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      The judges of the competition-based reality TV show, Bake That, cringed as they looked up from my s’mores cake.

      “The taste is there, but I have to admit… it’s kind of dry,” said celebrity baker, Wendy Fitz. Her perfectly plucked eyebrow arched as she set down her fork.

      “I’m more concerned with the fact that it doesn’t taste like your heart was in it, Honey.” Jesse French, also know as The Bad Boy Baker, pushed his chin-length hair out of his face as he focused on me.

      Gulping, I nodded. My gaze flicked over to the blond contestant three people down to my right. I couldn’t rip my eyes away from the coconut cream cake sitting on the table in front of her.

      My coconut cream cake.

      Well, she made it, so it wasn’t mine in that sense. But it was my recipe.

      I glanced up as Ginny Fox, the last judge and the host of Bake That, said something about my cake that I didn’t hear. The judges frowned as they moved on, seeing that I was mostly unresponsive.

      But I couldn’t help being distracted by that damn cake at the end of the row. It had started during the baking portion of the competition, when I’d made the mistake of looking over to see what Sandra was making. The fact that she had grabbed coconut had made my chest tighten slightly, but when I saw her infusing the coconut into the browning butter, I near about tossed my lunch right there on camera.

      As proud as I was of myself for not throwing up on television, I had been decidedly distracted after that and hadn’t put my heart into the cake I was making (yes, Jesse had been all too right).

      My eyes dropped to my graham cracker inspired cake with chocolate filling and toasted marshmallow frosting. My shoulders slumped forward. It did look dry. There was nothing I wanted to do more than just curl up under the white tablecloth covered tasting table and never come out.

      Instead, I watched as the judges made their way down to my former new friend, soon to be arch nemesis, Sandra. We’d roomed together this week for the show and I’d gotten an (obviously false) impression that we were going to be fast friends. She laughed at everything I said, and before I knew what I was doing, I was telling her all about my newest recipe, a new take on my mom’s coconut cream cake. I was still working out some kinks, so I hadn’t planned on using it on the show, but I was so excited about it, I’d just wanted to share.

      As I watched the judges swoon over the mouthfuls of coconut cream cake, I realized there may have been less kinks than I’d originally thought. Frustration climbed up my neck in hot, pulsing waves. My mouth dropped open and (much to my further dismay) my eyes pricked with the beginnings of tears.

      The last thing I saw before running off the set was Sandra’s thieving face, her eyes focusing on me, an evil smile curling up the edges of her lips.
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      I rested my head against the cool marble of my workstation, wishing I didn’t have to open the shop in fifteen minutes. The cinnamon rolls baking in the oven made the whole place feel like a sugary, doughy, hug and the convection oven’s fan usually had a calming, white-noise affect. But none of those comforts helped today. Peeling my eyes open, I looked around my pink, white, and gold decorated bakery.

      I’d always loved how my baking space was visible to the customers, but after my embarrassing television debut two days ago, I was contemplating how much it would cost to put up a wall. I had just recently hired my friend, Rainbow, to work in the shop to help out with the rush of customers I’d had since the local TeaJava had started to carry my sweets and I’d been featured in Hello, Sugar! Magazine.

      Hiring Rainy was feeling equal parts good and bad at the moment, however. Good, because even if the customers could see me, I didn’t necessarily have to interact with them. Bad, because with my whole running-off-stage-sore-loser bit on the show, I might lose all of those new customers and not be able to afford to pay Rainy even the small amount she let me.

      I smooshed my cheek and closed one of my eyes so I could see the clock on the wall. She would be here in a few minutes. What was I going to say to her?

      Before I could contemplate that scary question, a knock sounded on the glass door. I looked up and just about burst into tears. Carter, my very best friend since we were four, stood outside the glass, holding a coffee from my favorite local stand. My face crumpled as I pulled myself off the marble island and walked over to unlock the door and let him inside.

