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Dedication
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For Chook, who fought in WW2

Wait for me and I’ll return, defying every death.

And let those who do not wait say that I was lucky.

They will never understand that in the midst of death

You with your waiting saved me.

Only you and I will know how I survived:

It was because you waited as no one else did.
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Konstantin Simonov. (1915-1979)
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PROLOGUE
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Alderney Island

Prisoner of War Camp 

1943

Spring
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Heinrich had traveled from Germany with a group of young soldiers in the back of a military truck. They rode for hours in the cold, sitting on hard wooden benches.

“We are in France,” their driver had announced after they crossed some invisible boundary. “You have twenty minutes to stretch your legs and piss.” 

Heinrich and the other soldiers, stiff from sitting so long, had scrambled out of the back like young schoolboys on an outing, full of good spirits, anxious to get their first look at Nazi-occupied France. To Heinrich’s disappointment, there hadn’t been much to see. Snow-covered fields bordered the road. In the distance, a small stone farmhouse and a barn huddled together in the winter landscape. An old man, most likely the farmer, had stood mending a fence across the road from where they had stopped. He’d looked up briefly, his eyes wary and suspicious, but said nothing and soon returned to his task. 

After taking care of business, Heinrich joined the other soldiers huddled around the truck. A few smoked cigarettes, most just stood hunched in the cold, stamping their feet as their warm breath created puffs of mist in the cold, winter air. Their driver, a short square man with a brutish flat face, shouted something to the farmer. The farmer did not reply. 

The driver shouted a second time. Again, the farmer ignored him. Red-faced and angry, their driver marched across the road. 

Heinrich watched with interest. He remembered puffing out his chest indignantly at the French farmer’s lack of respect for them. After all, it was Occupied France. That part of France was German territory. Even if the farmer didn’t understand German, he should have made an effort. Nazi soldiers should be shown respect. 

“Who does that peasant farmer think he is?” one of the other soldiers had commented.

“It looks like our driver is going to teach the Franzmann some manners,” another said. They all laughed.

The loud crack of a pistol shot caused Heinrich to flinch in shocked surprise. He’d watched as the driver calmly holstered his pistol before bending over to search the dead farmer’s pockets. Blood leached onto the snow, staining it crimson. The driver removed the farmer’s leather boots before turning toward Heinrich and the rest of the soldiers, gesturing for them to get into the truck. 

They’d climbed into the back, no longer laughing. 

It had been more than a year ago, but Heinrich could still recall the color of the dead farmer’s socks. He had enlisted to prove his loyalty to the Fatherland, and if he was honest with himself, to be a great hero. It all seemed so childish now. War wasn’t cheering crowds, parades, and shiny medals; it was people dying miserable deaths, starved, beaten, frozen, skin scorched black by fire, limbs severed, guts spilling out of them. He had seen it all and it sickened him. This war was changing him into someone he did not want to be. Changing him into someone he didn’t think he could live with. 
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Chapter 1



LILY
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December 7 

10:00 a.m.
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Something was wrong with me. My head ached and throbbed. My mouth was dry. I tried to lick my lips, but my tongue felt abnormally thick and heavy in my mouth and I couldn’t quite manage it.

I opened my eyes cautiously, feeling confused and disoriented. The dark was so complete that for a moment I wasn’t sure if I was awake or dreaming? I blinked. I blinked again and I slowly became aware of sensations. Cold. I was very cold. 

I struggled to sit up. My arms and legs felt like stone weights. I managed to lift myself a little, but my stomach heaved, and I had to lie down quickly to keep from throwing up. 

What was wrong with me? I breathed deeply, drinking in the cold and dark in large gulping breaths as I tried to snag the half-formed thoughts that floated past like drifting clouds. Why was it so dark? Was I sick? Where was my pillow? My comforter? Where was I?

Gingerly, I moved my fingers testing the area around me. I lay on a hard surface, stone or brick. I wasn’t in my bed. I should have been in my bed. My head swam with the effort as I tried to figure out what was happening to me. My mind was in a fog. I had no recollection of coming to this place.

