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Dedication

To Amanda and Carla – as always, you lovely ladies
make my words shine.

For the rest of you who are reading this – yes, I am
talking to you personally – please remember how amazing you are,
how you have more strength than you know, and how wonderful my
world is with you in it. Thank you from the bottom of my heart.







Chapter One






“I don’t want to hear about it. I’m not
coming back!” Cam looked up, making sure the door to his office was
firmly closed, before turning his attention back to the phone.
“We’ve been through this a million times. I don’t care how much
money you offer me…”

Cam frowned at his screen as a hissed amount
came through.

“What the hell are you smoking? You don’t
have that kind of money for a government contract.”

He raised his eyebrows as the voice on the
other end of the phone spoke quickly.

“Oh, I see. It’s a private job. Your
circumstances have changed now that your old man is dead. How
sweet. You finally got your hands on all his money. Lord knows
that’s all you’re ever concerned about. I’m still not
interested.”

The voice on the other end rose in
annoyance.

Cam had had enough. “No, you listen to me. We
had a deal. You swore you would lose my number. I’ve cleaned up
your messes a dozen times and after the shit that went down last
time… NO. Stop right there,” he added as the voice tried to
interrupt. “People died. My friends died. I’m not letting that shit
happen again.”

The tone on the other end of the call went
soft, cajoling, and Cam heaved a huge sigh. “There’s no point in
trying to con me with that shit either, Austin. Threats and
seductions just don’t work for me, and besides, I’ve seen your
dick. I wasn’t impressed. You’d fuck a rattle snake if doing so
meant you’d get your own way. Now, there’s a thought. How about you
do that. But leave me out of it.”

Tapping the screen to end the call was never
as satisfying as slamming down a phone receiver, but it would have
to do. Leaning back in his chair, Cam ran his hands through the
bristles on his head. After months of letting his hair and beard
grow, he’d finally shaved it all off, head and face. He felt
strangely naked without it all. But Arrowtown was in the middle of
a heat wave, and since some stupid bear shifter had grabbed his
hair the week before in an attempt to stop himself being thrown
out, Cam decided some stringent personal grooming was in order.

“Fates save me from idiots and stupid
people,” he muttered, his mind still on the call as he heard a
knock on his office door. Righting himself in his chair, he looked
down at the papers covering his desk, before calling out, “enter.”
Looking up, he saw it was Darwin, an ex-stripper who was now one of
his best bartenders. “What’s up?”

“Nothing much.” Darwin bounced in, flopping
in the nearest chair. “The bar’s quiet. Just the locals in.
Everything’s stocked for the evening crowd. I just came in to see
if you wanted anything to eat, before I headed off for the
night.”

“How are the little ones doing?” Cam had been
as shocked as anyone else when Simon, Darwin’s mate gave birth to
twins, in his shifted form no less. Even the Doc was sure Simon’s
shift would kill the little ones, as it usually did with any
non-furry shifter males who could give birth. But no. It seemed
Simon’s snake form was the only way a male of his kind could give
birth and the twins had been running Darwin and Simon ragged ever
since.

“They’re walking, already. Can you believe
it?” Darwin ran his hand over his forehead. “I swear the only peace
I get is when I come in here.”

Cam hid his smirk by rubbing under his nose.
“You know, if you’re ever getting too tired and want some time
off…”

“No. No.” Darwin shook his head quickly. Then
he groaned. “Gods, doesn’t that make me sound like a horrible
parent? But Simon is just so calm and good with them. Throw up,
tantrums, teething, and that’s all times two because of course
those little darlings do everything together. Simon just takes it
all in his stride. I swear that man’s a saint in a snake skin.”

“He has the added benefit of being able to
work from home most times,” Cam agreed. “But the offer’s there. I’m
sure I can get Nicky or Sue to cover for you if you want to spend
more time bonding with Sebastian and Thomas.”

