into action and join her by a door with a forbidding yellow‘Private’ sticker right in the center.


  She knocks twice and peeps inside. “Byron, she’s here.”


  “Come in!” he booms.


  What a voice!


  Jill gestures at me to go ahead, and I swallow the butterflies in my stomach, pushing the flimsy hard board door fully open before making my way inside. A part of me wishes she’d accompany me inside, but she doesn’t. Into the lion’s den I go. And there he is, in front of the lit up mirror, getting his face touched up by a timid looking make-up girl.


  “Good morning, Mr. Ainsworth—or, is it okay if I call you Byron?” I ask.


  He looks up at the mirror, his reflection revealing a row of blindingly white teeth. They even look a bit fake, especially in this light.


  “Byron is fine.” He brusquely makes a shooing gesture at the girl to stop what she’s doing, prompting her to quickly gather her things and throw them in her bag before leaving us alone. “And your name is?”


  I hold my breath while he turns his chair to face me and gets up. He’s tall, and a bit lankier than he looks on TV, his face appearing more angular. Is this really the same man? I suppose the make-up makes him appear a bit weird right now, but that’s probably necessary or his features would look washed out on camera.


  He sticks his hand out in my direction, and I take it.


  “Sarah Walker. FromCeleb Roundup.”


  “Right, Sarah. Nice to meet you.” His grip is weak and cold, almost creepy. He holds on to my hand a little too long for comfort, which makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up.


  I can’t put my finger on what it is exactly, but my spidey senses are tingling. This moment isn’t at all how I thought it would be. He doesn’t sweep me off my feet with his charismatic personality and winning smile. He doesn’t even impress me.


  Hate at first sight would be a good way to describe it. A visceral sort of repulsion. The kind of reaction you’d have to the smell of rancid food or the sight of a fat spider lurking in the darkest corner of the shed. The disappointment is immense. As excited as I was only moments ago, now I’m just… deflated.


  The small talk that follows feels like pulling teeth. He’s trying to play the game—be charming, even compliment me multiple times—but that’s only making me retreat more. So,he’sthe Heartthrob Chef? Nuh-uh, I don’t think so! I still can’t get over how unpleasant he was when he sent that make-up girl away. His arrogance is staggering.


  A large part of me wants to bolt right now. Unfortunately, I still have a feature to write. With my room at a nearby Premier Inn booked for until the end of the week, and time cleared in my schedule, it’s too late to change my mind. I was desperate to get this job. It was supposed to be easy. I’m learning pretty quickly what major regret feels like.


  This is going to be a challenge. I have no idea how I’m going to put a positive spin on my observations for our readers, who are all gagging to get the inside scoop on Home TV’s hottest rising star. And Tom was pretty clear when he gave me the job.Make them fall in love, Sarah! I’ll settle for nothing less and neither will the network, or they’ll never give us another exclusive.


  To say I’m crushed during this first meeting would be the understatement of the century. Until the door creaks behind me, and someone else walks in, rescuing me from the unpleasantness of being alone with Byron.


  “What the hell, Ethan? Where have you been?” Byron asks. “We’re about to start!”


  I turn my head and am awestruck by the man who’s currently blocking the door. At well over six feet tall, and with broad shoulders to match, he’s almost bigger than the door frame he just entered through. I wouldn’t really call him muscular, though. He’s more of a cuddly giant rather than a scary one, and yet I’m absolutely lost for words. My heart is racing and my eyes are glued to his. Blue with a hint of green; full, sensual lips and an even fuller head of dark blonde hair.This.This is what I’d hoped to feel during my first encounter with Byron. This is the sort of thing Tom wants me to write about.


  The butterflies. The odd lump in my throat. The floaty feeling in my chest. How ironic. The feelings are completely right, but they’re for the wrong guy.


  He seems equally flustered by my presence. Or maybe he’s just stunned by my mute psycho stare...


  To read more, buy Recipe for Passion today!