Again, I tried to sit up, and this time I managed to raise myself up on my elbows before I felt a sudden saltiness in the back of my throat. Once more, my stomach heaved and roiled. I quickly rolled over and retched, the hot sour smell of vomit permeating the air, worsening my nausea. I lay on my back, too dizzy and disoriented to move. Closing my eyes, I surrendered to the darkness. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2



SIMON
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December 6
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After their phone call, he sent Lily a quick cheerful message about visiting her in London this weekend. He didn’t expect to hear from her until later, so he wasn’t worried when Lily didn’t reply right away. Sometimes she turned off her mobile when she was studying. 

He drove out to John Barlow’s farm, where he spent a wet, cold afternoon wrestling worm-infested sheep into a muddy pen. She still hadn’t rung him by the time he’d taken care of the last of the lot. He was mildly disappointed. He hoped she wasn’t putting him off. No, he told himself. She would have told him straight away if she hadn’t wanted him to visit. Most likely, she was hunched over her laptop working like a fiend on her paper. She’d ring him later tonight after she’d finished.

On the drive home, fat raindrops splattered the window of his car as the sky darkened overhead. Distracted by his own thoughts, he didn’t see the lumber in the road until it was too late. He managed to swerve around the larger pieces, but he couldn’t avoid all of them. There was a loud thump as he ran over one of the splintered boards. He pulled to the side of the road and got out to inspect the damage. Bugger all! The last thing he wanted to do tonight was change out a punctured tire in the pouring rain. 

By the time he got home, he was wet, cold, dirty, and in a foul mood. He let himself into the front door of his flat only to find his flatmates, Nigel and Audrey, curled up on the sofa. 

He gave them a curt nod.

“What have you got up to?” Audrey asked him, eyeing his mud-spattered clothes. 

“I had a puncture,” Simon said, stripping off his mac.

“Poor bugger,” Nigel commented. “You look like you could do with a pint.” 

“I could do with ten.” 

Audrey eyed him. “Why don’t you come to the local with us tonight?” 

Simon shook his head. “Thanks, but you don’t need me joining your Friday night.”

“C’mon, mate, it’s us. We don’t mind. Do we?” Nigel glanced over at Audrey.

“Not a bit. Besides,” she added sympathetically, “you really do look like you could use a pint.”

Simon checked his phone. Seven p.m. and still no message from Lily. Why not go to the pub? It certainly didn’t look like he was going to be driving to London tonight anyway. “I’ve got to clean up a bit first,” he said. “I’ll meet you.” 
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The usual Friday night crowd filled the pub. A group of old men, unhappy with the crush of young people taking over the pub, eyed him warily as they huddled over their drinks at the bar. He nodded to them and ordered his ale.

“Simon Fitzgibbon!” 

He heard his name called and turned around. A short brunette was determinedly making her way through the crowd like a homing missile. 

Simon sighed. The last thing he wanted to deal with tonight was Audrey’s friend Carolyn. He gave her a quick nod before turning to grab his glass from the bar. 

He pasted a smile on his face and turned around to face her.

“Hullo, Caro.”

“Why didn’t you tell me that you were coming tonight?” Carolyn accused him, one hand resting flirtatiously on a cocked hip. 

“I didn’t know I was.” He scanned the crowd, catching sight of Nigel and Audrey by the billiards table. He nodded in Nigel’s direction. “Nigel and Audrey talked me into it.” 

Carolyn looked over at them. “Just Nigel and Audrey?” She smiled up at him expectantly. 

“Yeah.” 

Her face lit up. “I came here with Libby, but she’s found herself a bloke. Why don’t I join you and we can make it a double? Nigel and Audrey won’t mind.” Before Simon had a chance to say anything, Carolyn deftly tucked her arm into his and tugged him away from the bar. 

“Come on then,” she said, pulling him through the crowd. “Before someone else gets those seats.”

“Hullo, you two.” Carolyn greeted Nigel and Audrey as she pulled up a chair at the table. Nigel acknowledged Carolyn’s addition to their party with a lift of an eyebrow in Simon’s direction. Simon gave him a rueful shrug.

Audrey and Carolyn started chatting right away, while he and Nigel sipped their beers and waited for the band to begin playing. As the night wore on, Simon found himself drinking too much and flirting too much. He knew he was treading on dangerous ground, but he was feeling a bit sorry for himself. Not to mention a bit cheesed off that Lily still hadn’t rung him. Carolyn cozied up to him until she somehow ended up sitting on his lap with a self-satisfied smile. 

