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“Today sucks what else could potentially go wrong?” I wondered as I fled the office building in disgust.  I couldn’t help but wonder if I had opened Pandora’s Box but then shrugged the thought quickly off.  Life isn’t fair.  Nobody said it ever was fair. I’d never met a person who thought that life had dealt them a fair hand to play with in this poker game we call life. I wasn’t much of a gambler, but I was betting that things couldn’t get much worse, or could they? Crap! I needed to get out of my head now or else I was going to spiral downward. 

“Liz, you are 26 years old. So, you thought that you had a good job, big deal. Nobody was expecting there to be layoffs. Just remember, everything happens for a reason.”  Now here I was trying to psych myself up that losing my job was not as bad as it could have been. I mean I can find a new job elsewhere and, in the meantime, collect unemployment, right? God, how pathetic I sounded in my head. 

I quickly hurried down the street to get to my car because the sky was extremely dark and overcast. I don’t recall it being like this when I left in the morning for work, but now, it seemed that a storm was imminent and I sure as hell did not want to be caught in it.  Suddenly, I heard “Boom!  Crash!” and then the skies opened up in a torrential downpour. “Fuck!” I exclaimed out loud. “Why me?!” I yelled at no one in particular,  just the entire universe. 

I had never hurried to my car as quickly as I did. Have you ever tried running a block in heels all while it is pouring down buckets? No? I will be brutally honest here, well I just did, and boy let me tell you it is NOT fun at all.  Between the slick sidewalks and my high heels, I don’t even know how I managed to not slip and fall on my ass. Luck had to have been at least partially on my side, I guess.  Grabbing the key fob from my purse I quickly unlocked my car, got into it, and slammed the door closed. I turned on the car but did not go anywhere.  I just needed a moment. Instead, I reached for the hand towel that I kept in the backseat of my car just for emergencies like this, and tried the best I could to squeeze my hair out, so it was not dripping down my face while I drove.  Who cared how I looked; I mean come on; I was just let go and ran to my car in the pouring rain. I am allowed to look a bit disheveled, right?

I wanted to punch something; I was angry because there had not been any indications that the company was having trouble. You would have thought that as a Marketing Specialist, I would have noticed something like this, but I didn’t. Heck, the rumor mill didn’t know much either since this layoff was companywide and everyone was shocked and speechless. Okay, so there were quite a few who were extremely vocal about the layoff at the meeting this afternoon. The colorful language that some employees used would make a nun blush. It was a very ugly sight to behold.

Now, I was at a crossroads about what to do for employment, but my first issue was do I try and drive home in this unholy rain or stop by my boyfriend Zak’s place.  Weighing the pros and cons I knew Zak would not be home since it was still work time for most people, and I didn’t feel like doing the 45 minutes back to my place in the pouring rain. Zak meanwhile lived only 10 minutes away so I opted to stop by his apartment where I might be able to ride out the worst of the rain. It was raining so hard that roads were beginning to flood and I wanted to avoid that mess if at all possible. Plus, the rain always tended to bring out the idiots and I had had enough for one day so taking a short detour to Zak’s apartment was starting to sound better and better. 

By the time I got to Zak’s apartment, the rain was coming down even harder.  How much harder could it possibly rain I thought opening Pandora’s Box even wider. What the hell I thought, Pandora’s Box was already wide open it couldn’t get much worse now, could it? Luckily the apartment building had a garage attached to it in which each tenant had 2 reserved spots. Parking in one of the 2 reserved spots for Zak, I got out of my car and walked to the lobby. At least now when I got out of my car, I wouldn’t have to get any wetter than I already was.  Thank God for small favors. 

Walking into the building lobby I pressed the elevator button to go up and waited for what felt like an eternity for it to come. A short while later I stepped into the elevator and hit the button for the 3rd floor. The building itself was quite small seeing as how it only had 3 floors to it in comparison to many of the mid-rise and high-rise apartment buildings that the city had to offer, but this place had magnificent charm to it, something many of the other apartment buildings lacked. The building housed maybe 40 apartments at most, with great architectural features, but also had an exercise facility on its premises and covered parking which was a total game changer in my opinion.  Have you ever lived in the city and had an apartment building that had own its parking garage for its tenants? Didn’t think so, neither have I, so this place had a wait list a mile long on the off chance that an apartment became available.

