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Synopsis 

Book 2 in the Death by Cupcake series.   

Anna just wants to earn enough money on the side to buy into the bakery, Callie’s Cakes, where she works 
together with her best nerd pal, Callie. The last thing she expects to see when she walks into Arthur’s 
apartment to do some moonlighting is a blood bath. Callie’s ready to jump into the investigation of Arthur’s 
murder, and she’s bringing another bakery worker, Kristie, into their hijinks whether Kristie wants to or not. 
But things aren’t as they seem. There are gang affiliations, illegal gambling dens, and ladies of the night to 
wade through. Will Anna and Callie discover who murdered Arthur, or will Callie’s detective boyfriend and 
Anna’s self-appointed protector put a stop to such aspirations?  

Come join us at Callie’s Cakes, where murder investigations are on the menu, but make sure to bring your 
own baker, because Anna’s a bit preoccupied at the moment.  

Warning: This is NOT your mom’s cozy mystery. Bring Your Own Baker may be a ‘clean’ read, but if gangs, 
illegal gambling, and pimps make you turn your nose up at your e-reader, you might want to skip this one. 
Although you’ll be missing some sizzling chemistry between Anna and her protector. Not to mention a whole 
bunch of witty dialogue.   



Dedication 

To anyone who has fought for justice. This one’s for you.   
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Chapter 1 

Start with a teaspoon of terror 

I skip up the apartment stairs singing: “I’m off to see the Wizard, the Computer Wizard of Oz. 
You'll find he is a whiz of a Wiz! If ever a Wiz! There was.”  

I halt at Arthur’s door and shout, “Oh Mr. Computer Wiz, I’m here.”  I don’t bother waiting for an 
answer. When Sir-Geek-a-lot is working behind his computer, he can get mighty obsessive and forget that 
pesky things like other people exist in the world. I fiddle with my key for a few seconds before I notice the 
door is slightly ajar. I guess he somehow remembered that I was coming over this afternoon after all.  

Knocking, I push open the door and stop. I blink as fast I can before reaching up to rub my eyes. 
But it’s not a hallucination. The entire room is drenched in blood. Holy crumble cake! I rush to the lump of 
flesh laying in the center of the room. “ARTHUR!” I fall to my knees next to him. The face is unrecognizable 
– soaked in blood. Blood. There’s so much blood. Everywhere.  

♥♥♥ 

I find myself sitting in an interrogation room. At least that’s where I’m assuming I am. What else 
could this place be? The room is empty of decoration except for a large mirror that covers one wall. The 
only furniture is a scarred aluminum table and two chairs; one of which I’m occupying. I’m wearing a 
jumpsuit, which isn’t mine, and I have no idea how it got on me; let alone how I ended up here. I just 
remember walking into Arthur’s apartment and seeing the blood. So. Much. Blood. I close my eyes as the 
memories assail me.  

The door opens, but I don’t pay any attention to the person marching in. I’m trying to control my 
breathing and failing miserably. Someone pulls my chair away from the table before placing a gentle hand 
on my neck and pushing my head between my knees. “Breathe, just breathe. Deep breathes in. Slow 
exhales out. That’s it. You’ve got it. In.” He mimics a deep breath. “Out.” He noisily exhales.  

Gradually, I gain control of my body and sit back up. I crank my neck to look at the man above me 
and exhale in relief. “Ben.”  

He kneels in front of me and grabs my hands. “Are you okay?” he asks in a whisper.  

I nod, but it’s a lie. Of course, I’m not okay. I just found my friend covered in blood. “Is Arthur…” I 
gulp. “Is he…” I can’t finish the question.  

Ben’s eyes close and he shakes his head. Before I can respond, he continues, “Listen, I can’t talk 
to you about the case. They’re listening.” He nods to the mirror. “They saw you were freaking out and 
allowed me in here since we’re friends.”  

Ben is a police detective and the boyfriend of my best friend slash boss woman, Callie. We’ve 
known each other for more than a year as it took him that long to convince my girl to go out with him. Now 
they live together and he’s at the bakery Callie owns, Callie’s Cakes, nearly as much as I am, which is 
saying a lot since I’m the primary baker of the place.  