      He didn’t say a word, simply handing me the coffee and then wrapping his arms around me. Clutching the coffee in both hands, I made sure it didn’t get squished between us and I sank my face into his blue-button-up clad broad shoulder. He smelled like he had since middle school when he’d realized that Adidas cologne was a thing. My nose was smashed to the side and I was too numb to even properly sob; tears just welled up in my eyes and hung there.

      “The queen of ‘hugs have to be tight to be right’ isn’t even hugging me back?” he said, mostly to himself.

      Finally, he pulled back, supporting me with a hand on each of my shoulders.

      “HP,” he said, using my initials — his favorite nickname for me. “What the hell happened on that show?”

      I scrunched my nose and grimaced. “What if I said that I don’t want to talk about it?” I sipped at the cinnamon latte he’d brought me. It was so good I almost felt like releasing my face from the sad cringe it’d been frozen in for the last forty-eight hours, almost.

      He shook his head. “I would say, ‘Bull shit’. You always want to talk about everything. Even when you probably shouldn’t, you’ll open up to just about anyone who’ll listen.”

      I sucked in a deep breath through my nostrils.

      “Weeeeeelllll…”

      “Why did you run off stage like that? And why have you ignored every text I’ve sent you since?” Carter asked, crossing his arms across his chest.

      I fiddled with the it’s-too-hot sleeve on my coffee.

      “Was that actually your coconut cream cake recipe? It sounded familiar...”

      I nodded. “Sandra was my roommate.”

      Carter’s shoulder’s slumped forward. “How did she get it?” His brown eyes widened. “She didn’t go digging through your stuff at night, did she?”

      Pressing my lips tightly together, I looked down at my flour spotted sneakers.

      “Oh, HP.” Carter’s voice dipped into that disappointment register. “You told her?”

      Deciding my shoes weren’t helping me any, I tried looking up at the ceiling. “Um… what?

      Rainy knocked on the glass doors at that moment, for which I would be forever grateful. I walked forward to unlock the door for her.

      “Dude, what the hell happened on that show?” Her voice rose as she unknowingly parroted Carter’s question from moments earlier.

      Had I said forever grateful? Make that momentarily. I sighed. Now I had two people bugging me about this, two people who most certainly weren’t going to like what I had to say.

      Rolling my eyes, I said, “I thought she and I were friends, okay? I told her about the recipe and didn’t think for a second that she would ever…” The urge to curl up into a ball and close my eyes returned.

      Rainy shook her head. “Hon, that’s like handing your purse to a random person, telling them exactly how much money you’re carrying, asking them to hold it while you go to the bathroom, and being surprised when they’re gone when you get back.”

      I sighed, having heard this lecture before, from both of them. Lindsey, another local baker was infamous for getting me to tell her my baking secrets and then using them in her own shop.

      Carter watched me in that way he always did when he was worried about me, blond eyebrows furrowed forward, brown eyes holding onto me, tight.

      “I’ve told you a million times, Honey, you own a business. You need to start putting yourself and this bakery first.” Carter shook his head, making his words sink in even more.

      “Hold up.” Rainy’s voice cut through the air of failure surrounding me.

      Carter and I looked at her as she cocked her head.

      “You’re one to talk.” She pointed at Carter. “Both of you are way too nice. Carter, you take whatever shit stories the Times throws your way.” She shook her finger at us. “Uh uh. You can’t tell her to do something you won’t. If she’s the girl-next-door, you’re the boy-next-door and both of you are living on the Main Street of Dupeville.”

      I bit my lip, knowing Rainy was more than right about that. Carter ran his hand through his hair like he did whenever he was embarrassed.

      “I’d say both of you need to toughen up. You’re both twenty-six years old now. It’s time to start standing up for yourselves.” Rainy nodded once, as if agreeing with herself just in case neither of us did.

      Scrunching my nose, I thought of what that might look like. Toughening up. All that came to mind was the way Sandy transformed into the “bad girl” in Grease. The fact that my only idea of how to change myself came from a musical probably didn’t bode well.

      I waved a hand in Rainbow’s direction. “Carter and I are just fine. He takes all the stories he can because he’s an amazing writer who can make any story shine.” I smiled at my lifelong best friend, remembering back to reading his fake newspaper The Carter Chronicle when we were growing up.