“I do bond with them,” Darwin said with a
glower. “The last time I ended up covered in glue and a million
shades of glitter. It took me a week to get it all out of my
hair.”

“I did wonder if you were trying out a new
look.” Cam let his grin show this time. “But no, thank you. I
grabbed a sandwich earlier. Everything is all quiet in here. I can
run the bar until Nicky comes in. You head off home and enjoy some
quality family time.”

Darwin pushed himself out of his chair. “I
adore my twins with everything I have and would die for them in a
heartbeat. But I swear, if I don’t get some quality Simon time
soon, I’m not going to be responsible for my behavior.”

Cam’s grin widened. “Sounds like you need to
get laid. That might improve your mood. Why don’t you get Seth to
babysit for a night? I’m sure he could handle two extra little ones
for one night.”

“Hmm, that could be an idea. We haven’t done
that for a while.” Darwin’s smile was a lot lighter now. “Yeah,
I’ll do that. See if I can’t drag that man of mine out for a good
meal and a night of passion. Could be fun.”

Sauntering over to the door, Darwin turned
just as he opened it. “Hey, did you see a new bakery opened up in
town? Just next to Mrs. Hooper’s store. The smells coming out of
that place are amazing. Could be an idea to put in an order – see
if they want to supply us with lunches now that Mary’s handed in
her notice. I know you tried Hazel at the diner, but she’s already
too busy with her own business. This place is new, and you still
haven’t got the catering ordered for Mary’s going away party.”

“Shit, I’d forgotten about that.” Cam rustled
through his papers. “When’s Mary leaving again?”

“Friday.” Darwin chuckled. “I’ve already
organized her gift and charged it to the bar. The rest of the staff
are coming in Friday lunch for her farewell. I mentioned the bakery
because I thought it might be an idea to call them and see if they
can cater for say fifty people at short notice. Think of it like a
sort of job interview for them.”

“Well, we can’t have Mary cooking on her last
day, can we.” Cam gave up on his papers and reached for his phone.
“I’ll call Mrs. Hooper and get the bakery number. Go on. You’ve
done your bit. Get home to your twins.”

“I’m calling Seth first. You call the bakery
pronto and then get your ass out to the bar. Dave Hooper is in with
his cronies. You know what they get like when their glasses are
empty.” Darwin nodded as he left, closing the door quietly behind
him.

“I thought Mrs. Hooper had that old fart on a
drink budget,” Cam grumbled even though Darwin had gone. But the
young mouse shifter was right. Dave Hooper should be his first
priority. Pocketing his phone, Cam got up, stepping around his
cluttered desk and headed out to the bar. He could make his call
after he’d made sure Dave wasn’t helping himself. The last thing he
wanted on a quiet weekday afternoon was to deal with a drunk
buffalo shifter on a bender – or Mrs. Hooper’s wrath if he let it
happen.

/~/~/~/~/

Fergus was in the process of transferring a
huge tray of buns from the oven to the bench top when the phone
rang. Without missing a beat, he slid the bun tray onto the
counter, and reached over to swipe up the phone. “Arrowtown Bakery.
What delectable delights can the Fabulous Fergus send your way
today?”

A cough sounded on the other end and then a
deep chuckle sent shivers down Fergus’s spine. “Fabulous Fergus,
ha?” The chuckle was still there. “Well this is the not-so-fabulous
Cam, from the bar at the end of the main street. I don’t think
we’ve met.”

“Er… Yes, no.” Fergus wanted to fan himself.
That voice! Makes my insides all mushy. “I mean, I’ve seen
the bar obviously, but I haven’t had a chance to call in and
introduce myself yet. Bakery hours are the opposite of yours, I
reckon.”

“Hmm, they probably are.”

What is this man? He sounds better than a
double chocolate chip cookie smothered in chocolate sauce.

“Anyhow, I wanted to talk to you about the
delectable delights you’re promising,” Cam continued.