“I called Advocaat,” he continues. “He’ll be here soon.” He gives me a meaningful look. I’m sure 
he’s trying to communicate something to me, but I don’t speak silent-hot-detective and merely stare back 
at him. Finally, he sighs and gives up. “You know what to do.” He stands and squeezes my hands once 
more before releasing them and leaving the room.  

The door doesn’t even shut behind him before two people enter. Unfortunately, I know them. 
Detectives Duchamps and Smits are the brilliant homicide detectives who tried to pin a murder on Callie 



even though none of the evidence pointed in her direction. Everyone in the town was convinced of Callie’s 
innocence except for Dumb and Dumber. Oh yippee! It looks like they’re here to interrogate me.  

Duchamps sits in the chair across from me and sneers at me. “I’m sure you know why you’re here.”  

A light bulb suddenly appears. Now I know what Ben was trying to tell me. “I want a lawyer.”  

Smits snorts from his place leaning against the wall in the corner of the room. “Of course, you do.”  

Duchamps sighs and his look softens. “Look, we just need you to tell us what you saw.”  

I’m tempted to tell him everything. After all, I didn’t do anything wrong. But I don’t trust him any 
further than I can throw him. Since I’m barely five-feet tall and he’s probably five-feet-ten or so, that’s not 
far. I shake my head. “I want my lawyer.”  

The look on Duchamps’ face immediately turns sinister. “Look, Ms. Moore, you’re in a heap of 
trouble here. Help us out or it won’t look good for you.”  

You might not expect it of a woman with pink, spiky hair who may or may not resemble a pixie, but 
I am incredibly stubborn. Once my mind is made up about something, it’s nearly impossible to get me to 
change it. And my mind was made up about Duchamps and Smits two months ago when they accused 
Callie of murder. Not only is it impossible to imagine Callie killing anyone, let alone a pole dancing instructor 
she hardly knew, all the clues pointed away from Callie and yet Tweedledum and Tweedledee here were 
convinced Callie was the murderer. Like I’m going to trust them now? No, I don’t think so. I cross my arms 
over my nearly non-existent chest and stare at Duchamps.  

Luckily, the door opens before the detectives can respond to my not-so-subtle defiance. I turn and 
watch the defense attorney who saved Callie’s behind, Fred Advocaat, stroll in. He dazzles me with a smile 
before turning a grim look on the detectives. “If you don’t mind, I’d like a moment alone with my client.”  

Duchamps opens his mouth to argue, but Smits grabs his arm and escorts him out of the room. 
“You’ve got five minutes,” he says as he shuts the door.  

Advocaat grabs the chair Duchamps vacated and drags it around the table before sitting down next 
to me. “How are you doing?”  

“Okay,” I squeak, because my voice is killing me from all that screaming and shouting. He reaches 
forward and squeezes my hand.  

“Can you give me a quick rundown of what happened?” I nod and he pulls out a pad of legal paper 
and pen.  

“There’s not much to tell. When I arrived at Arthur’s house, the door was ajar. I opened it and walked 
in on…” My vision blurs and I’m back in the apartment. Blood everywhere.  

I rushed to the lump of flesh laying in the center of the room. “ARTHUR!” I fell to my knees next to 
him. The face was unrecognizable – soaked in blood. Blood. There was so much blood. It was literally 
everywhere.  

I wiped blood off of the face and Arthur’s unseeing eyes stared up at me. I dragged his upper body 
into my lap and cradled him. “HELP!” I started screaming. I don’t know how long I sat there cradling his 
body and crying for help. I screamed until I couldn’t scream anymore. Until my voice was raw and I could 
barely swallow. And still I screamed. “SOMEONE HELP ME!”  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Tweedledum_and_Tweedledee


I didn’t hear the sirens. I didn’t notice any neighbors. Nothing penetrated until someone tried to take 
Arthur out of my arms. “No! Don’t take him!” I struggled and fought against the invader.   

And then I was pulled roughly to my feet. I tried to reach out to Arthur, but my hands were wrenched 
behind my back. “Arthur,” I continued to shout as I was dragged kicking and screaming from the apartment 
building. The cold iron of steel slapped against my wrists as my hands were cuffed before I was shoved 
into the back of a police car. Sirens blared and tires screeched as the car took off.  

Advocaat squeezes my shoulder and shakes me. “Come back to me, Anna.” His voice is 
demanding, and I instinctively obey.  