With a resounding ding, the elevator doors opened up and I quickly got off.  I pulled my keys out of my purse so that I could let myself into Zak’s apartment.  Zak and I had never been sexually active, nor had we spent a night at each other’s places, but he had given me a key to his place. He said it was for an emergency in case I was having car troubles, weather, etc. since he lived so close to my work, I could have a place to stay. I thought it was sweet of him. Both Zak and I had grown up hearing stories from our parents about the blackout of 2003.

While the blackout of 2003 didn’t affect us down here, the northeast was hit pretty bad, especially if you lived in New York City.  At the time of the blackout, my mom and Zak’s dad were both on separate business trips in New York City. They both had told us about how being stranded in a foreign city during a blackout was unnerving, and always had told us to “have a backup plan.” Well, now that I was laid off, the roads were flooding and Zak’s place was closer than mine, the backup plan was being used.

I unlocked the door and let myself into Zak’s place, I swiftly put my purse on the small side table sitting next to the door and shut it. Keys still in my hand,  I stood there in his apartment listening what sounded like moans. I couldn’t help but think that I might be hearing his neighbors, but quickly recall that I didn’t hear anything as I walked down the hall to his apartment. Now, I can’t help but wonder what the hell Zak is doing at home let alone what is he doing and with whom is he doing it. 

What the hell, I had already flung the lid to Pandora’s Box completely off, I might as well see what she had decided to throw my way now. Curiosity got the better of me, and I quietly moved down a short hallway toward Zak’s bedroom.  As I approached Zak’s bedroom, the moans got louder and I heard Zak yelling, “That’s it baby suck my fucking cock.” In the entrance to his bedroom, I could see men’s clothing strewn about piquing my curiosity even more. As I took a closer peek, Zak is lying in bed naked with another man’s cock in his mouth while this other guy is sucking on his. I stood there mouth agape shocked as hell.

“What the fuck is going on?” I yelled.  I was momentarily perplexed at the scene in front of me, but reality was quickly catching up to me.  To be fair, I wasn’t expecting him to be home, let alone naked and sucking cock with another guy. 

Zak stopped sucking on the other guy’s cock and looked up at me. I believe Zak was shocked to be caught. Finally, it must’ve registered to him that I had been standing there and caught him in bed with another guy since he quickly removed his mouth from the other guy’s penis.  

Zak just stammered at me,  “L-Liz what are you doing here?”  His face was one of fear and shock.

“What am I doing here?” I can’t stop yelling. “What am I doing here? What the fuck are you doing Zak?” I just can’t stop looking at the man I had been in a relationship with for close to a year and never once suspected him of cheating on me. I just stood there shaking my head in disbelief. 

Regaining his composure, Zak looked at me and told me that this was his boyfriend, Martin. I was flabbergasted.

“B-boyfriend?” I stammered. “How can he be your boyfriend when I am supposed to be your girlfriend?”  My voice raised a few octaves.

Now I was irate, but I was also paralyzed from the shock of Zak and Martin.  I mean, I should just turn around and walk out the door, but I can’t, not yet.  My brain and body are not in sync yet.  They’re still trying to catch up to each other. 

Breaking the silence that filled the air, Zak tells me, “Liz it’s not what you think. I know I should have told you about Martin, but I didn’t know how to.”

“So, he’s the reason you wouldn’t have sex with me? And you couldn’t tell me at any point in our relationship that you are in love with another guy?” The whole scene was incredulous as my voice quickly rose octaves. “You are a piece of shit Zak!” I yelled at him.  I was quickly getting over this trainwreck in front of me.

While trying as expediently as possible to remove Zak’s apartment key from my keychain, Zak and Martin continued to lay in bed naked, bodies entwined together and not even bothering to pull the sheet up to cover themselves from my eyes. Oh, what a sight I had seen and wished I didn’t.

