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There is a thin line between enemies and friends. The only dividing factor is who is willing to acknowledge their similarities over their differences.

Here's to those who choose to be my enemies. May you find my kindness unbearable. 



Persimmon the Great
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Abigail woke up from a very deep sleep. She hopped on her phone immediately and checked the neighborhood app. Today was the day that anyone interested in living in the prestigious Persimmon Commons Gated Community would be able to tour their little neck of the woods and apply for a home there. As always, there were several people who wanted in, but very few were allowed as there were strict guidelines just to get to the walk-through portion. Abigail knew this as she was one of the realtors that sold homes here exclusively. She got out of bed, dressed in a crisp, blue skirt suit, and went to the kitchen for her daily cup of coffee and toast. Her phone pinged with a text message from her friend, Spencer, who was also a realtor there. 

Spencer: Good morning! Are you ready for the big day?

Abigail rolled her eyes, took a sip of her coffee and replied. 

Abigail: As ready as I'll ever be. Think we'll have any takers?

Spencer: Sure. Once they see the beautiful community club house complete with pool, racquetball court, and activity coordinator, how could anyone say no?  

Abigail chuckled. The biggest selling points were the club house and the activities you could do without having to leave your neighborhood. They had everything there except a store, gas station, and hospital. The convenience is what brought people in. 

Abigail: All bonuses. Just hope they can keep up with the H.O.A and their strict rules. I would hate to kick anyone out again. Remember the Henderson's?

Spencer: Absolutely. They had no excuses not to mow their lawn and trim up their trees. That's why we have landscapers for hire. And that gnome garden Mrs. Henderson thought was a good idea, was terrifying. I swear, even the Wilson's dog, Bono, was scared of it. He's never afraid of things. 

Abigail: I still have nightmares about it. Here's hoping we don't have anyone like that applying today.

Spencer: Yeah. Hopefully. By the way, Melissa told me that you got approved to start a book club! Congratulations! I can't wait to start. 

Abigail: Same here. I want to cover all genres and help everyone broaden their reading. It should be fun.

Spencer: It totally will be. I honestly can't wait! See you in a few minutes. 

Abigail: KK. 

She set her phone down on the counter and finished her coffee and toast. She checked her watch and noticed that she was almost a half hour early. She slipped on her sensible blue pumps, grabbed her tote bag with all her papers in it, and headed out the door. Being early wasn't the worst thing that could happen. It was a warm summer day, not yet fall, though fall was approaching quickly. Kids were still running around the neighborhood playing at the designated parks in the area. Some people were swimming in the shared pool or soaking in the hot tub. This was the perfect paradise. All the homes were in perfect condition, yards maintained, flowers the right colors, and neighbors friendly to everyone. People brought their trashcans in when they should, no cars were parked on the street, and there was nothing she had to worry about. This was what paradise looked like, at least to her. Clean, bright, full of happy people, and nothing to complain about. Some would say she was a control freak, but she didn't care. Perfection was always the goal. 

At a quarter to eight, Abigail walked down to the model house row that was next to the community office and center. This was where people would pick out their home layout and get assigned a neighborhood with that home in it. It was a strict, organized process, but one that helped the neighborhood keep its flow. Families with children were often housed on the same streets, while older couples were neighbors and could enjoy more silence. This is why things worked out so well. Abigail was on the street with the most empty homes. She was in the single person houses. That meant she was in a home with only two bedrooms and a smaller yard that made room for those with children. It was a well thought out plan that gave her less yardwork and disturbances, and more space to host dinner parties. She had four empty homes next to her and Spencer, her friend, lived on the other side of her house. She would sometimes peek over Spencer's fence and yell her name, just to annoy her. But not today. Today they had to focus on selling homes, which was happening in just a few minutes, as several vehicles pulled up to the gate. 

"It's go time!" Spencer told her, just arriving at the model homes. 

"Indeed," she replied, typing in the gate code and letting in the hoard of potential buyers in fancy cars that a place like Persimmon Commons brings.  

Buy, Sell, Repeat

There were so many people that Abigail and Spencer took a few families in groups to do the walk through. They were glad that they had secretaries for the paperwork portion of this, but it never seemed like enough. Abigail had four families in her first group, which she showed through all four house styles. The two-bedroom homes like the one she had, the three-bedroom homes which is what was most commonly bought, the four-bedroom layouts which were becoming more popular now with newer families, and the five-bedrooms for the large families that occasionally came through. 

"Our homes aren't just beautiful and spacious," Abigail said, "They come with a residential lifetime membership to our community center and club house. This means that as long as you live here, you have access to the racquetball court, pool, hot tub, free activities run by community members, the playgrounds, splashpads, our basketball and volleyball courts, the large baseball and soccer fields, the gym, and so much more!" 

The guests all looked at each other, clearly impressed that so much was included. This was always the big selling point. "You can see that our parks are shaded, so kids can play outside even when it's warm." She pointed to the park across the street. "We also have a dog park that has a high fence for those with fur friends. To top things off, we have a great public and private school just down the street from us, a college that is only twenty minutes away, and plenty of shopping and dining options within walking distance. The hospital is fifteen minutes away and part of a larger medical center, which means you have only one stop to make for all your doctor, dental, and vision appointments, with full access to the specialists and preventative care you need right next door." She paused again and let them 'ooh' and 'ahh' over everything. 

