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ONE

“Listen,” she said, turning around to face him. “I don't like having a male roommate. I think you will
agree that getting shacked up with a woman you don't know isn't your idea of a good time.”

Raif did not agree with her. He had had twelve roommates over the past five years and the clean,
sensible, beautiful woman in front of him had nothing in common with any of them. He was not at all
opposed to having her as a roommate. Her name was Wyntessa, which was not at all normal. Most of
the time he heard her called Wyn, sometimes Wynny, though the two ys rubbed him the wrong way.
In any case, she was spectacularly pretty with gray eyes, twisted cedar hair, and a kitchen that had no
dirty dishes in the sink. He kept involuntarily glancing in the kitchen. She had fresh-cut flowers in a
vase and a scented candle burning in the center of the dining room table.

Wyn kept talking like Raif had agreed that the situation was bleak. “It's unfair to you and it's unfair
to me.”

She was referring to what happened to her roommate and his roommate. Two women had moved
into apartment number 201 on the first of September (that had been Wyn and Muriel). Two men had
moved into apartment 202 on the first of September (that had been Raif and Trevor). By the
twenty-first of September, woman number two, Muriel, and man number two, Trevor, had fallen
deeply in love. They decided they wanted to move in together and since the ladies’ apartment had
two bedrooms and the fellers’ apartment had one, they came to a simple solution where no one had
to be overly inconvenienced and Trevor and Muriel could start playing house immediately. All they
had to do was trade Raif for Muriel and all would be well.

Except all was not well as Raif was staring down a very angry Wyn, who did not want to room with
a man.

Raif started talking slowly and quietly so he wouldn’t scare her or turn her fury toward him. “I'm
very clean,” he began. “I'm not loud, and I don't have parties. I may stay out late, but you don't have
to keep tabs on me. I'll be sensitive and not hang out in the common rooms if you have company.”

Wyn pouted beautifully. “You are not the problem. Though us rooming together is obviously what
we have to do, I will find you a new place to live and get new roommates for both of us. If all goes
well, you won't have to live here longer than a week.”

“If you don't want me here, I can find my own place. I don’t need your help,” Raif argued.
“No. I know Trev was a pretty good roommate. I mean, if he was trash, Muriel wouldn't be at Ikea

buying lamp shades with him, now would she? I can't make you so desperate for a new place to live
that you move in with just anyone. We have to find someone of quality. And I'll help, at least.”

Raif nodded. He motioned that he wished to move past her to the bedroom behind her. She
swished a hand in assent and let him enter Muriel's freshly emptied room.

He looked around the bare room and noticed where the power outlets were, what kind of light
bulb was in the overhead light fixture, and how many holes there were in the drywall. He opened the
closet door and looked inside.

Wyn leaned against the door frame, her arms crossed protectively, and trembled slightly.
“I'm harmless, I assure you,” Raif said as he closed the closet door. “Nothing funny is going to

happen, and hey, maybe having me around will be fun.”
“What could be fun?”
“Oh, I don't know. Say you're on a date and end up not liking the guy. At the front door, you tell him

off, but he’s not listening. You open the door and he ducks under your arm, only to run into me
watching TV. You come in and ask me what I'm doing here when we broke up all those months ago. I



say I couldn't stop thinking about you. You appear to gush. Boyo leaves, annoyed and humiliated. You
and I smack a high five.”

Wyn cupped both hands under her face. “That's quite the imagination you have. Never once in my
life has a man 'ducked under my arm' or done something I've asked him not to do.”

Raif scanned the beautiful, yet severe, line of her lips. She had to be telling the truth. As alluring as
she was, she was also completely terrifying, and yeah, he bet none of her dates disobeyed her if they
wanted a second date. Over her shoulder, he could see the clean sink. For more than one reason, all
of her dates would want a second one.

He sighed. “I'll find a way to be useful to you. I'm handy and well organized. I'm good at carrying
very full laundry baskets, and grocery bags.”

“Please stop,” she groaned. “I need some alone time.” She rounded the corner and vanished into
her bedroom.

While she was having her 'alone time' Raif brought over his things. Trevor helped him move his bed
frame, mattress, computer desk, and drawers full of his clothes. Normally, they would have talked,
and they did, right up until the moment they entered Wyn's apartment. Raif put a finger to his lips
and Trevor nodded. Upsetting Wyntessa by making a racket would not help anything.

