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Chapter 1Benito De Santis

Spoiler Alert: While this is a new series,
it is intertwined with the Desert Vampire series and contains
spoilers for that series.

Since I was a little boy and growing up gay
in the San Marcos California hills, I’ve been fascinated with hunky
sweaty cowboys and tales the old west, the wilder the better.

Okay so yes, I’m busted on that one, I Ben
(Benito) De Santis, have thought cowboys are sexy as hell and hot,
using their ropes, chaps, or no chaps at all. My dad, however, knew
me all too well and was constantly looking for ways to make me
happy.

So on one summer day in my mid-teens my
fantastic and understanding dad Nino, took me to a rodeo out in
Temecula. I was hooked from the start seeing authentic, rugged
cowboys in hot action, with glistening sweaty muscles all
around.

I was in heaven.

Being totally honest here, I enjoyed it even
more since we were sitting where they dismounted and headed for the
showers, with a lot of guys pulling off their shirts before they
got inside the door.

I’m surprised I didn’t take a nosedive over
off the spectator stands.

Pure lust and proud of it.

This first excursion was a young guy’s cowboy
fantasy land for me, while it was a memory of something that hung
with me and provided serious jerking material. My erotic thoughts
were over the top when one hot cowboy, who had caught my eye from
the ring, peeled off his wet tee shirt from his muscular hairy
body, wiped away some of his sweat, then smiled knowingly when he
saw me watching him, and licking my lips.

Without warning he tossed his used shirt to
me while Dad was away getting us some sodas.

I could tell from his sly grin that he knew
he had more than a casual fan, and I still have that old, stained
shirt as a souvenir of that hot fantasy come true.

In later years I ended up at NAU, or Northern
Arizona University, and even though I was in cowboy territory I
however, never seemed to find that elusive something that I was
looking for.

On a few infrequent trips to down Phoenix to
party, cowboys in super expensive SUVs and pressed designer shirts
never seemed to do the trick for me, while looking and acting like
contrived male models.

My only parent, my dad, followed my mom in
death about a year before my graduation, and since I was already in
Arizona, I decided to finish up my degree and make it my home.

My Dad’s brother Dan helped me to get the
estate things settled rapidly, and being an attorney, helped me to
sell the large family house as well.

My late father had been a successful computer
software sales director for an in-demand accounting software
company before he died.

He apparently had done quite well for himself
and had left me enough along with the house proceeds, to live
comfortably if not extravagantly for the rest of my life and
wherever I wanted.

He gave me the opportunity to pursue my
dreams, with my Uncle Dan, Aunt Lucinda, and Grandpa Nero watching
over me. They were always there for me, and I could confide
anything to them.

Following my graduation, I’d accepted a
position if you could call it that at an art gallery in Carefree
Arizona. My uncle had mentioned it to me, surprising me that he
knew anything about Arizona, but then again, he had connections all
over the world.

For the next five years, I’d been a glorified
clerk during the day, while in the evening and weekends, a rising
supernatural Gay romance writer slowly picking up steam and with a
great following.

To be honest however, I’m not bad looking and
had several guys hit on me from time to time, usually a lot older
with this town being a famous retirement magnet. I wasn’t a virgin
by any stretch thanks to my college years.

While I did go out with some to break the
routine and hooking up with others during college, I never felt it
with them or even felt it was worth the effort and always wanted to
go back home.

I kept coasting along for years waiting for
my sweaty dream cowboy, while losing all interest in hookups once I
went to work.

I was fortunate however, as the small gallery
I chose to work for handled all levels of many artists that devoted
their talent to Western art, no surprise there, and it tended to
feed my secret cowboy fantasy.

One day recently, when it was just about
closing time, Devin Hunter, an artist that had been with the
gallery since day one and much longer than me, stopped by to check
on his sales and to say hello.

He is an older handsome guy than I am, early
thirties I’m guessing, reddish blond hair, nice and furry from what
I could tell, and flashing true ice blue eyes always with a
generous and happy smile.

He had continually been more than nice to me,
and every time I saw him, I often wondered about his persuasion
since I was feeling a distinct pull to him, a real change for
reclusive me.

However, whenever he happened to drop by
Sylvia the gallery owner was always there and snatched him right up
into her office.

When she did that the last time, he gave me a
sly furtive and what I truly hoped was meant to be suggestive.

