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      Thank you, Tara, for helping on this story, though it wasn’t quite as fun as the days of watching you read my 10 daily pages.

      

      Here’s to summer days!
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      The name on the silver mailbox said J. Alexander and with this being Sun Falls, I had to guess that I had the right residence. Still didn’t mean that it was a good thing or that I wanted to be here. I just had no one else to turn to.

      Especially with this being Sun Falls.

      The gated housing community of Sun Falls matched the brochure description perfectly, almost.

      Here on the streets, the sunlight did fall like strokes of magic upon the streets, making them glisten exactly as the pictures. All the houses were unique, each one different unlike the cookie-cutter houses of most developments. Instead of tightening down the bylaws to determine what colors your house could be, how long your grass should be, and what hours your trash bin could be sitting out on the street during garbage day, the Sun Falls homeowners association had a much broader and open set of rules. This was a community where individuals were allowed to exist with few restrictions while being secure within the walls of the gated community.

      Reality was another thing indeed. Lower the stage lighting and a peek behind the red velvet curtain revealed an entirely different story.

      I wished I’d heard the rumors before I’d moved here.

      I stared down at the crisp line in the concrete, right where the public sidewalk joined the walkway to the house. This certainly was no line in the sand, but once I crossed over it, there would be no turning back. I fully expected that J. Alexander would know what I wanted before he even opened the door. That’s what the rumors said at least.

      Was this really important enough to disturb the Landlore with? Had I truly tried to do everything in my own power to solve the situation?

      Yes, I knew I had.

      Worse, I had threatened this action if Swert had failed to comply, and now I had no choice but to follow through with my threat. If I backed down now…

      The thought of Swert returning and finding out that I hadn’t gone to the Landlore with this brought in a rush of anger. I had to do this.

      I wasn’t sure I could lift my foot to walk forward, even fueled by irritation. Yet, my leg hurt and this situation needed dealt with. I’d never had to bother the Landlore before, a fact of which I was proud.

      Who was this Landlore? When this course of action first popped into my head, I wondered if I meant landlord, but I knew that wasn’t right. It was definitely the Landlore I needed to speak with.  But why was I worried about meeting this person as if I were naturally scared of them?

      I glanced up in time to see a gentleman in a black suit peeking out the window at me, watching me. He let the lacy sheer white curtain fall shut in front of him. A desperate part of me wondered if I could walk away now; J. Alexander had seen me standing outside the house and, according to the rumors, always knew what people coming to the door wanted.

      But I hadn’t approached the door yet. I hadn’t even stepped onto the walkway. What if it was only as someone came to the house that the Landlore figured out what the visitor wanted and needed?

      I knew the idea of a magical, thought-transmitting sidewalk was silly, but this was Sun Falls and I’d seen some mighty strange things since coming to live here.

      Like the fact the neighborhood had a Landlore.

      Being the one in charge of Sun Falls had its advantages. Everyone here had a nice house, but the Landlore’s was a two-story old-world colonial style building with triangular arched eaves over every window while the actual roof was small and flat. Lace curtains covered the windows during the day, but at night heavier drapes were pulled closed. I’d seen the windows go dark as the curtains were drawn. I’d often wondered what happened behind those windows, but I knew better than to ask. Remember, I didn’t even want to be here now.

      Well, I’d been seen. If I didn’t go to the door now, I risked the Landlore being curious and coming to seek me out. That might actually be worse.

      With a deep breath, I stepped over the line. I moved up the walkway toward the house. I wondered if I might hesitate as I reached the stairs, but my feet kept moving beneath me.

      I started to reach for the knocker, but saw that this house, probably the only one in the whole neighborhood, had a doorbell. I pressed the button. I listened on the off chance that I could hear what the bell sounded like inside the house. Much like the curtains kept people from seeing into the house, these walls kept people from hearing inside.

      The door creaked open. The man in the window stood before me. “I was wondering if you would ever come to the house,” he said in a nasally tone.

      “Are you J. Alexander?”

      “Is that who you are here to see?”

      “Yes.”

      “Well, that’s not me.” He moved aside and gestured a hand to wave me inside. “Let’s not be standing out there any longer. Come in, come in.”

      I stepped inside, the warm scent of cinnamon greeting me more cordially than this man who wasn’t J. Alexander.

      “This way, this way,” he said, ushering me toward a sitting room.

      Two large wingback chairs sat at an angle toward a fireplace, currently burning low, and between them a coffee table. A silver tray with a flowery teapot, plates, scones, and cups sat there as if they were expecting company.

      The notice of it raised my alarm: J. Alexander knew I was coming.

      The butler flipped a cup over and put it on a nearby coaster. “I hope tea is to your liking,” he said, already pouring as if he didn’t care if I liked it or not, or even wanted any. I’m not sure that food and drink were something I wanted to be putting onto my anxious stomach right now.

      “I really just wanted to visit with J. Alexander,” I said. “I won’t take up much of his time.”

      The butler raised an eyebrow as he set the teapot back down. “Very well. Sugar is here if you should change your mind. Cream too.”

      “Thank you,” I managed to mutter.

      He stepped over to the door and pivoted back around to face me. “J. Alexander will be with you promptly.”
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