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​Dedication:

This book is dedicated to my Husband, Shirl, in honor of his suffering through reading scripts each time I “revised.” His encouragement kept me going every time I quit.

My thanks go to Dawnzella, my daughter, for taking my idea of what I wanted for the cover of this book and creating a perfect finished product. 

Chris, my son, for always being available to help me navigate Word and thinking I write great complaint letters, including the one that got him riding again when he was kicked off the school bus 

Thanks to the Weller family for their encouragement and for allowing me to publish a series of books with their family as the main characters! 

And finally, for my teacher at Corinna Union Academy, who insisted that we write five pages of handwritten “Random Notes” weekly. He significantly impacted my life, and I loved tantalizing him with “continued” stories. 

I am admitting upfront to being a Realtor for 30 years in Washington State and Phoenix, Arizona, giving this Fictional Story a ring of truth. Several of the characters and events resemble those from real life. Most of the characters and events are made up out of whole cloth. The sexy boyfriend was just for fun. I have been married to the love of my life for 62 years.

My other books 

Maye West Mysteries Book: 1 Murder on Lake Haverly 

Maye West Mysteries Book: 2 Options 

The Spirited One Book: 1 The protector 

The Spirited One Book: 2 James 

The End of the Road 

Immortal Enemies 

Young Adult and Children’s Books 

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 1 Science Project 

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 2 Dragon Flight 

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 3 The Keep 

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 4 The Others 

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 5 Wormhole 

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 6 Merpeople

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 7 Decisions 

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 8 Dragonshire

Ruby & Nolan’s Great Adventures in Space Book: 9 Irus  (will be released soon)

Sleep Travelers Book: 1 The Story of Ning, Dog, and Boss 

Sleep Travelers Book: 2 The Amusement Park 
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Chapter 1. Go West, Young Woman.
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Maye West is my name, and Real Estate is my game! If you are old enough, you may remember the real Mae West, a big Blonde potty-mouth bombshell. The difference between her and me is I am five feet 4 ½ inches tall and have red Clairol # 44R hair. If you piss me off, my eyes become bright green. Anyone that knows me will tell you that I go from Sweetheart to Bitch in 60 seconds. I admit they are right.

After two snowstorms dumped 5 feet of snow on the sleepy little town of Corinna, Maine, I bugged out! Upon arriving in the small rain-soaked town of Montesano, Washington, “I thought, what the hell do I do now?” Real Estate seemed logical; the only requirement was a high school diploma or GED. Washington, in a fit of brilliant lunacy, issued me a Temporary Permit to start selling Real Estate! 

Eventually, I passed the Washington Real Estate Exam, which, by the way, was not rocket science, and I passed it on the first try. All hopefuls were allowed a pencil, a ballpoint pen, one sheet of paper, no books, no calculator, and, just like in high school, a 

monitor circulated the room to make sure we didn’t cheat. Two weeks later, a postcard arrived with an X showing pass or fail! 

I was thrilled to be hired by Smith & Smith Realty (the name has been changed to protect the guilty). Sam Wiggins, the Broker, was a short, chubby guy with thinning brown hair and gray eyes behind large, thick glasses. He sat at his computer, two-finger typing with a cigarette dangling from his mouth. I was greeted with these encouraging words, “There’s your desk, there’s your phone; get to work, nothing to this business, just fill in the blanks.” 

“What exactly do I put in the blanks?” I asked. 

“Just look in the Closed Files and copy what other Agents put in them.”

“Right. This is gonna be fun!”

Later in my career, I would learn just how bad that advice was! All sales are unique and different! Sammy’s only helpful advice was, “Take a different route to work every day. When you see a FISBO (For Sale by Owner) sign, stop and ask if you can list the property.” So armed with all that wisdom on my first day, I spotted a FISBO sign and pulled into the driveway in my blue VW bus.

“Hey, it was what I had to drive.”

I confidently knocked on the door. An elderly man with a full head of pure white hair and big blue eyes, dressed in jeans and a not-so-white t-shirt, opened the door. I smiled, “I’m Maye West with Smith & Smith Realty, and I noticed your For Sale sign and would like to talk to you about listing your property.”  

He screamed, “I hate Smith & Smith Realty! They screwed me over with my last house, and I wouldn’t deal with them for all the rice in China! He continued hollering at me for the next half hour while I stood there with my mouth hanging open. Probably, seeing the look of horror on my face, he stopped screaming and started laughing and said: “Oh, what the hell, come on in, and we’ll talk.”