“Hey Ben, long time no see, how’s it going?”
he said, leaning on the counter near enough to me that I could feel
his attractive body heat.

“Nothing exciting here Devin, but I am
pleased since it is just about closing time so that’s about the
extent of it,” I laughed, and he smiled back.

“I hear ya, and I’ve been avoiding town
lately considering all the pushy tourists that flood this small
space. So, how’s the writing been going? You write under your own
name, am I right?” he asked me, surprising me, since I’d never told
him that.

He was apparently the only person here that I
worked with, that knew anything about my other and my more
interesting occupation.

“Starting to pick up some real steam and I’m
actually now matching what I make in this place. And yep, I use my
real name and I’m proud of it,” I answered with a grin.

Even though it was small change, I was
delighted with my efforts, and my family as always was in total
support of my endeavors.

His face lit up and I could tell he was
impressed and being from the art world, he knew how hard it can be
to become noticed in a very crowded field.

“That is fantastic Ben! Being an indie writer
is a whole lot of work and takes so much to get going. I’ve had
some friends in the past that tried and finally had to quit and get
a day job to survive. And I do have a confession to make to you
however,” he began.

He moved a bit closer to me and smiled as he
began to look around to make sure we were still alone.

“A confession huh, letting me in on those
dark private secrets of yours and looking for absolution?” I
flirted and he grinned at me.

“I picked up one of your cowboy books the
other day online for fun and didn’t put it down until I finished
it. You have an amazing talent there my man, not to mention knowing
how to get a guy all stirred up,” he chuckled, tilting his head in
a cute way to look at me, and I thought evaluating my response to
his words.

I could see the hint of red filling his
cheeks from his personal confession, and I was speechless for a
moment.

“I love hot and sexy rugged cowboys, what can
I say? I also love romance and mine always end up riding off into
the sunset happily ever after, and not always on the horse,” I
grinned with my suggestive statement.

So, after all these five years, it looks to
me like the cat was finally out of the bag, and long gone so to
speak, and my suspicions were conclusively confirmed.

“Yeah, they seemed happy to me, several times
in fact! Even made me happy a couple of times myself along the
way,” he laughed suggestively, licking his sexy lips, and it was my
turn to blush under his intense gaze.

“So, are you bringing in more paintings soon?
Your inventory is getting low, and we haven’t seen you in a while
you know,” I asked, trying to change the subject before I said
something stupid.

I questioned him mainly because Sylvia, the
gallery owner, was on my back about it again yesterday, plus I
wanted to change the subject, and get the main focus off me while I
regrouped my thoughts about him.

He glanced at me then looked away, like he
was kind of nervous about my questioning him.

“Uh, about that. I’d like to say yes, but I’m
afraid the answer is going to be no. A while back I bought a small,
what used to be a horse ranch a couple of miles off the Rio Verde
road just where it begins near Dynamite at the top of the hill. I
moved out there a few months ago. I am starting a private cowboy
style guest ranch once the renovations are complete. I’m expecting
that most of my clientele will be more members of the art
community, especially with the reputation the place has had for
years. It is a bit run down, tired mainly with good bones, but I’m
working to fix it and opening my own gallery out there once it is
built,” he told me.

Now this really got my interest going and of
course he pushed my curiosity button with the cowboy thing.

“That sounds like a great opportunity for
you, and I’ve always had a thing for sexy cowboys as you can guess
from my books. I suppose now is the time when I should ask, what
kind of a reputation does it have out there that you casually
mentioned to suck me in,” I grinned, and he smiled back at me
knowing that I’d take the bait he set out.

“It has been a guest ranch for ages, and over
the last couple of decades or so, a hangout for artists as I said,
and those people who honestly believe that the supernatural world
does exist. In earlier years, a lot of people traveled long
distances to share and promote their knowledge during the
gatherings that have been held there, and the place has been quite
popular with those people for a long time.”

Well this was a surprise kick in the ass for
sure, as most people aren’t so upfront on that subject, and
especially my own family. I wonder how he might figure that this
subject would be of interest to me?

“Fascinating. I may have heard about it
somewhere come to think about it, or from someone that I know. I
certainly wish you a lot of luck and am sorry to see you go, Devin.
However, if it is the right thing for you, then by all means it is
what you should do to follow a dream. I know Sylvia will have a
real bitch fit as she loves your work, and of course the profit
from it too,” I kidded him.

