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"Congratulations on your new house," I smiled as I handed over the keys.

"Thank you Jessica," Manny smiled.

I loved this part of my job, as I took the picture of Manny and his family in front of their new house.

Being a real estate agent had its up and downs, this was definitely an up.

I waved goodbye to them as I got in my SUV. Now it was for the bad part, Eugene was my next client, and he was a picky person.

I had shown him many houses, and he had yet to pick one. I was starting to think he didn't know what he wanted.

"Hello Eugene," I sighed as my phone connected to the Bluetooth.

"Hello Jessica," Eugene answered.

I told him to meet me at an address; it had everything he had asked me to look for in a house.

Eugene walked around the house, which was two stories just like he wanted, and it had an outdoor above-ground pool.

"Well?" I asked as Eugene made his way back to the living room.

I knew that look. He was going to say that he wasn't interested in buying it. I was running out of large houses in this area. Eugene was trying my patience.

"The living room," Eugene stated as he looked out the floor-to-ceiling windows.

"What about it?" I asked.

"I know I am being difficult," Eugene stated. "But I know what I want, and I am willing to pay for it."

"Okay," I shrugged. "I will keep looking."

Eugene shrugged. "I know what I want Jessica, if you can't find it, then I will find someone else," he stated as we walked out to our vehicles.

"That sounds like a good idea," I said, tired of him. It had been this way for months now.

"Are you serious?" Eugene stopped in his tracks.

"Yes," I nodded. "I think it will be best if you find someone else, maybe they can find what you are looking for."

Eugene was stunned.

"It's been nice," I smiled. "I wish you luck."

I got in my vehicle and drove away.

I notified my boss, and she was on board with my decision.

I ignored many calls and texts from Eugene, but when I got home, I sent him a couple of other well-known and reputable realtors I knew.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"I can't believe you let him go," Michael shook his head.

"It's been months in the waiting," I shrugged.

Michael was my husband, and he had heard me talking about Eugene for months. I didn't mind a picky client, but Eugene found fault in every house. In the months I tried to help him find a house, not one of the many houses I showed him did he even find one that was close or tell me exactly what was wrong.

"Anyway," Michael smiled as he stood next to the stove. "Check this out."

He offered me a spoon, and I tried his new dish.

Michael was a cook at a prestigious restaurant downtown. The restaurant was fully booked, and no one could get a reservation for months on end.

"Wow," I nodded.

"Too spicy?" Michael asked.

"You know that could never happen," I grinned.

"For normal people," Michael stared at me.

"Might want to dial it down," I smiled.

"Thanks," Michael moved to kiss me.

"Not there yet," I backed away from him.

"Okay," Michael nodded.

I shook my head and left the kitchen.

Four months ago, I found out that Michael had cheated on me with one of his kitchen staff. It wasn't just one time or a fluke; it had been going on for months, right under my nose.

"Sorry," Michael said.

I had agreed to give the marriage a chance by going to counselling and giving him time to prove that he was a changed person.

Many of my friends had told me that I should have divorced him right away. I wanted to, especially after I saw her.

A tall brunette with glasses, she looked like a walking stick figure. Michael told me that it had happened because she was there for him and wasn't so into her work.

I admitted that I could get a bit carried away with my work, but I always took time for him when he wanted to talk about the stress of being such a good cook, or when he wanted to just talk about anything.

I even took time to play golf with him, even though I hated playing the game. I was into actual sports, physical sports like baseball, football, but especially basketball.

I went outside after changing and threw the basketball around a bit in the backyard. Some people read books; some people play video games or crosswords. I liked playing basketball to calm down. 

I loved the sound of the ball hitting the concrete and the swish of the net. Michael left me alone when I was out here.

I knew if the marriage were going to move forward, I would have to let things go. Michael had promised me that he had changed and that she no longer worked for him.

After a few hours of being outside and sweating my frustrations out, I came back inside and took a shower.

"What would it take for you to trust me again?" Michael asked.

I shook my head. "What kind of question is that?"

"I have apologized and done everything I can to try and prove myself to you," Michael said, with that disapproving look.

"Wait," I couldn't look at him. "I am the one who is in the wrong here?'

"I came to you and told you what happened, I told you everything," Michael exclaimed. "I could have..."

"Don't!" I pointed at him. "Don't you dare act like the good guy because you came to me and told me that you cheated on me, don't make me out to be the bad person for not instantly forgiving you."

"What do you want?" Michael was frustrated. "I am not going to keep going to these counselling sessions which make me out to be the bad person. I told you what happened and apologized to you many times. I can't do it anymore."

"You mean you won't do anymore," I corrected him. "You want me to forgive and forget like nothing happened."

"Why is that so hard?" Michael asked.

He was standing in front of me, asking me to forget that he had slept with, gone on dates, and told another woman he loved them for months, not just one time, but for months.

"She is no longer in the picture, we aren't even talking to each other," Michael was trying to convince me.

"I bet it was because you kept telling her that you would leave me for her, but didn't do it," I shook my head. "That's probably what happened."

I knew Michael; he was full of empty promises. He would say one thing and then do the other; he did it all the time.