Me, on a platter, covered in chocolate and
strawberries. “Yes.” Fergus’s voice squeaked and he cleared his
throat and tried for a deeper tone. “I mean, yes, of course, how
can we help you today? I was told you have a fully functioning
kitchen.” Fergus knew, because Mrs Hooper, who’d rented him his
space, told him the bar and the local diner were his only other
competition in town and that they stuck to home-cooked basics
instead of pastries and breads.

“We do have a kitchen, yes,” Cam seemed
pleased Fergus knew that much. “But my bartender Darwin was
suitably impressed with the smells coming from your establishment,
he recommended you for the catering of a lunch we’re giving on
Friday for one of our staff who’s leaving. You could think of it as
a prelude to future business opportunities if it helps.”

Helps what? The bakery had only been
open two weeks, but already Fergus was seeing a profit. However, he
didn’t have it in him to alienate one of the longest running
businesses in his new town. It just wasn’t in his nature. “That is
very sweet of you to think of helping me. I’m sure we’ll have
plenty to discuss after the luncheon. Can you tell me, how many
people, shifter types expected, and so on?”

Fergus listened with half an ear, scribbling
down details, his mind already planning what he’d have to do to
fill such a large order, while still keeping his fledgling business
stocked, all on such short notice. He was going to be working until
midnight just to keep up. He only came out of his business mindset
when Cam said, “I’ll look forward to meeting you on Friday.”

“What?” Fergus dropped his pencil. Bending
down, he clipped the side of his head on the counter. Ouch.
Fergus rubbed his head, before bending to retrieve his pencil. “No,
no, I won’t be there. Someone has to keep the ovens burning here,
you know. But you have my assurance, my staff will be there at
eleven thirty on Friday. They will set up, serve, and clear
everything away afterwards. Thank you so much for your business.
Have a fantabulous day.”

Dropping the phone on the counter, Fergus
sprawled across it, letting out a long sigh. His whole body
thrummed, and that was just from hearing Cam’s voice. I am in so
much trouble, he thought, vowing he would avoid the enigmatic
Cam as much as possible. The last thing he wanted as a new business
owner was to be seen as an easy lay.

“Boss, boss?” Sarah, his assistant came
running in and gasped seeing him prone across the counter. “What’s
wrong? I heard you groaning.”

“Did I groan?” Fergus turned his head and
eyed his new friend from the counter. “Of course, you heard me with
your cute little bunny ears. I can assure you, any noise coming
from my lips wasn’t intentional.” He sighed as he pushed himself
upright again. “We have an order. A big catering job for Friday and
I need…”

“Oh, who is it for? Where?” Sarah grabbed one
of the fresh buns off the tray and started pulling bits off and
nibbling them. “Wow, these taste so good. I’m so glad I’m a shifter
and run around a lot, or I’d weigh a ton working here.”

“I weigh a ton in my shifted form anyway,”
Fergus picked up a bun of his own. “Now, where was I? Oh yes, So
Cam called, from the bar…” He trailed off expectantly and Sarah
didn’t disappoint.

“Oh, my gods, you talked to Cam? Isn’t he
dreamy?” Clasping her bun in her hands, Sarah sighed. “But he
doesn’t look at little bunnies like me. He’s got that, ‘I’m a big
tough military man’ type vibe going on, and oh, but he’s so sweet
too. Like when Doc needed a scanning machine for the pregnant
people, he had a fundraising night, and they raised heaps of money.
Of, course that was the night the sheriff raided the bar – not the
new sheriff but the old one and then…”

“Are you telling tales out of school, Sarah?”
Deputy Joe’s head peered around the door. “I came in for a coffee
and to see if you had any of those white chocolate and raspberry
muffins left, but there was no one at the counter.”

“Joe.” Fergus beamed. He’d taken a liking to
the big buffalo shifter the moment he saw him. Even though Joe was
actually checking him out for security purposes, making sure Fergus
wasn’t one of his long distant relatives, the two men got on from
day one. “I put your muffin aside for you, figuring you’d be in.
How’s your adorably grouchy other half? And those equally adorable
twins of yours?”