He was finishing his third or maybe it was his fourth pint, when his mobile vibrated. He tried to fish it out of his back pocket without toppling Carolyn onto the floor. 

“What are you doing?” 

“I’ve a message. Move over a bit.” 

Carolyn slid off his lap. “Who is it?” she asked as he read the text message. 

“A mate in London. I told him I’d pop round this weekend when I was at Lily’s,” Simon replied distractedly as he typed his reply. 

Carolyn jumped angrily to her feet. “You’re seeing Lily this weekend?”

Simon flinched, guiltily. 

“What was all this about then? Just passing the time until you can see her?” She glared at him.

Simon opened his mouth, but realizing there was nothing he could say, closed it again.

“That’s it, isn’t it?” Tears filled her eyes. “You are such a bloody git, Simon!” 

“Caro, I didn’t mean ...” 

“Don’t you dare say it! Don’t you dare say it, Simon Fitzgibbon!” Her voice rose. She angrily spun around and pushed her way through the crowd.

Audrey fixed him with a withering look as Carolyn made her way to the front door. “She’s right, you know,” she said before standing up and following Carolyn. 

Simon watched them feeling terrible. He hadn’t meant to be cruel. He just hadn’t been thinking.

“Not your best move, mate,” Nigel commented.

“I’ll go talk to her.”

He shook his head. “Not a good idea. When Audrey and Caro get together and start bashing men, it’s best to clear out.” 

Simon sighed heavily. “You’re probably right.” He finished his ale quickly. “I’m off then.” 

Nigel glanced at his mobile. “I expect I won’t see Audrey for a while.”

“Not much of a Friday night for you. Sorry about that.”

Nigel shrugged. “Audrey’ll come around. Besides,” he said with a toothy grin, “I should probably thank you.”

“Thank me?”

“Audrey’s always going on about how I don’t treat her right. Always talking about how wonderful you are.” He rolled his eyes, mimicking her with an unnaturally high voice, “‘Simon is so considerate. Why can’t you be more like Simon?’” He paused reverting to his natural speaking voice. “But after tonight, you’ve made me look like Prince Charming.”

“Thanks. Now I do feel like a proper tosser.”

“I believe the term was bloody tosser, or was it, proper git? I forget,” Nigel said, giving Simon a hearty slap on the back and laughing. 

Simon left the pub and walked slowly back to his flat. The earlier rain had given way to a heavy wet fog. He thrust his hands in the pockets of his mac, hunching his shoulders against the cold and damp as he walked through the dark streets. 

He had acted like a jealous schoolboy, chatting up Carolyn when he knew she fancied him, and for what? To show Lily that he didn’t need her? To prove to himself that he didn’t need Lily? He shook his head in disgust. Caro was right. He was a proper idiot. 

Simon let himself into the flat feeling dispirited. To make himself feel better, he sent Lily a message asking how she was getting on with her paper. He waited a few minutes, eyeing his phone hopefully. No response. 

He sighed, combing his fingers through his hair. It hadn’t gone eleven yet, but given the lack of options, he decided to put an end to a very bad day. He undressed and crawled into bed. 

––––––––
[image: ]


He woke just after midnight feeling that something was off. Too many pints, he thought, or maybe it was his guilty conscience pricking him. Groggily, he reached for his mobile and checked his messages. His heart lifted when he saw that Lily had finally responded to him while he was sleeping: Finished my paper! Can’t wait to see you tomorrow! Not too early. He placed his phone on the night table and lay back, resting his head on his pillow, a smile of contentment on his face. His weekend was looking a great deal more promising. 
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Chapter 3



LILY MEETS HARRY
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December 7

3:00 p.m. 

“Mach dir keine sorgen. Du bist hier sicher.” 

My heart slammed into my chest. There was someone here with me! 

I held my breath. Willing myself to keep silent. I wanted to run and hide, but I was too terrified and confused to move. I sat in the cold and dark, shaking like a small, frightened animal. Hardly daring to breathe.

Silence surrounded me. Had I imagined that voice? I strained my ears, listening intently. Nothing. It must have been my imagination. I inhaled deeply, filling my lungs with frigid air, and let out a shaky breath. 