"I am not going to argue," Michael shook his head. "I am going to my training seminar in two weeks, when I get back...."

"I might not be here," I finished his sentence.

"Do what you want," Michael turned around and left the bedroom.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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"Do what you want?" Alexis asked. "Was those his exact words?"

"Yeah," I answered.

"A free pass," Monica smiled.

"What?" I asked.

"I mean he did say do what you want," Alexis grinned.

I had met my friends at a restaurant for lunch, and the two of them were always my go-to people when I was feeling down.

"He didn't mean it like that," I looked at them as they looked at me.

"Why not?" Monica asked. "He is at his cooking seminar, training, whatever thing in a whole other state, so why shouldn't you let your hair down."

"He just said do what I want in terms of leaving or not," I told them.

"She is there," Alexis stared at her phone. "The walking bean pole with no curves is at the seminar."

Alexis showed me the phone, and it showed a picture of Michael standing next to her, the woman he had an affair with.

"He didn't tell me she would be there," I told them. I stared at the picture; they were both standing next to each other in a group photo of other chefs and cooks.

"Now, do you think he meant do what you want in terms, or do what you want in any way possible?" Monica asked.

'Asshole!' I thought as I looked at the photo.

"Why don't we go to that large open house party?" Alexis asked.

Our company was holding a huge party at a newly renovated house out of town, it was an hour's drive, but the house was huge and overlooked a lake.

"That is a great idea!" Monica responded.

"I don't know," I had doubts.

There were going to be hundreds of people, coming and going, and I would have to dress up for the occasion and give tours.

"You might meet someone," Alexis chimed like a high school girl.

"I don't want to meet someone; I just want to..."

Alexis held up her phone again, showing the photo. "Fine, I will go."

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I couldn't believe the turnout for this house, but I also couldn't hide my admiration for this mansion. It had many rooms, including one full kitchen and one-half kitchen, seven bathrooms, and a full basketball court, tennis court, and a massive outdoor pool.

Many of the people who came couldn't afford such a place, but they were here to show other potential buyers that people were interested. My boss called the ones that couldn't afford the house baiters, as they pretended to be rich enough to afford it and looked the part.

I had shown many people around and gave them the tour. My feet were killing me. "Just a few more hours to go," I smiled.

"Yeah, and I can't believe you turned down that guy?" Monica shook her head.

"Which one?" I asked.

Many of the men who had come to see the house had hit on me. Some of them had come with their wives and still tried to get my number or tried to find a way to sneak off to get between my legs.

"The one with the dark black hair," Monica fanned herself with her hand. "He was hot!"

"He was also married with two kids!" I stared at her.

"Who cares, I just wanted to ride his face!" Monica grinned.

"What about his wife?"

"What about her? She could watch if she is into that," Monica laughed.

I had no intention of meeting or hooking up with anyone tonight, and definitely not with a married man. I was married and already had my husband cheat on me, so I didn't want to be a hypocrite.

"Is that?" Monica asked as we sat, Eugene entered through the front door.

"Yes it is," I shook my head.

Eugene had still been calling and texting me since I let him go.

"Jessica!" Eugene exclaimed as he saw me.

"Eugene," I faked a smile as he approached.

"Thought I would see you here," Eugene smiled.

"I didn't think a house like this would be up to your standards," I responded, hoping he would get the sarcastic tone in my voice.

"Actually with some certain modifications I think a house like this would be perfect," Eugene stated.

"Slight modifications?" I shook my head. "This is a billion-dollar house, what modifications would it need?"

"Can you give me the tour?" Eugene asked.

"Sure, one last time wouldn't hurt," I smiled.

I walked with Eugene throughout the house, showing him everything a house like this had to offer.

With each step, Eugene didn't say a word, just his usual nod and quiet judgment.

"And this is the garage," I ended the tour.

"I will take it," Eugene stated.

"What?" I asked with a smile. "You are funny!"

"I am serious," Eugne stared at me.

"You do know the asking price, right?"

"I do, and I will take it," Eugene didn't seem to be bluffing.

The houses he wanted me to show him were costly, but this was way above costly.

"Eugene," I turned and stared right at him. "Are you serious?"

"Yes," he smiled. "You seem to like it."

"I do, but it's not...."

Then it finally hit me.

"Wait, are you saying all this time you've been shopping for a house that I would like?" I asked.

"Yes, of course," Eugene grinned. "All the other houses never made your face light up, like it is now."

"I am married," I was shocked, and the words were getting caught on my tongue. "You do know that I am married to...."

"Michael," Eugene finished my sentence for me. "Last I heard he cheated on you with a walking beanpole."

I stifled a laugh. "Yes, she is rather flat chested and has no curves whatsoever."

"While you," Eugene circled me and stared at me. "Have curves in all the right places and...."

"I am far from flat chested," I grinned. I knew most guys loved my hourglass figure and nice ass, but all eyes found their way to my chest.

"I am well aware," Eugene grinned as his eyes met my breasts.

I smiled.

"Eugene?" I asked. "How long have you felt this way?"

"Since the first day you
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