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Chapter 1Agnes

Spoiler Alert: While this is book 2 of the
Desert Paranormal series, it is intertwined with the Desert Vampire
and Desert Witch series and contains spoilers for all those
books.

Author’s note: Sometimes vampires do take
getaway vacations, but not all are relaxing when murder goes along
for the ride.

Bart, Vito, and I were sitting on the
Scottsdale Italus mansion’s terrace watching the brilliant late
fall sunset. We were enjoying the covered veranda, shading us from
the sun’s final rays over the Arizona western skies.

Joffre and Craig hadn’t arisen yet, so we
still had a few minutes of peace before they took their showers,
had their liquid meal, then joined us for some of my famous and
delicious Iced Tea.

Vito waved when he saw Zelda and Nero heading
over our way, but they were still about half a mile away and
enjoying their early evening stroll. It seemed like the last year
had flashed by and it certainly had been an entertaining one.

Who would have ever dreamed that the Magnus
coven would now include a fairy, a six thousand year old vampire
and a prince from ancient Egypt, or many new witch and vampire
members?

“I had a call this afternoon from our
longtime friend Gloria Parrish. I’m sure you must remember her
Agnes, her family has owned the property next to ours up near
Jackson Wyoming, near the Grand Teton National Park, south of
Yellowstone National Park for many decades,” Bart said, and I
nodded.

“I certainly do, a lovely lady and a lot of
crazy fun. So what has she been up to lately?” I asked, remembering
our good times together.

“Well it seems that her close friend Rocky
Beaumont is coming back from living in Europe for over ten years.
He is also bringing his sister Viviana, or Viv as she prefers, her
close friend Max, and apparently Gannon Beaumont her dad is coming
along with them,” he told us, and that was some really good news
indeed.

“They are all close friends and have been for
quite some time and Gloria’s cousin Tyler has the ranch next door.
I know Rocky and Gloria were inseparable as kids, and he had spent
all his summers with her at the ranch and we always enjoyed them
while they were around. I understand that when Gannon lost his
lovely wife to cancer, Rocky and Viv stayed with Gloria for months
after that event and her parents as Gannon tried to cope with his
heart wrenching loss.”

“It was a terrible time indeed. Eventually
things got a little better and you know Gannon, no matter what that
man touches he turns it into money. The Beaumont wealth is
legendary, and I don’t know if you’d heard, but Viv ended up
marrying a man she met while touring Switzerland. It was love at
first sight from all indications and they were inseparable. He was
much older than her but being a vampire he didn’t show it at all. I
know Gannon had some serious concerns at first, but Viv was one
that always knew her mind and that was it for her and she married
him. Of course she was turned very quickly after their marriage,
and it was a natural progression for them, but thank the stars they
didn’t have a mate bond.”

“I remember now, and weren’t you and Vito at
the wedding? I seem to remember you guys were in Europe at the time
and swung by for the ceremony,” I said thinking back to that
happier time.

“Yes, we were, and it was fantastic! He had a
massive house high in the foothills in the Alps, and the party went
on for almost a week and was incredible. They were both so much in
love, but tragedy struck way too soon. He was killed on an icy road
one winter, only a couple of years later, and even with his age and
being powerful and ancient, once you lose your head, that’s it I’m
afraid,” Bart told us sadly.

“So you said Rocky is arriving back here soon
then? Well not here to Italus in Arizona of course, but I’m
assuming he returning to Gloria’s vast ranch next to the Magnus
property near Jackson?”

“Yes, and we’ve all been invited to go up
there for a home coming celebration for Rocky, welcoming him back
to the states after all these years. When he finished his degree at
Stanford University, he spent a short time at Gloria’s place, kind
of a retreat I believe. He then flew off to Europe with Viv and his
dad Gannon a few weeks after that. From what I understand he’s been
living and traveling around with Viv since that time. They both are
heavily involved with the Gannon charitable foundation. Apparently,
he finally thought it was more than time to return home to the US,
even though Gloria and Tyler Parrish her cousin and owner of the
spread next to her on the other side as I mentioned, visited them
in Europe quite often for very extended stays,” Bart explained.