The house had two small rooms that appeared to be in the final stages of remodeling. I later learned it was a “tearer-downer” rather than a “fixer-upper.” We chatted for about an hour, and before I knew it, he agreed to list.

“Hot Damn!”

Now, the fun began. I realized that I did not have a clue what to do next. All those contracts I was supposed to copy to fill in the blanks were back in the office!

“Help, Mamma, come get your baby girl!”

Together, we filled in the blanks with the help of a gentleman who was getting an agreement to widen the road. I shot back to the office lickety-split to have Sammy approve the contract before I got the signature. He hollered at me, not for the last time in my short career with Smith & Smith Realty! “You did what? Get your ass back out there and get that signature!” I insisted Sammy look over the contract! After quickly glancing at the paper, he hollered, “It looks fine! Get the hell out of here and go get that damn signature!”

“Why does everyone holler at me?”

Not bad for my first day in Real Estate! Sammy was thrilled because I got a full 7 % commission. Commissions are supposed to be negotiable. However, that doesn’t mean all Realtors will negotiate, or their Brokers will be happy if their agents bring in lower percent listings. I recall one of the many Brokers that were pissed at me because I didn’t write an Agreement for Sale (private contract-no Banker) at 18% interest. In Washington, the usury was 12%, with stiff penalties and jail time. Knowing his greedy nature, I had both buyer and seller sign before he could get his greasy little hands on it. Once the contract had both signatures, it was a deal, and he had to live unhappily with it. Another shouting match and another short career with another Real Estate Company!

But it was the right thing to do, and I didn’t regret it for a minute! 
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Chapter 2. Not the Right Woman for the job.
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By the way, when you leave one brokerage, your listings and sales do not go with you! Legally, the Broker owns all listings and sales that are not closed! Experience taught me how and when to make the change from one Real Estate Company to another! No listings on paper and sales were closed, and the checks were in the bank.

The guys at the office were just peachy to me! When Sammy introduced me, the first words out of their mouths were, "Great; now we have a woman to cook for us." On the counter in the break room was a fresh Salmon ready for me to bake! They went hungry, and they weren’t happy campers.

Cell phones were non-existent, and no computer printouts! The guys gave me wonderfully helpful directions! After getting lost following them, I stopped at a house in the general area and got the right direction. When I arrived back at the office, I said cheerfully, “Thanks for the perfect directions, guys!” As I showed them my new listing!

They stole a couple listings and sales from me before I played a little payback! Paybacks are a bitch!

The ink wasn’t dry on the contract on my little jewel listing! A much desired, one-acre farm within the city limits of Elma. It had two mobile homes, priced low enough to sell the minute it hit the market! I put it on tour the very next day. My fellow agents showed up dressed in their “Sunday Best,” ready to make a killing! They assumed the new chick (that would be me) priced it below market. The minute the tour was over, they planned to make a quick sale.

Imagine their surprise when they saw the menagerie of Goats, Raccoons, Ducks, Geese, and numerous cats and dogs! The owners didn’t believe in cages or pens! The guys couldn’t say anything because the proud owners walked along with us, happy as clams at high tide, explaining every little detail!

The main house boasted one bedroom used exclusively to grow mice to feed their pet Boa Constrictors, who were housed in large cages in the second and third bedrooms. Their prize, Boa Constrictor’s cage, rested on the kitchen table! You could say with conviction that Suzie Homemaker did not live there. It smelled too high heaven. I loved every second of that tour and stretched it out as long as possible. I kept a straight face, seeing their mud-caked shoes and suits spotted with “more than dirt”! 

One of the guys did make a sale to himself that first day! He threatened a lawsuit when he discovered the well would not produce enough water for two rental units. I suggested he probably wouldn’t win when the little old couple hobbled into court, and I would testify on their behalf! If he had not been such a greedy bastard and read my listing, he would have seen that I stated clearly that the little mobile home was a “Mother-in-law” cottage. I didn’t like him before that sale and continued to dislike him after! 

