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Chapter 1Bakari

Spoiler Alert: While this is book 3 of the
Desert Paranormal series, it is intertwined with the Desert Vampire
and Desert Witch series and contains spoilers for those
books.

The new palace opening party, as Craig likes
to call it, has been a huge success and my love Prince Osaze has
been delighted with all the sincere compliments on our beautiful
new desert estate at Italus.

Petra and Craig have done a magnificent job
recreating Osaze’s ancient dream home, and this is truly a superb
residence for a prince of ancient Kemet, now referred to as a
prince one of the lost ancient Egyptian Pharaonic dynasties.

After the earlier fiasco, Craig showed up
with custom made iron Nile Crocodiles and Osaze was delighted and
cried happy tears about his thoughtful and much safer gift. As an
added surprise housewarming gift, Bart had artisans construct a
small limestone covered pyramid with a solid crystal capping stone
illuminated from within.

Things did get a little dicey earlier during
the party when Craig had arranged for a small barge to be brought
in for ‘river tours’ as he called it.

Zelda decided to have some authentic fun, so
she and Nero came dressed for the part, with her as the beautiful
Cleopatra, and Nero as handsome Marc Antony. However, to be totally
honest here, I’m positive those ancient rulers had absolutely
nothing on those two exquisite witches.

For most of the early evening people were
taking turns floating on the wide river lit by magic torchlight,
drinking Agnes’ famous Iced Tea, and having a great time.

Up until that point everyone was enjoying a
lot of casual amusement mingling and drinking, while Joffre was
taking the helm and appreciating everyone being on the barge with
him.

About an hour later the Wainwrights showed up
and even though the barge was almost at capacity, Craig insisted on
taking his excited family for a ride, but his parents begged off
due to the crowded barge.

Unknown to everyone Craig had arranged for
powerful motors to be installed secretly under the barge before it
arrived, and he planned to have his brothers show off their
waterskiing prowess on the pseudo Nile.

When he revved the huge engines, everyone
spun around to see what was going on. I heard Vito, who was
standing next to me, breath ‘fuck no,’ when he saw Craig at the
wheel and his brothers in the water behind the barge.

Zelda was still sitting on the barge with
Nero and called out to everyone to abandon ship as it slowly began
to move out with the bow now starting to point up into the air as
it began to accelerate.

The witches on board grabbed non-witches and
all of them at once teleported to the shore. Suddenly with a very
loud roar the barge took off like a bat out of hell, and the
Wainwright brothers were skiing behind the small barge, smiling,
and waving at the partygoers, with Craig Yee Hawing in the drivers
seat.

Everyone was laughing and clapping from the
shore as they rounded the far corner and disappeared behind the
palm grove, only to reappear several moments later going even
faster, until Craig suddenly cut the engines and started screaming
at his brothers.

“Oh fuck me no! Get out of the water, let go,
we’re going to crash!” he yelled at them pointing frantically as he
tried to steer away from the rocks dead ahead.

He had forgotten about the new cataracts that
a normally floating boat could thread through easily, while even
the barge could float through them at a much slower pace. We all
saw the brothers shift and then swim for it while having to fight
the strong current and motion from the out of control barge.

Craig was alone on the barge frantically
trying to steer the craft but was headed directly for the larger
rocks, and at ramming speed.

When he realized it was useless and wasn’t
going to work, Craig screamed for Vito, who was running to the
shore just seconds before the impact.

Unexpectedly the entire barge just completely
disappeared, and a second later it reappeared on the large grassy
area next to the river with Craig standing on the edge ready to
jump.

Vito ran over and jumped up on the barge
grabbing Craig, kissing him over and over with tears in his eyes
and on his face. Only seconds later his pissed off brothers showed
up soaking wet and growling up a storm, now slowly stalking toward
their brother.

“Uh guys, it was an innocent mistake! We were
all having a good time. I just forgot you can’t steer this thing so
well and no one got hurt so fuck off! Now just go get changed and
I’ll have some tea all nice and icy with lemon like you love it. It
will be ready as a reward for you guys after your great
performance,” Craig bargained, but by now his brother’s wolf eyes
were glowing red and wanting revenge.

Just about the time they were getting ready
to jump to teach him a lesson, Vito stood in front of Craig, fangs
out.

“It was a stupid mistake so Terry, Jeff, back
down,” Vito ordered them making it clear they were messing with his
mate.

“You heard the man boys, back off,” Billy
Wainwright ordered them, his eyes glowing at his sons.

