All her life, Carrie Burton longed for the house of her dreams. After her new real estate agent assures her that the dream is a real possibility, Carrie and her family are ecstatic to move into what seems to them like a palatial mansion. But money is tight, and all their resources go to keeping up with the Joneses…and soon Carrie’s life is one of constant conflict as her child runs wild and her marriage falls apart. There can only be one outcome.
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Number 41 Markham Circle was the house of my dreams. It had everything we wanted. Four bedrooms, three and a half baths, an inground pool, a finished basement, and an updated kitchen with stainless steel appliances and black granite countertops.
“We could never afford this place,” I told Janet Reid, our real estate agent. “It’s fifty grand higher than our budget will allow.”
Janet smiled coyly. “I know a few tricks. If you want this house, I can help you get it.”
Boy, were we tempted. We’d been looking for a house for well over a year. Since baby Robin arrived, we were bursting at the seams. The one-bedroom apartment that had seemed so cozy when Tony and I were first married now felt like a shoe-too-tight.
Our first real estate agent, Norma Fellows, had shown us over thirty homes in our price range. To be quite honest, most of them were dumps—what Norma had called fixer uppers. Quite a few had had some work done to them, what looked to us to be do-it-yourself projects that had gone terribly wrong. Dangerous wiring, faulty plumbing, badly repaired drywall. We’d actually put offers on a couple of nice-looking homes that were being flipped, that is, fixed and selling for substantially more than the owners had paid for them. Unfortunately, those homes had flunked the inspections, and usually because of shoddy repairs or poorly irradiated mold.
But Norma was adamant that we stick within our budget. She wasn’t as creative a thinker as Janet, and we came to resent her for being such a drudge.
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