“Well all I can say is that from what I’ve
seen from time to time in the European gossip news is that our
Rocky has quite the Bad Boy reputation over there with all his
antics. Come to think of it, wasn’t he recently dating a count or
nobility of some sort that ended quite badly from that I
understand?”

“Yes, it was a nephew of Viv’s late husband,
and all seemed to be going quite well and everyone was expecting a
marriage, but something happened, and it all fell apart. I’m
thinking that breakup engendered this sudden return to the states
to get out of the limelight. From what I heard, the guy was a
vampire and when Rocky cut him out of his life, he tried to walk
into the sun. It was all quite the scandal and of course everyone
blamed the interloper from the states. They even got on Viv’s case
from what I understand, for bringing him over and introducing him
to the count. That, however, didn’t go over so well since it was
her late husband, and now Viv that controlled the stipends they
were living on derived from her assets. It was a real mess for a
while, until Rocky managed to smooth things over and convinced the
other man they were not right for each other and now are simply
good friends,” Bart said, shaking his head with a grin thinking
about all the churn.

“Well a broken heart is a broken heart I’m
afraid and sometimes things don’t work out as planned and always
someone is left hurting. I’m glad they were able to get things
right before he left to come back here. No one wants to deal with a
scorned vampire,” I kidded, and both Bart and Vito laughed.

“So! Who was scorned? And did they catch
someone in bed with someone that wasn’t supposed to be there? And
since we have a scorned vampire in the mix, does this other party
still have a head left?” Craig asked.

We all jumped and whirled around not hearing
him come up behind us.

Vito was the first to recover.

“Puppy you’re up. How long have you been
standing behind us there?” Vito asked warily.

Despite his good catch, he was still
appearing surprised. He was trying to smile at him before giving
Joffre a dirty look.

“Long enough Vito and don’t give me that fake
innocent look! Long enough to know that you’ve been holding out on
us and have been keeping a lot of delicious secrets between
yourselves. Now who is fucking who, or who was left out or included
as the case may be?” he demanded, and Vito put his hands over his
eyes.

I knew immediate damage control was in
order.

“It is a terribly sad state of affairs Puppy
and involves people you don’t know just yet and who you will love.
Several people were genuinely hurt by this awful event, and I know
you well enough to see that you don’t want to add to that hurt now
do you?” I asked him softly stroking his arm.

I tried not to smile when I knew that I hit a
nerve as I saw the tears welling in his glittering blue eyes.

“No Agnes you are right, and I would never
want to hurt someone with my silly fun. I’m sorry I brought it up
and hope I didn’t hurt your feelings because I did,” he told her,
kissing her cheek.

“No harm done Puppy, you are a fine and
caring man. You didn’t know that’s all,” I told him.

He wiped his eyes while Vito put his arm
around him, and I breathed a deep sigh of relief for heading this
one off.

Talk about thinking on your feet.

Bart clapped his hands between his knees in
relief and gave me a wink, but I was still concerned by the look on
Joffre’s face.

He was on to me from the way he kept looking
at me and smiling.

“Okay then as I was saying and this will make
you happy Puppy, we have all been invited up to the Grand Tetons
and Yellowstone National Parks for a home coming celebration. It is
for Rocky Beaumont, and his family will be there along with Gloria
Parrish and her cousin Tyler Parrish. They own the spreads next to
our compound and ranch in Jackson Wyoming. I was thinking that once
the celebration is over, we can maybe invite your family up to run
with you during full moon. How does that sound?” Bart said, smiling
like a cat that got the mouse, and knew Craig would be
thrilled.

“Sounds like a good catch to me,” Joffre
breathed, then jumped when Bart pinched his ass for him.

“I love it there Bart, my family has been
there a few times and we always had such fun in the parks. And
Joffre, you need to learn how to play your cards closer to your
chest, bitch,” Craig added, with a toothy sly grin.