Without another word they both shifted,
giving everyone a true show as they nonchalantly sauntered over to
where their clothes were laying.

I felt someone take hold of my arm and saw
Osaze standing next to me grinning with Ricki standing next to him,
laughing his ass off.

Damn snarky hyaena.

“I had no idea about the men in his family.
Is Craig like that, as I’ve heard from others?” Osaze asked, still
ogling Craig’s brothers.

“Oh no, Craig isn’t anything like them from
what I’ve seen during our runs together when Vito didn’t get to him
in time,” Ricki snorted, still amused by the scene while everyone
was giggling in amazement.

“It is just hard to believe, even when I’ve
heard about it from many people,” Osaze returned.

“It is, Craig is much larger than his
brothers,” Ricki said to my unimpressed mate and broke up all over
again at the look on his face.

“But they have nothing on you my love,” Osaze
told me, and I saw Ricki’s eyes go wide as my heart sank.

“Well whatever, but you didn’t hear it from
me, Vito would beat my ass for telling you,” Ricky laughed.

“Head is more like it bitch if he hears you
talking about my dick again,” Craig reminded him, kissing his very
red cheek with a smirk.

Several hours later the guests had all
returned to their homes, but before she left Agnes magically
returned our estate to its pristine appearance, and yes, she sent
the barge away for good measure to avoid any future
temptations.

“It was a wonderful evening Bakari, and our
new friends were so kind and welcoming to us,” Osaze told me.

We were sitting regally on the large deck
overlooking our vast property with our own private Nile now gently
flowing around the property waiting for the first rays from our sun
god Ra.

“They have all grown to love you Osaze as I
always have,” I whispered to him, kissing his soft cheek.

“I honestly thought that I would die of grief
Bakari, but you made me want to live in this time with you.

“It is true our lives have changed from ages
past, but now, today is our time and our time together. You have
been and always will be my true Prince, my love, and my life,” I
whispered to him, unable to trust my voice.

“My love, my witch, and my life,” he
returned, then pulled me close for a tender suggestive kiss.

“Now please take me inside and show me that
love Bakari,” he requested softly, smiling in contentment.

I stood again taking him into my arms and
carried him to our bed.

Our bedroom had a perfect view of the
beautiful Nile that Craig and others had created for us, bringing
our ancient homeland back to us.

When I turned back from the view, my gorgeous
Osaze stood nude before me, his brown nipples jutting toward me
begging for my loving kiss.

“Please,” was all he murmured, before I
dropped to my knees in front of him, taking his perfect wonderful
cock into my mouth, worshiping him as my Prince and my incredible
royal lover.

He moaned deeply expressing his want and
needs to me. I softly ran my hands up his smooth legs, grasping his
muscular cheeks, pulling him deeper into my mouth.

I stopped only for a brief moment to wet my
thick finger, then as I swallowed him again, I pushed my finger
into his tight entrance while he moved with pleasure, always and
forever mine and only mine.

He grasped my head close to him, slowly
fucking my throat as he moaned with erotic gratification. I felt my
own need rapidly growing, now thickly pushing out of the top of my
modern shorts.

I stood up quickly, wasting no time to shed
my clothes. I could see his gorgeous kohl rimmed eyes explode with
lust as he saw my muscular body gleaming in the soft light, my
rigid, and thick member pulsing and leaking for him.

Osaze reached down to grasp me, his fingers
not touching as he gently stroked me and then pulled me back into
his arms.

“Please take me and again make me yours
Bakari, now before the eternal sun claims the land and creates the
time when I need to slumber, if only for a little while as I grow
older,” he begged.

Again I lifted him, laying him gently onto
the bed, to watch me prepare myself to join with him.

I sat near to him then lay on my side to face
him, pulling him close and kissing his soft lips. He moaned again
arching his hips toward me, pressing his firm and very moist cock
against my body.

He gasped when my thick finger toyed with his
tight entrance then sharply inhaled as my heavy finger entered him,
followed by a second only brief agonizing moments later, opening
him for me.

Again Osaze whispered “please,” and I moved
his lithe body on top of mine, spreading his legs wide to straddle
my muscular body and open his body for me to claim him as my own
prince, always.

I pressed the large head of my leaking cock
to his entrance, as he kissed me deeply. I then pulled him down to
enter him, firmly impaling him, filling him. He whimpered, pushing
down on my thick cock until we were locked together as one.