      Carter ducked his head in a thank you, the side of his mouth pulling up slightly.

      Rainy scoffed.

      “And I would rather be overly nice than try and live my life like everyone’s always out to get me.” I thought back to the text Granny had sent before I left for the show. Remember Hon, kindness is a girl’s best accessory. A few cheaters weren’t going to stop me from being who I was.

      I shook my head decidedly, then wiped my hands off on my apron as if I could get rid of the incident just like I did with excess flour.

      “Well, I gotta go. I’m meeting Jenna for lunch and I have some stuff to get done at work this morning.” Carter turned toward the door. I could tell by the way that dimple on his right cheek showed up that his mind was working on something important.

      Rainbow pushed her lips forward as Carter spun out of the bakery. “So that didn’t exactly go as planned.”

      I sighed. “I would say not.”

      Being in the biggest possible glass house, I usually tried not to bring up the fact that The Willamette Times took advantage of Carter with the stories they assigned him. No matter what he was given, he treated it like the most important piece he’d ever written. I mean, the way he was able to describe the distinct smell of the cat-filled pavilion (a perfect storm combination of litter, ammonia, hot cat food, and old lady perfume) in his article about our town’s local cat show, while making the competition sound both riveting and cut-throat, still amazed me to this day.

      But I knew that the paper was a sore spot for Carter. Not because he complained, ever. No, I knew because I’d known the guy since I was four. I could read him like a favorite recipe.

      I knew the way his jaw clenched down tight when he was disappointed (when his dad didn’t show up to his little league games or when he got a B on a paper when he knew he deserved an A). I could spot the three little wrinkles that showed up on his forehead whenever he was frustrated (having a story he cared about cut from the paper or having to hear about his mom’s worsening health each time he took her to the doctor). And I knew without a doubt that dimple meant some deep thinking was going on.

      “He knows the stories are crappy, Rain.” I sighed. “But what’s he going to do about it? Neither of us has ever been able to stand up to people in a quarter of a century. I doubt we’re going to be able to change that now.”

      “I didn’t mean to make him feel bad.” Rainy scratched at her nose. “I just thought maybe the two of you needed a kick in the pants, a fire under your butts.” She shrugged.

      Chuckling, I said, “How about something a little less painful?” I walked over to Rainy and shoved her with my shoulder, showing her she was forgiven.

      She laughed. “Got it.” Before I could move to the back to finish icing the cake for pick up in a few hours, Rainy added, “You can change things, even if they’ve been a certain way for a long time, you know.”

      I furrowed my brow. “I know. It’s just hard; it’s not in my instincts to be guarded or tough. Plus, my grandma always says —”

      “That’s not what I was talking about.” Rainy raised an eyebrow as she interrupted me. “I’m talking about you and Carter. Just because you’ve always been friends, doesn’t mean you have to stay that way.”

      A quick laugh escaped me. “Me and Carter? That’s so not an option.” I shook my head repeatedly.

      “Why?”

      “First of all, he’s like my brother. Secondly, I would never do anything to jeopardize our friendship. He’s been there for me when no one else has. And third, also most importantly, he’s dating Jenna.” I pointed to the door. “You heard him, he’s going to meet her for lunch.” I eyed Rainy. “Have you seen Jenna yet?”

      Rainy shook her head, but narrowed her eyes, obviously not sure why that mattered.

      “She looks like all the rest of the girls Carter’s always dated: tall, blonde, with bodies like they’re models. Heck, some have even been actual models! No. I am so not even close to his type.” I glanced down at my short, slightly curvy, very decidedly not model-esque physique and long dark hair. I was pretty much as far from every girl Carter had ever dated as you could get.

      “You sure Carter knows you’re not his type?”

      I widened my eyes. “Absolutely.”

      Satisfied that I’d convinced her, I went back behind the counter so I could finish that cake and Rainy started packaging sets of snickerdoodles for sale. But as much as I had tried to let the stolen cake recipe go, tried to let it be as easy as brushing flour off my hands, it kept coming back. The more I thought about it, the angrier I got.