Chapter 2Rocky

Ten years earlier

'To my son Rocco or Rocky if I must, on your
graduation day,

I've waited impatiently until you finished
your graduate degree to send this letter to you. As your father, I
could not be happier with the handsome, confident, young man you
have become. For a lifetime, I've dreamed of the time when you
would step out into the world to begin your life of adventure and
promise.

Your late mother and I have only wanted the
best for you through the years, and not even for a moment have you
ever let us down. You and your sister Viviana have been my light in
the darkness, and my inspiration after your mother's death. You are
a fine example to your wonderful younger sister Viviana, and a
beautiful tribute to your gorgeous mother's much too short
life.

I know living with a domineering old Dad has
been a struggle at times for you, as we are cut from the same
determined cloth. I'm sure you've been frustrated with me on many
occasions, rightly so I do admit.

When at times you thought me too restrictive,
my thoughts were to keep you and your sister safe from harm in a
cold, uncertain, and yes, brutal world.

So now on your special graduation day, the
sum of my intent with this letter is to say three simple words; I
Love You.

Your proud Dad always,

Gannon Beaumont

P.S. Gather your things now that the
graduation ceremony and our little personal dinner is done. My
private jet is waiting to take you on a wonderful life
adventure.'

I put down the sweet letter and wiped away
the bittersweet tears my dad’s precious words evoked. Even though
several years had passed since the loss of my mother, it only
seemed like yesterday, and it was still as painful as that last day
of her life.

Although close as children, my sister Viv and
I had drifted apart but we do keep in touch with a regular call or
text.

Always strong willed, once she'd turned
eighteen Viv exercised her newfound freedom driven by her wild
streak. Much to the dismay of our father, while in Europe she
quickly married a much older man, even though Dad had tried to tell
her to wait.

Her husband was very wealthy, handsome, an
oddly young looking man for his age, whose last name was Jeffers,
and she suddenly became reclusive wife along with her famous
husband.

It seemed however that the harsh realities of
life were going to have their way all too soon. Her new husband
unexpectedly was killed while driving on a slick wintery road in
Switzerland. There was no funeral to note his life, and she wanted
no family to be with her, or to visit, at least at first however,
but it quickly ended when Gloria Parrish, our closest friend just
told her she was on her way to Switzerland, after she left.

His sudden death left her alone, a young
widow, and enormously wealthy in her own right, not to mention her
trust fund from Dad when she turned twenty-five.

Glancing down at my vintage Rolex GMT Master
II watch I smiled. It was Viv’s very unexpected gift to me and
bearing her late husband’s family crest.

I paused for a moment then looked around one
final time at my apartment in downtown Palo Alto. I noted then how
it seemed so drab now that most of my things and furniture were
packed away and gone, leaving only my personal travel bags
behind.

With a deep sigh, I slowly turned toward the
door, now knowing why my father and Viv had made such a quick exit
after the graduation ceremony this evening, after our small
celebration dinner party was over. It seemed odd as they both acted
edgy and hardly ate a thing, only drinking the familiar champagne
as we usually did when together.

I was, however, a bit concerned when I did
see them after all the years apart, as they both seemed a bit pale
and felt a little cool to the touch.

In spite of all that, they were still the
same vibrant and loving people I grew up with and both looked much
better than I had remembered them from past visits.

It was a joy to have them with me again.

I slowly walked back downstairs and said
goodbye to my few lingering friends at the complex, and then
grinned when I saw the huge black stretch limousine waiting for me
in front of the apartment building.

'Just like Dad,' I thought to myself as I
handed my carryon bags to the driver and then indicated where the
remaining items were for retrieval.

I was soon on my way to San Francisco
International once my other things were loaded into the limo.

A concierge met me on the street when we
arrived, to escort me to the private Gannon jet. After I boarded
the sleek Lear Jet, I stopped the handsome flight attendant to ask
where we were headed.

"I'm sorry Sir, but I've been instructed to
tell you that your destination is your secret adventure. All that I
am told to say is that a familiar friend of yours will be waiting
for you when we arrive. I was also asked to give you a couple of
gifts once you were on board and settled in for the trip," he told
me.

