


    Toggle navigation


ThomasStone
	Home
	Download Pdf Books





    
                
    
    
        Read Fire In the Kitchen Online

                Authors: Donna Allen

                    

    
    Fire In the Kitchen

    
    
    
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	18
	...
	25
	»

        

                
             Fire In the Kitchen
Donna Allen

Published 2015

ISBN: 978-1-62210-284-6

Published by Liquid Silver Books, imprint of Atlantic Bridge Publishing, 10509 Sedgegrass Dr, Indianapolis, Indiana 46235. Copyright © Published 2015, Donna Allen. All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, recording or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the author.

Manufactured in the United States of America

Liquid Silver Books

http://LSbooks.com

This is a work of fiction. The characters, incidents and dialogues in this book are of the author’s imagination and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to actual events or persons, living or dead, is completely coincidental.

Blurb
Dante Cristiani is a celebrity chef with a famous restaurant and a bad reputation. His jealous cousin has been spreading lies about him, causing his employees to leave the restaurant en masse.

Cassidy Summers is
the perfect
barista, and he considers hiring her into his restaurant. She’s also a budding amateur cook. But she’s quirky and free-spirited—qualities that Dante doesn’t think will work well in his restaurant. Although there is a distinct attraction, their differences in personality cause a constant tug of war.

Cassidy is struggling financially to support her café and needs an injection of funds fast to keep it afloat. She hears about the great prize money on offer for the winner of a prestigious television culinary competition. She decides to enter on a whim, but questions her abilities to compete against some of the state’s top chefs.

Dante also decides to enter the competition, with his own agenda for winning. This would be the perfect opportunity for him to gain favor again with the public. He’s up against his cousin and is determined to beat him, but life gets complicated when he falls for unconventional Cassidy. He has to decide what’s more important: winning at all costs, or following his heart.

Dedication

To my mum. The most beautiful woman in the world and also the greatest cook.
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Chapter 1
A dozen pairs of eyes watched as Cassidy put an apron over her bright pink top and zebra-patterned pants and tied the strings behind her. She welcomed her visitors with a smile that came as naturally as breathing. “Hi, guys,” she said. “Glad you could make it. Tonight’s class is all about coffee appreciation and exploring what makes a good coffee
great.
”

She tapped and blew on an imaginary microphone.

“My name’s Cassidy and I will be the tour guide on your coffee adventure this evening. Before we begin, may I have your booking vouchers, please?”

The guests handed over their vouchers, introducing themselves in turn, all except the tall, dark-haired man standing to one side. Cassidy was not usually lost for words when meeting an attractive man, but she was silent as she took in his striking Italian features. Something pleasant warmed up her pheromones, not unlike gently heated honey. She knew this man. She knew him well. And yet she didn’t.

“Do you always keep your customers waiting, Miss Summers?” His tone was brusque and held a hint of a sexy accent.

Cassidy had never been one to ignore a challenging customer, so she walked over to him.

“
Ciao
,” she said, smiling. “Do you have a voucher?”

The smile didn’t leave her face as her other students became background pastels. Who was this guy?

“
Ho la moneta, non ho il documentazione
.” he said.

Cassidy held her palms up to show she didn’t understand him. “
Ciao
in Italian is my full repertoire.”

“Can’t I pay cash?” He reached into his back pocket for his wallet.

“Cash works,” she said, “particularly if it’s of the Australian variety.”

“How much is your coffee
adventure
worth?”

She remembered her other clients and nodded conspiratorially at them before looking back at him.

“I’m afraid it’s full price for you, kind sir. You didn’t book ahead. We’ll talk about payment later, and if you want to sign up for the series, you’ll get a discount.”

He looked around the room, as if he weren’t really part of the group. Cassidy’s gaze followed his, and she admired the room’s centerpiece: an old hills hoist she’d painted yellow and purple and cemented into an oversized flowerpot containing fake flowers. Hanging on the line were bags of her blended coffee for sale.

The Italian man scrutinized her mosaic artwork on the wall.

“Coffee beans in the shape of a coffee bean?”

He tapped his lips, as if trying to interpret an art gallery piece for the hidden meaning of life, and then slowly looked Cassidy up and down, as if she were also a piece of artwork on display.

“Pretty cool, huh?” Cassidy said in mock seriousness. “I thought about painting the beans, but I didn’t want to lose the integrity of the piece.” She hoped her normally fair face hadn’t turned the color of a beetroot.

His gaze met hers and held. “Van Gogh you are not,” he said, “but you have an interesting style.”

She hoped they were still talking about her mural. “You like the place?”

He shrugged. “I’ve never seen a room like it. Very individual, in a bohemian kind of way, I suppose.”

“Thanks,” she said and then hesitated. “I think.”

“Bit different to your new restaurant, Dante?” a middle-aged woman asked him in a saccharine voice to match her dress.

Cassidy realized how she knew him. He was Dante Cristiani, the popular celebrity chef who’d built his new restaurant at Cottesloe Beach. Of course. She didn’t actually know him, she just knew of him and what she’d seen in the media. What on earth was he doing here? She looked around for hidden cameras.

He gave the woman a charismatic smile.

“Ah, but we’re here to talk about coffee, aren’t we?”
So the charm is on tap.
Damn, this guy is good.

