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  Fighting the Cinnamon Guy

  Topaz Hauyn






Cinnamon is made in hell. It should stay there. In Anneliese's opinion.




Anneliese returns from work. Heavy cotton bags in her hands. Fresh tomatoes and basil.

Half an hour later, her engagement breaks. Killed by cinnamon. Killed by a stranger in her kitchen.

Her most hated spice: Cinnamon. It turns her life upside down. Will she cope?










Half an hour before her engagement broke up, Anneliese returned home from work.


Heavy cotton bags hung from her lower arms. She bought tomatoes, basil and spaghetti. Grocery shopping on her way home was a detour, but to surprise her fiancé with home cooked dinner, she deemed it worth the extra time.

She just opened the front door. Still, standing at the entrance door to her home, she dropped all her plans for the evening.

Warmth engulfed her from within the hall. Warmth smelling badly of roasted peanuts and cinnamon.

Thick, warm - more on the verge to being hot - air, streaming all around her, filled her nose with the smell of homemade cinnamon flavored peanut butter cookies. The kind she loathed.

Anneliese stood frozen in the light brown door frame. She deemed it the gateway to hell awaiting her inside: Light brown peanut butter cookies that tasted of ugly cinnamon. Not that she had anything against cinnamon itself, just she hated it in her peanut butter cookies. No need to mix two recipes if one could bake delicious soft cinnamon rolls and juicy peanut butter cookies.

She shuddered at the thought of how ugly the mixture tasted on her tongue.

She was sure, if she looked closer at the door frame, she would see the round outlines of peanut butter cookies.

She felt her stomach roll, her throat closing, forcing her to struggle for breath. She withstood the urge to lean against the brown surface of the door frame. Her feet placed firmly on the floor.

The delicate scent of fresh tomatoes and basil she enjoyed an instant ago drowned in the stench of hot peanuts and cinnamon.

Anneliese tried to clean her thoughts. Her plans on cooking dinner as a surprise to say welcome home to Emil wouldn’t work.

He was home already.

Moreover, he obviously tried to upset and anger her.

She heard the clattering of the baking plate against the ceramic glass cooking top. Followed by the soft bump from closing the oven door. The smell of roasted peanuts, coming from the open kitchen door, increased more and more.

She shuddered, feeling a goose flesh rise on her back. Thinking about escape, she forced her feetF to stay put.

But she wasn’t one who ran from problems. Never had been. Otherwise, Emil wouldn’t be her fiancé.

Emil was always a guarantee for problems to Anneliese, like his special taste in cinnamon flavored peanut butter cookies or his expectations about how his socks had to be folded. Little nuisances she overlooked because she wished for a loving husband.

Emil was her love, for he shared her joy hiking, visiting historical museums as well as reading and discussing non-fiction books about historical research. No other man before him had so much in common with her.

Anneliese gulped.

She loved peanut butter cookies. Their creamy flavor in the middle mixed with their crispy outside was one of her favorites. She loved cinnamon. Preferably used extensively, combined with sugar in cinnamon rolls. Sweet, sticky, caramel flavor with cinnamon. Mhhm.

But never together.

Separated!

Emil knew this. She told him many times.

Literally each time he brought home some store-bought peanut butter cookies with cinnamon.

If she’d ever find the person who dared to mix cinnamon and peanut butter in one recipe she’d kill that person. The worst invention ever.

Anneliese and Emil had formed an agreement about those store-bought repulsiveness: He could buy those crap, when he ate it outside their home. She would bake him peanut butter cookies or cinnamon rolls regularly to enjoy at home.

Their agreement worked fine for over a year now. Why had he broken it?

Anneliese loved her cinnamon rolls with their sweet flavor and the little hint of a sharp edge thanks to the cinnamon generously added to them. Kneading the yeast dough, spreading spices all over, rolling and cutting them while the kitchen filled with sweet scents.

She often snacked on the dough or the unbaked rolls. She felt her mouth water at the thought.

She liked the peanut butter cookies and baked them regularly. Her secret ingredient was adding apple sauce to give them an extra bit of tasty, soft, caramel flavor inside. Contrasting their crispy outside.

Emil always praised her cookies, told her how much better they were than any others.

Anneliese relaxed a bit at the thought of Emil’s two favorite cookie recipes.

She loved them too.

All ingredients were at hand and in storage at home. Just for when one of them longed for them.

With this thought she returned to the obvious question at hand: Why would Emil, of all the things he could do returning from his two-week business trip, bake?

He never baked anything, let alone cookies.

“I’m home, darling”, called Anneliese, expecting Emil to come from the kitchen kissing her hello and taking her cotton bags with the groceries.

Nobody answered or came to her.

Anneliese stepped in the hall lit by the light coming from the open kitchen door.

She pressed the brown hard door closed behind her. Would his cakes be equally hard? Had he thought to add some apple sauce for a soft core?

She couldn’t help but think about it, despite her repulsion made her shudder from the smell of the hall.

Her steps clicked on the tiled floor. She pushed her shoes from her feet to the side of the hall. She walked on socks through the open kitchen door, breathing only through her open mouth to not have to reek the smells anymore.

Her right foot hovered in the air.

