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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.
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