He smiled at the insinuation I thought, but
it was not really the case as I was about to find out.

“I know she will be upset since she’s been
handling my work for the last ten years or so, and I’m not looking
forward to that conversation in the least. Okay, now that we’ve got
that on the table, there was another reason that I came in here at
closing time Ben, I wanted to talk to you privately without Sylvia
around to interrupt. Even though I do feel somewhat bad about this
and make no mistake she is a personal friend of mine, but Sylvia is
a very wealthy woman, and the gallery is more or less something she
has fun with. It is a true fact that she has never even remotely
needed the money from it,” he explained, still looking a bit
sheepish while spilling his guts, or Silvia’s for that matter.

Well I sure was surprised to find that out
considering her somewhat miserly ways at times.

“Oh, I didn’t realize that about her.” Was
all I managed since he simply took me by complete surprise with
this one.

“Yes Ben, and I hope I’m not offending you by
asking, but I have a proposition I’d like to run past you. I
thought maybe we could go somewhere for a drink after you close up,
and I can explain it fully to you, if you are free after work that
is,” he offered, sounding a bit edgy and nervous.

Yet again, I was kind of amused at first that
I’d never even seen this coming and even more because I’m extremely
glad it did.

I somehow got the impression there was more
to his question than it first seemed, especially when he was
checking if I was free after work.

This could be me overthinking things as
usual, but one way or another, I, however, don’t believe that this
is the case here, especially since he mentioned reading my book and
deriving his personal pleasure from it.

I must admit to myself that I was shocked,
and hoped I wasn’t looking too confused, but I had no idea what on
earth his proposition as he put, it could be, particularly since I
really didn’t know him all that well, just casually.

In the past, I’d seen him checking me out
several times before, but he was always relaxed about it, almost
like any casual friend would check you out, and I appreciated it in
spite of what I had to admit was mild disappointment.

Devin is a crazy sexy guy and pushed my
buttons every time he got near to me.

Since my last fiasco right out of college
ended in near disaster, I’d avoided any entanglements of the
romantic kind, dropping all interest after I started here actually.
I was more than content about being on my own and having my
continuing peace of mind so I could sleep at night and not fuss
over complicated, unproductive romantic entanglements.

“A proposition huh? Okay that sounds
intriguing on many levels yet again, so I’ll bite and no I’m not
busy. You seem to have your mysterious cap on today and you are
teasing me with it,” I smiled to myself.

I soon began to close up the gallery and yes,
I was certainly enjoying flirting along with him.

Before too long we walked over to a small
neighborhood bar and since the heat wasn’t so bad yet, we decided
to take a table outside and watch the many busy tourists stroll by
on their way to their next delight and discovery.

After we placed our orders for a liter of
refreshing citrus filled Sangria, accompanied by crispy freshly
made corn tortilla chips and spicy homemade tomato jalapeno salsa,
we sat quietly while noisily munching for a few moments,
decompressing from the day’s work, and just spacing out.

I was comfortable with Devin, and I was
surprised by how much I liked being out with him.

We were both privately enjoying the view
before Devin turned to me, and if I was judging him right, he for
some reason, seemed a bit nervous.

“Okay Ben, here goes, and I feel like a real
traitor, but I want to do this. As I told you I’m opening a guest
ranch of sorts, although it will be several weeks before it is all
ready to go. I also mentioned my new art gallery and I’d like you
to come and work with me on this project, because I know of your
great reputation, and expertise. Considering your knowledge of the
business, and I’ve seen you in action with the customers, you’d be
great to have working with me. The downside here is that I can’t
pay you a whole lot just yet. However, I will match your salary,
but the upside is you’d have your own private cabin at The Ranch as
I’m naming it. Since we are kind of out of the way, I’d like you to
set up an internet presence for my paintings and bring my art to
the entire world along with our ranch accommodations as I’ve
mentioned,” he told me.

I took a careful sip of the refreshing
Sangria, so as not be sitting there with my mouth hanging open in
delighted shock.

“You have totally caught me off guard with
this Devin, and I frankly don’t know what to say,” I fumbled, and
felt my heart beat faster.

Without warning he reached over to cover my
hand with his and jumped as a tiny spark went off.

He quickly glanced down at our hands in
surprise, and then turned his full attention back to me.