Soon, the jet began to taxi after being
cleared for flight. He took a seat next to me when the small jet
began the rapid acceleration before leaping into the late evening
sky then turning toward the east.

I smiled and accepted the icy stem filled
with very dry French Champagne, followed by a square black velvet
box tied with a thin woven silver colored string and delicate
inscribed card sitting on top.

Opening the beautiful hand lettered envelope
I read,

'To Rocco, all our love, Dad and
Viviana.'

Forcing myself not to tear up in front of the
man sitting next to me, I pulled the gorgeous string from the box
and then carefully opened it.

We both gasped as we saw the huge sparkling
diamond, held tightly in a fierce dragon’s claw. The dragon’s eyes
were glittering emerald marquis stones, and the arm was made of
platinum, while the claws holding the diamond were solid gold. I
recognized the ring as a family heirloom from my great-grandfather,
most recently worn by my father Gannon.

"Wow,' he breathed, staring at the unusual
fiery ring.

"Shall I put it on your finger?" he asked
with a smile.

He must have noted how nervous I seemed. I
was still in shock and totally mesmerized by the stunning
object.

"Please," I breathed, unable to trust my
shaking hands.

I handed the box to him, and then held out my
right hand as he carefully glided the magnificent ring onto my
finger, a perfect fit. In some ways the beautiful ring reminded me
of my family.

We are bold, fiercely protective of their
own, and this is a symbol of the bonds of love that held us
together.

Two hours later, we descended into Jackson
Wyoming. The early morning sky was a radiant star filled dark blue
as the sleek silver jet flew over the small resort town. When the
engines had finally lowered their pitch, I sauntered to the cabin
door.

I smiled with delight when I saw my long time
best friend Gloria Parrish waiting for me near the steps, holding
up a big sign that proclaimed ‘Bitch.’

Grinning, I ran down the final stairs and
into Gloria’s outstretched arms; it was so good to be back with her
once more.

“Rocky Beaumont! You are a welcome sight! I
am so happy to have you here again in the hot man filled wild
American West!” Gloria enthused, as she kissed my cheek, and
tightly squeezed me.

Embracing my best forever friend was
wonderful after all this time. I genuinely enjoyed her welcoming
and much anticipated strong, lengthy, but noticeably cool feeling
hug. I was however, still chuckling about her crazy fun sign.

“So this is the surprise that Dad cooked up,
and you were in on it. Thank you so much for having me. I seriously
need to unwind from all those tedious exams and writing all those
damn papers. Thanks also for remembering my birthday a while back
too,” I beamed at her, watching her even more beautiful smile than
I had remembered.

Turning back toward the jet, I then winked at
my father’s familiar pilot before I walked past them into the
airport, with Gloria at my side.

“I can’t begin to tell you how much I needed
this little retreat after the last several months of nonstop
college assignments and exams.”

Wrapping an arm around my narrow waist,
Gloria guided me toward an exquisite black sedan.

“I couldn’t pass up an opportunity to
celebrate your graduation sweetie and remind you that there still
is an unknown and incredible life out there outside the hallowed
halls. I was thrilled when Gannon called me a little while ago to
work out a plan to take you by surprise and bring you here. Now
hold on, you won’t believe the unexpected and stunningly wonderful
things I have in store for you during your visit,” she said, her
smile fading a tiny bit as she said the words.

I had noticed her looking at me with a
mischievous grin, and it was then that I spotted that something
else seemed somewhat different in her eyes and they seemed, as
strange as it seemed, to slightly glow.

She made no bones about giving me the once
over either.

“However before we get too carried away,
we’re going to have to do something about your dreadful clothes
Rocky,” Gloria announced critically.

She clicked her tongue in fake mockery, still
the same old Gloria I loved, but again something seemed contrived
and stiff to me, something not quite right about her, almost as if
she weren’t relaxed around me which was rediculous, since we have
always been closer than natural siblings.

Feigning indignance, I spun around to show
off the extremely well fitting designer jeans and thin knit shirt
that perfectly displayed my hard earned muscular chest.