“Du bist hier sicher.”

There was someone in here with me! Why wasn’t he speaking English? I said nothing. I couldn’t. My heart was pounding so hard against my ribs that I could hardly breathe. 

He must have sensed my terror. Perhaps he heard the sound of my panicked breathing. 

“Du bist hier sicher,” he repeated, his voice calm and soothing.

“Who are you? W-w-where am I?” I finally managed to stutter, fear squeezing my voice and turning it into a creaking whisper. 

There was a moment’s silence before he replied. “English. You speak English,” he said slowly, choosing his words carefully. “Of course. Forgive me. It has been a long time.” He paused. “Do not be afraid.” 

I was shivering uncontrollably now. “Where am I?” I squeaked.

“You are safe.”

“But where am I? Who are you? Why am I here?” 

He paused for a moment, as if he was thinking. “England,” he said finally. “You are in London, England.” 

I inhaled deeply, fighting against the nausea, headache, and fear. How did I get here?” I tried again, my voice catching. “I was in my room. I was sleeping. I don’t understand. I want to know where I am. How did I get here?” 

“You are American.” He sounded surprised. 

“How did I get here?” I asked. “Who are you? Why am I here?” I repeated. “I don’t understand what is happening to me!”

“A man brought you here.”

“A man? Who? Why?”

“I do not know.”

“Please, tell me what is going on? I don’t understand what’s happening to me!”

“I know you are afraid, but you must be strong.” He spoke quietly but with a calm assurance. 

“Who are you?” Panic was bubbling up inside of me. “Please tell me what is happening to me. Please!” Tears squeezed from my eyes.

Shhh,” he soothed softly. “You must be quiet now. He is coming.” 

My throat closed. “Who?” I creaked.

“One man. He comes.”

I broke out in a cold prickling sweat, my heart pounding once again in terrified anticipation. There was nowhere to go, nowhere to hide. I sat shaking and holding my breath as I listened and waited, the sound of my own panicked breathing echoing loudly in my ears.

I heard the faint sound of footsteps from somewhere in the dark. They stopped. There was a thud, as if something heavy had been dropped on the floor, then the sound of a lock clicking open. A shaft of light cut through the darkness like a knife, and a man appeared. He crouched in the doorway for a moment, his eyes staring at me through the slits of the ski mask covering his face. Half-moaning, half-sobbing in fear, I scuttled backward into the safety of the darkness. With a grunt, he pushed a small ice chest into the room, then quickly shut and locked the door, once again leaving the room in total darkness.

My heart felt like it was going to leap through my chest. I waited, shivering and panting.

“He is not here. You are safe.”

“Who was that man?” I asked, fear making my voice shrill. “Who are you?”

“That man. I do not know who he is. My name is Harry. Do not be afraid.” 

“I don’t understand. Where are we! Why are we here!”

“Shhh,” he soothed. “You are safe. I am here. Do not be afraid.”

“What is happening to me!” 

“This man and another man, they carried you here. They leave you here and lock the door.”

“Why? Why would someone do that to me?” 

“I do not know.”

I tried to wrap my head around what was happening to me. Someone had taken me from my room in the middle of the night and brought me here. Why? 

“I don’t understand what is going on.” My throat felt tight and hot. “Do you think they want money?”

“Money?”

“A ransom. Do you think they want someone to pay them to let me go?” 

“It is possible, but I do not know.”

My thoughts flashed to Sir Richard, my stepfather. He had money. A lot of money. Had someone kidnapped me to make Sir Richard pay a ransom? 

“Oh God,” I said shakily. “Oh God! I’ve been kidnapped!” 

The word kidnapped reverberated in my head as the darkness pressed in on me, suffocating me. Panic frothed up in the back of my throat, making me feel sick again. I leaned over, gagging and retching. 

When I was done, I felt a little calmer. The fear was still there, but the panic was gone, as if I had emptied it out of me.

“You have to help me,” I pleaded with Harry. “You have to help me get out of here!”

“I will help.”

“How do I get out of here? I need to get out of here!”

“I do not know.”

I didn’t know who Harry was, but it didn’t matter anymore. All that mattered was that I wasn’t alone. “Where are you?” I asked, rocking to my knees. 

