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Chapter 1

Jimmy Montero

How it all began

At last, I was finally
walking out the door of a true disaster waiting to happen. There
was a time in my life recently, when I never thought I would really
do it, only weeks before I did quit.

Five years ago, I was on top
of the world. I had a wonderful partner Marty, the best man that
anyone could ever ask for, and who owned a small and very exclusive
Northern Italian restaurant.

I personally had been
involved in a progression of what turned out to be several very
lucrative startups, while at the same time I was learning to cook
Italian cuisine from him on the weekends. Well that sure as hell
all changed in a flash when Marty suddenly grew sick and
died.

He found out after some
dizzy spells that he had a rare form of brain cancer and within a
few short and horrendous month, it took him from me.

Marty’s death occurred after
I began my current and intense job. Yet another startup comprised
of total stress, and a bunch of know it all managers, recent grads
going by the latest theories, that were generally insecure bastards
to work around. They were total micromanaging paranoid control
freaks that nearly drove the company into the ground, almost that
is.

I was the oldest in the
small group and had to prove myself over and over and was resented
when I did. My success probably was from not having their plodding
theory driven mentality, and the latest corporate attempt at rigid
team building.

Luckily, just about the time
when things were on the verge to take a power dive and some of my
cash with it, the company was sold, and an old friend took over to
manage the small dysfunctional group.

From that point on things
got better fast, and one month ago the company was purchased by a
tech giant. This was all too familiar and a common thing to happen
when the slow-moving lazy giants have lost their souls and can’t or
won’t develop new innovative software.

Having been there, done that
before, I made sure that in my initial contract I had been given
fifty thousand shares of stock if I stayed for three years, and
another ten thousand for every year after, five years’ worth. Stock
in startups was nothing new for me, and this time it came together
very well.

So rather than deal with yet
another set of new management, I just said fuck it and eventually
retired at fifty-three, but I am getting ahead of myself
here.

By the time the corporate
sale eventually happened, it was after Marty died. I had sold his
restaurant located in the San Mateo foothills. About three years
after that, I sold our house, his house actually inherited from his
parents, and later inherited by me.

Initially it was a small
place with great bay views and through the years we made many
changes to make it ours and expanded it quite a bit.

After Marty was gone, I was
working eighty-hour weeks and finally just did not see the point of
trying to maintain a big house for just me any longer. I was hardly
ever there and paying several people to keep it going was a waste
in my mind.

When I sold it, I purchased
a two bedroom townhouse in Foster City, located on the water with a
tiny yard and tranquil water views.

The good thing about the job
and the crazy eighty hours plus weeks is I didn’t have the time to
wallow in my own personal sorrow. I did not have much of a life I
admit, but I didn’t have time to flounder, a trade-off that I
wholly embraced to keep myself sane, at least for a
while.

On the day I finally gave my
long-term notice effective upon the close of the sale a few months
away, some old friends took me out to celebrate my
decision.

We had a wonderful dinner at
a place on the bay where we could watch the half-naked wind
surfers, and I personally always felt that there was nothing wrong
with a little young buff male eye candy to soothe the weary
soul.

Of course, everyone was
excited for me, and wanted to know where and what was next, but
honestly, I didn’t have a clue. I had not gone anywhere in several
years.

I just am not motivated to
travel alone, and to tell the truth, it was hard to get excited
about almost anything these days without someone else to enjoy it
along with me.

While at the same dinner a
few months before I quit, a good and crazy funny friend Rick
mentioned a place that he and his partner had vacationed at located
in Carefree Arizona, at a former cattle ranch but now a very
upscale dude ranch.

They had a great time in the
warmer climate, incredible gourmet food, and took some cooking
classes offered for budding chefs on the premises. Rick also had
mentioned there was a new development coming along just to the
northeast side of the ranch, dedicated to studying and educating
the public about the Sonoran Desert environment.

Rick promised to text me the
information so I could look it up and maybe even visit there. It
was because of his glowing recommendation, that I tossed it around
in my mind and thought, why not? We had been friends for a very
long time, and I trusted his judgment in this kind of
stuff.

It was not however until two
days later that I received his text along with a link to the
property.

When I finally I took the
time to check it out, the ranch property looked beautiful online
and the whole area had a lot of tranquil appeal.

At first, I was hesitant to
leave as my niece Annie, who had been having relationship problems
yet again and would probably need me to help her get out of her
latest dilemma, after repeating the same problems once
again.