“Have a nice life asshole!” I yelled while I flung the key into his bedroom as my body shook with uncontrollable rage. I couldn't have cared less where the key landed. The rational me was gone.  Instead, I just turned on my heels and grabbed my purse slamming the apartment door shut as I stormed out of his place.  Luckily for me, I didn’t wait long, and the elevator arrived to take me downstairs where I was reminded that today sucks. It was still raining outside, but at least I was not in that apartment with my now-defunct boyfriend.
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By the time I arrived home, the rain was finally letting up some. At least it was no longer a torrential downpour.  My nice 45-minute commute to my apartment took me 95 minutes. Good lord, people don’t know how to drive in bad weather. Unfortunately, my place does not have a covered garage like the asshole’s did.  I only have an assigned spot, and if you were visiting me you would need to try and find yourself off-street parking, and good luck with that. Parking was at a minimum. Right now, though, I couldn't care less that I had to walk in the rain.  My give-a-damn was busted.

Of course, once I make it to the lobby entrance I am once again wet albeit not as wet as I once was. I see at least maintenance has been doing their job as they have the yellow “CAUTION  wet floor” sign with a picture of someone slipping put up all over the lobby to warn everybody that the tile is indeed slippery. You and I both know that had maintenance not put the signs up someone would have slipped, fell, and then sued the apartment complex because that is just the way people are.  I can’t help but be cynical. Sometimes, I swear people just lack common sense. Can you please tell me how hard it is to think it’s raining; the tile floors could be wet. You would think people would have the common sense to say oh, the floor might be slippery let me be careful when walking, but no people have to be reminded or else they will sue the building for negligence.

Since the elevators are past the mailboxes, I decided to stop by and pick up my mail before going up to my apartment. I am not bothering to rifle through my mail right now as I just want to go home and get into something that is not wet. That’s not too much for a girl to want, is it? Oh, don’t bother answering that because I might not like your answer after the crappy day that I have been having. 

Once inside my place, I threw my purse and the mail down on the kitchen table with a resounding “thunk”. Thereafter, I headed to my bathroom turned on the water until it was as hot as I needed it to be, and started to fill up my tub. Oh, how nice the bath will feel especially after the hellish day I have had. Furthermore, I added some scented bath salts that smell like lavender and jasmine into the water for added relaxation.  I headed back to the kitchen and poured myself a nice glass of Argentinian Malbec which I brought with me into the bathroom.   As Jimmy Buffet used to sing, “It is 5 o’clock somewhere.” I quickly stripped out of my wet clothes and threw them all into the hamper, bra included. Sinking into my bath in the hope that I could unwind a bit from this disastrous day.

God this feels like heaven as the hot water began to relax me along with the wine I am currently drinking. “This, this was what I needed,” I  thought to myself.  Unfortunately, I can’t get Zak out of my mind. Seeing him there in his bed naked blowing another guy and then telling me was in love with him, basically admitting that he was using me made me seethe, but I needed to let it go. There was nothing that I could have done differently, right? Should I have seen the fact that he didn’t want to have sex as a sign?  I mean, part of me now feels like I should have, however, I truly believed him when he said that he wanted to honor his Catholic upbringing and not have sex before marriage or spend the night as well. I believed the lies he told me, although Zak was born into a large Italian family of Catholics that would get together every Sunday after church and make their pasta and meatballs, so I didn’t question the whole sex thing or spending the night together thing too much.  Please don’t get me wrong, I am not dismissing what Zak did by any means, I am just trying to put it all into perspective.

By now I’m starting to shrivel up like a prune and have finished my glass of wine.  Oh yeah, the water is getting cool. I hate tepid baths, so I start to drain the water from the tub quickly wrapping a large white fluffy towel around my chest and get out of the tub. I am extremely tired of being cold and wet to the bone, so I quickly towel myself off, and head to my bedroom where I quickly throw on a pair of sweatpants and sweatshirt. Yes, no bra and underwear either. I said I wanted to be comfy, and this is as comfy as I can get without being naked, and right now, that would make me cold- the last thing I want to be. I pull my wet hair up into a messy bun too because I don’t feel like fighting with the waves.