“What’s wrong with my clothes? I always dress
casually, you know that. I personally feel extremely comfortable
dressed this way.”

Gloria certainly had an overly gleeful smirk
on her lips, knowing she had struck a familiar nerve.

“Well I’m sure it will entertain the boys
back at the ranch when you try to get on a horse, but those black
loafers won’t get you too far should we go on a hike. However, I
imagine with your advancing years, a hike might not be in the cards
any longer.”

I pulled away and stopped dead in my
tracks.

“So you won’t let me forget about it, will
you?”

I shook a long finger in Gloria's direction.
It was about then she noticed my recent gift and her eyes grew
large when she scoped in on the glittering dragon ring.

“My only consolation is that you are much,
much older than I am Rocky, and what the hell? Is that the fabled
Beaumont Dragon from one of your great-greats?” she exclaimed,
lifting my hand toward her, and openly gawking at the fabulous
gift.

I nodded my head, looking down at the
sparkling ring, still in shock that it now belonged to me.

“It is my graduation gift from Dad and Viv. I
was astonished to say the least, and I never expected something
like this,” I explained.

Gloria pursed her trademark Raunchy Red
glossed lips and glared back at me for a few long moments.

Before speaking, she noted the men bringing
over several wine cases that my father had apparently loaded on the
plane, knowing how much we both loved my favorite French
champagne.

“Two months doesn’t add that much wear and
tear bitch, as you well know! However, in my case, my magical genes
will keep me looking far younger in the long haul,” Gloria remarked
dryly as she unnecessarily checked out her nails.

I smirked at her well used remark, and she
blatantly ignored me and went on talking as if I hadn’t said a
word.

“Now let’s forget how you’ve aged for a
moment. You won’t believe how much the Jackson area has changed
since you last visited. Houses are being built everywhere around
the town of Jackson, why you won’t recognize it? I for one would
never have guessed our little town would have a suburb!”

“From the looks of that outfit, I’d imagine
it has some discount stores too,” I observed with a smile.

Shaking her head and smiling, Gloria looped
arms with me and all but threw me in the sleek black Jaguar.

The luggage was literally stuffed into the
vehicle, while the rest was loaded in a waiting Land Rover with her
ranch’s insignia. Gloria took her place behind the Jag’s wheel, and
after she waved to my father’s staff still securing the company
plane, she then screeched off as was typical of her.

We were soon headed toward the private road
leading to the foothills of the majestic Grand Teton Mountains and
her family's vast yet secluded Wyoming ranch.

We traveled at breakneck speed in the dark,
around the expansive lake at the base of the jagged mountains.
Several minutes ago we had entered the ranch property beneath the
large Elk antler laden gate leading into her ancestral home.

We climbed up a winding road and drove
through a forest of Birch and Aspen trees, punctuated with several
small streams and striking moonlit mountain vistas only glimpsed at
Gloria’s breakneck pace.

“I’ve had the cabin’s interior redone since
you were out here the last time. The original Wild West decor was
beginning to really grate on my nerves and just a little bit too
cute for my taste.”

“If I didn’t know your taste Gloria, I’d be
seriously worried. I just can’t wait to see what you’ve done with
it,” I said a bit too loud, when we drove around a sharp hairpin
turn, and I attempted to hold on for dear life.

I glared at her when the strong cool wind
blowing in the car’s sunroof started to carry in dust as she
screeched around yet another treacherous curve.

Gloria’s ‘cabin’ was in reality just that; an
originally pioneer family built log cabin. Now however, it had been
expanded and is about 15,000 square feet with three stories,
standing like a monument in the surrounding natural wooded mountain
landscape.

Initially built in the late 1800’s, her
family had continuously added on to the structure, and when her
parents were killed in a plane crash, she had taken over,
modernizing, and had seriously added to the size of the
building.

Never having had a son of their own and
coming from small families, Gloria's parents had been grooming her
close cousin Tyler Parrish to run both ranches. He was her father
Daniel’s nephew and the only relative to one day take joint
ownership of the ranch, combining her land with that of his own
parents.

