
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Baker from Downtown
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Chapter 1: The Smell of Morning
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The city was still waking up when Eli opened the bakery. The air outside was crisp, filled with the sound of buses sighing at stoplights and the distant hum of early traffic. Inside, however, everything was soft and golden—the scent of butter and yeast rising with the first light of dawn.

He moved easily around the kitchen, his motions practiced and sure. Flour dusted his apron, streaked his arms, even found its way to his hair, but he didn’t mind. Baking was his peace, his way of making sense of the world.

The sign outside read Morning Crumbs—a name he had chosen with a quiet smile two years ago, when he’d opened the bakery after saving every dollar from his catering job. For Eli, this shop was more than work. It was proof that he had built something entirely his own.

As he pulled the first batch of croissants from the oven, the smell filled the shop, rich and buttery. He loved that moment—the soft crackle of pastry layers, the shimmer of heat in the air. It made him feel grounded, safe in his skin.

He still remembered how far he’d come to feel that way. The years of hiding, the long road toward living as himself, the fear and freedom that came when he finally said his name aloud—Eli. It had taken time to grow into it, but now, in this small corner of downtown, he belonged.

The bell above the door chimed, and Eli looked up. The first customer of the morning wasn’t a regular. She was standing just inside the door, hesitant, brushing snow from her coat. Her dark hair was pulled into a loose bun, her cheeks pink from the cold.

“Sorry,” she said, smiling shyly. “I didn’t realize you opened so early.”

Eli wiped his hands on his apron. “You’re just in time. First batch’s out of the oven. What’ll it be?”

She approached the counter, her eyes lighting up as she looked over the display. “Everything smells amazing,” she said. “I think... a croissant, and maybe one of those cinnamon rolls?”

“Good choice,” he said, wrapping them carefully. “Coffee?”

“Definitely.”

As he poured her cup, he felt her gaze linger—curious, kind, unguarded. When he handed over the cup, their fingers brushed, and for a heartbeat, the world stilled.

“I’m Maya,” she said, taking a sip. “I just moved into the neighborhood.”

“Eli,” he replied. “Welcome to downtown.”

Her smile was warm, open. “Thanks. It already feels like home.”

When she left a few minutes later, the bell chimed again, and the bakery fell quiet. Eli stood by the counter, watching the snow swirl outside, and felt something gentle stir inside him—something unfamiliar but not unwelcome.

It had been a long time since anyone had made him feel that way, like there might still be space in his heart for new beginnings.

He turned back to his workbench, dusted with flour and sunlight, and smiled to himself.

Sometimes love started quietly—like the smell of morning bread, rising slow and steady, until the whole world seemed touched by its warmth.
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Chapter 2: Small Talk and Cinnamon
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The next morning, Eli arrived at the bakery before sunrise. Snow still dusted the streets, and the city hummed faintly in the distance — muffled and half-awake. He loved those hours when everything felt still, as if the world paused just long enough for him to breathe.

He was kneading dough when the bell over the door jingled again — too early for customers, he thought. He looked up and froze.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
he Baker from

f/' / Downtown
l/ /
JN| ole Freeman






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