“I am not certain.”

“Where? Tell me where I can find you.” I turned my head like an antenna trying to get a fix on the direction of his voice as I groped blindly in the darkness. His voice came from everywhere and nowhere.

“Where?” I demanded, desperation making my voice unnaturally loud. I swayed unsteadily on all fours, feeling dizzy and sick, as if I was falling into a deep abyss. I needed physical contact, something solid to hold onto to keep me from disappearing into the empty blackness that threatened to swallow me whole. “Where are you, Harry?”

“I will help you. You must be strong.” 

“Where are you? Tell me where you are!” 

“I do not know.”

My mind was still fuzzy. I shook my head trying to clear it and another wave of nausea surged through me. I was physically sick again. Then, too tired and despondent to care, I lay down on the cold brick floor. No longer able to keep the tears from falling, I curled into a ball and wept as I tried to piece together what had happened to me. 
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Chapter 4



ONE DAY EARLIER
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December 6 

1:00 p.m.

I fought my way through the throng of London’s holiday shoppers as I exited the underground, lugging an umbrella, three shopping bags, and a purse. My cell phone rang. It took a lot of juggling, but I managed to answer it before the call went to voicemail. It was Simon. 

“Hey,” I said into the phone, happiness in my voice. Someone jostled my elbow as they rushed past me. “Hang on a minute.” 

I cradled the phone in my neck temporarily, tucked my umbrella under my arm, and with some grunting and a great deal of effort, I managed to switch all three shopping bags to my other hand. “Okay. I’m back,” I said, holding the phone with a free hand, panting slightly. 

“What was that then? You sound as if you’ve been wrestling sheep, which is what I will be doing this afternoon.” 

“No sheep here,” I told him, laughing. “I’m just trying to hold on to my bags.” 

“You’ve been shopping? What for?”

“Christmas! Of course! I don’t want to show up at Brynmoor without any Christmas presents.”

“Did you buy something for me?” 

“Maybe. Maybe not.” 

“Hmm. I thought you were supposed to be writing a paper. You’ve finished already?”

“Not exactly,” I hedged. “But I’ve made a good start on it.” Which was more or less true. I mean, technically I had started it. True, I hadn’t gotten very far, but I always work better under pressure anyway. 

“Besides,” I told him, “I had to go shopping today. Marks and Spencer was having a sale.”

“A sale? That’s your excuse for skiving off?” 

“It was a very big sale.” 

“Right.”

The heavy gray mist was beginning to turn into a light rain. Umbrellas snapped open as people hurried to find their cars or their homes before it really began raining. I thought briefly about unfurling my umbrella, but then I would have to hang up. Talking with Simon was definitely worth the risk of getting a little wet.

“No, really. The sale ended today. I had no choice. I had to go shopping. Besides, the term doesn’t end for another week—I have enough time to finish everything.”

“Well then, it sounds as if my timing is good.”

“You’re timing?” 

“I’m off this weekend. I was hoping I could pop down to London to see you.”

The thought of seeing Simon was tempting. More than tempting, but I did have a huge paper to write and I knew if he came to London there wasn’t much chance that I would be spending my time writing. I sighed. “I would love to see you, but I have to study. I have exams and that paper. It’s probably not a good idea.”

“I could help you with your studies,” he offered.

I dodged around an older couple, trundling slowly along the sidewalk. “Study?” I asked with a snort of disbelief. “You’re offering to help me study?” 

“If you must know, I was a very serious student while I was at university.” 

“I’m sure you were, but I don’t think that Comparative Religion was part of the program at the RVC.” 

“Well, I might not know much about the topic, but I could edit your paper for you. Help you polish things up a bit.”

I turned the corner onto Rosehill Street and the crowd became noticeably thinner. I started thinking about scones and tea and lovely walks with Simon and I could feel myself weakening. I shook my head. No, I had to write this paper and study. “Simon, I’d love to see you, but I can’t.” I sighed heavily. “I really have to write this paper. Anyway,” I added, “I’ll be back at Brynmoor in one week.”

“Right. You’ll be at Brynmoor, but I’ll be in Shawbury.” 