Many agents I have met have had deals come back to bite them in the ass! They deserved that bite, and I cheered! I have always adhered to my motto, which I coined early in my career, which was “Do the right thing because it is right!” I’ll tell you about more of my paybacks over a tall, cold one sometime if you are buying! Over that drink, ask me about the “Bobbsey Twins!” The truth is stranger than fiction! And it was one of my better paybacks! 
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Chapter 3. Finally, I'm getting my piece of the Pie



We live in Paradise in the winter and in Hell in the summer in Arizona! My chosen profession sometimes makes me think it is the latter all year round! “It’s a dry heat” only makes sense when the temperature is less than 100 degrees. I am not complaining; I relocated to the Valley of the Sun for the Sunshine 365 days a year. Sloshing around in the rain in Grays Harbor County in Washington got old, fast! 
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I always preferred working in a small office with other agents with the same philosophy of “The customer is King/Queen.” Our job is to help our clients achieve the goal of the American Dream of Home Ownership, not a “Nightmare on Elm Street!”

As an agent, your Broker is legally responsible for your actions. You are an “independent contractor,” not an “employee,” translation: “You pay all your expenses and give the biggest slice of the pie to the Broker!” Obtaining the Broker’s License is not Rocket Science. The requirement is three years of working hard with little or no training. Pay for a Brokers class and pass a multiple-choice exam and one “Broker Question” with a little math kicker. 

In addition to attending the Real Estate School, I studied for my broker's License with a Broker buddy as his first and only student. He supplied many “mock tests,” including several “Broker Questions.” Coincidentally, one of the mock Broker Questions was on my test. I chose to do the math and not use the answers I remembered from the mock test. Call me crazy, but I took all the renewal classes closed book. All of them were “Open Book!” It was acceptable to look up the answers. Most classes were such “snoozers” that many agents daydreamed or slept through them. 

I passed the Brokers Exam the first time, which pissed off my current broker. She had to hire a “rent-a-broker,” which was illegal but was done more often than not. She took the Broker test 4 times and failed! Don’t get me wrong, she was a kick in the pants, and I loved working with her, and I was her highest-producing agent! Her three other agents didn’t like me after they got a wild-haired idea of putting up a board to keep track of our production. It took all the wind out of their sails when they saw my name on nearly every line.

Her favorite saying was, “A little bit of something is better than a whole lot of nothing. I overheard a conversation she had with a creditor. It went something like this: “Look, every month, I put all my bills in a hat! And I pull them out one at a time and pay them until I run out of money. If you don’t stop being mean, I won’t even put yours in the hat!” I nearly fell off of my chair laughing!

Our “rent -a- broker's only job was to walk to the post office and get the mail. He was a sweet old man, and one of us had to follow him to pick up the letters he dropped.

My broker had a cabin on a small lake close to the office and offered her agents a nice commission if we brought a buyer. One evening, another woman and I were sitting in the office gossiping when a sexy young man came in wearing only a pair of overhauls. We didn’t check, but we did enjoy the eye candy. I was up, so I sat him at my desk. He said he was looking for a cabin on a lake. Voila! I told him about the Broker’s cabin, and he wanted to go see it right then! It was getting late, and by the time we drove to it, it would be pitch dark. 

In a fit of brilliance, I said, “Harry, are you a gambling man?”

He said, “Yes, I am.” 

“If you can give me $1000 cash earnest money, I will get you into the cabin tonight, and if you want to pass, your money will be refunded and the contract voided.” 

He opened his wallet and gave me cash. I wrote the contract and gave him his copy. 

I then said, “The property belongs to my Broker, and it is not locked! We shook hands, and he left. He came in the next morning and said, “I want it!” My broker was happy, and he was happy! And I got paid! 

Technology has advanced since my first exam, and the Broker’s test was on a computer, and I got the results immediately. Hooray!

I purchased a perfect four-bedroom house before the subdivision was designated a Historic District. I converted it to my office/living quarters. We retained the Earth Tones of the 70s and vintage ceramic tile floors and pulled it all together with area rugs. In the “Parlor,” we kept the Wing-back Couch and Love Seat matching the early American Lamps on the End tables. Old photos in antique frames hung on the walls, completing the “homey, professional” atmosphere. My two-bedroom apartment is on the second floor.

The city of Glendale graciously allows my Clients to park on the street in front of my office. But, park on the wrong side, and you could add to the City’s coffers. My modern alarm system has sensors on all windows and doors, which call the Glendale Police Department. If you get by all those, there is me! And I pack a Glock!

My best friend Lavonne Hall is the brainchild of the office Décor; she has more taste in her little finger than I have in my whole body! I know how to sell Real Estate! Lavonne is five feet nothing, about as big as a minute. She's gorgeous and doesn't even know it, with naturally curly salt-pepper hair and the biggest blue eyes you’ve ever seen. She also has the biggest real-live Boobs on a woman her size I have ever seen. “Oh, come on, us girls always know these things about each other.”