“Petra is babbling every waking moment, and
Finch seems to love listening to her. As for Doc, he’s just as
grouchy, but I’d never want him to change.” Deputy Joe stepped in
twirling his hat on his finger. “Did I hear you talking about Cam
over at the bar?”

“He’s so dreamy,” Sarah said with another
sigh. Her bun was almost gone. “And oh, he called, and he gave
Fergus a big order. Isn’t that wonderful?”

“That’ll be for Mary’s going away party, I
reckon,” Joe said with a smile. “That could be regular business for
you, if you can get it Fergus. You’ll have to wow him with your
muffins.”

“I wow everyone just by walking down the
street,” Fergus said with a toss of his hair, but he grinned to
show he was teasing. “Okay, so we absolutely have to make sure the
order is our best yet. I need to tempt Cam’s taste buds. What type
of shifter is he?”

Joe tapped the side of his nose and shook his
head. “No one knows, but he’s the only one of his kind in this
town. I do know he can make a bear, a wolf, or a lion nervous, so
don’t get on the wrong side of him.”

I’d far rather be under him, calling his
name, Fergus thought with a sigh. Shaking off any sexy
thoughts, because that really wasn’t appropriate in his spotless
kitchen, he grabbed a piece of paper and started planning a menu to
wow the man with the spine-tingling voice.







Chapter Two






Cam stood near the back of the bar, keeping a
wary eye on things as staff and locals alike made the most of
Mary’s going away party. Mary, a cute lioness with a sassy nature
and a strong right hook, had met her mate not ten feet from where
Cam was standing. Now, her belly had swollen so big she could
barely see her toes and her mate had finally put his foot down and
insisted she give up her work so she could stay home and prepare
for the litter they were expecting.

Rubbing his chest, Cam ignored the way his
errant thoughts of family and litters tinged the corner of his
brain and poured himself a large whiskey. He never got drunk but
having a glass in hand was a good way of stopping him reaching for
his phone. Ever since hearing ‘Fabulous Fergus’s’ voice three days
before, Cam couldn’t stop thinking about the man and that was
unusual enough to bother him.

His affairs, if they could be called that,
lasted from five to twenty minutes long depending on how urgent his
need and how well a person moved. He made a point of never fucking
anyone who lived in town, although his office desk at the back of
the bar saw a bit of action from visitors moving through town. But
the operative word was ‘through’. Cam never thought twice about a
person after his cock was tucked back in his pants again, and he
made sure to only scratch an itch with people who had the same
attitude.

Fabulous Fergus broke all Cam’s rules. For
one thing, Cam was thinking about him and they hadn’t even met. And
if Cam had his way, they weren’t likely to. The wonderful food
notwithstanding, Fergus lived in town. He was a permanent resident
and new business owner. Off limits in other words.

Cam managed a half smile as Mayor Ra stepped
up to the bar, holding an empty bottle and an equally empty glass.
“It was nice of you to come down here just to say goodbye to Mary,”
he said, putting down his own drink so he could replenish Ra’s.

“She’s a good lady and that mate of hers is a
fine young man,” Ra said with a shrug. “Besides, I heard you got
Fergus to do the catering and I can’t resist his eclairs. Have you
tasted them?”

No. Cam couldn’t bring himself to taste any
of the delicious food being served by three very friendly bunny
shifters. He just knew if the food tasted as good as it smelled,
then he’d be lurking around the bakery door at some ungodly hour of
the morning just to get another taste. “I’ve been busy,” he said,
because all shifters could smell a lie. “The crowd seems happy with
it all though.”

“Fergus runs a good clean business. Seems
like a genuine guy.” Ra nodded. “I had Deputy Joe check him out of
course, but it turns out he’s not a buffalo like Joe’s relatives,
but a genuine Highland bull shifter. He’s turned out to be a
godsend in one respect. If I hear my wee Seth is having a frazzled
day with the kiddies, I grab six of the cream donuts Fergus makes
and my mate is happy again.”