Heading back into the kitchen I pour myself another glass of wine and sit down at the kitchen table to sort my mail out. “Junk. Junk. Bill. Bill.”  Now I am talking to myself out loud. “Certified letter? Who the hell is sending me a certified letter? The name and address don’t even ring a bell either. Zemboni, Zemboni & Grouse LLC located in Weeping Ridge.”  Perplexed I open the letter to find out what they want. 

Dear Ms. Hollingsworth,

Please be advised that our firm is handling the Estate of Maybell Grace Hollingsworth and you have been named the sole heir to her estate.  Would you please give my office a call at your earliest convenience so that we can set up a time when we can meet to discuss her Last Will and Testament?  My office number is (336) 200-0000 extension 9.  If I am unavailable, my legal assistant Sheila will be able to assist you.

I look forward to meeting with you soon!

Sincerely,

Townsend O. Zemboni, Esquire

“Maybell Hollingsworth, hmm let me think. Maybell Hollingsworth.”  I said out loud to nobody. I thought the name sounded familiar, but I couldn’t place her immediately. It’s not like I have that many relatives alive now that my parents and uncle passed away.  I believe, if anything, I was the last of the living relatives. My uncle never married or had children and I was the only child of my parents. Still racking my brain, it was as if a lightbulb went off and I suddenly realized who she was and thought to myself, “Oh, now I remember, my great-aunt Maybell. My parents used to describe her as eccentric so there was little interaction with her while I was growing up.  In fact, she had a husband who passed away from brain cancer when I was 10 years old. After that, I didn’t see her, but I had heard she was a smart lady when it came to her money.”

Looking at the clock I noticed that it was close to 4 p.m., so I decided to give the law office a call where I reached Sheila, Townsend Zemboni’s legal assistant. By the time I hung up with her, I had a meeting scheduled for tomorrow at 11 a.m.  Good thing tomorrow had opened up for me since I had nothing else planned on my agenda as I was now unemployed. 
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With coffee in hand, I sat curled up on my sofa sipping it. I was going to enjoy the fact that I didn’t have to rush to get out of the door and sit in bumper-to-bumper traffic. While the weather had cleared up, the morning commute would be a bitch even so. I might not have any plans in place for going forward when it came to a new job, but at least I could enjoy my coffee in peace and not sit in traffic. Heaven! Yes, I consider it a little slice of heaven when I can sip my coffee and not worry about those idiots on the road rushing to work. At least my outlook is slowly starting to improve slightly. 

I was going to have a productive day.  I had the power of positive thinking on my side following the disaster that was yesterday.  I booted up the laptop and filed my unemployment claim which was completed by 9:15 a.m.  I took a shower, got dressed, and was ready to leave by 9:35 a.m.  Since I had to drive to Weeping Ridge to meet with the attorney at eleven, I wanted to give myself a little more of a cushion in case I hit traffic.  GPS indicated to me that the travel time was going to take around 1 hour 25 minutes, which wasn’t bad following my disastrous commute home yesterday in the rain.

After an uneventful commute to Weeping Ridge, I arrived at the attorney’s office where I met with Townsend Zemboni, the attorney handling my great-aunt’s estate. Townsend Zemboni was an older gentleman who was very austere-looking.  Following Mr. Zemboni to the conference room, we sat down at the conference table where he began to tell me how he had been my great-aunt’s attorney for over 20 years. 

I was shocked at how long he had worked with my great-aunt, yet at the same time very impressed with his dedication to my great-aunt. He proceeded to give me a brief insight into how he oversaw my great-uncle’s Estate, and then the sale of great-aunt Maybell’s house and purchase of the current one.  While I was less enthusiastic about listening to all of this, I allowed Mr. Zemboni the pleasure of rambling on, nonetheless. 

Mr. Zemboni proceeded to tell me that great-aunt Maybell purchased Willowtree Manor following the death of my great-uncle, but he didn’t state how much later after my great-uncle’s death it was. When she purchased Willowtree Manor wasn’t important to me, but I was polite to him.  Mr. Zemboni personally handled that real estate transaction himself although he normally doesn’t do real estate, he told me. He indicated to me that my great-aunt had stated that she wanted the house to remain in the family if any were indeed still living once, she passed away.  If there weren’t any living relatives, then she wanted them to donate the house to the historical society for preservation. All while he was telling me this, I just nodded and said “mmhmm and okay”.  He concluded by saying that the Will was changed following the deaths of my parents and uncle noting that I was to be the sole beneficiary of everything that she had.  He noted that what she ended up doing was creating several accounts to assist with the upkeep of the house. 