She doubles as a receptionist in exchange for “renting” an office for her Interior decorating business. We share clients, and Lavonne drags me shopping once a year. She chooses my clothes, making me look professional. I pretend that it is under duress and against my will. That is a lie! I’ve known her forever since I listed and sold her and her ex-husband's house in Washington State.

The first time she “took” me shopping was in Washington State. We agreed that I would drive, and we hit the stores at the Tacoma Mall until the wee hours! She helped me fill the trunk of my Chrysler Cordoba with as many bags and boxes of clothes as it would hold. When she finally wound down and I was dead on my feet, we stopped at Johnny’s at Fife Restaurant for our traditional meal. Steaks with a bottle of champagne topped off by driving across the road to the Poodle Dog restaurant for a huge hot fudge sundae. Lavonne always said, “Don’t worry, I will be your navigator and keep you awake!” The minute her little fanny hit the faux leather seat, she fell asleep, and I navigated home alone.

I didn’t advertise to attract agents when I opened a one-woman office. One day, Eddie McGinley stopped in to “apply.” After a brief talk, I realized I was damn lucky to have him stay. He can sell and loves the business the way I love it!

My newest agent, Sarah McClanahan, is a powerhouse! She is a prolific lister, and people love her! She has the same energy as Lavonne, and homeowners trust her. She sells many of her own listings. She’s a country girl at heart and loves working in the rural areas. She loves driving in her little “Smart Car.” It gets fantastic gas mileage, and she doesn’t have room in her car for passengers who mess it up or want to smoke! I met her when I sold one of her listings, and we immediately hit it off. Amazingly, when I asked her to come to work with me, she accepted. She is not quite as petite as Lavonne, and she has Coal black hair and the most amazing sea-blue eyes that seem to look right into your soul. She wears jeans with a plaid or flowered blouse with a big hand-crocheted hanky in the front pocket.

​



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4. Floortime for the Lone Ranger!
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I decided to take “floor time” on this mid-week day, even though conventional wisdom says the weekends are the best time for phone calls and walk-ins. I usually encourage my agents to take as much floortime as they want, but I do not require them to take any floor time. They put their name on the Calendar for the day or days they want. 

I struggled over the ad for my “House on the Lake” listing. It is a great location for someone, but I just haven’t found the right someone! Most people want that lake on the outskirts of town, and it “ain’t happen’n, baby!” Oh, yeah, and in addition, they also want it for a rock-bottom price. Remember the Realtor mantra: location, location, location? This property has nearly 300 feet of waterfront, a dock, and a three-bedroom house, but the price tag doesn’t fit every budget. Putting words together to entice customers to call is not as easy as one would think. I decided to play up the remoteness to its full advantage. I advertised in the Wall Street Journal (conventional wisdom told me it was dumb); the ad read:

[Get out of town. This Private Hideaway is on a beautiful private lake close to a metropolitan city. Call West Real Estate at 623-555-0342]

I was daydreaming when, miracles of miracles, the phone rang.

“Eureka.”

“West Realty, Maye West speaking,” I said. 

“Hello, Ms. West, this is Joshua Feldmen. I am calling regarding your House on the Lake listing advertised in the Wall Street Journal.”

“Yes, thank you for calling Mr. Feldmen. It offers privacy and rustic charm and is the largest waterfront property on beautiful Lake Haverly.

“Exactly how Rustic is it?” he asked.

“It has its own well, electricity, on about 20 acres, and a very peaceful atmosphere. And it is close enough to Phoenix to enjoy the entertainment of a metropolitan city.”  I hoped he would ask more questions and not hang up like many other inquiries.

Mr. Feldmen didn’t say anything for a few long moments.

“Talk about a pregnant pause.”

When he finally spoke, he said, “Would it be possible to mail me the information about the property and the area?”

“Hot Damn! Does a chicken have lips?”

“Mr. Feldman, I have taken tons of pictures and will send prints along with the MLS printout and all the information I have on the surrounding properties.”

“What did you say the price was?” he asked. “Whoops!” I had not put the price in the ad for a good reason. There were no comparables to do a market analysis. I opted for a formal appraisal. 

I took a deep breath and said, “Well, the Sellers are asking the appraised price of $375,000.00. Mr. and Mrs. Attwater want to move closer to their children and grandchildren in Michigan. As a matter of fact, they are in Michigan for two weeks to look for a condo. Did I mention that this property has over 300 feet of private waterfront, and more could be cleared? Lake Haverly has abundant Bass and Trout, and the hunting is excellent!”