The time before the last visit when I had
seen him, he was a petulant but spoiled young man of 18, was when I
was about eleven. He was also around for my last visit with Gloria,
having grown up very handsome, a genuinely great guy, and we parted
as very close friends thankfully.

With a final bone-jarring jolt, Gloria spun
the vehicle around a last curve, and then as we cleared the small
incline, her magnificent home came into view; fiercely guarded by
the sentinel Grand Teton Mountain range in the distance.

With a quick flick of her wrist, she
skillfully avoided a large rock in the middle of the road, causing
me to squawk in irritation due to her drastic and unnecessary race
car driving, and scaring the hell out of me.

“One more damn shock like that and you’re
going to knock my nuts off! These were meant to last a lifetime,
but one ride in your car could jar the paint off the metal you
fucking maniac.”

Without a second's hesitation, she whipped
out a gold-framed mirror to survey the damage.

“You’d know all about cosmetics, sweetie, it
looks as if you’ve taken to wearing quite a bit more than the last
time, I saw you. Nevertheless, I think I’d worry more about that
skintight shirt of yours if I were you. I’d hate to have to wrestle
the local male bears around here to get them to behave!”

I rewarded her snide remark with a look of
daggers.

Deciding an all-out catfight at this stage of
the game might not be in our best interests, I decided to cool it
and change the subject.

“So tell me, how’s Tyler been doing? I
haven’t seen or heard from him for some time now, and from what I
remember he was a real pain in the ass but calming down finally," I
said remembering how much he liked to make my life a total living
hell when I was younger and couldn’t yet defend myself.

“It must be all of at least five years since
you were last here. I know the last time you were out this way he
had only just finished up at graduate school. Do you remember what
a snot-nosed kid he used to be too, yes, I guess you do? I also
recall how the last time he sure took an interest in you from what
I recollect.”

“Boy, do I ever! I’m still sore from having
to hike back to your compound when he left me stranded on our
nature motorbike ride together.”

Gloria snickered at me.

“I loved how your energy returned once you
got back and laid your eyes on Tyler even when you were angry. He
was just about one-step away from your wrath when I intervened on
his behalf. The good part was that because of that visit, it ended
with both of you being the best of friends. It seems to have
remained that way as with us, by keeping in constant touch
electronically.”

Glancing around at the enormous house, I
suddenly felt a sharp pang of sadness for Gloria.

“You know, I’m surprised you’ve never married
or met anyone that mattered. Being out here on the ranch must get
lonely for you, Gloria. I’m sure your parents would never have
wanted you to shut yourself away.”

Gloria turned away momentarily to look out
the car window at the shimmering incredible nighttime mountain
vista beyond.

“When they were alive, I thought I’d never
make it on my own, but now however, I’ve found out differently. So
much has happened and yes, I’ve had my opportunities, plenty of
them in fact as you well know. I’ve dated some men but never
seriously and to be honest, the ranch takes up almost all my time
but is becoming less with our combining our properties. Then
there’s also Tyler to talk to who has remained single as well,” she
added sounding somewhat wistful.

I glanced at her thoughtfully considering her
words.

“Tyler doesn’t keep the bed warm at night,
this is Rocky you’re talking to remember?” I asked.

“True, but I could say the same thing about
you. Why haven’t you found anyone that counts, and yes, I know
you've been busy earning your degree, but really. Don't you of all
people know how to multi-task? I won’t take any of that undying
loyalty crap to your education either, considering all the eligible
dot com men back in Palo Alto. I've seen the effect you have on
men, and many have left with their tail between their legs after
you were done with them,” she laughed, watching me roll my
eyes.

“That is true, and for your information I do
amuse myself from time to time, but nothing that amounts to
anything more than a few fun nights.”

I turned a little more toward the window, but
my deep sigh betrayed the hold my lonely emotions still had on
me.

In the glass reflecting our images, I could
see Gloria gazing fondly at me and I could tell she had decided
that enough of this was enough.