      Which is why when my grandma texted later, I couldn’t even bring myself to answer the woman.

      Gran:

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey doll, need a listening ear? Your mom’s worried about you and so am I.

      

      

      

      

      

      Yeah, I was getting to be pretty worried about me, too. Inwardly groaning, I put my phone away. I didn’t want to hear how she’d built all of her huge companies on a smile and a firm handshake. Her “A stranger is just a friend you’ve never met before” saying hadn’t served me so well with Sandra and I didn’t want to admit that maybe I didn’t have what Gran had -- that I didn’t have it in me to run my own business.
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      As comfortable as I was around baked items, I was pretty much useless at anything else in the kitchen. I preferred a quiche to trying my hand at scrambling eggs and would rather bake the most complicated calzone than attempt even the easiest soup recipe. So the fact that, by that night, I would’ve described my mood as a simmering boil, was something out of the ordinary.

      I punched the pizza dough I was kneading extra hard as I thought once more about Sandra stealing so blatantly from me. I smashed it flat as I went through all of the whispers, the wary looks I’d gotten from customers all day. Slamming my palm down into it again, I remembered that it had already done its rising and didn’t need more than a quick knead. I also remembered that the whole Cake-gate incident was my fault. I was the one I should be mad at.

      “Hey hey,” Carter called from the door as he walked right inside.

      “Hi hi,” I called back, letting our normal greeting loosen a little of the tightness curled up in my fists.

      I looked up as he walked into the kitchen, carrying a paper bag from the store and a six pack of beer. He stopped for a moment and closed his eyes, letting the smell of the dough wash over him. I could see his mouth twitch up on one side and wondered if he could smell the cannoli I’d made earlier as a surprise for him. If he recognized it, he didn’t let on.

      “That about ready for me?” he asked, pulling the sauce and other staples from the bag and then washing his hands.

      “Ready to go.”

      I meant it when I said I preferred making a calzone over something like soup, but I liked it even better when I only had to make the crust and Carter would take care of the rest. He began cutting up mushrooms and I opened a can of olives he’d set next to him on the counter.

      After I’d drained the olives, I leaned against the counter, reached over to pluck a mushroom out of his pile, popping it into my mouth and narrowing my eyes as I chewed, watching him. The contemplative dimple was gone. In fact, he seemed happy, excited even.

      Carter’s dark eyes cut over to me, a half smile lifting his features. “Feels good to have movie night again.” He took a mushroom of his own and ate it.

      “It does feel good.” I smiled back, nodding.

      That smile. It was summer camping in the back yard, rubber-boot clad romps in the pouring rain. It was slipping inside before our mothers could see the muddy mess we were, and it was bundling up with blankets and hot cocoa (with exactly seven marshmallows floating on top), watching the wind and rain whip through the trees. Even though over the years he’d traded his gap-toothed little boy smile for braces-straightened teeth and a chiseled jaw, that smile still reminded me of all of our childhood shenanigans.

      “Jenna coming over?” I asked, grabbing a slice of olive from the can. Jenna often joined us for movie nights, which was fine with me. She didn’t add to the colorful commentary Carter and I had throughout our favorite films, but she didn’t make it worse.

      Carter shook his head, but didn’t meet my eyes. “We broke up.”

      I slumped forward. “What? Why? What was wrong this time?” I knew he had been the one to break it off; he always was. Carter was tall, blond, and built from his rowing hobby. Add in the fact that he was seriously nice and funny, and girls didn’t tend to let him go if they could help it. As beautiful as his girlfriends tended to be, he always seemed to find some inexplicable thing he couldn’t look past after a few months.

      He shrugged, starting to cut up the onion. “Just wasn’t feeling the connection anymore. So, you gonna bring out those cannoli you’re hiding to cheer me up?”

      I rolled my eyes. That was what he always said (well, minus the cannoli part — I knew he had smelled them).