After everything was arranged in Raif's room, he came out to find Wyn sitting at the kitchen table.
She was cutting strips of colored paper, scribbling on them, and then rolling them around a pencil.
When the paper was tightly rolled, she tied the tiny scroll with a string and pulled out the pencil.

“Are you having a good time?” he asked, pulling up a chair. “Want my help?”
“No!” she said, covering up her work with her hands, and grasping at an unbroken sheet of paper.
“Okay. I won't intrude, but we need to talk about how we're going to split some things.”
“Like what?” she barked.
“The fridge.”
She frowned and looked downcast.
“You don't even want to share a fridge with me?” he asked patiently.
It obviously took considerable effort for her to say her next words. “I suppose we could just split it

down the middle.”
“Wait,” Raif said. “Why does this seem like a brand new idea to you? You're what? Twenty-one?

This can't be your first time having a roommate.”
“Of course, it's not. I just usually did all the shopping and all the cooking and my roommate would

clean up after.”
“So, Muriel is the one who cleaned the sink?” Raif asked with bated breath.
“No. I cleaned the sink.”
He let out a sigh of relief.
“She's been out dating Trevor every night since we got here. I have been cooking for myself and

cleaning my own sink. I kind of got used to doing everything myself. I suppose I see why we need to
come to a temporary arrangement about splitting things.”

“Halving the fridge is fine with me.”
“And you'll wash the dishes you dirty?” Wyn asked suspiciously.
“Yes.”
“And you'll pay half the utility bills?”
“Naturally.”
She picked up her pencil with an air of finality. “Then I guess there's nothing else for us to talk

about.”
Raif got up and started for his bedroom when suddenly Wyn said, “Before you go, will you pull that



jar down from the cupboard for me?”
Tall as he was, he didn’t question her, and obediently looked above the cupboard. “There are a lot

of jars up here. Which one do you want?”
“The biggest one,” she said casually.
“The biggest one it is,” he mouthed as he easily hefted it and sat it down on the table next to her.
“Thanks,” she said, though it seemed like it somehow hurt her to say it.
“It was the least I could do,” he said because it actually was the least he could do.



TWO

In the morning, Raif got up as the sun was rising. He had a shower and made his way to the
kitchen. He was only planning on getting a drink of water, as he didn't own anything more than
condiments in the fridge. He planned to get a bite in one of the food courts between classes and go
grocery shopping after school. He was about to leave when he saw a little meal set out on the table
covered by adorable glass domes. His initial response was that the meal had nothing to do with him,
but he was curious. Did Wyn always set out her breakfast the night before? However, on closer
examination, the breakfast was for him. There was an envelope on the table in front of the dome
covering a cinnamon bun. He opened the envelope. It was filled with confetti and a crisp piece of
stationary.

Dear Raif,

I'm only calling you 'dear' because that is how a proper letter ought to begin. You get confetti
because none of this is your fault.

I need to explain why I don't want you to live with me. I have an older brother. When he was in
college he moved in with a girl, thinking that it wouldn't be different than having any other
roommate. He was wrong. He ended up marrying her. However, they are all wrong for each other.
They have nothing in common and being in the same room as them is a punishment for all involved.
They yell, disagree, fight, refuse to talk to each other and the time spent with them is nightmarish.

Proximity is not love.
I don't want to repeat their mistake, but since we have both been landed in this situation, we have

to make the most of it.
I have thought of a system to help avoid us relying on each other emotionally, or even becoming

friends. We will cooperate, which is all I want. If you want to talk to me in person, you will need to take
a paper out of this jar and do what it says. If you can't do the task, you can email me. I want to
pretend we’re miles away from each other under different stars.

Sincerely,
Wyn

P.S. I'm giving you my email address.

P.P.S. Enjoy breakfast. Welcome home.

Raif folded up the paper and thought about the contents of it for twenty seconds before he stuffed
the bun in his mouth, left the rest of the food on the table (there was cut melon and a carton of apple
juice), and departed.

On his way to school, he thought about what Wyn wrote. She said she was afraid to fall in love with
him and it wasn’t personal? Horsefeathers! It was personal. It couldn’t be anything but personal.

When he was younger, girls falling for him was an almost daily occurrence. The frequency had
ebbed as he’d aged, partly because he had less interest in chasing random girls and partly because he
kept his flirting at such a low level, it didn’t arouse expectations.