"'This place is amazing!" one woman said. 

"It really is! And don't worry about connecting with your neighbors. We have a neighborhood app for that. Just create a family profile and you can talk to your neighbors, sign up for community events, read the community handbook, and get our weekly newsletter. There's nothing you can't do on that app. You can even get discounts to shops and restaurants there too. What's everyone waiting for? Head over to the office on your left and meet with one of our trained paperwork specialists, who will sign you up, get you approved quickly, and get you on the Persimmon Commons Community app." Abigail led them over to the office where they could get some chocolate chip cookies, finger sandwiches, and the choice of a coffee, water, or a soda. Everyone hounded the food and got in their seats, waiting to be contacted for paperwork and credit checks. 

Abigail was just happy to get off her feet for a moment as she sat at her desk, helping to move the process of paperwork along faster now. Yes, they had lots of help, but there were so many people there today, that she wanted to get them all cleared out so she could go home and relax with a nice facemask. 

"How'd you make out?" Spencer asked, walking up to her after everyone had gone. 

"Almost everyone in my group qualified for a place here. There were a few that I had questions about, but overall, I think it was fairly successful. What about you?" she asked.

"I had several singles in my group. One trio stood out to me in particular. There was a brother and two sisters that came in. Apparently, since they were kids, they planned to buy homes next to each other. I guess they are really close. Their parents recently passed away, some sort of car accident, but they come from old money too. They just bought out the three houses to your left, one right next to the other," Spencer said with a smile. Abigail thought that she planned that on purpose. 

"They sound weird. If I get murdered in the middle of the night, I'm blaming your dumb ass." Abigail elbowed her friend who chuckled. 

"Fair enough. Though the guy, Garret, he is pretty cute. He has really dark hair and green eyes. I think you'll like him. He's right next to you. Guess you better dust off your bikini and start sunbathing in the back yard!" Spencer gave her a look. 

Abigail rolled her eyes. "Thanks for that, but I think I will be too focused on the book club to worry about attractive guys."  

"If you say so. But he might be worth taking a look at. If I didn't have a boyfriend already, I would be on him like a fly to honey. Oh well, time to head back home and take off these damn shoes." Abigail noticed that her friend was slightly limping in heels a bit too tall for standing around in all day. She would swear up and down that heels were a man's invention for tormenting women who wanted to look nice. 

"Ok. See you later." Abigail waved her off, went inside the office to clean up the food and drink station they set up, and then went back home, hoping for the luxury of a spa day in her bathroom, thoughts of what Spencer said still in the back of her mind. Was he really that cute? She didn't have to worry about him having some money, he was obviously moving here, but she didn't think it was worth thinking about just now. 

As Abigail walked in the front door, she kicked off her pumps, put her things down, and went straight to her room to put on her comfiest pajamas and an old pair of slippers. She walked into the kitchen to make herself a snack plate of fruit and cheese, got a glass of wine, then went to the bathroom to pull her hair up, grab some masks for her feet, hands, face, lips, and hair, then plopped down on the couch where she could play calm music on her speaker from her phone and light a few candles. This is the life... she thought. She didn't even think about her new neighbors. Not just yet. 

Moving Day

The next few weeks were all about phone calls to finalize the move ins. They had to call people in to finalize the contracts and hand over keys, make sure movers could get into the gated community without trouble, and help families navigate their new homes. It was a constant back and forth making sure each family had what they needed. Abigail placed a stack of two inch, three-ringed binders on a table labeled with each family's name on it. This was the handbook. It also had a spot for each family to put emergency information, a copy of their contract for the home, and a short list of things to do nearby. It was the perfect set up. She and the others who were there that morning, would be painstakingly going through the same information for each family. 

"This is the map of our community. Your home is highlighted in red. This is the Persimmon Commons contact list should you have any issues with anything. It has phone numbers and email addresses for every employee here at the Commons. Behind that is a hard copy of the residents and their information should anything ever happen to the power. On the back cover of the binder is a list of emergency contacts such as police and fire departments. It also has the contact information for the top five closest hospitals to us, with the one only fifteen minutes away highlighted. The rest of the binder is tabbed out so you can find school options, shopping and restaurants, and of course, the H.O.A handbook that you can read through later. I have three sets of keys for you, with a fourth set here in the office should anything happen to the others. There is a small, lock box outside of the home near the meter for water and power. They all have the same code, two-zero-two-six, which is the year this place was built. It also helps us narrow down who took the key if anyone should find theirs missing and makes it easier to get neighbors to check in on their elderly neighbors should they suspect something happened to them. It's all written down in the book. And don't worry, the third key, which is this yellow one, only works on the bottom lock, not the top should you need more privacy. The only key that opens both that is not in your possession is the key here in the office. Any questions?" Abigail stared at them, her real estate smile never failing. The couple shook their heads. 
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