For a tiger shifter, and ruling mayor, Ra was
ridiculously smitten with his bunny mate, although even Cam could
admit young Seth was adorable. “So, Fergus hasn’t been here long
then?” Okay. Cam would admit it to himself, he was curious about
his mental obsession. He grabbed Ra another bottle of his favorite
beer and poured a soda for Seth in a fresh glass.

Leaning his elbows on the bar counter, Ra
seemed happy enough to talk. “He came in on a transfer from another
shifter town up north about six weeks ago,” he said, tilting up the
bottle and taking a long swig. “He filed a business plan along with
his application to live here. Bank statements showed he had enough
money to buy his house here, and start up his business, at least
according to Simon. Rocky called the sheriff at his old town, but
apparently, he hadn’t had any troubles there. According to his
application, Fergus just wanted a change of scenery and warmer
weather, and he said the same thing when I spoke to him.”

“Hmm.” Cam pushed Seth’s new drink across the
counter. He was feeling surprisingly put out and he wasn’t sure if
it was his spidey senses warning him about an unknown man who just
appeared in town out of nowhere for flimsy reasons, or if he didn’t
like the fact Ra had spoken to the man when he hadn’t. “He’ll find
it plenty warm enough here until winter hits again.”

“Seriously, you should hire him to do your
lunches,” Ra said with his laid-back grin. He leaned further over
the counter and whispered, “don’t tell Mary, but his buns and
salads, sandwiches, and pies are a lot better than hers. He makes
all his own bread and pastries and anything I’ve eaten of his just
melts in my mouth.”

“Oh yeah,” Cam laughed. “I’ll be sure to tell
a heavily pregnant lioness that someone else in town bakes better
than she does. In fact, why don’t I call her over and you can tell
her yourself.”

“You keep your big mouth shut.” Ra’s face
went white. Snatching up the drinks he ordered, he disappeared into
the crowd. Still chuckling, Cam filled a few more drink orders and
was just going to grab some empty glasses when he spotted Sarah, a
young bunny shifter who’d come from the bakery, lurking at the side
of the counter.

“What’s up, Sarah? No one giving you any
trouble, are they?” Cam picked up a rag and started cleaning down
the counter top.

“Oh no. Everyone is always lovely to me.”
Sarah perked up at being spoken to directly. Cam was well aware she
harbored a crush on him, but he made a point of never encouraging
it. “I just wondered, or rather the boss wondered, well… did you
like the food?” The last bit came out as a rush.

“Look at all the people around you,” Cam
said, waving his rag to show the crowd who all seemed very happy
snatching up the remains of the huge lunch Fergus had sent over.
“Not an unhappy face in the lot. You can tell your boss I’m very
pleased.”

“He’ll be pleased you’re pleased.” Sarah
hopped on one foot to the other. “It’s just… what about you? Did
you have anything to eat from what the boss sent over?”

What the hell? Cam’s spidey senses went into
overdrive and his concern about the mysterious Fergus increased.
“No,” he snapped, far harsher than intended. “I don’t eat cakes and
sweets and I had a big breakfast before I started today. But if all
your boss is interested in, is getting compliments from me, then he
can forget it. I’m not the type to hold someone’s hand and tell
them how good they are at what they do. I just expect them to get
on with it. Now, if you’ll excuse me,” because Sarah seemed close
to tears, “I have work to do.” He strode out of the bar, heading
for his office. He’d behaved like an asshole, and he’d find a way
to make it up to Sarah later, but for now he had some calls to
make. If the self-proclaimed Fabulous Fergus was up to no good,
he’d know about it before nightfall.