He kicked upturns in the pavement as he walked. He wished he’d brought her note along with him
so he could read it again and find hints to the truth. She didn’t want to talk to him. What had he done



to make her not want to talk to him? He’d done something. Sometime in the past, he’d done
something to anger her. If only he could figure out what.

In class, he couldn’t focus on the lecture. Raif gazed out the window, thinking about what he
looked like and wondering if Wyn found him attractive. He was ordinary with an average build,
average face, average money, average all over, except for maybe one thing. He had a good nose. He'd
been told repeatedly by girls that the cartilage in his nose was where it was at. Dark hair, hazel eyes,
and excellent nose cartilage. But that couldn't be enough to win over Wyntessa.

He always thought his ability to win over girls came from his charm. He was a man who wasn’t
afraid to say whatever needed to be said, do whatever needed to be done to get a girl to like him, and
when he was a teenager, it had been easy to give the girls what they wanted.

He’d given his attention to every girl who wanted it. Needless to say, he had had exactly as many
flirtationships blow up in his face as he deserved, but he was certain he hadn’t done or said anything
out of line when dealing with Wyn. He had been perfect. He had been better than perfect.

Grown women were another matter. Grown women wanted to be mysterious. They wanted
physical proof that there was some cosmic connection between them. So, they didn’t say what they
wanted. They wanted him to guess, figure it out, have the same goals, and want the same things.

Once he had been on a date where she wanted him to choose a dessert for her. If he chose the
thing she wanted, he’d get a second date. If he chose wrong, he could never take her out again.

He chose wrong… but not because he meant to. There had been eight items on the menu, thus
only a 12.5% chance of success. It was a shame too because she had beautiful legs.

Without a doubt, he knew he could get along with Wyn. She was a superior sort of woman.
Fighting typical female stereotypes, he felt that Wyn had played no games in her letter. She’d been
honest about her feelings and been ladylike enough not to insult him to his face by explaining how
much she objected to him personally. She didn’t want to shack up with a player, end up in bed with
him, and regret it for the rest of her life.

If that was all it was, everything would be fine. He just needed a little time to prove to her that he
deserved that clean sink.

He hadn't had a chance to read any of the little scrolls she’d put in the jar, but he felt that didn't
matter. If she wanted space, he’d give her space. What mattered most was the clean sink.

Most of the apartments Raif had lived in didn't have dishwashers. Whoever lived there had to do
the dishes. The thing was, Raif had never had a roommate who did the dishes. Raif would wash his
dishes, but he did not have a generous enough spirit to do the dishes for other grown men. Every
night, the dishes would stack up. They would smell and after a certain point, no one wanted to wash
them, and there was a stinky eye-sore in the middle of the apartment while everyone wasted their
money eating out rather than becoming real adults.

He felt he couldn't let this opportunity slide. He had seven more months of his program and when
he graduated, his job would pay the whole rent. Then no more roommates forever. If only he could
convince Wyn to let him stay that long.



THREE

Wyn was a liar. She had written thirteen and a half versions of the letter she gave Raif and the one
she presented to him was the most palatable, but it was still a lie. The part about her brother was true
enough, so the whole thing was coated in enough truth to stop anyone from guessing what the lie
contained in the letter could be.

The lie was that it wasn’t personal. Actually, her discomfort had everything to do with Raif. The
thing was, when they moved into the same building on September first, mere steps from each other,
it wasn't the first time she'd met him. She had met him exactly three times before that.

The thing was, Wyn was beautiful like an anime girl, except better. Tactless young men were always
telling her that she looked like Sailor Moon, except not Sailor Moon herself because she was a
brunette and Sailor Moon was blonde. It was a little hilarious because once the guy started
scrambling for the other sailor scouts, he would look at Wyn's reaction and realize he had failed
epically. One guy even put up his hands in surrender, shook his head, and wandered off.

What all this added up to was that Wyn had huge eyes, an expressive mouth, and terrifying
manners that were so superior she had never once been dumped by a boyfriend or stood up by a
date.

That's where Raif entered, oblivious of having entered the scene at all. She first saw Raif in that
classic way people see each other for the first time... across a crowded room. There was a blue
spotlight on him as he weaved his way through the club and even though another man had been
paying her a compliment, she didn't hear him. She only saw the man who looked better than an elf
out of Middle Earth crossing the room. His face was very pointed with three points all in a line: one for
his widow’s peak, one for his nose, and the last for his chin.