Unable to contain myself I began to move
slowly, his gasps of slight pain and immense enjoyment turning me
on to drive harder into him.

By instinct he held me tighter as together we
rolled until he wrapped his legs around me pulling me even closer
to him as I began to thrust into him more rapidly, stronger, going
even deeper as I satisfied his aching need.

I could feel his hard pleasure bump rubbing
my sensitive broad head with each powerful stroke, exciting me
while bringing him closer to his orgasm.

I relentlessly thrust into him repeatedly,
drawing my own unstoppable pleasure from his supple lithe body. I
rode him hard, and he responded by begging for more from me as his
body encased mine, driving me mad with desire for my beautiful
mate.

I soon heard his fast breathing grow shallow
and short as he desperately clung to me, moaning aloud with his
frantic need to climax with me as I pounded into him, owning him,
loving him.

Only seconds later I felt his vice like grip
on my cock grow even more intense just before I heard his cry of
ecstasy, his cum shooting between us.

His fangs pierced my neck bringing us both to
our full incredible orgasm.

When my own erotic explosion began to
overwhelm me, with a roar I leaned into him, biting his shoulder,
tasting my sweet mate as I emptied into him never wanting to let
him out of my arms for the rest of eternity.


Chapter 2Tyler Parrish

“Look Tyler, I know it doesn’t seem like much
from this point of view but trust me with this. It is a totally
unique property and has a lot more to offer than it looks like from
out here. Keep in mind for now that your insistent pal Vito, that
you mentioned who I personally have never met, would never have
recommended something to you that was in tip top shape when you
specifically said that you wanted a fixer to meet your personal
needs. However, this property is unique and more than fits that
bill I would say,” the handsome but somewhat disinterested realtor
told me, while beginning to sweat in the early spring evening
heat.

“I saw the pictures of the property online
when he first sent them to me, and thought it was a diamond in the
rough even then. However, that was sure generous seeing it from out
here in person, at least from the quite rustic outside appearance,
and that’s being overly generous. When I phoned you after Bart sent
me your personal contact information about the private sale, I
needed your help to find a place for me to write and entertain.
Your description mentioned the ultimate in private living spaces
and it hooked me. I plan to live here without being disturbed by
neighbors all the time as in a normal property, while I have a
respite with my time away from my busy ranch. I intend to live here
mostly during the winter months as I’ve told you on the phone. But
this kind of a wreck is almost way too much more than I wanted to
deal with. When I said fixer, I wasn’t looking for a total
teardown,” I complained still glancing around.

I was checking out the interesting if not
overly attractive Stone House as it was named. It had been built
into the side of a mountain, reached by following a winding private
road up to the home located in the hills on the other side of the
mountain from Italus and my friends at the Magnus coven.

The realtor looked at me in frustration and I
knew I was beginning to really press his temper button. But while I
fully realized that he is a witch, there was something else going
on with him that I just couldn’t put my finger on.

I also suspected some cloaking going on.

“Look at it this way Tyler, it has good
bones, and rock solid stone ones at that, no pun intended. Now
please just keep an open mind while we go take a gander inside and
I think you’ll be pleased with what you see. I want to find out if
that changes your mind any but trust me this place is too amazing
to pass up without very careful consideration. I have a confident
feeling that you won’t be able to resist this one, even if you
wanted to. It has never been for sale before since the time it was
first built many, many decades ago but has been remodeled inside to
keep it current with the times. The views from the house and up in
the private large garden above are unbeatable as you will soon find
out,” he told me, trying to sound enthusiastic, but falling quite
short and it sounded fake to me.

He led the way up the rather wide stone paved
driveway to the garage with old fashioned wooden double doors on
three bays that swung out horizontally to accommodate several cars
or other types of vehicles I would imagine.

This indeed was a plus, and the first one I’d
seen.

“I’ll take your word for that, and to be fair
the large garages are indeed a positive note. So my guess is
however that I don’t suppose those doors are powered in any way
considering the shape of things?” I asked, starting to think that
the whole damn place appeared to be almost prehistoric.

That stopped him in his tracks, and he turned
back to glare at me, and it wasn’t a pleasant one either, or
friendly for that matter.

“Are you a witch or not?” he asked.

He then waved his hand at the doors that
instantly swung open to reveal clean garages, all wide enough for
three large and tall vehicles at least.

I had to admit I was happily impressed, and
especially when I saw the multitude of modern LED lights hanging
from the ceiling and the walls lined with stainless steel racks for
storage.