“Arthur was laying on the floor.” I gulp. “Covered in blood. I don’t really remember what happened 
after that. I screamed for help and now I’m here.”  

My attorney makes a few notes before closing his notebook and placing it on the table in front of 
him. “You were dragged from the apartment. Your clothes were taken for evidentiary purposes.” 

I nod because, now that he mentions it, I do remember a female officer making me strip before she 
placed my clothes in a brown, paper bag and handed me the jumpsuit I’m now wearing.  

“Did anyone read you your rights?”  

I shake my head. “After, I, um…” I use a hand to indicate my body, “changed, they brought me 
here.”  

Advocaat nods and leans forward. “If you had anything to do with this, I need to know now.” 

I rear back. How could anyone possibly think I had anything to do with Arthur’s death? He might 
not have been Mr. Happy-Go-Lucky, but we’ve been friends since he helped me pass my Introduction to 
Data Programming class at college. I don’t even know why I was in that class. Although I can get around a 
computer as well as the next Millennial, programming is totally not my thing.  

“I had to ask,” my attorney mumbles as the door opens and Duchamps and Smits return. 

Duchamps carries a chair under his arm, which he places on the floor on the other side of the table, 
as Smits resumes his position leaning against the wall in the corner. “So,” Duchamps says after he’s sitting. 
“I assume Ms. Moore is ready to cooperate with our investigation.”  

Advocaat smirks at him. “Of course.” He turns and winks at me. “Can we get her a hot tea or 
something? Her voice is raw from screaming for help for her friend.”  

Smits snarls but leaves and returns less than a minute later with a plastic cup of hot water and a 
tea bag. I smile at him. He shakes his head in response and resumes his position against the wall. Too bad 
the man is an idiot and paired with the jerk who is Duchamps because the man is fine, mighty fine. His skin 
is the color of milk chocolate and he looks to be of African descent with high cheekbones and curly, black 
hair.  

I dunk my tea bag in the steaming water and take a grateful sip of the tea. The hot liquid soothes 
my throat. Everyone is silent as I take sip after sip. I finish the cup before anyone speaks again. As I set 
the empty plastic cup down, Duchamps tries again. “Can you tell us what happened this afternoon?”  

I look at my attorney and he nods in encouragement. “I told Arthur I’d be at his place at five. When 
I got there, the door was ajar. I pushed it open and I…” I swallow and try to steady myself. “I saw blood 
everywhere. Arthur was laying on the floor. Covered in blood. I ran to him and screamed for help. Then, the 
police showed up.”  



I don’t know what Duchamps and Smits were expecting me to say, but it’s clear as can be that 
they’re not happy with my explanation. “The door was ajar?” Duchamps scoffs. “That’s a lucky coincidence, 
isn’t it?”  

I shrug and start to answer, but Advocaat stands. “I think we’re done here,” he announces, before 
grabbing me by my elbow and pulling me out of the room. I follow him; relieved to be getting out of here 
until I see who’s waiting for me at the entrance to the police station. Callie. And by the looks of it, she’s 
been crying. Oh great.   



Chapter 2 

Mix in a dash of honesty 

I’m trying to somehow scooch past Callie, but she’s on me like white on rice before I even have the 
chance to push through the swingy half-door thingy separating the police officers from the general public. 
She winds around me tighter than cling wrap stretched over a tray of leftover muffins at the end of a bakery 
day.  

“Are you okay?” she manages to ask between sobs. Luckily, Ben arrives and detaches Callie before 
I even get a chance to try and answer that bomb disguised as a question.  

My defense attorney clears his throat behind me. “If there isn’t anything else, I’ll just be heading 
off.” He shakes Ben’s hand before quietly exiting the police station. I imagine there are some defense 
attorneys who get involved in their clients’ lives, but Advocaat is not one of them. If it doesn’t have anything 
directly to do with the case, he doesn’t want to know about it. Unless it involves free cupcakes. The middle-
aged attorney is absolutely addicted to my buttercream frosting.  

Ben grabs my hand. “Come on, we’ll take you home.” Holding Callie with one hand and me with 
the other, he walks us to his car.   