Now, Mr. Zemboni had my attention.  I thought to myself, “Accounts?” He said accounts as in multiple accounts. “What had my great-aunt done?” I thought to myself.

Interrupting Mr. Zemboni perplexed I asked him, “What do you mean accounts to assist me with the upkeep?”

“Ah, my dear, the Willowtree Manor was built around 1890. Willowtree Manor was once a thriving tobacco farm and Maybell was slowly trying to repair and update it to today’s codes all erstwhile maintaining as much of the original character as possible since it was deemed historical. So, you see, she had accounts set up for these.  Maybell didn’t want all her money to be kept in one account as she was distrustful of the banking system in general but understood the need for it.   So, there is an account strictly for the taxes and another for any repairs left to be done on the house. This is not to mention an account that she had for personal use which is now yours.”

I just sat there in shock. I didn’t know what to say. Finally, I asked him, “How much money are you talking about?”

“Hmm, one moment.”  Shuffling through the papers, Mr. Zemboni found what he needed and continued, “The house itself was appraised at $510,000.00, however, please keep in mind that the house does need work done to it, so once the work has been completed, I expect that the appraisal value will increase.  The account holding the taxes has roughly $375,000.00  in it which is a decent amount. The account that is used for the repairs has $938,000.00 and then there is another repair account with $210,000.00.  Her assets total close to $483,595.00.  Any more questions?”

“Anything else I need to know?”  I thought to myself. Hell, I wasn’t quite sure what I should be saying right now. I mean, my great-aunt had been rich and was leaving it all for me. Instead, I just decided to let the attorney to keep on rambling.

“Yes, during the first year you live in the house, money will be allocated to you by our firm once you show us receipts for what it is you are spending it on. For example, if you are having period custom drapes hung in the master bedroom, just submit an invoice and we will pay it immediately. Just remember, she was trying to balance the historic nature of the house with modern amenities. For example, the kitchen can be updated for modern times but should still hold some of that charm to it. Understand?”

“Y-yes.  Are there specific contractors that are allowed to work on the place? And what happens after the first year is over?”

“After the first year, everything will transfer directly over to you unless you wish for our office to continue as it is. Maybell wanted to make your first year of living there as easy as she could make it while helping to restore the house.  As for contractors, I will provide you with a list of reputable contractors who have done previous work for Maybell on the house. I am pretty sure that they are all eager to get back to work on it as they have not been working on the house since her death.”

“Is there anything else I should know sir?”  I was completely shocked at what was happening to me.  Just yesterday I was let go from my job and found out my boyfriend was gay, and now I own a house and do not have to rent an apartment anymore.  “How quickly can I move in?”

“I can give you the keys if you are ready to move in today.  If not, I will give you the keys once you are ready.  Plus, the day I hand over the keys to you, I will have you sign the Transfer-On-Death deed along with a few other documents that I have sitting here.  Maybell gave our office strict instructions to make sure that upon her death we would do everything in our power to assist you. Having everything prepared, transferring utilities to your name, and providing the proper people with Maybell’s Certificate of Death is something that she paid us for. I just need a few things from you like your Social Security Number and Date of Birth for paperwork purposes. Don’t worry about utilities, our office will handle it all. Are you ready for the keys today or do you need a little time to handle things elsewhere?”

“Oh no, I will definitely call you and schedule a time to come back to do the paperwork signing and get the keys once I know exactly when I am moving.”  

“Perfect. I can’t wait to be your attorney and help you with anything that you will need moving forward!”