/~/~/~/~/

“Aww, sweetie, come here.” Fergus folded the
weeping Sarah into his arms, patting her hair and crooning softly.
His three young staff had come back with empty platters full of the
praises everyone gave for the food. Only Sarah seemed upset, and
Fergus was quick to send the other two home with a wad of cash
each, so he could talk to Sarah in private. “It’s okay. You tell
the best boss in the world who upset you and I’ll go and stuff his
face with lamingtons and then stomp on them.”

“Lamingtons? What’s that?” Just as he
intended, Sarah was diverted from whoever upset her.

“A rather delicious sponge cake actually,”
Fergus said very seriously, “covered in either a chocolate or
strawberry sauce and then it’s covered in coconut which is honestly
quite yummy. They’re made in Australia and New Zealand.”

“Well, they’d be wasted on Cam.” Sarah
sniffed and swiped at the tears on her cheeks. “I didn’t do
anything bad. I only asked him if he liked the food and he said
everyone there were all happy with it.”

“I can tell they enjoyed it all,” Fergus eyed
the empty trays and pans littering his counter top. “I’m not sure
there was a crumb left of anything. So come on, if this Cam person
was so happy with the catering, then what did he say to upset
you?”

Sarah’s face went bright red. “I might have
got a teensy bit pushy,” she admitted holding up her fingers to
show a tiny amount. “It’s just, I thought you might have liked him,
and then I thought well if I could come back and tell you how much
he loved your cooking, then maybe you would go and meet him and it
would be so romantic.”

Fergus forced a smile on his face, even
though his heart plummeted. “And I take it, instead of your dreams
of a happy ever after, he told you he hated the food and wouldn’t
date me on a bet, am I right?”

“I never said anything about dating,” Sarah
protested. Then she slumped. “He said he doesn’t eat cakes and
sweet things, and that he’d had a big breakfast. I mean, how
ridiculous is that, not eating cakes or sweets.”

“Maybe he has a sugar allergy we don’t know
about snookums.” Inside, Fergus was trying to work out why the
staunch bar owner wouldn’t eat his food. Did he think it was
poisoned or something?

“If he had a sugar allergy, he couldn’t have
alcohol either,” Sarah said hotly. “And he was drinking at lunch
time!”

“A lot of people do, sweetness.” Fergus
wasn’t sure what to make of Cam’s notions either, but then he
didn’t know the man, so he wasn’t sure it mattered. “The thing is,
whatever he said, it doesn’t matter.” He gripped Sarah’s shoulders
loosely and smiled. “Remember, we are fabulous, amazing, and spread
happiness and cheer wherever we go, right?”

“That’s why you employed me.” Sarah stood up
straighter. “Because I’m Sensational Sarah.”

“So, we’ll forget about the grouchy bar
owner, and you’ll trot yourself out to the cabinet and help
yourself to a raspberry éclair. I need to know if they have the
right balance of sweet and tart. Can you do that for me?”

“It’s why you hired me.” Sarah skipped out of
the kitchen, and then she leaned her head back around the door
frame. “You really are the best boss; did you know that?”

“But of course, although I thank you for
telling me. Now get along.” Fergus made shooing motions with his
hands; his smile fixed in place until he knew Sarah was distracted
in the front of the shop. Tipping a large amount of dough out of a
steel bowl, Fergus lightly coated the counter top with flour and
started to punch the air out of the proven lump.

Damn man, upsetting Sarah like that.
Thump. Thump. There’s no need for anyone to be so hurtful.
Thump. Thump. Thump. I’ve a good mind to… no. no. no. Fergus
refused to let himself get angry. If anything, he reminded himself,
he should feel sorry for Cam who clearly had never appreciated how
happy a perfectly baked pastry or cake could make someone feel.

He probably has issues, issues we know
nothing about, Fergus thought, as he continued to work the
dough under his hands. Remember, if a person makes you feel bad,
it’s not usually got anything to do with what you did at all.
Yes.