Somehow we manage to make it back to my apartment without Callie sobbing or Ben interrogating 
me. The minute we enter the apartment, Ben sits Callie on the sofa and stands by the door with his arms 
crossed over his chest and I realize they were merely waiting until I was home to begin with the questions. 
Yippy Skippy. 

I hold up my hand. “Before you start the inquisition, let me check on my roommate. I don’t want her 
to hear everything.” I get along with my roommate, but we aren’t exactly friends. With our opposing work 
schedules, my roommate thinks I start work in the middle of the night just when ‘normal’ people should be 
heading to bed, we don’t see each other much and haven’t had the chance to get closer despite our living 
situation. 

I walk into the hallway and head towards Janna’s room. “Hey roomie! You home?” No answer. I 
knock on her door. It’s too early for her to be in bed. If it wasn’t a Monday night, I’d assume she was out. 
She dates a lot. And dating is totally a euphemism for picking up strange men. I push the door open to find 
her bedroom looks like a tornado passed through. Crazy caramel chews. What happened here? Janna is 
usually a neat freak, which normally drives me bananas, but this is anything but normal.  

I turn around to get Ben but he’s already standing behind me. “What’s going on?” he asks as his 
eyes peruse the room.  

I shrug. “I don’t know.”  

“She usually this messy?” He doesn’t wait for an answer before walking into the room; his detective 
eyes taking in all the details. He stops at the dresser and reaches forward, grabbing a piece of paper. He 
reads it before handing it to me.  

I can’t live with a murderer. I’ll be by to pick up my stuff when you’re at work. 

Sweet sugar cookies! She thinks I’m a murderer! Yeah, we weren’t close but to just assume I’m a 
killer? What a fudging traitor! I crumple the piece of paper in my hand and throw it on her floor. I don’t need 
this sodding problem on top of everything else. I stomp off to the living room and collapse on the sofa next 
to Callie.  



“What?” She doesn’t bother saying more. The stomping probably gave away that something else 
is wrong.  

“That fudging traitor, Janna, took off. She doesn’t want to live with a murderer,” I say in a high-
pitched whiny voice that sounds nothing like Janna, but I pretend does. 

Callie grabs my hand and squeezes. “I never liked her. She doesn’t deserve to be your friend.”  

I snort. What is there to say to that? Ben comes back into the room and drops into the armchair on 
Callie’s side of the sofa. Under his big frame, the pink, frilly armchair now looks like a miniature chair from 
Barbie’s dream house. I’d laugh, but I’m pretty sure any laughter I conjure up now is going to turn hysterical 
real quick. I take a deep breath, close my eyes, and lean my head against the back of the sofa. What a 
sugar-soaked mess!  

“I’m sorry about your friend,” Callie says in a quiet voice.  

I open my eyes and turn to her. I try to smile but give up when it’s actually painful to even make the 
effort. “Thanks.” 

“You want to talk about it?” 

I shake my head, but my mouth opens of its own accord. “It sucks. But what is there to say? I’ll 
miss him, of course.” I shrug. “And I’ll really miss the money,” I mumble to myself. 

“The money?”  

Oh drat. She wasn’t supposed to hear that. I don’t want Callie to find out about my extracurricular 
activities, but I’m too tired to fend off her questions or come up with a lie. And really, what does it matter 
now anyway? “I was helping Arthur with his finances for some extra money.”  

“Do you need money? Are you okay?” Panic flashes in Callie’s eyes. She pays me well as the 
primary baker for Callie’s Cakes, and she knows I don’t have any debt. I’m so stupid. Of course, she thinks 
there’s something wrong. 

“Everything’s fine.” I take a deep breath before confessing. “I’m trying to get together enough cash 
to buy into the bakery.” 

“But why?” Callie’s voice is indignant. “I told you I’d give you half the bakery. You deserve it.”  

“I don’t want your charity. I want to earn it.” 

She rolls her eyes at me. “I totally understand that. We could have worked out some share purchase 
scheme or loan. Or something. But I thought you didn’t want half of the bakery. I’ve offered enough times.” 
She shrugs. “I wish you would have told me so we could have figured something out.”  

She’s right. I should have come to her, but I’m not used to asking for help. “I’m sorry. I should have 
said something.”  