The meeting ended with a handshake as we got up and left the conference room. I was heading back to my apartment to give my landlord notice that I was breaking my lease and moving out in a month.  
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One Month Later

Everything had been going smoothly since meeting with my great-aunt’s attorney a month ago.  I had given my landlord my notice and he was polite enough although a little dismayed at me because I was moving. He said he was sorry to see me go, but I think he was sorrier because I was always on time if not early with the rent. The movers were coming tomorrow to move me out of my apartment and into my house in Weeping Ridge. Today, I sign the necessary paperwork and got the keys to my house. It still feels surreal to know that I am moving into a house that I get to own, that there is no rent or mortgage to pay, and that I have money left me to pay the house taxes and fix it up according to my great-aunt’s wishes. Truthfully, I feel like this is a dream I have yet to wake up from, however, if it was a dream I would still have a job and a boyfriend. 

I might be single and jobless, but at least this move was going to be the clean start that I needed. Yes, I had had friends, but Zak and I shared a few of them. Only a select few of my close personal friends were sympathetic about my job loss, but when it came to Zak, they wanted to lynch him for not being forthcoming with me. The friends Zak and I shared, they empathized with me about my job loss, but when it came to Martin, I quickly surmised they knew about him but kept it from me so that I wouldn’t get hurt. They thought that they were protecting me, but really, they were protecting Zak’s image. Guess who dumped those friends quickly, that’s right me!  I was taking all of this as a sign that I needed to start fresh somewhere else.

The first time that I made my trip to Mr. Zemboni’s law office I was bewildered by his letter. Now, however, I am excited. Greeted by Sheila, I am once again led through the offices, but this time, she leads me to Mr. Zemboni’s office where he meets me with a firm handshake. 

“Sheila, thank you. I will buzz you when I need you.” He looked at her politely speaking to her.  Turning to me, he said, “Elizabeth such a pleasure to see you again. You don’t mind if I call you that do you?”

“N-no,” I stutter at him. “Elizabeth is fine, or even Liz.”  Oh, I am shocked by this, but think ah what the hell, just roll with the casualness of it all. 

“Perfect! Please just call me Townsend when it’s just us behind closed doors. Maybell hated the formalities, in fact, she specifically demanded no such thing when around her, and now, I have to admit I am quite fond of the casualness. And, since I am your attorney, I hope to convey the same to you as well.”

Chuckling I said, “Of course Mr. Zemboni,” I started before continuing, “just kidding, Townsend. That sounds like something my great-aunt would have said about not being too formal. I believe she once said she felt it too stuffy being so damn polite instead of being yourself.”

At that, Townsend started to laugh. “Oh, now that sounds like the Maybell I knew. Shall we get started, my dear?” 

Before I could even get a word out, Townsend Zemboni went into business mode and began to place papers in front of me explaining what each was and where to sign. When we were done with the signing he handed me over the keys to the house.  

As Townsend slowly began to get up, I asked him to sit a moment as I had something I wanted him to explain to me since he was my attorney. Townsend quickly sat back down.

“I am just curious, you said that you are my attorney now. How does that specifically work? You know paying you? What does it entail?”

“Oh, my goodness!” he exclaimed to me. “Did I not explain to you that your great-aunt had the foresight to hire our office on retainer and that she set up a trust account for us in which we are paid?”

“No. How does that work actually?” I was very intrigued by this. “Both my son and I are on retainer for you.  Maybell wanted us to handle as much as possible for her and essentially for you as well even after that first year is over. We will still be your attorneys and can handle anything that you need, whether it is finding you people to work with where the house is concerned, to investigating the neighbor down the street. You will always know where the money is going that your great-aunt left us as we will monthly send you an itemized copy of what we have done along with the money left in the account. Now, after the first year, you can my dear, request to pull it and us as being your attorneys of record, however, you don’t need to.”

“Oh, my goodness!” I exclaimed in a shocked voice. “That’s crazy but great. Do you mind if I ask, how much had she put aside for your firm?”

“Oh, my dear, of course, you should know. Our firm currently has $1.75 million and has spent $250,000.00 total over the last 6 months of her life to ensure everything that could be done was done to ensure that you were secure in all your endeavors moving forward.”

“So that expenditure was it from the $1.75 million? I am just trying to figure it all out.”

“Oh no. She gave us $2 million 6 months ago to begin the transition that we would work specifically for you once she passed away. She knew that her cancer was spreading and going to kill her, so she wanted to make sure everything she had was set and ready for you to take over.”