“Say yes, pretty, pretty please?” he laughed,
giving my hand a firm squeeze, but not letting go even for a brief
moment.

“I’m going to try to be practical for once in
my life and if you don’t mind, I’d like to check it out first
before I can give you, my decision. I’ve worked where I am for just
over five years as you probably know, and even though it isn’t a
mind blowing job, I like it and I’m comfortable there with some
minor benefits.”

“Of course, you should see it first. I also
will pay your medical and dental insurance so no worries there. The
hours are flexible, utilities are paid for by mother nature, with
the electrics being on solar, with a true battery backup system. I
have a new swimming pool, spa, nicely renovated gardens, and
kitchen gardens for my small but soon to be excellent restaurant.
I’ll pay for one meal a day, your choice. The entire staff are my
close friends, and the working conditions are excellent, I promise
you,” he explained, then for some reason took a deep nervous
swallow.

“And to set your mind fully at ease here Ben,
no one will mind for one second about you being quite the striking
powerful witch,” he told me nonchalantly, as if telling me the
fucking weather.

I could feel the color draining from my face
at being unexpectedly exposed like this without warning.

“What, I mean how do you figure that?” I
asked in shock at being outed without the slightest caution.

“I’m holding your hand to finally read you
Ben, and you are blowing out incredible vibes that are stronger
than anything I’ve felt before. What is your surname again? I don’t
think I’ve ever heard it from you or from Sylvia, and like an idiot
I didn’t pay full attention to your book cover,” he asked.

I knew the cat would be out of the bag on
this one if he truly had any inkling about the supernatural world
as he said he does.

“De Santis, my full name is Benito Nero De
Santis,” I told him and saw his eyes grow wide in profound shock
upon hearing my name.

“Forgive me for asking a totally stupid
questions Ben, but of the Nero De Santis witch family,” he
asked, and suddenly looked a little unnerved himself.

“Yes, that is my Grandpa Nero, he’s a very
sweet man, and I love him to pieces,” I told him.

I could see him swallow again quite hard in
response, looking like he took the angry tiger by the tail.

“And to drive a point home here, are you
related to or were related to the famous Nino De Santis?”

“Daddy.”

“Dear God. I had no idea Ben, so how does
your family feel about you being gay and working for a living?”

From my experience with my family, I felt it
was a weird question, at least from my perspective.

“Very supportive and we all work for a
living, a mandate from on high, in other words Grandpa. They love
me, and always have. Even Dad was good with it before he died in
that car crash when I was in school. My Uncle Dan is a super nice
guy and helped me through those terrible hard times. He and my Aunt
Lucinda, his sister, were so good to me, and helped me invest my
inherited money and the proceeds from my dad’s house in San
Marcos,” I told him carefully.

I saw him pale all over again when I
mentioned my aunt’s name.

“Well it looks like the gang’s all here,
including Aunt Lucinda. Now I really feel odd about asking you to
work with me, as I’m way out of my league here with you, and I
apologize if I’ve insulted you,” he told me, looking down at the
table and honestly quite sad.

He seemed more than upset and I still can’t
figure out why that would be the case just from learning about my
great family.

“Odd how Devin? What is the matter here I
don’t understand what you are talking about? Is there something
that you might feel is wrong with my family that I am missing?” I
asked him, still wondering what the fuck was his problem.

“Well it seems here that I’m one of the lowly
everyday kind of witches if we are putting our cards on the table
now. You are hard wired into one of the super famous witch covens
and that is putting it mildly. No wonder your power is so evident
and radiates off you so strongly now that I have touched you,” he
told me shaking his head.

I still must have seemed to be a bit nervous
since my secret is out in the open, at least to him.

“I don’t flash it around intentionally, as my
family feels that it is bad form, vulgar, and bad manners. I use it
here and there when necessary but for the most part I live a quiet
life and keep it to myself. My family has their moments believe me,
like any family does, but they all close ranks to help those they
love, and without question. I was devastated when my dad was
killed, especially since Mom had passed when I was little from a
terrorist bomb when she was visiting family in Rome. My Dad never
got over it, and always made her seem alive to me as I grew up. I
deeply miss them both,” I told him, and felt the usual tears
welling in my eyes when I spoke of them.