Callie smiles at me and – to my relief – moves on. “So you were working for Arthur?” She scrunches 
her nose in distaste. She knows how much I hate doing finances even though I have a degree in accounting 
from the local university where Callie teaches. My parents were only willing to pay for my education if I 
majored in something ‘useful’. I studied accounting as it was approved by my parents and I’m good with 
numbers. I did just enough coursework to pass and spent all my spare time taking baking courses and 
working at the bakery.  



I shrug. “It was really good money. Arthur paid me under the table.” I look at Ben to make sure I 
didn’t trigger his police reflexes. Sure enough, he leans forward and steadies his gaze on me.  

“Do you know anything about his business that would get him killed?”  

I shake my head. “I only invoiced his clients, made sure they paid, and put his business finances 
into order.” I shrug. “I mean; I know he’s a hacker, but I don’t know anything specific about his clients except 
for their invoice addresses.”  

Ben nods. “That doesn’t sound like anything the police won’t figure out on their own.” Which is a 
good thing because I’m not going back to the station. Knowing Ben, though, he’d insist I contact the 
detectives with any information which might be useful.  

The big detective leans forward and stares at me before all of a sudden demanding in a steel voice, 
“You’re not going off half-cocked looking for the killer.”  

I shake my head vigorously. “Of course not.” It was one thing to try and find the person who 
murdered our pole dancing instructor when Callie was on the hook for the murder and her job was on the 
line. It’s another thing to go asking for trouble from someone who hacked my friend to death. So much 
blood. I shiver.  

Callie puts her arm around my shoulders and hugs me tight. “Good. I was worried you’d want to 
pretend you’re Henri Poirot or something.” 

I shrug. “I can’t speak French, so….”  

“You want me to stay with you tonight?” Callie asks after a few minutes of silence. 

I can’t deny that I don’t really want to be alone right now, but it’s already after 11 p.m. and someone’s 
going to need to start baking in less than five hours. “That’s okay.” I shake my head. “It’s late and I have to 
get up early anyway.”  

“Um no, you don’t.” Callie stands. “I’ll take care of the baking tomorrow.” Although Callie is a total 
nerd, complete with PhD and everything, I’ve taught her enough for her to handle the baking for Callie’s 
Cakes on occasion. And if ever there was an occasion to take a morning off, I’m pretty sure it would be 
finding a friend’s bloody body and then being hauled to the police station by Laurel and Hardy.   



Chapter 3 

Stir in some friendship 

“What in the name of the Goddess of Cupcakes is going on here?” I shut my eyes, turn around, 
and for good measure, put my hand in front of my closed eyes as well. You can never be safe enough when 
you’ve just seen your best friend getting her ta-tas licked free of frosting by her boyfriend.  

“I didn’t think you were coming in today,” Callie says to the accompaniment of clothes rustling. Ben 
just chuckles even though I’m pretty sure I hear him zip up his fly. I love Ben to death. He is the sweetest, 
kindest man to ever walk through the café door. Not to mention patient. That man waited over a year to 
make Callie his. He never complained, never got frustrated, just carried on. And he is super-hot. But he’s 
my girl’s man, I can’t be catching sight of his man parts.  

“It’s safe now.” Ben taps me on the shoulder as he walks out the back door of the bakery.  

“Where are you going?” Callie shouts at him. 

He turns around and winks at her. “I think it’s safer for everyone involved if I head on back upstairs.” 
He shuts the door behind him, but it doesn’t muffle his chuckles.  

“That man!” Callie stomps her foot and I can’t help but laugh. Ben obviously started something 
that’s not going to get finished any time soon. “What are you doing here anyway? I thought you were talking 
the day off.”  

I sigh. “I got a text from Janna. She wants to pick up her things today. She said – and I quote – 
‘make sure you’re gone’.”  

“What a fat cow,” Callie snarls. “I still can’t believe she thinks you had anything to do with Arthur’s 
death.”  

“Actually, she doesn’t care if I’m the killer or not. She said she doesn’t want to ‘associate’ with 
anyone who has friends who are violently murdered. I’m obviously up to no good.”  

I roll my eyes at the idea I could possibly be up to no good, but Callie laughs. “You’re always up to 
no good.”     

I ignore her and survey the kitchen. It’s a mess. Obviously, Callie and Ben were too busy to actually 
get the morning’s baking done. Good thing I showed up when I did. I shiver. Um no, five minutes earlier 
would have been better. Although five minutes later would have been a complete frosting disaster.  