“Oh. Wow, okay. Thank you so much.” I said to him as I started to slowly rise from my seat.

“Oh Elizabeth, here is a card with my name and numbers along with my son Andrew’s numbers so that if you need us day or night you can call.”

Taking the card from Townsend I glance at it only to discover that it has both of their home numbers and cell phone numbers. “b-but these are your home and cell phone numbers.”

“Yes, something that we only offer a select few clients, you are one of them now since Maybell once was privy to them.”

“Thank you so much for everything you have done for me, Townsend.”

“Welcome to the area and I can’t wait to see how you make progress on the house.”

With that, we both got up and he let me out of his office where I headed to my car.

Sitting in my car following my meeting with the attorney I had to take it all in. My great-aunt pre-paid an attorney to be on retainer and be my attorney for things I might potentially need in the future. I was shocked. I wondered what else about my great-aunt did I not know about. Now only time would tell me, I guess.
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By the time I left the attorney’s office, it was late afternoon. I didn’t want to explore my new house in the dark, so I decided that it could wait until tomorrow when I officially moved in. How many people can say that they are going to live in a house sight unseen while fixing it up per their great-aunt’s request? Not many that is for sure.  On the other hand, I wondered what had possessed Maybell to purchase a house that had sat vacant for such a long period of time not to mention the state of disrepair it must’ve been in prior to her purchase. I knew I couldn’t sit here and question everything right now, it wouldn’t do me any good. 

Thinking back, I believe I was 10 the last time I saw Maybell, and if I am not mistaken that was also right after my great-uncle had passed away. It might have been at his funeral, I can’t remember. I vaguely recall telling her that Uncle Mac was not in pain anymore and she smiled knowingly. Looking back now, I am not sure why I said that nor what happened afterwards. I do recall my parents and Aunt Maybell looking like they had a heated discussion and afterwards when we left, I never saw or heard from Maybell again.

Actually, that is a lie. It wasn’t until my parents and uncle all perished in an airplane crash 5 years ago, that Maybell had reached out to me. While I didn’t need anything, it was good to know that someone cared. I knew that my great-uncle and Maybell had to have some money, but I hadn’t known that they were wealthy. Now, I wondered what state of disrepair the house must have been if she had such an exorbitant cost associated with fixing it up. Tomorrow I would find out.

The movers had taken everything from my apartment and packed it in their van and said they would meet me at the house.  And with that, they were off.  I took one more look around the apartment to make sure I hadn’t left anything behind and then turned in my keys to the landlord.  With a deep breath I got in my car and headed towards my new life, so why did I feel like this was bittersweet?  I mean, I had no boyfriend and no job.

My GPS had the address to the house and indicated traffic was light. An hour and a half later I was pulling in the drive to the place that I was now going to call home. I made it before the movers had arrived, so this was in fact, a win for me.  Instantly, I felt like I was home. I could see why Maybell had bought this place. It had excellent bones and was screaming for TLC. I was drawn to it like a moth drawn to a flame. 

When you first pull up the drive, the willow trees lining both sides needed to be pruned back from overgrowth, however, the landscaping at the front wrap-around porch was underwhelming. I was going to need a landscaper to start working on these issues. The black metal roof looked new like it had been replaced recently so that was good to know. Paint was peeling on the house and the shutters falling off did not match the style of the house. In fact, it the house had an eerie feeling yet I could see the potential and had ideas immediately to bring the exterior back to life.  This was going to be fun to restore this house to its former glory.

Walking up the steps I could see that the porch had places where the boards had been replaced but not yet painted. This was going to be a must complete as soon as possible especially since it was late fall and winter was fast approaching.  The front door had also been restored to its original ornate state and stained a beautiful espresso color with a stained-glass window.  Stained-glass sidelights adorned either side of the door as well. The craftsmanship was breathtaking for me. Unlocking the front door, I slowly opened it and walked into the foyer of my house. 

“Wow! This place is exquisite.” I said aloud. “I can see why Maybell wanted this place and took painstaking care to restore its original beauty.”  Something about this place drew creativity out
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