“And just so we are on the same page here
Tyler, the answer is yes. The house may look primitive from the
outside and was meant to so as not to attract a lot of attention.
However, as you soon will see, the former owner installed banks of
solar panels above the home in the rocks near the garden on top of
here, since most of this small mountain is included in the asking
price,” he commented glancing at the listing.

“Actually as I’m sure you are aware, and to
answer your earlier question no I’m not a witch. I don’t know who
gave you that kind of idea. Being one yourself, you should have
figured that out. I’m a rancher from near Jackson Wyoming with a
spread near the Grand Tetons, and a vampire. I was, however,
mistakenly sure that you’ve picked up on by now. Well I can see
there are no nearby neighbors so that is a great thing and a real
plus for me. That is one aspect of what I am looking for, but I
didn’t exactly plan to be a total recluse to make things a little
more difficult,” I told him, frankly.

I didn’t want to mention it to him, but I was
oddly drawn to the property despite the very strange and unique
appearance.

“Keep your shirt on Ty we have a way to go
before decision time,” he began, dismissing me.

“Tyler, please,” I countered, more to be
difficult with him, and keep this on a strictly business level.

I hated to admit it but there was something
about this guy that didn’t sit well with me, and I couldn’t put a
name to it either. Apparently, Bart and Vito found the property
online, and were surprised as they’d heard about it in the past. It
was listed by this realtor, but Bart did say he’d never met or
heard of him before.

“Whatever. This house is situated to avoid
looking at other people, which is what I understood you wanted
earlier from our email and phone conversations. If you are changing
the game plan here, we may need to take a break and regroup
sometime later so I don’t waste your time or mine Tyler,” he
snapped back at me unexpectedly.

I could feel my fangs begin to ready
themselves.

“I’m not changing a thing here I was only
making an observation, so cool it. I’m spending a lot of money to
get what I want in another home. If I’m not allowed to make
comments about my impressions of the property, then I’m sure I can
find another realtor who can find what I’m looking for, even if it
turns out to be this property,” I warned him, tired of his snarky
ass attitude.

He waved his hand dismissively at me.

“Okay, okay calm down and I apologize if I
took it the wrong way and jumped to the wrong conclusion about you.
You can of course say anything you wish and that is your right and
I respect that. I didn’t mean to offend you Tyler,” he apologized,
and for the first time I felt we were finally getting
somewhere.

“I’m fine now, so let’s forget about whatever
it was that happened, and move on from here. I certainly appreciate
all your time showing me the place and would like to get on with it
as I’m anxious to see the rest,” I told him, but I still felt a bit
edgy after this little drama that should not have happened.

“Okay then, and thanks. Now if you follow
that pathway over there,” he pointed to a paved path, “you’ll go
around that corner and up some stairs on the hill, through a secure
gate system, and find the extensive gardens filled with many trees,
native plants, quite a large pond with a waterfall, and wonderful
valley views for your enjoyment during clear nights like this. The
water system is of course magical set in place by the former owner
who was a witch, but the spells were cast to last for at least one
thousand years. However, they can all be modified to suit your
taste or requirements if you have any witch friends that are savvy
enough to modify those spells and enchantments,” he explained
carefully.

“Sounds great to me and if I did have a
problem or wanted any changes, my pal Agnes Granville would
certainly help me or Nero De Santis. Lead the way this is getting
exciting, and I can’t wait to see them. While I’m not really
anything that you would call a backyard gardener by any means, I
love to play around and pretend that I am,” I told him feeling an
odd sense of enthusiasm.

He stopped to look at me like I’d lost my
mind.

“Charmed, I’m sure. Now back to the subject
at hand here, Tyler, and let’s keep things focused. As I said you
aren’t staring down on other people from here, but from the garden
you have a great view of the Magic Spell Farm, while in the other
direction you have a view of Ben De Santis and Matteo Desterra’s
guest ranch, who I’m assuming must be a relative to Nero of some
sort. So you do have outlets for a night out, while Ricki’s
restaurant located there is probably the best in Arizona from what
I have heard, never having been there myself, but I keep to myself.
Over the top and about a third of the way down the McDowell
mountains, to the lower foothills is Italus Scottsdale as you know.
It is the home of the Bart Magnus coven if you are familiar with
them which you seem to be from all your name dropping.”

Fucking smartass.

