
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          A Perfect Home

        

        
        
          Christopher J. Bailey

        

        
          Published by Christopher J. Bailey, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      A PERFECT HOME

    

    
      First edition. February 6, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Christopher J. Bailey.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201165130

    

    
    
      Written by Christopher J. Bailey.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Christopher J. Bailey

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          Murphy's Law

          
        
          
	          What Matilda Wants, Matilda Gets

          
        
          
	          Never Trust The Dead

          
        
          
	          October 23, 1962

          
        
          
	          Reflections On A Park Bench

          
        
          
	          The Strange Tale Of Clara Lazare

          
        
          
	          The Traveler

          
        
          
	          Morwenna's Rites

          
        
          
	          A Perfect Home

          
        
          
	          Intended Consequences

          
        
          
	          Mirror Mirror

          
        
          
	          Meirdoo's Run

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A Perfect Home


[image: ]




The solitary figure sat on a wooden rocking chair, rocking slowly, contemplatively, back and forth.  The chair which held the petite figure squeaked continuously on the painted wooden boards and was the only item of any note on the wrap-around porch enclosed by a white porch railing.  Sophia Ammit continued her gentle rocking, feeling at home here. 

A wide-brimmed straw sun hat perched atop a swathe of jet-black hair that cascaded over her shoulders and ended somewhere below her thin waist.  The fine hair surrounded an oval face with a swarthy tone of Mediterranean—or from around that geographic area—skin; wide hazel eyes, set far apart, twinkled merrily from out of her face.  Red lip-sticked lips framed a wide mouth that curled upwards at the edges in a perpetual smile.

Sophia’s sleeveless, flowery, scarlet-red sundress ended just above her knees, emphasizing shapely, well-toned legs.  Her right wrist was home to an exquisitely expensive diamond-studded Rolex-Oyster watch; a wide bangle—somewhat cheaper than the watch— containing a rainbow of colors snugly encircled her left.

The woman heard the car before she saw it.  She paused in mid-rock as her eyes flittered toward the source of the noise, and an expectant smile flashed across her face.  The Turkish, filter-less cigarette, holding a long trail of ash, dangling lazily between the index and middle fingers of her right hand, was dropped to the floor of the porch and stubbed out nonchalantly with the sole of a high-heeled black shoe.  Sophia idly nudged the butt over the edge of the porch and checked her watch—mmm, right on time. Then, she rose and strode eagerly down the two porch steps, squinting as she walked into the mid-afternoon sun, ready to meet her client.

Sophia passed two neatly trimmed bushes on either side of her that stretched along the entire front of the home.  She stopped at the end of the white stone path that curled around from the house’s gravel driveway to the entrance.  The sign hammered into the luscious, neatly mowed grass adjoining the pathway proudly proclaimed: 
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SOPHIA AMMIT, REALTY.

WELCOME HOME!
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The realtor watched the cars’ slow approach along the long driveway, kicking up a plume of dust behind it; the chugging and clanking announcing the vehicle’s arrival was evidence enough that the car, or at least the engine, was not long for this world. Then, rudely, Sophia’s thoughts of her client’s mode of transport were interrupted by the sudden twittering of a damn bird in one of the many trees surrounding the property.  How dare it!  She raised her face toward the source of the noise and spat out angrily, “Hush now, damn and curse you.” Her words were rewarded with a sudden cessation of the winged creature’s joyous melody. “That’s better,” she murmured.
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