Wyn told herself she was not in love, because to be in love with a person you knew nothing about
was completely stupid.

When she was introduced to him later that night, he looked through her. It wasn’t that he was
looking at another girl behind her, he wasn't. If she was beautiful like an anime girl, he saw something
else about her… something boring.

At first, she didn’t take it personally that he’d shown such little interest in her. Maybe he wasn’t
interested in women, but the occasional glance across the room showed that he liked women.

Maybe he was already in a relationship. Yet, that didn’t seem quite right either as he noticed
various women throughout the night. Wyn watched him let his fingers rest on the waist of one
woman. He kissed the hand of another, though it might have been a joke as they both laughed. He
twirled another girl before taking her out to dance. For them, he was all smiles and interest.

For her, there had been nothing.
She felt her charms desert her like dry leaves swirling in the breeze, probably the way anime girls

felt when their admirers left them for real girls.
When the night was over, Wyn found the meeting disconcerting. In the past, even if a man was not

particularly interested in her, he was at least polite to her. It would have been easy to chalk Raif up as
a rude man, but that wasn’t true either. He hadn’t been rude. He’d been uninterested. It probably
wouldn’t have mattered if she hadn’t been so attracted to him. It was a surprising disappointment.

She thought she wouldn’t see him again.
However, she was mistaken. At last year's Christmas party, she was the date of a student in Raif's

faculty (agriculture and forestry). She didn't expect to see Raif there, though she was aware it was a
possibility.

When Wyn got ready for the party that night, she simply knew she looked better than she had ever



looked before. The roommate of the season was a hairdresser in training who did her hair up in the
most exquisite winter braid, so there was a photo session before she left for the party. It proved what
Wyn thought, she would never look better again in her entire lifetime. Not in her graduation pictures
and not on her wedding day. She was at her peak.

When she ran into Raif at the party, not only did he not remember meeting her the first time, he
also did not appear to think anything about the way she looked. She had blinded every man she’d met
that night, but Raif didn’t look at her twice. She wouldn’t have minded his lack of admiration if he’d
had a date that night, but he didn’t. He moved from circle to circle, seemingly chasing no one except a
good time, dancing with this girl and flirting with that girl. If he was playing the field, if he was flirting
with all the girls… then why not her too?

The last encounter had been in the university library. It was like a scene out of a terrible rom-com.
She’d been browsing and saw him on the other side of the bookshelf, looking at her over top of the
books. He was tall, so he had to bend down to accomplish it. Then, like she wasn’t even there, he
leaned forward and tugged a book loose on her side that had been shelved with the spine inwards. He
could see the title from his perspective.

He hadn’t been making eyes at her through the books after all!
It was the third blow-by.
When she met him moving into the same apartment building, Wyn wore no warpaint, wore black

sweatpants with cat hair and dog hair clinging to them (the sad aftermath of staying with her sister
the week before), and her hair tied into a messy bun that could have rightly been described as a dirty
bun.

They bumped into each other and he had no idea who she was again! Regardless, he offered to
help her carry in the things that were too heavy for her. So, this man who was not gorgeous, but
somehow much better than gorgeous, because of his incredibly striking looks, his complete inability
to fall for the superficial, and the kindness to help anyone, even on his moving day, had not found it in
his heart to date her, flirt with her or even make small talk with her.

He must not like anything about her! Not her looks or her quick wit or even her incredible
availability since she was one door down the hall. Not even one thing!

And now, through some incredibly backward twist of fate, he hadn’t stayed down the hall from her
but moved into her very apartment.

Wyn felt sick to her stomach. If they lived together, shared warm drinks in the middle of the night,
watched TV together, bumped into each other in their towels or housecoats, and saw each other
when they were least prepared to face the world, she would fall in love with him. Maybe, through
some warped scheme of the universe, he would fall in love with her too, but not because he would
have under any other circumstance.

Well, Wyn did not want to be moved around like invisible forces controlled her life. Raif never
would have fallen in love with her if they had carried on the way they were. It had already been
incredibly serendipitous that he had moved into the apartment next to her. It was unbelievable that
things had progressed as far as they had.