“I have met most of them living there, and my
family in Jackson considers them all extended family, name dropping
aside. Like I said before, Agnes and I are great friends now along
with Nero who is as you say a relative of Ben’s. Nero is his
grandfather. I’m also friends with Bart, Vito, and their mates and
with Grey Jakes and Bran Cameron of the Magic Spell Farm, since
they saved my progeny’s life not so long ago and are the owners of
Magic Spell Farm. I’m staying with Bart and Vito at Italus during
this time while I’m looking, and they would have been here tonight
if not for a pressing business deal involving them and their mates.
Bart has a very large compound near mine in Wyoming, and my cousin
Gloria’s place which we have combined into one giant ranch. I’d met
Bart and Vito a long time ago at Gloria’s ranch and at that time, I
believe Bart and Vito were living at Italus Santa Fe. I love to
cook but after my change I seem to only sample, and after a while
that gets old doing it alone, so it’s nice to know I don’t have to
drive into Scottsdale to eat.”

I could see him fidgeting as I talked, but he
was being a smartass, and I decided to ignore his impatience and
give him a taste of his own medicine.

“Excellent trip down memory lane. Now let’s
step inside shall we and maybe discover our new home that we are
here for,” he requested abruptly, not bothering to quit being an
ass with a bit of jerk mixed in.

With another brief wave of his hand, the
heavy old rustic door unlocked and swung wide open.

Before we entered the house a cool breeze
flowed from the interior, surprising me with fresh sweet smelling
air. I was just about to mentioned it when he turned around and
motioned toward the inside.

“Feel that? All the heating and cooling
systems here are nature aided yet again by the long standing magic.
Air is pumped down into the ground where the temperature is
constant year round. Fresh air filtration systems are in place to
keep things from getting too dusty or stale. Again the exceptional
water in the house is supplied by the same purified magical water
outside. There is a naturally cooled fully stocked wine cellar
toward the back of the house built deeper into the mountainside to
mimic a winery storage area. There is a complete security system,
all the latest tech you could possibly want in a home, and a
kitchen to die for if you weren’t dead already, so let’s go take a
quick peek, shall we?”

“I’m in your hands,” I remarked, glad that
wasn’t true, especially when I saw the shocked look on his
face.

“Uh right. So now follow me through, and
there is a master, four generous bedrooms all with en suite, a
gorgeous dining room, breakfast room, den, living room, media room,
kitchen as I mentioned before, and a small but enjoyable atrium per
the listing,” he stated, and I was thrilled by what I was
seeing.

Despite being built into the mountainside,
there were extensive solar tubes that banished any feelings of
claustrophobia anyone may feel if you were around in the daytime
that is with the sun out, which I’m not.

The floors were scraped dark walnut and there
were several large carpets remaining. Bath and kitchens were heavy
white marble, the heavily planted atrium graced by a gorgeous,
tiered fountain opened to the sky through a large opening, that I’m
sure was magically derived and would keep bugs, dirt, and wind at
bay.

By the time we reached the generous master
bedroom I was sold and told him so. The house was more than amazing
and truly met my wildest expectations even if most of it was
underground.

“Not so fast here Tyler, you still have to
see the gardens then we’ll talk about making an offer to the
attorney. So please follow me again if you will,” he instructed,
stuffy full of himself bitch that he is.

Instead of heading to the front, he walked me
through a small utility room down the hall from the kitchen. He
then pulled open a heavy door that I assumed led to a closet until
I saw a small room with staircase inside and noticed the door was
steel reinforced, and I could feel the wards guarding it.

At the top of the stairs there was another
serious looking security door and again the realtor opened it with
a wave of his hand.

“Please don’t think it is this easy to break
into, since before you arrived here, I relaxed the magical security
and wards to let us enter and check things out. Normally the
magical systems keep this place like a fortress since the former
witch owner lived here with a vampire boyfriend with a roving eye
from what I have heard through the local grapevine. Now follow me,”
he mentioned once again.

Within a few steps we entered the pathway I’d
seen at the front of the house, that led around to the other side
of the hill that he’d revealed earlier. When we emerged, it seemed
like we’d stepped into paradise.

The large distant pond glistened through the
filtered moonlight, and there were several paths leading around
what must be at least several or more acres. I noticed to one side
there were large growing areas for herbs and many vegetables that
were not normally shaded by the dense tree canopy during the
daytime.

“This is unbelievable and so perfect for me;
I could live out here! And the beautiful views are just as amazing
as you promised that they would be. It is interesting how the
mountain topography forms a giant bowl for total privacy, and even
the rows of hedges hide the banks of solar panels from sight. I am
utterly blown away with this place and it fits my needs perfectly,”
I enthused.