I felt I needed to be there
to cover for her, even though she was in her early thirties, she
sometimes acted and made decisions like an impulsive child. Both
her parents were gone, and I’d always been her favorite, if only
uncle, and had kept an eye on her.

This time however she had
moved out of the country, to Canada to be with her lawyer
boyfriend, who as she told the story, held great promise like all
the rest. My concern began one evening when she called me crying,
saying they had a major disagreement and he’d broken a couple of
dishes in the kitchen when he didn’t like her food.

When I heard that, I knew
she’d probably made yet again another bad choice and there was
trouble brewing on her relationship horizon, and it alarmed me that
she was dealing with someone with violent tendencies. I figured
that I would soon be getting a call for help at some future
point.

However, brushing that
negative thought aside, I decided to take a chance and do something
selfish for myself for a change, and head out to the southwest to
the place where Rick recommend.

When the company sale was
announced, I had planned to work until the company’s sale was
finalized. I decided to just get away and take a small vacation
since I had already given my notice and had a literal ton of
vacation time stacked up.

In some ways I felt guilty
about leaving but hell, I had practically given them my soul over
the last five years, and it was time to do something special just
for me, and to tell the truth I was a lot more tired than I
realized.


Chapter 1

Bobby – A few months before
Brett Came Home

I was sitting on the patio
going over some receipts when I noticed Jax Wyatt our neighbor and
new business partner walking over, and he was limping.

“What the fuck happened to
you? A wild night perhaps?” I snickered knowing that wasn’t his
style.

“Right Bobby. I was thinking
it was a great idea to string some lights in that old California
Pepper tree in the back of the house and wasn’t paying attention to
where I was placing the ladder, and well, you can figure out the
rest.”

I laughed and shook my head
at his plight.

“You fell on your bony ass.
I guess it won’t matter so much since you don’t use it for anything
other than when nature calls,” I said, chuckling at the sour and
pained look on his handsome face.

“Very funny Bobby, I do not
see you out terrorizing the population lately or for that matter
many years now yourself. Are you getting too old to keep it up
anymore? Besides, you know the reason the guys I have tried to date
just did not cut it for me,” he said, and suddenly my joke wasn’t
very funny.

“I know, and I understand
what you are saying here. But like I have told you time and again,
Brett’s whatever the hell fuckface boyfriend won’t last. No way.
When he was here for Mom’s funeral, that prick acted like a real
insulting dick, and finally I could not take another second of it
and had to set him straight. It was either that or Lana was getting
a guy from the ranch to deal with his insulting ass.”

“I have heard that old story
for the last couple of years by now, and they seem to be still
going strong. With all that has come about, I’m just content
planning and working on our new project together and deal with the
fact that I fucked up. I just figure that at some point maybe we
will see each other again and who knows, we might not even like
each other,” he told me not convincing me or himself
either.

“You’ll hate each other on
sight, and then fuck each other to death, that’s a given, and you
know it,” I laughed at the look on his face.

“I have no one to blame but
myself for screwing things up so much and then not talking to him.
It’s just too bad he ended up with such a jerk.”

“True but he had been out
most of his life, and you were trying to please everyone else and
not listen to your heart by staying in the closet. You know Jax
that you really had a major cluster fuck going by the time you woke
up and smelled the coffee. Even Lana was amazed at how you could
screw things up so completely and effortlessly,” I told
him.

“Thanks Bobby always the
encouraging one.”

“Jax, you don’t have to
listen to this tasteless ass. He’s just been frustrated lately by
staying home alone so much and being a celibate for so long. He has
to vent on someone else,” Lana said, walking over to give Jax a pat
on the shoulder.

“I don’t want to encourage
him, but you know he’s right. If only I’d had my act together
earlier things could have worked out so differently.”

“We all have our regrets in
life you know, and you can’t change the past. So just take the bad
experience as a lesson, and move on to better times,” she said,
giving me the eye to keep it shut for a change.

“I have to run into town and
pick some supplies, so do you mind hanging around the front while
I’m gone Bobby? I looked at the reservations, and the guy that
called last week, Jimmy I think his name was, should be arriving
before too long. He sounded like a nice guy when I talked to him
and took his reservation. He is coming here on a recommendation
from his friend Rick that was here a while back with his partner,”
Lana explained.

“A reservation for two?” I
asked, surprised that I had missed that one.

“Just one you horny old
degenerate, and he said he was coming here to unwind, not get all
wound up by the likes of you sniffing around,” she
snapped.

“Rick and his partner Robert
were a kick to have here, very friendly and a great sense of
humor.”

