
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


The Roommate’s Secret 
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Chapter 1: Arrival Day
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Mary Ann gripped the strap of her worn backpack and stared at the little apartment door. Boxes teetered behind her in a pile that seemed taller than her, and she silently prayed that none of them contained something that would break the moment she stepped inside. Moving day always felt like an awkward dance between excitement and terror, but this time, the anxiety had a new layer: she didn’t even know her roommate.

She took a deep breath and tried the key. Click. The door swung open, and the first thing that hit her was the scent—a curious mix of lavender, old books, and something faintly sweet, like caramelized sugar. Mary Ann stepped inside, careful not to trip over a stray shoe, and found herself staring at a living room that looked both lived-in and impossibly chaotic. Paintings leaned against the wall, and a colorful throw blanket was draped across the couch as if it had been tossed there mid-adventure.

“Hi?” she called, her voice a little higher than she intended.

A soft laugh answered her from the kitchen. “Hey! You must be Mary Ann!”

From around the corner emerged a whirlwind of dark hair, bright eyes, and a grin that suggested she knew secrets the world hadn’t discovered yet.

“I’m Anabella,” she said, holding out a hand. “And... well, welcome to the chaos.”

Mary Ann shook her hand, slightly startled by the firm grip. “Thanks... I think?”

“Don’t worry,” Anabella said, waving a hand at the room like a magician revealing her stage. “It’s mostly harmless.” She paused, eyes twinkling. “Mostly.”

Mary Ann couldn’t help but smile. Maybe this was going to be fun.

The next hour was a blur of boxes, furniture, and awkward introductions. Anabella moved with an effortless energy, balancing boxes while rattling off the names of each mysterious painting and plant. Mary Ann, on the other hand, tried to look competent while silently praying she wouldn’t accidentally break anything.

Finally, they collapsed onto the couch with a tired sigh. “Coffee?” Anabella offered. Mary Ann nodded, grateful for the small ritual.

As Anabella disappeared into the kitchen, Mary Ann’s gaze wandered around the room. There was something intriguing about the space—and the person who filled it. She had no idea what secrets Anabella might be hiding, but there was a spark there, a sense of possibility that made Mary Ann’s stomach flutter unexpectedly.

When the coffee arrived, Anabella plopped down beside her, handing her the steaming mug. “So, tell me everything,” she said. “Do you like quiet nights with books, or wild adventures in the city?”

Mary Ann hesitated. “Both... I guess?”

Anabella laughed softly, shaking her head. “Dangerous answer. That’s the kind I like.”

Mary Ann smiled, feeling a warmth she couldn’t quite explain. Something told her that living here was going to be... interesting. Very interesting.

And maybe, just maybe, a little more exciting than she’d ever expected.
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Chapter 2: The First Encounter
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The next morning, Mary Ann tiptoed through the apartment, careful not to wake Anabella. She had promised herself she’d unpack a little before breakfast—something small, manageable, and not embarrassing. But as she rounded the corner into the kitchen, she froze.

Anabella was standing on a chair, reaching for a high shelf, her dark hair spilling over her shoulder like a curtain. She hummed softly to herself, completely oblivious to Mary Ann’s presence.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





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