“Well, I’ve had it with memory lane Rocky and
tonight is for celebration and happiness. And did you know that Viv
was here a couple of years after her husband left us? I went to
Europe to bring her back home so she would not be alone and stayed
there for well over a year as you know. She lived with me for quite
a while when we came back, and we had a blast together as she tried
to recover from her devastating loss. She taught me so many things
about life and helped me to move on to my next stage once we went
back to Switzerland. That story will astound you, I’m sure, but
that’s for a later time. Let’s go inside and I can show you my
changes, while the boys bring in your few meager possessions. After
that we can have a smart cocktail and let you relax a bit while you
tell me all about the latest Rocky news,” she prompted, but I was
aware of her sarcasm.

“I thought you’d never ask. Did you receive
my little care package that I sent a while back?” I was careful not
to look directly at my friend.

“Five cases of Dom Perignon are hardly a care
package Sweets. Seeing how many bottles you sent, I thought you
might be making a quick trip over here this summer! Why as we both
know about you, I’d imagine that much wine won’t keep you occupied
for much more than just couple of days if you go light,” she
giggled.

I glared at her, and then started to get out
of the sleek car, but my seatbelt was still around my arm, and I
stumbled out of the Jaguar and into the arms of a very tall
muscular man with about two days growth on his handsome face.

“Careful Sir, you don’t want to fall on this
gravel and hurt yourself.”

Even I could feel my cheeks begin to color
under his intense blue eyed gaze when he took my arm. He helped me
negotiate the rough gravel to the main walkway in my slippery
Italian leather loafers.

“I’m doing just fine now, and thanks for your
help,” I managed to say feeling like a total klutz.

He stood back away from me, still smiling,
and checking me out.

Despite myself, I tried hard to ignore the
intense heat radiating from his body, while struggling to pull my
shirt back into place.

With a glance backward at him, I almost
tripped into the front door as soon as Gloria pulled me away from
him.

“Enough time for that later bitch. It sure
doesn’t take any time for you to start reeling them in, same old
Rocky!”

“I can tell you’re the same old bitch
yourself, so we’re even,” I snickered, barely avoiding a sound slap
on my arm.

Once inside the building, I came to an abrupt
halt. Gone was the former rustic look, and along with it all traces
of an old west cabin.

Imported Carrera marble floors swept away in
all directions accented with a scattering of priceless huge
Oriental carpets.

The walls were now extensive galleries,
causing even me to raise my eyebrow in admiration of the works
represented.

Once where a rustic knotty pine staircase had
stood, it was now replaced with a grand staircase sweeping toward
the upper floors, the marble steps lined with the softest of thick
royal violet carpeting.

As I surveyed the expansive room, I stopped
dead, as if frozen.

Before, there had been a single long wall of
huge logs, dominated by a gigantic river rock, walk in
fireplace.

Now, while the fireplace remained, it was
graced by a new skin of black and gray marble, but at first glance,
the fireplace appeared to be suspended in the air.

Gone was the heavy beam wall, and in its
place were vast sheets of thick triple paned glass, framing two
famous Teton Range peaks, both reflected in the shimmering lake
beneath their magnificent stance.

“I must say, when you decide to spend your
money, you certainly have some great taste. I wonder how your
pioneer ancestors would have reacted to this change?”

“I’m sure I wouldn’t want to find out.
Besides, my parents always talked about putting in a couple of
picture windows, so I know it wouldn’t be that much of a surprise
to anyone that I've changed things a little bit.”

“It’s a good thing they didn’t say they
wanted to enlarge the house, I’m sure you’d have just annexed the
rest of the national park as a backyard.”

I was still awestruck as I scanned up at the
huge iron and crystal chandeliers raining glittering fire around
the room from their anchors some thirty feet above our heads.

“Damn right I would have, but I wouldn’t want
to appear ostentatious as you know me so well, I do have my
limits.”

I shook my head in a serious mockery.

“No, we wouldn’t want to ever say that you
don't have your limits Gloria, it would never cross my mind.”

The happy sound of Gloria’s snicker was well
worth waiting for.
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