“And drank you under the
table one night if I remember right. I’m glad to hear they liked
staying here and remind me to send them a thank you note for the
referral. I’ll include the referral incentive package with free
nights,” Lana said, turning to go back inside.

“Sounds good to me,” I said,
and then looked back over at Jax.

“Don’t even say it Jax, Lana
is enough. You both know it has been many, many years since I
messed around, it just wasn’t worth it for me anymore.”

“Who me? Never,” he said,
but I could tell from the smirk on his handsome face that he was
thinking otherwise.

“So, since you brought it
up, have you heard from Brett lately?” he asked, and I could tell
he was embarrassed to ask.

“No, we’ve only kept it to
short texts since our blowout when he was here with that thing,
he’s with. We did make up a bit before he left, but I just told him
to not ever bring that Peter ass back here again, as he was not
welcome. I knew at the time it all happened and I suspect even told
him to shut it himself, that he felt the same way I did but was too
proud to agree with me. However, I did hear them arguing later that
evening, and they left the next morning and things seemed to be
pretty frigid. As I said, we mainly text now and I really miss him,
he is still my little brother, just like you are,” I told him,
meaning it.

“I know you do, and I
appreciate it Bobby, I really do.”

“You could text him yourself
you know, stir the pot a bit, get the bitch jealous and make him
walk out,” I offered but saw him shake his head.

“That would just be being
more like the coward I have been Bobby, when I talk to him it has
to be face to face,” he said, looking sad.

“It was too bad you weren’t
here for Mom’s funeral when he was here with that jackass, and you
could have taken him outside for us and cleaned his clock for him.
We could have all worked together and helped Brett dump that lousy
prick once and for all,” I told him, and he sort of smiled back at
me.

“Look, I have to get back
and see what’s going on at the site, and you’ve got a new victim
about to arrive, so call me later if you want to come over for a
drink,” he told me before he got back in his truck and drove off
down the new road to his house.

I stared after him for a few
moments, still wondering how the hell the two of them managed to
get it so screwed up when they were crazy about each other, but
then again, look who is talking.


Chapter 2

Jimmy

I was still feeling sleepy
from getting up so early to catch the first flight into Phoenix.
The ride over here had been bumpy as hell and I had three screaming
kids nearby while their mom had headphones on to ignore them, the
bitch.

As it ended up, I had to
wait for a shuttle to get the car rental agency, and then had to
wait in line to get the damn car. By the time I was on the road, it
seemed like everyone suddenly decided it was time to drive around
with their heads up their asses and the traffic mess was just plain
miserable, bitch, bitch, bitch.

At last I finally got onto
Scottsdale road going north heading toward Carefree and my
hopefully relaxing destination.

As soon as I left all the
dysfunctional traffic behind, I could feel myself start to calm
down and was really enjoying the incredible desert scenery. I drove
past the ridiculously cute and touristy town, past the huge iron
sundial, and then on north toward my luxury dude ranch
destination.

When I finally spotted the
massive stone gates, I drove into the huge circular drive and
pulled up in front just as a very good-looking guy was walking
toward the front doors and turned around, to look at me.

“Why hello there, are you
Jimmy?” he asked, giving me a dazzling smile, and I could feel my
heart skip a beat.

“I am, and you are?” I
asked, feeling a bit awkward.

“I’m Bobby Randolph, you
talked to my sister Lana on the phone. She mentioned you were
coming in today and it is good to meet you,” he said, and then
motioned for someone to come out and take my luggage and park the
car.

As we walked inside there
was no mistaking that Rick was spot on, the place was stunning, and
elegant in a rustic sort of way.

“So, you are friends with
Rick and Robert? It was really fun having them here a while back
and I have the serious hangover memories to prove it,” he laughed,
making me feel right at ease.

“Rick is one of my best
friends, and yes they do know their way around a drink, and just to
be safe, I’m always the designated driver. I also make sure I call
them bright and early to say hi the next morning,” I laughed, and I
felt amazingly comfortable around him.

“Well you won’t be driving
here, so how about if we meet up for a welcome to the ranch drink
after dinner? I would opt for the dinner part as well, but Lana has
me scheduled to meet with our business partner Jax who owns the
spread next to us.

“That sounds great, I wanted
to take a nap and shower as I got up really early. What time does
the restaurant open?”

“We begin with cocktails and
appetizers at four, and then close by eleven. Our meetings are
generally about an hour so why don’t we plan for seven-thirty and
the drinks are on me,” he offered, and I smiled back at
him.