  Author's Note


  Thanks so much for reading Only a Taste!


  This, the third of the Chance Encounters series of stand-alone novellas is different from the other two, not just because it features the first multicultural pairing I've written about so far, but also for how it came into being. Both One Night Stand andBeautiful Stranger started ages ago as short stories, which I then developed into complete romance. Only a Taste was conceived as a whole from the beginning. While I was writing One Night Stand (If you haven't read it yet, don't worry, I won't mention any spoilers), I came up with two minor characters: Jack Cleary who plays the role of Lucy's nightmare client, and his friend and colleague, Callum Byrne. They're both renowned chefs with their own restaurants. I couldn't wait to incorporate these people into stories of their own, but I wasn't quite sure how to go about it, because obviously in order for romance to occur, every hero needs a heroine...


  Enter Mandi. I've been exposed to Indian (specifically Punjabi ) culture quite a bit through my own multicultural marriage, so it was just a matter of time for me to include that in my writing. And because of my own childhood, I can relate to the feeling of growing up as somewhat of an outsider, a second generation immigrant. I spent years juggling two identities, including different languages: my family's origins, versus the local culture where we lived. It's not always easy to figure out where you belong, when your family and friends seek to pull you in differing directions. I can also relate to the difficulty one may face when marrying outside of one's own ethnicity or religion.


  Since all the Chance Encounters books feature real places in South-East England, I started brainstorming areas that I was at least somewhat familiar with. That's how the pieces started to come together. I know Slough and the surrounding areas well enough, and it just so happens that a lot of people of Punjabi origins live around there. I like throwing opposites together, so why not Callum Byrne, the Irish Chef who managed to build up a nice little career for himself in the UK, and a second generation British Asian girl from Langley whose difficulties finding a job after University meant she's forced to move back in with her parents. It seemed like a great opportunity to tell a story of clashing cultures.


  Obviously that's the main conflict of this story: the clash between Mandi's conservative family and her own identity as an independent and free-spirited British woman. In her mind, her self-worth doesn't depend on how soon (or how well) she marries, she's perfectly content being herself. Her family, though, don't quite agree and would rather see her settled down as soon as possible. Because that's what good girls do.


  In such situations it would be easy for an outsider to say 'well it's your life, so just do what youwant'. In reality though, having to go against everything your parents believe in, effectively giving them the middle finger, would be extremely difficult and painful. It's a lot easier said than done. Mandi feels stuck initially, she wants nothing more than for everyone to just get along, or at least for her worlds to continue coexisting without much overlap like while she was still living on her own during her studies. I hope I was able to portray her struggle accurately, based on what I've seen other people go through when they tried to go against tradition in their love life.


  Meanwhile, Callum, with his money and fame, has never really had to fight for attention. He sees Mandi as a challenge initially, but then realises that their attraction runs a lot deeper. Despite everything, he's a true romantic at heart, he just never found the right person to bring to light that aspect of himself. In Mandi, he finds the girl he wants to settle down with. His money and success don't impress her much, which helps keep their relationship interesting. There's nothing more boring in the long term than to be with someone who agrees with or loves everything you do.


  So that's what makes him willing to change for her. To ignore the customs of dating and relationships in the western world which expect that you spend a long time figuring out whether you're right for one another. You might even live together before even considering popping the question. With Mandi, that's not an option, because her parents will never accept him if he approaches their relationship from that angle. So if you feel you're right for one another, why not make a big commitment? He stands to lose the one chance to create a family with the only girl that's ever interested him like that, if he doesn't at least try.


  Anyway, so those were my inspirations and I hope you enjoyed the story as much as I did while writing it. If you're interested in reading more of my work, perhaps you'll consider signing up for my newsletter. I'll even give you a free book of your choice when you sign up!


  x, Lorelei


  By the way, I also write Paranormal Romance as Lorelei Moone. If that's also your cup of tea, then please have a look atloreleimoone.com
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