“So, let me put this out there right up
front. Are you sure if you came to work with another, and obviously
lesser witch, that Grandpa Nero wouldn’t come and zap me a good one
for insulting his family, namely his red hot grandson?” I asked
only half kidding because my dick sure wasn’t.

I must have looked absolutely shocked by his
question combined with his compliment, I couldn’t even imagine
Grandpa acting like that, unless someone pissed him off that is,
then watch out.

“Of course not. He is the sweetest man on the
planet and if you are a friend of mine well, you get the picture on
how it is with close families. When he meets you, he’ll hug the
heck out of you like you are his new love, but he will also be
reading you thoroughly of course so don’t get your hopes up, just
kidding. I know him well enough to be confident that he will love
you so don’t worry. He appreciates everyone unless they disrespect
him or anyone he trusts, and then he will act as I said. When I
came out to him all he said was, ‘Bennie, you love men, I love
women, and I love you, the key word here is love.’ He then held me
in his arms and kissed my cheek.”

“Wow, rich, powerful, famous, and incredibly
loving, I’m sure impressed. I knew ahead of time what to expect
from my family as they basically told me not to let the door hit me
in the ass on my way out, when I told them that I was gay right
after I graduated from college. I wasn’t stupid, and didn’t expect
anything else, even in those days,” he told me, and again I saw a
cloud dim his handsome features.

“I’m sorry about that Devin no one deserves
that kind of shit from anyone,” I told him sincerely.

I reached out to touch him, feeling the same
tiny spark of energy flash between us that I’ve never felt with
anyone before, but it was much stronger this time.

“Thanks for that. So, knowing who you are
now, are you also related to the Desterra witches?”

“By marriage since my Aunt Lucinda De Santis
Desterra was married to Miles Desterra’s brother Jacob. Jacob and
my mom Patrice were visiting my family in Rome along with my
Grandma Jiana, with Jacob’s son and Lucinda’s stepson Matteo. They
were killed by a terrorist bomb as I mentioned before. I heard
through the grapevine lately that Miles and Lea Desterra had some
trouble a while ago, and things are okay now and they are settled
in Arizona to be with their son Marcus, or I guess he goes by Marc.
I also heard that Lea’s son Marc married a sexy vampire in the Bart
Magnus coven, and then changed to a hybrid,” I told him thinking
what a small world it really is around here.

“It gets fucking better all the time. Are you
friends with Bart Magnus? Are you okay with vampires and other
supernatural beings?”

“Sure, why not; live and let live. I haven’t
met many so I’m kind of ignorant on the subject is all. And I’ve
never met Bart and his mate Joffre since I missed their reception
at Italus after they were married in Italy. I’m sure with the crowd
there that they would not have remembered me anyway, but I believe
Grandpa knows him. Why do you ask?”

“Just curious about the Magnus possible
connection, and I have several supernatural people on my staff,
where everyone is welcome, and all are treated equally. I wanted to
let you know that up front in case you might have some reservations
of some kind.”

“None at all, so when can I see this
intriguing place, which is if you still want me there to work with
you in all my exaltedness,” I kidded him and I could tell he was
surprised by my question.

“I’d love to have you work with me Ben and I
sincerely mean that. Since tomorrow is your day off from the
gallery here, why don’t we say around noon, and I’ll treat you to a
special lunch at my new yet to open restaurant. Nothing is fancy at
The Ranch yet, or is planned to be, however what would be your
cabin is completed. I can’t wait to show it to you,” he told me
smiling, and it gave me a thrill to see his handsome face so lit
up.

“Consider it a date then Devin, and I can’t
wait to see it either,” I told him.

I stood to leave and planned to grab
something easy for dinner on the way back to my tiny apartment over
the gallery.

“The first of many dates, I sincerely hope so
Ben now that I finally got up the courage to approach you. I’ll
text the directions to you later this evening if that’s okay,” he
returned, this time really surprising me with the unexpected date
comment.

“Fine, I’ll see you tomorrow then,” I
returned, suddenly feeling lighter.

And I noticed a sense of unexpected happiness
spreading across my mind at the thought of spending tomorrow
afternoon with Devin.


Chapter 2Devin

“Fucking wow, somehow, I’ve managed to get to
know one of the nicest guys I’ve talked to in such a long time,
after working with him for over five damn years. And then I find
out that he is from an elite family in the witch world.

And he’s humble, unpretentious, and matter of
fact about it.