It was time to start. Cassidy invited everyone to sit down and drew their attention to a bowl of coffee beans on the bench. She picked it up, lifted a handful of the raw green beans, and momentarily closed her eyes as she inhaled their herbaceous aroma. She let them cascade through her fingers and tinkle back into the bowl.

“The journey of a good cup of coffee starts with these beautiful berries.”

She invited her mother’s fiancé to examine them. He’d been to all her classes to show his support. “What do you think, Gary?”

He pushed out his chest. “It’s like cultivating a good wine: where the plants are grown, the way they’re cared for, and the surrounding environment all play a big part in the end result.”

“You’re an excellent student,” Cassidy said. She wished he didn’t feel the need to try so hard with her. He loved her mother; Cassidy would eventually grow to love him. He’d never be her dad, but he made her mum happy. It was enough.

“Anyone else?”

Dante spoke up lazily. “What about the way they’re roasted? Is dark roast considered to be the best?”

“Excellent question, Dante, and equally important.”

Cassidy was delighted to see her small class was leaning forward, ready for her answer.

“A lot of people think fully roasted beans give the most robust flavor, but they’re denying their taste buds because the subtle varietal differences have been lost. In my opinion, they’re drinking burnt coffee. Medium roast is the way to go.”

Dante applauded her quietly. She felt like a teacher who’d just been given an apple by her favorite student.

“Shall we continue?”

Whenever Cassidy shared her barista knowledge with coffee devotees, time passed quickly. She was pleased at the group’s questions and their thirst for knowledge.

After her lecture, she gave everyone individual attention as she made them their preferred types of coffee. Then she invited them to savor their beverages together at the nearby café tables while enjoying each other’s company.

Gary kissed her on her cheek and told her he was going home to see her mother. She watched him leave and returned her attention to her class.

Realizing she must have left Dante for last on purpose, Cassidy watched him walk around to her side of the bench and move closer in order to watch what she was doing. Although there were a dozen people at the nearby tables, they were socializing with each other and it was almost as if she and Dante were alone. Their shoulders didn’t touch, but she could feel him through the invisible distance, as if they’d made contact.

“What can I make for you today?”

“How about a ristretto?” he asked, as if giving her a challenge. “And maybe a piece of your shortbread that’s been beckoning me?”

“Costs extra for customers who give me a hard time.”

“I’ll pay you double if you make me a half-decent cup.”

Cassidy smiled as she placed one of her biscuits on a saucer and put it to one side. She busied herself at the coffee machine and melted as he leaned closer. “Coming right up,” she said.

“Do you have any idea how many coffee makers don’t know what a ristretto is?” he asked with a hint of a smile.

Cassidy shrugged. “A half-decent barista should know.”

“I like a woman who knows her coffee.” He raised his eyebrows, ever so slightly. “Do you
really
know yours?”

Cassidy wagged her index finger to silence him.

“Strong and powerful?” she replied, filling the portafilter with two clicks of aromatic coffee. She tamped it down with just the right level of force and gave it a quarter-turn twist. “How am I doing so far?”

“It’s not always how you get there, it’s the end result,” he said, shrugging.

“Actually, when it comes to making a half-decent coffee, it’s
all
about how you get there. Weren’t you listening to anything I said before?” She frowned, wondering why she was defending all the baristas in the universe. “There’s a lot you have to take into consideration,” she continued. “Leave the coffee too long in the basket before you extract it and you’ll burn it, use the wrong grind and the extraction is bitter; the humidity in the air affects the taste.”

“Well, you can talk the talk, but let’s see if you can put
your
money where your mouth is.”

Cassidy decided it was time to put aside her initial attraction and offer a less-than-playful response. Their conversation no longer seemed light; it had lost its flirtatious edge. She felt like she was being tested for a part she hadn’t been auditioning for. He’d become a tad too intense, perhaps even a touch pompous.

“It’s not about the money for me,” she said. “It’s about making my customers happy. But for you, I’ll make an exception and just aim for satisfaction.”

She finished preparing his coffee and placed the cup on the saucer next to the biscuit. She pushed it toward him with too much force and was relieved when it didn’t spill. To cover up her impatience, she wiped down the bench.

Instead of trying the coffee, he picked up the biscuit and took a bite. “Is this really made with local, homemade butter, as the sign in your window promises?”

“Only the best and freshest,” she said, raising her hands to the ceiling as if it had come from up above. “I should know, I made the butter myself this morning.”

“Excellent. Lavender’s a nice touch, not too much or it would’ve been overpowering. I might’ve added a little less zest, though.”

“Well, good for you.” Cassidy exhaled. The breath seemed to take forever, drawing out in a long stream. She needed to finish her class because she was worried about how tired her mother had been earlier, but she couldn’t do anything until she’d proven
he
could put his money where
his
mouth was.
Then I’ll shove it back at
him, down his shirt
. She couldn’t let him think his opinion was important to her, she wouldn’t even admit it to herself. He picked up a piece of paper he’d written on earlier and started scribbling furiously on it. She felt anger bubbling in her chest. “What are you doing?”

Startled, he looked up, his pen poised in the air. “Is there a right answer or should I be afraid you’ll punish me with a bad beverage?”

“What were you writing about? Had enough of your recent bad publicity, have you, and now you’re trying to find something new so the public will love you again? Trying to copy our original recipes?” She reached across the bench and snatched the piece of paper, shoving it in her pocket.

“Are you serious? You think I’m here to steal your
shortbread
recipe?”
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