“You’re helping clean this smurfing mess up,” I demand of Callie before grabbing a cloth to start 
cleaning things up. She giggles and starts grabbing pans and throwing them in the giant sink to rinse.  

Between Callie and I, we manage to get the morning’s baking done. I don’t even want to think about 
what kind of baked goodies would have been on offer had I not shown up when I did. Unless Ben 
spontaneously developed the baking gene, the commuters and college students would have been out of 
luck.  

I’m filling a tray with dark chocolate whiskey cupcakes with ganache filling and buttercream frosting 
when the swinging door between the café and the kitchen flies open and Kristie comes rushing through. 
She grabs me, pulling me away from the tray, before engulfing me in a bear hug. Although Kristie isn’t a 
giant or anything, her five-feet-seven-inch height towers over my not-quite-five-feet. 



I start to squirm and she releases me. “Are you okay? I’m so sorry about your friend. How stupid 
are the police anyway? Haven’t they learned not to mess with you and Callie?”  

I stare at her and wait for her to run out of questions or breathe – whichever comes first. Kristie has 
been working part-time at the bakery since her freshman year at college and in that time, we’ve become 
good friends even though I’m kind of her boss. You wouldn’t guess we were friends if you saw us together. 
While I’m a ‘tiny’ thing with pink, spiky hair, Kristie is the perfect girl next door – the one every quarterback 
wants to date in high school. She has blonde hair that falls down her back in waves, and naturally, she has 
the matching baby blue eyes as well. She’s got the body to partner with that theoretical quarterback as well: 
toned and fit with just enough curves to catch your eye. Even though it’s already mid-October, her skin still 
looks sun-kissed. I’d probably hate her on principle if she wasn’t so darn nice.   

“I don’t believe they really think I had anything to do with the murder but since I was the one who 
found Arthur’s body…” I gulp and take deep breaths. All. That. Blood.  

“I’m so sorry about Arthur. What can I do for you? Do you want me to finish this up so you can take 
the day off? Or are you looking for a distraction? We can hit up a movie or something later.”  

She’s sweet, but I really need to just get back to normal right now. I shake my head. “I’m fine. Work 
is a great distraction.” 

“Okay then! I’ll be here all day if you need me.”  

Desperate to change the topic of conversation, I latch onto her being at the bakery all day and ask. 
“You think you’ll still be able to put in hours here now that you’re a grad student?” Kristie graduated in May 
with a degree in social work and now she’s working on her master’s at the university.  

She shrugs. “I don’t really have much choice, do I?” Nope, she doesn’t, but I’m not responding to 
that loaded question. Kristie’s dad stopped paying for her education when she decided she wasn’t going to 
become a doctor like him. Even if she had gone into medicine, Kristie claims that her dad still would have 
cut her off unless she specialized in plastic surgery like him. Besides having no desire to spend her twenties 
going to school and then doing internships, Kristie is more socially orientated. Thus, the degree in social 
work.  

“You doing okay?” Kristie is always struggling for money. I thought I was a hard worker and then I 
met her. She goes to school full-time, works nearly full-time between her two jobs, and somehow still 
manages to pull off grades good enough to get her an academic scholarship.  

 “It’s only money.” Kristie waves my concerns away. “You sure you’re okay?” I nod. “Okay, I’ve got 
to open up.” She smiles before turning away and flouncing back to the café. 

The lunch crowd has come and gone when Callie taps me on my shoulder. I startle. “What?” I ask 
as I pick my head up from the counter. How did my head get there?  

“You fell asleep. You should go home.” I start to argue. Callie merely crosses her arms over her 
chest and stares me down. When I yawn, I realize I’ve lost this round.  

“Fine,” I say in my best snotty teenage voice.  

Callie shakes her head and rolls her eyes. “Get out of here.” She demands and shoves my bag into 
my chest.  

I’d argue, but my mouth is too busy yawning. I hope I manage to bike the five minutes to my 
apartment without falling asleep. Road rash sucks.   



Chapter 4 

Spoon in a heap of intruder 

I managed to nap for a few hours, but now I’m wide awake and full of nervous energy. There’s only 
one thing to do. I start pulling everything I need to bake some banana nut muffins from my cupboards. I 
always have bananas on hand. Mostly blackened bananas because I never get around to eating anything 
healthy with the plethora of unhealthy junk readily available. Good thing black bananas are perfect for 
baking.  