At least, she'd thought of the jar. That way he didn't have to talk to her if he didn't want to. Nothing
quite like a well-placed hoop for him to jump through to see exactly how he felt. In this case, a
hundred hoops. With the help of the internet, it was easy to come up with a hundred dumb tasks to
keep him at arm’s length. Some of them were entirely too difficult, too demanding, and there was no
rule that said she couldn’t refill the jar with more requests any time she wanted.

Unconsciously, she put her nose higher up in the air and didn’t think about the thing she feared
most—the idea she kept locked deep inside her. What if he shared those warm drinks with her,



helped her clean the windows, went grocery shopping with her, and did all the things she’d done with
her other roommates and, at the end of it, was still not in love with her? What if he didn’t even like
her? What if she was still unappealing to him?

Anime girls weren’t anything after the show was over.



FOUR

Raif had been busy that day. Classes had been more demanding than he’d expected, and afterward,
he had to go grocery shopping.

At seven-thirty that evening, he sat at the kitchen table in Wyn’s apartment eating an oversized
sandwich he bought at the deli. Wyn was watching TV in her room. He could hear the laugh track
through the door.

He wasn’t lonely. Actually, he was delighted. So far, her arrangement suited him just fine.
He got out his phone and composed an email to her where he thanked her for the bun, apologized

for not putting away the plate of sliced fruit, which was no longer on the table, and told her he would
be more than happy to go along with her plan. He emphasized that he wanted to be a good
roommate and would stay out of her way as much as possible. He sent the email and felt like a saint.

With nothing to do, but finish his sandwich, he glanced at the jar that remained on the table.
Curiosity bit him. He opened the jar and pulled out one of the scrolls.

It was on blue paper and when he unrolled it, there was a blue flower print on the inside. He was
impressed she had used two-sided paper on the project. Then he read the request.

Bring me a glass of ice water that is filled with ice first and water second.
He looked around the room like it had to be a joke. Adult women did not ask for glasses of water.

They asked for nothing and got ticked off when they got it. A woman asking for something directly
was unheard of and very curious.

All he had to do to get Wyn to talk to him was get her a glass of water? Well, he didn’t know if he
had anything to say to her, but here was a woman saying exactly what she wanted and he would be
damned if he wasn’t going to give it to her.

He put down his sandwich, went to the freezer, and popped it open. There were ice cube trays, but
they were empty. In that case, a glass of ice water was a little trickier to procure than he’d originally
thought. He filled the trays, but they wouldn’t be ready for hours, and he needed ice now.

Raif put on his shoes and left the apartment. He tapped on Trevor’s door, but no one answered.
The nearest grocery store was ten blocks away and he’d already been there that night. The closest

convenience store was two blocks away, but expensive.
He was about to give up when he thought of the request the girl made. It was small. Under normal

circumstances, it would have been nothing.
He cringed. He’d already seen the note. He couldn’t ignore it.
He smacked his back pocket to make sure his wallet was still there and then hoofed it to the

convenience store to buy ice.
By the time he made it back, his sandwich had melted, meaning the green peppers and dressing

had oozed out, but he didn’t even look at it. Instead, he went to the cupboard, examined all of Wyn’s
cups until he found the one he considered to be the prettiest, and pulled it out. He filled it with ice,
then water, added a detail, and took it to her room.

He lightly tapped on the door.
Wyn heard his knock and answered it.
He handed her the water with the note skewered like a cocktail umbrella on top.
“Thank you,” she said, a little dumbfounded. Somewhere in her mind, she thought that he

wouldn’t follow the instructions on any of her notes. She took a sip. “What do you want to talk
about?”

“Nothing,” he said with a dazzling smile before he returned to the kitchen.
She followed him, vexed and disappointed. “What do you mean, ‘nothing’?”



He put the leftover ice in the freezer, sat back down at the table, and tried to salvage the remains
of his sandwich by rolling it back up in the wax paper it had been sold to him in.

“Why did you pick a wish out if you didn’t want to talk to me?” she persisted.
“Because I wanted to know what kind of requests they were, and then it seemed unkind to ignore

your request on the first day we’re living together. I told you, I want to be a good roommate. Finding
another roommate strikes me as exhausting and stupid. It’s a really bad time of year to find someone
new to live with. You’ll give me a chance, won’t you?”