He seemed to mull this over for what seemed like hours. It was probably seconds. “Well, after my wife Miranda and I receive the information, we can come down next weekend if it looks as good as it sounds. Would it be convenient for you to show my wife and me the property?” he asked. 

“Hot damn.”

“Yes, it would; I will put the information in the mail today,” I said, keeping my voice calm.

“We will meet you at your office; be sure to give accurate GPS directions to your office and the property.” He gave me his address and phone number and requested that I forward the information by express mail. I repeated the address to be sure I had it right, and when he said it was right, he thanked me and promptly hung up.

I leaned back in my chair and breathed a big sigh, but then I reminded myself, “A call is just a call and not a sale!”

I said to myself, “Girl, it's time to get a wiggle on, get that package in the morning mail. I thought, hell no! Strike while the iron is hot!” An hour later and it was in the Post Office! 

I daydreamed about a beautiful day picnicking and fishing on the lake and an exhilarating skinny dip in the cool water. “Oh, Come on, don’t tell me you haven’t done it? You have. I know you have!”

The sellers would be out of town for at least one more week, visiting their kids and looking for a property with the agent I introduced them to. She was happy to show my client the properties for me. Many people don’t know that agents cannot sell property across state lines. We contact an agent where our clients want to buy, make a referral agreement, and get paid a small percentage of the other agent's commission.

Hey, girls, gotta live. Unlike many agents, I check out the agent on the other end and make sure she does the job.

​
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Chapter 5. Colored Lights in the Desert.
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I had nothing pressing for the rest of the week, so I dialed my main squeeze, Frank Singleton, an officer in the Maricopa County Sheriff’s Department.

“Hey, Frank, I’m going to spend a couple days fishing at my listing on Lake Haverly. Wanna come?”

“How soon are we leaving?”

“I just need to pack a bag and get some goodies to eat and drink; about two hours?”

“Hot damn, I’ll meet you at your place, and I’ll bring goodies.” 

Frank would arrive in jig time!. Lavonne had appointments, so I called my agents, Ed McGinley and Sarah McClanahan, asking if they wanted free floor time. Sarah was out on a listing call today but could take the next day. Ed laughed and said yes.

When Ed arrived, we talked briefly about the listing call, and I hot-footed upstairs to get ready for some fun. 

As I was packing the van, I drifted into a daydream of lying naked and cuddling with Frank after a refreshing swim in the lake. I guess I got caught up in the dream because Frank scared the bejeesus out of me. He whispered quietly, “Can I join you in that dream?” I slugged him on the arm and, when I could catch my breath, said, "Don’t do that to me!”

Frank slid his six-foot lean body into the front passenger seat and dutifully fastened his seat belt. He was still grinning, and his beautiful blue eyes were sparkling with mischief. His light brown hair was sparkling with a few gray hairs. We headed west, picked up the 101, got off on 32nd Street, and turned north on Hwy 80. I asked, “So, how was your week? He replied, “Another hijack robbery left us with another body! They got away with a nice truck, which by now is in a chop shop or across the border.”

“Wow, isn’t that the third or fourth body from robberies in the last two months?”

“Yeah, we are following leads, but so far, either the crooks are seasoned criminals or just damn luck! We have a lot of territory to cover and not enough officers!

“Try to put it out of your mind for the next few days, and let's have fun.”

Frank was happy I finally had a “maybe” buyer and knew how hard I had worked on this listing. Frank is knowledgeable about Real Estate and owns a one-bedroom Condo. He keeps several uniforms and a couple changes of clothes in my spare bedroom closet. He’s my “best friend with benefits,” and neither of us is ready for anything more.

We slowed down after turning on the gravel road with a small “Private” sign. We rolled up the windows and cranked up the AC to keep us from choking on the dust. We marveled at the tableau spread out before us as we crested the hill. It was shaped like a large bowl with a gorgeous lake about a mile in diameter and a couple miles long in the center. 

I wasn’t kidding about the “hideaway” angle in my ad! If you didn’t know about Lake Haverly, you probably wouldn’t discover it by accident! The gravel road branched off to the left to the three other cabins surrounding the lake. They all had ten or more acres and a waterfront with boat docks. Magnificent tall trees surround the lake, and many come right down to the water. An American eagle family built a nest at the top of one of the tallest trees. I got some excellent pictures of the eagle family, and I sent those to Mr. & Mrs. Feldman to sweeten the pot.
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