      “The cannoli are for after dinner and maybe you should try dating someone who’s not nine feet tall, blond, and who has nothing in common with you,” I joked.

      He stopped and looked at me. “Like who? You?” There was an intensity in his brown eyes that made my palms feel clammy.

      “No!” I yelled, scoffing and feeling way too affected by his silly suggestion (because, that was what it had been, silly… a joke).

      Carter’s lips pulled up into that smirk of his, but I could still see a whisper of that same look lingering behind his eyes.

      I gulped. “Why didn’t I know about this breakup?” I changed the subject. “When did it happen? I thought you were having lunch with her.” The one difference about this breakup was that I usually knew they were going to happen in advance. This one had caught me by surprise.

      “That’s when I did it.” He popped a piece of onion in his mouth even though I grimmaced; I hated that he liked to eat raw onions.

      Smacking his arm, I said, “See? This is why I can’t do stupid shows like Bake That. These last few weeks have been too crazy and all for nothing. I’ve got to stop letting stuff get in the way of our time together. I mean, take our movie nights. I don’t think we’ve ever missed so many weeks in a row since — well — we were in college.”

      “HP, there’s definitely a reason why you shouldn’t do more shows like Bake That but it’s not because it took time away from our movie nights.” He shot me a pointed look. “Plus, it’s not just you. I’ve had a deadline every other day it seems. And that’s not changing any time soon.” He piled the different ingredients together. I could tell by the way his eyebrows furrowed that he was thinking about work now. “How was the rest of your day?”

      I nodded. “Good. That family picked up that birthday cake order and I started on the wedding cake for tomorrow. Rainy found this new petal pattern I’m going to try for the flowers.”

      He stopped chopping.

      “And?”

      I pulled in a deep breath. “And people whispered, pointed, and giggled all day. Mrs. Mastberg scolded me about how a business woman should and definitely should not act. Sales are already decidedly down from last week and I ignored a text from Granny today for the first time in — well — ever because I was too embarrassed to talk to her.” I wrung my hands in front of me.

      “About what Rainy said this morning…” Carter’s eyes met mine.

      Shaking my head, I moved away from him. “She was just playing around with us.”

      I picked up my rolling pin and started flattening the two piles of dough. Touching the dough again made me realize that I didn’t feel quite so angry anymore. Carter’s arrival had made me relax, like usual, and I’d forgotten some of my fiery hate in the comfortable routine of our movie night tradition.

      “Forget about what she said.” I waved the rolling pin in his direction.

      I felt his hand close on my arm. “No. I don’t want to. What Sandra did, stealing your recipe, was wrong. Lindsey always taking advantage of your niceness to poach your bakery ideas isn’t right. The fact that I get all the worst stories even though I work twice as hard as anyone on that paper is wrong, too. I thought about it a lot today. I think the two of us need to toughen up.” His eyes sparkled as he watched me take it all in.

      Leaving the rolling pin on the counter, I put my hands up in defeat. “It’s a nice thought, Carter, but how do we do that?”

      He pulled in a long breath and that dimple reappeared. After a moment, he broke out in laughter. “I’ll admit that all that comes to mind right now is that scene from Grease where she wears that black cat suit.” Carter looked down at my frilly-sleeved pink blouse and I took in his smart blue button up.

      My body slumped forward. Great. We were both the exact same sort of clueless. This sounded like the blind leading the blind or more like the clueless leading the naive.

      “But!” Carter turned me toward him. “It’s a start. Maybe edgier clothing won’t make other people see us differently, but maybe it’ll change how we see ourselves; it’ll be a constant reminder.”

      I tipped my

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-section-fell-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image-3.jpg
&





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/heading-fell-flower-d-screen.png





OEBPS/images/image-1.jpg





OEBPS/images/erynmarie_thesweetnessofhoneypie_hr.jpg
2.
| \
| \
\
) |
/|
| |
g

Lo b ness

¢
ﬂo(%lﬁ?’ﬁ?‘

ERYN MARIE






OEBPS/images/image-2.jpg
&