I’m still in my pajamas so I throw my Queen of the Cupcake apron on before starting to mix the 
ingredients together. It doesn’t take long to get the batter made and poured into the muffin tray. I clean the 
kitchen while drinking a glass of wine as the muffins bake. I need to think about finding a new roommate 
and check into the funeral for Arthur. I should probably send his family some flowers or something. But I’m 
ignoring all that for today. I may ignore everything tomorrow as well. How long do you get a pass on social 
niceties after having found a friend brutally murdered? Shiver. All. That. Blood. 

The oven alarm buzzes bringing me out of my brutal visions. I peek through the glass door. Perfect. 
I grab an oven mitt and pull the tray out and set it on the counter. Creak. My head turns toward the noise. I 
should be alone since Janna moved out and Callie wouldn’t just walk in without knocking. But I’m sure I 
heard a creak. Or maybe I’m going a bit crazy. 

No one will ever accuse me of being a scaredy-cat. I peek around the wall separating the kitchen 
from the dining slash living room area. My eyes take a moment to adjust. The sun has set since I started 
baking and none of the lights in the house are on besides in the kitchen. I think I see something move and 
blink a few times to focus.  

Flaming Whiskey! There’s someone in my house. My right arm reaches out and I blindly grab for a 
weapon. Figures, my knives are on the other side of the kitchen. My hand meets empty counter space. I 
stretch to reach further. Finally, my fingers curl around something soft. Soft is better than nothing. I grab 
the item and move into the living area as the shadow of a person creeps to the hallway.  

“Hey!” I yell. The person turns its head and I nearly pee my pants. Sweet molasses! That is one 
creepy looking man. His face is completely obscured by a full beard and not a groomed beard favored by 
the metrosexual undergraduates that looks kind of hot. Oh no, his beard is scraggly and only one notch 
above an al Qaeda terrorist. There’s also a flash of metal from his eyebrows and nose. His arms and neck 
are completely covered in tattoos. This is not one of those hot-bad-boys whom women are always thinking 
they can reform. This is just one scary dude.  

Creepy dude stalks towards me. As he moves closer, I can see him more clearly and, unfortunately, 
he’s even more frightening in the light. I grasp the weapon in my hand and throw it with all my might at him. 
The weapon makes a ‘tee-hee’ sound as it hits his stomach.  

“Did you just throw a Pillsbury dough boy at me?” His voice carries a hint of humor. The Pillsbury 
dough boy was probably not the best item to grab from the kitchen to use as a weapon. Obviously, I’m 
totally losing it.  

I inch backward into the kitchen searching for a more appropriate weapon. Dag nab it! The knives 
are way over on the other side. I have no choice. Without taking my eyes of the man, I grab a perfectly 
formed and probably fricking delicious muffin from the tin and throw it at the intruder. It seems my fastball 
needs some work as he just catches the muffin as if I merely lobbed it in his direction. He smiles and, not 
bothering with the paper liner, takes a huge bite. 

“Mmmm…,” he groans around a mouthful. “This is really good.”  



“Seriously?” I throw my arms in the air before planting my hands on my hips. “If you want my muffins, 
just come to the bakery. You don’t have to break in.” Uh oh, I nearly forgot that he broke in. I start backing 
up again, getting ever closer to those knives.  

The man’s eyes narrow as he notices me shuffling my way towards the potential weapons. He 
stalks me and, when he’s only an arm’s length away, reaches around me and grabs the knife block. He 
keeps his eyes steady on me as he places the block on top of the refrigerator. Somewhere I can only reach 
if I get out my step ladder.  

“Who are you? And what are you doing here?” I may be terrified and my voice may stutter a bit, but 
I’m not backing down. Not. One. Bit. 

“You’re a feisty little thing, aren’t you?”  

“Who you calling little?” Apparently, I have no regard for my safety at all as I’m now goading an 
intruder.  

The man chuckles. His smile shows a perfect set of teeth. Huh, not exactly what I expected from 
Mr. Piercings and Tattoos. “For a pink-haired pixie, you sure aren’t afraid, are you?”  

I cross my arms over my chest. “What are you doing here?”  