“Sounds great to me Bobby, I
can’t wait to explore this place, the scenery is so beautiful here.
How long have you owned the ranch?”

“It has been in my family
for about eight generations. It originally started out as a large
cattle ranch, Old West Arizona you know. After my dad passed, my
mom had no interest in livestock, and we all worked together to
make it what it is today. We have always been friends with the
people that own the neighboring ranch, and after his parents died,
Jax took over and brainstormed with my family to come up with a
complimentary project of nature conservation, education facilities,
and huge growing areas for local desert plants. He was of the same
mindset we are that we did not want to be in the livestock business
any longer. It is just now starting and is really a mess over there
but it’s going to be great one day soon. He ended up selling about
1500 acres to a close friend of his and her husband, to help to
finance his portion of the project, and of course we joined in as
well since both properties will be marketed together and enhance
each other.”

“Sounds like an outstanding
effort to me, well please show me the way, and I’m going to crash
for a bit, but I am certainly looking forward to dinner and some
drinks with you after my dinner,” I told him, and his smile again
was stunning.

Just as I was about to step
away, an extremely attractive woman who was probably several years
older than I am walked over and held out her hand, again with the
same dazzling smile.

“Hi there, I’m Lana and you
must be Jimmy. I see you’ve met the local reception committee
already,” she smiled and winked at her brother.

“Yes, he was just filling me
in about the ranch history and the place next door. I cannot wait
to see more of the resort here and I am really looking forward to
dinner as Rick said the food was fantastic. Bobby here asked me out
for drinks after your meeting,” I told them as they smiled at me,
and it almost looked like Lana began to roll her eyes.

She turned and smiled at
Bobby, shaking her head.

“You will love the food
here; Bobby was responsible for starting the cooking school located
here as well. And we also have classes if you are so inclined. Yes,
our Bobby here is never one to let a new guest drink alone,” she
told me with a chuckle, arching her eyebrow at him.

“Uh thanks I think,” I said,
picking up my messenger bag and key card, and I was still wondering
just exactly what she meant by that comment.

Just before Bobby began
leading me to my suite, I thought I heard him breathe the word
‘bitch’ but then again, I could have been mistaken.

“So here you are, we
converted some of the old bunk houses and other buildings to
accommodations in the back, but these are my favorite rooms. I
probably like them so much because this house used to be our family
home only, and at one point it had seven bedrooms and eight
bathrooms, but we have cut it down to four by combining the rooms.
Neither Lana nor I wanted to use our parent’s old bedroom and
sitting room after they were gone, so we converted that suite into
more of a memorabilia sitting room for ourselves and our guests in
this private wing.”

“So, then it was just you
and Lana growing up here?” I asked.

“Not exactly, my cousin, who
I call my brother, Brett Miles lived here with us from the time he
was five. His mom who was my mother’s sister and his father were
killed in a light plane crash. He lives in Santa Barbara right now,
but we’d love to have him back here with us. Jaxon or Jax Wyatt,
who I have mentioned before and lives in the neighboring ranch, was
Brett’s best friend and practically lived here as well. We had
always hoped those two would hook up, but it didn’t happen, at
least not yet.”

“Wow, no wonder Rick loved
this place. Well I am certainly impressed with what I’ve seen so
far and thank you again for being so hospitable Bobby. I’m looking
forward to continuing our conversation, that is if you still have
time,” I added, just to be sure I wasn’t getting my signals crossed
here.

“Thanks for the compliment
Jimmy, we are pretty proud of what we’ve achieved and the friends
we have made along the way. As they say, business before pleasure,
but I am really looking forward to getting to know you better too,
and I’m thrilled you chose to stay with us,” he enthused sounding
genuine.

After warmly shaking my hand
for a bit longer than normal, Bobby headed back toward the lobby,
and I went into my suite.

Everything inside was top
notch and very Western in motif. I was shocked to see the medium
sized rock gas fireplace and leather tooled chairs scatted around
with a large soft looking sofa, and small bar in the sitting
room.

The walls were made to look
like a log cabin, with highly waxed logs covering them. There was a
tiny kitchen tucked into the corner with only the basics, but the
bedroom held a giant four poster king sized bed, filled with down
pillows, and an overstuffed mattress that looked like a
dream.

A large full bath gleamed
with white marble tiles on the walls and floor, with a big, jetted
tub and separate steam shower. The bath also had a large basket of
locally sourced bath products, and the room was overflowing with
white fluffy towels, and a beautiful inviting large thick white
robe.