And that little spark I first took to be
plain static? This is now, I’m sure, one aspect of a supernatural
connection between us, and it surprised us both, but neither of us
mentioned it, for now.

For my part, I was, however, too damn shy to
bring it up it for fear that he would think I was putting the moves
to him, that I certainly would love to do.

My attraction to him is off the charts.

I’ve always felt a strange and strong pull to
the guy, but never had the nerve to touch or approach him before.
But man, when I did, talk about an instant and unstoppable bond to
him.

I can only hope that he won’t run off
screaming in the other direction when he sees how rustic things
still are around here still, but they are getting much better by
the day thanks to my wonderful friends.

I woke with the sun this morning and spent
the next four hours happily painting as per my usual schedule. I
told my best friend and chef Ricki to come up with something great
for lunch as we were having a special guest to impress, and then
made sure the cabin was in top order.

Since it was after eleven, I took a long
shower and put on some nicer black shorts and a sea blue polo
shirt, finishing just in time to see his white BMW flying down the
soon to be paved dirt road, leaving a trail of dust far behind.

“Why hello there Ben, and welcome to The
Ranch,” I enthused, delighted to see him once again.

I walked over to his sleek expensive car,
opening his door for him after he popped the lock.

“You weren’t kidding about this place being
off the beaten path, I was beginning to wonder if it even existed
way out here,” he said, climbing out of the car, and reaching for
his bag.

“That it does, but it still is under
construction big time, as I mentioned. Let me give you a short
tour, and then we can have some lunch. After that I’ll show you the
cabin, tour the grounds a bit, then we can tour the office setup,”
I mentioned, motioning him toward the main rustic Territorial
house.

A large old dusty and dry fountain stood in
front of the open decorative iron gated entry to the courtyard in
front of the house. Massive California Pepper trees flanked the
large fountain providing ample shade to the area, still begging for
the new landscaping to begin and bring it back to life.

Once the roads to the ranch were paved
starting tomorrow, the area heading into the courtyard would be
refinished with reclaimed old Saltillo tiles to add to the old
Spanish ambiance.

“This is a beautiful spot here, almost like
going back in time to a Spanish hacienda,” Ben stated.

I could see him looking around in amazement,
and apparently seeing through the disarray to my vision for the
beautiful, if rundown for now, dude ranch.

“It has been and still will be a lot of work,
but the bones here are great, and I’m beginning to see my dream
taking shape,” I told him with a sense of true pride.

He turned around to look at me and smiled,
taking hold of my arm, then wincing in shock and pain at the even
stronger jolt.

“Did you feel that too?” I asked.

“Yes, and that wasn’t any left-over static
type of jolt either Devin, what is it? That fucking hurt,” he
asked, rubbing, and stretching his hand.

I was massaging my arm where he touched me,
and as I revealed earlier if only to myself, that I had my
suspicions on the nature of the shocks.

Now that I thought about it again as I did
last night, I realized that in the over five years that I’d
casually known Ben, we had never touched before and this could get
interesting or kill us if they continued to get stronger.

“We haven’t moved and there is no carpet
here, so touch me again and see what happens, because if it is a
plain everyday static shock, it probably won’t happen again since
we haven’t built up a charge,” I told him.

He gingerly reached over again, and it was
with the same result, only much stronger this time.

We both jumped, and he yelped.

“That really hurt this time. What the hell is
going on here? I’m not touching any electrical devices, are
you?”

“Nope, I left my cell phone on my desk in the
house. When we get inside, I want to try something else,” I told
him, and he nodded slowly, but looked wary and kept his distance as
I led him inside.

We walked into the main courtyard, again
graced by another incredibly old but this time working dark green
moss covered fountain, which was being shaded by gnarled huge
ancient olive trees, heavy with the large black fruit.

Worn adobe tiles graced the floors and were
accented by scattered colorful glazed Talavera tiles. I’d placed
several small handmade wooden tables with the same Talavera tile
tops around the open space. For convenience, I had created a
cocktail bar opening from the kitchen and then noticed Ricki wave
from inside.

“What a beautiful tranquil setting, I can see
myself sitting here writing on a warm afternoon, Iced Tea in hand,”
Ben said, looking pleased.

It was great for me to hear him say that and
to see my vision through another person’s eyes. I’d worked here
night and day for weeks, using magic when necessary but I genuinely
enjoyed working with my hands.
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