His face closes down. “You worked for Arthur Wright?”  

He’s here about the murder! What if he’s here to kill me as well? Weapon. I need a weapon. My 
knives are now out of reach, but a frying pan on the head will do some damage, although I probably can’t 
reach his head. The groin then. I’ll have to go for a shot to his baby maker. With what? My hands are tiny 
and will probably only excite him. Muffin pan? No. Muffin? That’s a definite no. I start scanning the kitchen 
for any other possible weapons.  

I yelp when the man grabs my upper arm and starts shaking me. “Hey, calm down. I’m not here to 
hurt you.”  

I snort. Yeah, probably not the best reaction in this situation. At least I didn’t roll my eyes. “Because 
you would tell me if you were here to hurt me?” I should really learn to keep my mouth shut at some point.  

The man actually sighs and releases my arm. He places his hands in the air palms out as if I’ve got 
a gun pointed at him. “I’m just trying to figure out what happened to Arthur.”  

“Really? Why?” I stare at him. “The police are looking into the murder.” He shakes his head, 
obviously not planning on answering me. “Who are you anyway?”  

“Logan,” he grunts his answer. And then I see it – the neck tattoo. Angel wings curve around his 
neck, one wing spanning each side of his neck to meet at his Adam’s apple. I don’t need to look at the back 
of his neck to see the fallen angel on his knee, head bowed. As if neck tattoos weren’t creepy enough, 
rumor has it that the fallen angel neck tattoo denotes a member of the local gang – the Angel Band. 

I back up. “I think you should leave.” My eyes are pinned to that neck tattoo.  

Logan growls. “I said I wouldn’t hurt you.”  

“That neck tat says otherwise.” My voice sounds weak. I may not be a scaredy-cat, but I’m not 
dumb. The Angel Band will kill anyone and anything in their way. I don’t know how I got on their radar, but 
I want off it – now! 



Logan tries again. “I don’t hurt women.” 

I snort before I can stop myself. “Yeah, right. Seriously, can you just leave right now? You can have 
anything you want. I don’t have much cash, but my purse is hanging in the hallway. Take whatever you 
want.”  

“I’m not a thief.” I don’t know about that. Rumor has it that the Angel Band aren’t just drug dealers. 
They’re into all kinds of nefarious activities.  

I try my best to smile. “Sure, you’re not. But feel free anyway.”  

“I need you to ask some questions.” His voice his hard and demanding.  

“Sure, sure, what do you want to know?” I’m holding on by a thread here.  

“Did you work with Arthur Wright?”  

“Kind of. I’m a baker, but I’m trying to earn money on the side.” I stop. He doesn’t want or need to 
know this part. “Anyway, I’ve been doing Arthur’s finances. You know – bills and stuff.”  

“Is there any record of you working for him?” 

I wrinkle my nose at him. “You mean like employment records or something?” He nods. “No, I 
worked under the table.”  

“Did anyone know you were working with him?” 

I shake my head. “No, I didn’t even tell my friends. Oh wait, they do know now. Since I found Arthur’s 
body and all.”  

“Did you tell the police?” I shake my head. “Your defense attorney?” I shake my head again and try 
not to think about how this man can possibly know I have a defense attorney. “How did you know Arthur? 
Were you friends?” 

“Yeah, we went to college together.” 

Logan nods. “Okay, here’s how it’s going to go. You were just stopping by to see him as a friend. 
You weren’t working for him. You have no idea what kind of work he does.” He stares into my eyes until I 
bob my head in confirmation. He grabs the pen dangling from the mini white board on my refrigerator before 
walking towards me and grabbing my wrist. He writes a number on my hand before throwing the pen on 
the counter.  

“Memorize that number and then wash it off your hand. If you’re in danger, call it and leave a 
message.”  

He turns and walks to the door. “That’s it?” I call after him because apparently I have a thing for 
danger now.  

“I was never here.” He winks and leaves, closing the door so softly behind him that I don’t hear a 
thing even though I’m staring right at the door. 

 

Interested? Grab the complete book on Amazon 

https://www.amazon.com/Bring-Your-Baker-Death-Cupcake-ebook/dp/B01FJVGWXI?ie=UTF8&keywords=d.e.%20haggerty&qid=1463315568&ref_=sr_1_5&sr=8-5
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