Should she put it forward or backward?

In front of Anneliese, with his back to her, stood with red hair, her white apron over his blue t-shirt and jeans, a baking plate lurking out on both sides of the body.

This was not Emil.

This was a stranger.

Anneliese felt the weight of her bags pulling at her arms. Could she use them as a weapon against the red-haired stranger? Where was her mobile phone?

She put her foot down in front, balancing her weight, ready to move into any direction.

“Who are you?”, asked Anneliese, angry about the stranger in her home.

The red-haired man looked over his shoulder, held her gaze with his green eyes for an instant. Then, he put down the baking plate on a cooling rack and turned.

Anneliese caught a glimpse of neatly beaded, round, light brown cookies filling the baking plate. She gulped.

She would open all windows to get rid of the stench of those cookies. Then, trash them. But first she’d get rid of this man, whoever he was.

“I’m Daniel. Emil offered me the kitchen, so I could bake cookies for him”, said Daniel with a huge smile.

“Why?”, asked Anneliese. She would gladly bake him some herself.

This story was absurd. Why would Emil ask someone else to bake for him? And why in their kitchen?

“He said something about not getting his favorite cookies at the store anymore”, said Daniel winking at her like it was a personal joke among the two of them.

He shrugged and walked to Anneliese.

“Would you mind stepping aside? The next baking plate is ready.” He pointed to the oven.

She stood next to it and glared down to the little window showing her cross brown cookies, yellow lit by the oven lamp. Let them burn, she thought. Yet, stepped aside.

Daniel opened the oven door.

The wet, hot heat hit Anneliese in the middle of her face. She dropped her bags. Their handles rubbed against her small, golden engagement ring on her ring finger.

She turned, ran for the bathroom to gather herself and avoid vomiting straight in the oven.

She refused to imagine how that would smell.

[image: sep] Anneliese was back at the kitchen door, her face wet from water she splashed on her skin.

This Daniel was still there!

She could remember Emil telling her something about cookies and the store’s changed product lineup, but she hadn’t listened carefully. For who cared about those crap heaps wrongly titled cookies?

Anneliese stared at the white cloth on their kitchen table that was now covered by all their cooling racks. Each of them filled with a brown bakery paper and rows and rows of stinking cookies.

“You’re finished. Take the stinking cookies and get the hell out of here”, ordered Anneliese pointing to the front door.

She felt the surprised stare of Daniel on her.

She ran past the cupboards and the table to the two windows.

She opened them wide and breathed the fresh air from outside. It was filled with crisp, cold evening air.

A welcome contrast to the heat at her back coming from the oven and the kitchen.

Sadly, the stench of peanuts mixed with cinnamon embraced her again.

Anneliese leaned out further to get some fresh air.

“I’m not finished, yet”, said Daniel’s voice at her ear.

Too near, too warm, too inviting to turn around and kiss this handsome man’s huge smile.

“I’ve to clean up and make sure you don’t fall out of the window.”

Anneliese jerked back, stumbled against his hard body behind her. He smelled like a cinnamon roll, too.

“You’re finished for sure. You've done enough. Get out. Now!”, said Anneliese narrowing her eyes.

She needed the distance.

“Where is Emil, by the way?” She tried to let her voice sound casually. But the nearness of this stranger made her think about screaming in a high-pitched voice for help. Or, she thought, leaning in and hug him for he looked wonderful with the white spots of flour in his red hair.

“Emil will be home”, she saw Daniel turn and look on the round clock hanging on the white wall next to the window, “within the next minutes.”

“You better leave then”, said Anneliese. She would deal with Emil herself. Alone.

A door was pushed close with a deep sound.

“Too late”, said Daniel and opende the kitchen door.

Great. Just great. Now she had to deal not only with the stinking cookies but also with Daniel and Emil both. She rubbed her temples. She had only wanted to have a peaceful evening together after two weeks of being alone, thanks to his business trip.

“Hello Daniel, nice to see you”, said Emil.

Anneliese stared at the blue pullover covering Daniel’s back. So, he had said the truth.

She felt her rage rise. She had learned to fold Emil’s socks the way he liked, said nothing to his crude taste about television shows, for she could read a book instead, but this was too much.

“Good evening Emil”, said Anneliese fighting for self-control. “I’d much preferred it, if you’d let me know about unexpected guests.”

She made her voice as cold as possible. Sadly the hot air didn’t cool from her words. But they cut through it, for Emil peeked around Daniel’s shoulders.

“Good evening, darling”, said Emil. His face was a wide smile. “I’ve just forgotten. I’m so sorry. You know how I am.” He smiled even more.

“I know. And I refuse to forgive you this time”, said Anneliese feeling her anger rise a notch.

This wasn’t a mere coincidence. This was done on purpose, ignoring what she liked. And suddenly many similar actions came to her mind. Events where she had given in. Each time.

A fresh breath of the air came from behind her, whirled through the kitchen and filled her nose with the stench roasted peanut butter and cinnamon again. Making her anger more vivid and her stomach act more like a living being with an own mind.

She pressed her hand on her belly, fighting her urge to throw up the remaining lunch. By now nobody would recognize the corn-fungi-sandwich anymore. It would be a
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