Fergus was decided. He would put Cam’s nasty
tone to Sarah out of his head. From all accounts, Cam was well
liked in town and had stuck up for smaller shifters more than once.
He’s not a bully, he’s just having a bad day. And if
Fergus’s hot dreams of being taken by the man with the wonderful
voice deflated along with his dough, then Fergus would live with
that too. It wouldn’t have been the first time he’d been
disappointed.







Chapter Three


“Nothing.” Cam glared at the piles of paper
on his desk, then up at his computer screen. “Absolutely fucking
nothing.” Which wasn’t strictly true but might well have been as
far as Cam was concerned. He was looking for dirt. What he’d found
was a swathe of useless information on Fabulous Fergus, from the
make and registration of his car – a 1997 Jeep Cherokee four door
sport, 4WD, in black - down to his graduation picture when Fergus
completed his studies at the John Lawrence School of Bakery in
1999. Cam found awards in Fergus’s name for sports and bakery; he’d
scrolled through pictures of the man’s family and siblings,
although there was nothing of Fergus with his family after he
turned eighteen. The man covered his social media accounts with
snapshots of delicious foods and ‘be happy’ pictures, but of his
actual life there was nothing.

No relationships. No messy breakups. No
brushes with the law. Not even a speeding ticket. Extensive
searches through police databases, shifter and human, had come up
with nothing. Cam had made the calls he’d promised himself, and so
far, nothing had come back from them either. Cam’s teeth were
grinding against each other, he was so antsy. It’s not possible
for a man to be so squeaky clean.

The phone rang. Cam glanced at it and seeing
it was a withheld number, picked it up. Withheld usually meant a
call from his type of people. “What have you got for me?”

“A little bird told me you’re looking for
someone, you naughty, naughty boy. Why didn’t you call me?”

Cam cringed as he recognized the voice.
“Austin, I thought I told you to lose my number.”

“Aww, now why would I do that, when we make
such a perfect team. I pay you money and you kill people for
me.”

“Not anymore I don’t, and I haven’t done for
fucking years. I told you the last time was the final one, but it
seems you’re too stupid to remember our agreement.”

“Now, don’t be like that.” Austin’s laugh was
like claws on a chalkboard – grating against every one of Cam’s
nerves. “I need you to do a job for me, and in return I have a file
on a Mr. Fergus Franklin Ferdinand. I can even give you his most
current address.”

Cam bit back his response. He already had
Fergus’s address. The man lived two blocks away from where he did,
although Austin had no way of knowing that.

“I have to say,” Cam could hear the sound of
Austin flicking through papers, “I can’t for the life of me think
why you want to hunt down this individual. The man is so clean he
squeaks. My gods, did you see all those affirmation platitudes he
posts on social media? What on earth would a do-gooder baker like
Mr. Ferdinand be doing to attract your attention?”

“It’s none of your business, is it?” Cam
snarled across the phone lines. “I told you to stop calling
me.”

“Why would I stop calling, when you’re the
only one who can meet my needs.” The last word was purred,
and Cam felt his stomach churn. He knew exactly what needs Austin
was talking about, and they were definitely not of the pleasurable
variety. “It’s only this one last job,” Austin said happily. “Just
one more, and I’ll forget you ever existed, and you can have this
file as a bonus.”

“You gave me your word you’d lose my number
after the last fiasco you sent me into.” Cam was ready to throw his
phone against the wall. “Now, fuck off. I’ve got work to do.”

“Hmm, so I see. Tracking down the
squeaky-clean Mr. Ferdinand. Such a curious person for you to waste
your precious time and energies on. I can’t help but be curious
myself. So, are you going to tell me what Mr. Do-gooder did to
pique your interest?” Austin’s gasp was theatrically faked. “I
know. I’ll ask him myself, shall I? It’s not a problem to send one
of my men to the hick town he’s living in and encourage him to come
back here. Who knows, I might even ask him to bake me a cake, he
could bring it along with him. Won’t that be nice? Tea and cake,
and we can
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