“Oh, right.” I had forgotten that Simon had his own apartment and wasn’t living at Brynmoor Manor any longer. The drizzle started coming down harder. “Hold on a minute,” I said, juggling the phone and my bags as I pulled the hood of my coat over my head. “Shawbury’s not that far. Aren’t you coming to Brynmoor for Christmas?” Simon’s parents worked for my stepdad, Sir Richard, and lived on his estate. Simon had lived there too, until recently.

“Of course, I am. It’s just that I was hoping to enjoy a bit of private time with you before the holidays. Not that I don’t love meeting up with you in the stable, but ...”

I had a sudden vivid image of Simon just as I had last seen him in September, the afternoon light turning his red hair to gold, the muscles in his arms and back flexing as he tossed fifty-pound sacks of feed from the back of the truck. We had said good-bye the night before, but I was greedy and wanted more time with him. He had jumped down from the back of the truck with a wide grin on his face, scooped me up into his arms, and gave me a good-bye kiss that made my toes curl. 

I sighed at the memory, thinking about how very nice it would be to see him this weekend. He was right, with all the holiday preparations and visitors, it was going to be difficult for us to find any private time when I returned to Brynmoor Manor. Maybe a weekend visit from Simon was just the incentive I needed to help me stop procrastinating and finish my paper. 

“Hmm,” I told him. “I tell you what. Let me see how much work I can get done. I’ll go home and start working right now. I’ll call you tonight and let you know.”

“Right.” I could hear the happiness in his voice. “If you put in the work, I’ll make it worth your while. I promise.”

I laughed. “I know that. It’s just I’ve got so much work to do.” 

“I told you, I can help edit. I do speak and read the English language quite well.” 

“I’ll keep that in mind.” 

“If you call me a bit earlier, I can leave right after work.” He paused. “I’m willing to sacrifice driving in traffic so I can help edit that paper for you.”

“Edit? Hah! I know you, Simon Fitzgibbon. What you really mean is snog.”

“Well, if you insist, I might be talked into a bit of snogging.”

“You’re impossible,” I told him, laughing.

“No. I’m in love.”

At his words, a warm, happy glow, smooth as warm honey, slid down my spine and settled in my belly. Okay, I vowed silently, no more procrastinating.

“I’ll start working on my paper as soon as I get home,” I promised him. “I probably won’t get it finished, but if I get a good start on it you can come. I’ll call as early as I can, but I warn you, I am probably going to have to work this weekend.”

“That’s all right. I’ll ring one of my mates. Paul would put me up. I can stay at Paul’s until you’re ready for a study break. I’m awfully good at study breaks, too,” he added solemnly.

I laughed. “I bet you are.” 

“I’ll wait for you to ring, then.” He paused, before adding, “I miss you.” 

“I miss you, too,” I said, my voice catching a little. At that moment, the clouds opened up and it started to pour. “Simon, I’ve got to hang up. I’m getting drenched.” 

“All right then. See you this weekend. Ring me as early as you can.”

“I will.”

It was really pouring now. I quickly stuffed my phone inside my bag and opened my umbrella. The thought of Simon coming to visit made my heart sing. It was raining in London, but I was walking on sunshine.

Head down, I hurried through the rain. When I turned onto my street, I noticed a man in a long black raincoat standing in front of my apartment building. He had his back to me, but from the way he was waving his arms around, he appeared to be arguing with our doorman, Osmin. Osmin did not look happy. An unhappy Osmin was usually enough to intimidate most people, but I noticed that this man wasn’t backing down.

I slowed my steps, torn between my desire to escape the rain and not wanting to get caught in the middle of whatever was going on between Osmin and the man in the black raincoat. The man raised his voice angrily. I couldn’t quite catch what he said, but there was no mistaking Osmin’s reply. He stood, his body blocking the door, his face impassive, arms across his chest, and shook his head. 

I exhaled impatiently. It didn’t look like either of the two men was going to back down anytime soon. My shopping bags were getting wet and I had a paper to write. So, I pasted a pleasant smile on my face and marched up to the front door. 

Osmin caught sight of me. “Ah. Here she is now. Miss Lily. You have a visitor.”

The man in the black raincoat turned around. I almost dropped my shopping bags in surprise when I saw who it was. 
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