

    
        
          That Fondant Feeling

        

        
        
          Belli & the Beat, Volume 2.1

        

        
        
          JD Cadmon

        

        
          Published by JD Cadmon, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THAT FONDANT FEELING

    

    
      First edition. June 22, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 JD Cadmon.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227338327

    

    
    
      Written by JD Cadmon.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by JD Cadmon

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Feral Spark

          
        
          
	          A Feral Spark

          
        
          
	          A Fire In Her Bones

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Belli & the Beat

          
        
          
	          Let's Bake A Deal

          
        
          
	          That Fondant Feeling

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Handyma'am and the Werewolves

          
        
          
	          As Easy As Falling Snow

          
        
          
	          Venom in the Valley of Bones

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at JD Cadmon’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By JD Cadmon

ACKNOWLEDGMENT

THAT FONDANT FEELING

Sign up for JD Cadmon's Mailing List

Further Reading: Only A Batter Of Time

Also By JD Cadmon

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

ACKNOWLEDGMENT


[image: ]


This short was originally written as a submission to an asexual romance anthology. Who better to write about for that than my ace baker Remo Belli? It was fun to return to his and Eva's romance and look at how they've continued to grow since the end of Let's Bake a Deal.

Regarding timeline, this short takes place after the end of Only a Batter of Time, book 2 in the Belli & the Beat series. The only spoilers here for that book are hinted at or given away in Batter's own blurb. So feel free to read this as a continuation of Let's Bake a Deal or a stand-alone.
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Remo Belli tied his apron around his trim waist as he stood in the commercial kitchen of his family bakery and glared at the cake recipe that had become his nemesis. If his brown hair hadn’t already been in a hairnet, he would have wrung his hands through it dramatically. He’d finished at the top of his pastry arts class. Failure to win the Pride Festival’s baking challenge would insult everything he held dear as both a baker and one of the few openly asexual participants. The contest was in two days, and he still hadn’t made up his mind.

While he concentrated on the recipe, Remo’s girlfriend Eva Stephens let herself into the kitchen. She owned The Love Shack, a sex shop next door to Belli’s Bakery. Eva bounced with the giddiness of a child hiding a secret, which might have been contained in either the small box in her hand or the larger one in the tote bag over her shoulder.

“Did the store get a new vibrator model?” Remo asked with a nod to the bigger package.

The first time they met, Eva had given his aching back muscles a treatment with a demo vibrator from her store. Remo’s grandmother caught them in the act, so he’d made up a fake dating story on the spot even though they hadn’t really known each other. Then their fake romance had transformed into the real deal, something that Remo would never have predicted for himself.

“Yes, of course,” Eva answered, patting the box in the bag as she walked over to the hairnet dispenser to cover her green-tipped blonde hair. “One must always wear protection.”

“Certainly.” He leaned against the counter to watch her.

“The present I ordered for you arrived.” Eva held out the smaller box with the reverence of a holy relic.

Remo stroked the asexual pride-colored embroidery on the apron she designed especially for him. “You don’t have to get me presents.”

“I know I don’t. That’s why I get so much joy in doing it.”

He eyed it for a few seconds but didn’t spontaneously develop x-ray vision to see inside. So Remo took the box and cut it open with a knife. A cake server fell into Remo’s hand bottom-side up. It looked like any other ordinary silver cake server he already had.

Eva put her hands to her mouth and let out a stream of giggles. “Turn it over!”

The cake server had asexual pride styling on the handle. The entire thing looked like a spade, and he was chagrined that he hadn’t immediately realized it. Of course, Eva would do something like this. She wasn’t asexual herself, but from day one she’d accepted and supported him just as he was. There were members of his family who still didn’t do that.

“Do you like it?” Eva’s smile beamed.

“I do! Thank you.” He laughed with pleasure. “How do you think of stuff like this?”

“I want to make you happy. Besides, you are the best baker I know, and I want you to smoke the competition!”

“Whatever it takes, hm?” He saluted her with his new cake server.

“You know it!”

Eva put her arm around his waist, facing him like she was a sunflower and he was the sun. He rewarded her with a kiss, safe in the knowledge that their physical affection didn’t come with expectations to do more.

“I’ll see you at home,” she said after pulling out of his embrace. “Good luck!”

Remo laced their fingers together for one last squeeze. “I hardly need any luck now!”
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THAT AFTERNOON REMO massaged a lump of fondant in his home kitchen.  He’d worked on his competition ideas all day at the bakery and came up lacking. Remo shouldn’t be suffering analysis paralysis because he had plenty of experience with high-pressure baking situations.

Adam, Eva’s slightly older twin brother who’d become Remo’s best friend, hopped onto the countertop wearing only a short plaid skirt and a big smile. “Fondant is the devil’s playdough.”

“You didn’t even know what fondant was before you met me,” Remo muttered.

“Couldn’t you at least decorate your cake in bi pride colors?” Adam asked with a flourish at himself.

“No. It’s my time to shine if I can ever figure out what the hell I’m baking.”

Remo tossed the fondant into the trash with annoyance. “It’s like I’m stuck between form and function. Trying to be something for everyone. I can make a moist cake with lots of flavor, but...”

“Moist.” Adam snickered.

“I can also build some monstrosity that looks good but no one would ever want to eat.” Remo let out a frustrated growl. “Why can’t I figure this out!”

“I know you make my sister moan,” Adam added with an innuendo-laden pause, “because of your pastry delights. So do the thing you’ll enjoy the most.”

Remo rubbed his temple. “The only thing I can do right now is give myself a headache.”

“You got this,” Adam said supportively, putting his arm across Remo’s shoulder.

“No, I got you!”

Remo lunged forward and threw Adam over his shoulder like a wrestler in a ring. He held Adam’s skirt down and spun on his heel. It was extremely juvenile, but it was also one of the few moments of levity Remo had that day.

As they were goofing off, Eva came home and called out with a confused laugh, “Why are you carrying my brother like a sack of flour?”

Adam answered before Remo could. “I wanted to see the baker’s buns close up.”

To prove his point, he poked Remo in the butt.

“What did I tell you about that?” Remo scolded. “Do you want me to drop you?”

“No! Taking my hands off.”

Stepping over
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