She looked at him for a moment, clearly as uncomfortable as she’d been the day before with no
improvement. “Let’s take turns buying toilet paper,” she said, not answering his question directly, but
skirting it. “Obviously, I’m going first. It’s your job to notice when we need our next pack and to buy
it.”

He nodded.
She went back to her room.



FIVE

The next day Raif tried not to look at the jar. The jar was not important. He had no reason to talk to
Wyn. He ought to leave her alone. The sink was still clean and he was still happy.

Yet, when he sat down to a dinner of bacon and eggs, with no one around, he got curious again.
He opened the lid and pulled out the next request. This one was on green paper and unlike the

scrolls, it was folded up into a tiny fortune teller. He opened it and read it.
Vacuum the inside of the couch. Muriel was supposed to do it before she left and she neglected her

responsibility. The vacuum is in the linen closet.
He turned the paper around in his hand and pondered the meaning of the note. She was not

requiring him to do it. She was leaving it as an option. It wasn’t even much of a request. It was
ordinary roommate stuff!

He had been stupid not to see it before. With the jar, she had provided him a way to prove that he
was a good roommate. Doing everything she wanted in one week would be the kill shot he needed to
make her want him to stay.

He looked at the jar and patted its lid affectionately.
It was inefficient for him to pick a paper out and then do what it directed. He needed to know what

all the papers said so he could do as many as possible before the end of the week.
He finished his dinner, washed his dishes, and took the jar into his bedroom.



SIX

Wyn had been out the night Raif had his epiphany at the kitchen table. She spent the evening
telling her sister about how unfair all of it was and how mad she was at Muriel for not being able to
date Trevor quietly. Instead, she had to move in with him.

Wyn’s sister, Tanya, had laughed and said, “Come on! That isn’t going to last. She and Trevor are
going to have all the fun you can have being grown-ups ‘living together’ in less than two months.
She’ll be back living with you before the end of the term. Don’t throw Mr. Middle Earth out. He’s
going to need to move back in with Trevor in a few weeks. From what you said, he is neither a slob
nor a letch. That’s rare. Why don’t you marry him?”

Wyn groaned.
Tanya waved it away. She believed strongly in Wyn’s charms and did not see that any man her sister

set her sights on should be able to resist her. Lots of men craved what Wyn had to offer. It wasn’t the
typical hair-flipping, lollipop-licking, bubblegum-popping fun a lot of guys went for in college. It was
grown up. It was homemade soup on a cold night. It was a well-organized apartment. It was a clean
car and perfectly applied lipstick. Any man feeling homesick might just cry real tears when Wyn set
the table with a roast beef dinner.

“Cook for him. He’ll be putty in your hands,” Tanya advised.
Wyn defensively stuck her nose in the air a second time. She had actually already cooked for him.

She’d made the cinnamon bun she laid out for him the morning before. He’d thanked her for it, but
she was unsure if he knew she’d made it (and the other five in the freezer) herself.

“He hasn’t done anything to deserve my cooking,” she said snottily, unwilling to mention the bun.
“Whatever. From what you said, Muriel was an okay roommate. Just wait for her to get Trevor out

of her system. Six weeks tops.”
Wyn shrugged and thought about what her sister said as she went home. The more she thought

about it, the more she was convinced that she wasn’t going to have to wait six weeks. Muriel and
Trevor would tire of each other sooner. During the time that Wyn had lived away from home, she’d
seen dozens of relationships surge to existence only to crash into nothing only a few days later.

By morning, she’d decided to let Raif stay until the end of the term. There was always a little
reshuffling of roommates at the change of term and so it would be the perfect time to adjust their
living arrangements. That was… if Muriel and Trevor had not broken up by then.

Besides, she was starting to suspect that Raif was actually kind of boring.
There.
She’s said it.
He was boring.
It felt good to say it. On the way back to her apartment after her classes finished, she said it over

and over.
“Raif is boring. He’s boring. Super boring!” She was bouncing on the sidewalk like a little girl, trying

to miss the cracks and not caring who heard her.
But someone did hear her and shouted at her from an apartment above. “If you’re talking about

Raif Laurant, he’s not boring. He’s hot like cinnamon hearts on Valentine’s.”
Wyn looked up only to see a head retreat over a balcony rail.
Repenting, she started walking like an adult.
She had been talking about Raif Laurant.
When she got home, she saw him emerge from his bedroom while she took off her shoes.
He was holding a package. It was a box-like present with a separate lid and a bow.
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