After I put my things away,
I texted Rick with a thumbs up emoji and then stripped down to my
boxers and lay down on the bed, falling asleep almost before my
head hit the luxurious pillows.

A couple of hours later I
woke up feeling more rested than I had in ages. Since cocktail hour
was well underway, I decided to skip it for tonight. I thought it
was best to just go for dinner as I was meeting Bobby after his
business appointment for drinks, and I certainly didn’t need a
hangover after my first evening here.

I opted for a long steam
shower that was so refreshing by being enhanced with a locally made
Aloe Vera, Shea Butter, and desert honey soap. Following my shower,
I gazed out at the mountain view as the shadows were beginning to
grow, etching character to their incredible and peaceful
shapes.

Since it was still quite
warm, I put on some tan linen shorts and a black Polo shirt,
checked my thick salt and pepper hair, and was glad for all those
long grueling hours at the gym for my very toned body.

I heard a buzz and realized
I had a message, and I was right in assuming it was from
Rick.

‘Did you meet Bobby yet? I
know he’s younger than we are by probably a decade or so, but that
guy is a true hottie! It looks like you have got your work cut out
for you this time old man.’

I smiled at his note, as
Rick was always concerned that I’d never dated since Marty died,
but for me it just wasn’t worth the bother to try. I had never
minded being alone and relationships just took too much work at
this point in my life.

‘Not to worry, Bobby asked
me to meet him for drinks after his meeting tonight. He seems like
a really nice guy and yes quite easy on the eyes.’ I replied with a
smile, knowing that would get Rick’s motor running.

I left my room and instead
of going right to dinner, I walked out toward the back to check
things out. It was now just after dusk and the warm desert winds
felt almost erotic as they caressed my body.

In the distance I could see
the horse stables and saw the rustic looking signs pointing the way
to various hiking and riding trails.

Walking back closer to the
main building, there is a natural looking swimming pool next to
exquisite, manicured gardens filled with native plants, trees, and
flowers that had many areas to sit and enjoy the beautiful
setting.

On a whim, I pulled my cell
phone out of my pocket and snapped a picture of the peaceful
evening, and then sent a copy to Rick.

Within seconds he replied.

‘What! No naked Bobby in the
pool? You are slipping now get busy!’

I shook my head laughing at
his note and realized this was the first time in many years that I
felt at peace. I was experiencing an innocent happiness that had
eluded me for so very long.

Sitting alone and lost in my
thoughts, I did not hear someone approaching until I felt a light
hand on my shoulder.

“It is a beautiful night
tonight, how are you liking it here so far,” Lana asked, and then
stepped around to take a seat next to me.

“It is just lovely and so
restful here. I’ve always felt that the deserts have a profound
feeling to them, ancient, timeless, and stilling to the soul. Sorry
to go all Zen on you but you asked,” I said with a grin.

“Nothing to be sorry about
Jimmy, I often come out here in the evening to recenter myself
after a hectic day. I love it when the warm breeze embraces you,
and swirls around bringing comforting sensations and intriguing
subtle scents from secret hidden places in the desert,” she told me
with a sigh, and I turned to look at her.

“That was beautiful, thank
you. I was relaxing here feeling transported, a thought process was
there but not expressing itself to me in words, more of an
emotional reality I would think,” I explained, suddenly wondering
where all this was coming from.

“A lovely thought too Jimmy,
you express yourself well. So, I will leave you to it. I would love
to talk with you again soon, but for now I have a meeting with
Bobby and Jax to discuss the new project we are still designing and
just beginning. When you return here it will be a wonderful
experience that I’m sure you will understand and enjoy.”

“Odd that you would say
that, as I was thinking earlier that when I physically retire from
the working world since I have already given my notice, I would
love to come back here again,” I told her, surprising myself with
my candor.

“How soon are you making
that change?”

“Probably about a month
after I return home when the deal closes on the company if I can
bring myself to last that long. The place I work at has been sold
and to be honest I don’t have it in me to deal with any more
corporate nonsense. All the hype, promises, and especially the team
herd mentality means absolutely zero to me and is nothing but
another word for control. It is all about conforming to the latest
and greatest propaganda. When that fails, innocent people that
believed in them are hurt, and then it starts all over again, but
upper management is never responsible for the failures. To be
completely honest with you, I don’t want to waste another minute of
my life dealing with all that meaninglessness. I’ve been fortunate
to be in the right place at the right time and can now make my own
direction in life.”

Lana was silent for several
moments, and I assumed she was thinking about what I said. I hoped
that I had not offended her by going off on a tangent like that,
but it was honestly how I truly felt.
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