I was unable to quit looking in every
direction and constantly discovering new things that caught my
eye.

“I thought it might strike you that way
Tyler. I’m glad to see that it is a good fit for you as your new
home. Let’s go back through the house for a second tour again once
you are finished uncovering new interests in the garden up here. We
can then draw up an offer if you are still convinced this is the
place for you. Since you are a cash buyer, I’m sure we can close
escrow promptly,” he told me, finally smiling and probably because
he was suddenly seeing dollar signs.

It sure sounded like a welcome plan as I
wanted to get my things that I’d sent ahead out of storage and
start to live again in my own place. I love my family ranch in
Wyoming where I grew up next to Gloria, but after dealing with the
harsh winters there all my life as a human and now vampire, I’m
planning on spending my winters here, skiing, and unbelievable
scenery notwithstanding.

As it turned out the realtor, though somewhat
abrasive truly seemed to know his stuff and pushed things right
along.

I closed within six days.

Once I had the keys and the security spells
ready to accept my presence, I asked Agnes to recommend some local
witches to hire to help me bring the place up to snuff and put the
gardens in perfect order.

Of course Agnes was more than happy to come
over and help along with Annie and Louisa if I promised to cook
them a Wild West dinner right down to home baked biscuits, they so
enjoyed on their recent trip to my home up north.

A good thing I know how to cook even if I
don’t eat much anymore!

On moving day I went over to the storage
facility, witch owned of course, and they teleported my belongings
to my new home for me.

After a long evening trying to decide what
went where with several furniture moves, I at least wasn’t lugging
the heavy stuff around and breaking my back as I would when I was
human, or the cowboys working for me there.

Being a vampire with close witch friends sure
has its perks.

After I finished, I went to the grocery
supermarket and stocked up on everything under the sun since the
two built in refrigerators and matching freezers were huge. I had
no idea who would be coming over to see the new place or how many
and wanted to be prepared for anything.

I knew that it wouldn’t be long before
Gloria, Gannon, Viv, Max, Rocky, and Jimmy came for a long visit to
peek at the new place and were excited for me along with the Italus
group.

By the time I returned home and loaded
everything into the proper places I was tired of all the work stuff
and was feeling famished for a little human food.

I had noted a large built in gas grill
outside the kitchen on a small patio and set it to heat while
taking a long hot soak in the giant jetted tub, even as I was
sipping on a fresh bag, compliments of Bart.

I had bought a prepared potato salad, a
pre-marinated small steak, and I was set. I soon pulled out a great
bottle of Cabernet Sauvignon, leaving it on the counter for easy
access once I finished my soak and liquid dinner.

This way I figured I would have some things
to nibble on for the next couple of days if I got hungry for real
food, since I now eat very little human food and love cold
leftovers, especially BBQ steak.

And when I finished my true food of course as
I mentioned.

Bart had very kindly set up an automatically
replenishing fresh supply for me before I moved in so, yet another
thing was taken care of by my friends.

I must have dozed off as it was late night
when I suddenly awoke, still in the tub and the water had turned
cool but that certainly didn’t bother me.

Despite the very warm day before I arose, the
house was quite comfortable, so I dressed in some shorts and a tee
then walked out to the kitchen to get things going and have a nice
glass of wine.

Considering how hot the grill became I put
the steak on the grill, and it only took a few minutes. I realized
how silly all the work must seem to anyone else for just a few
bites but that’s me and there you have it.

I then walked over to the nearby counter and
picked up the bottle to open and fill my waiting glass.

I have no idea how humans can stand to do all
this stuff all the time, but then again, I did the same thing
before my change, and it never bothered me. My family up north was
surprised when I said I was seriously buying a place in Arizona as
they never believed I would, but as always, they are super
supportive.

Rocky, my offspring and I are in constant and
quite close contact with our mental link. He along with his mate
Jimmy and Gloria can’t wait to get down here and see the place for
himself.

When he was here after our adventure in
Yellowstone, Rocky fell in love with Italus and even Jimmy was
impressed and promised to return soon.

From what I gathered from the things that
they were saying while here, they might even consider a buying
place in Arizona once their new home back up at the ranch is
completed. However, I’m sure it would most likely be closer to the
Grand Canyon, considering Jimmy is a bear shifter and loves open
spaces.

I’d heard from Gloria just before I closed on
this property, and she too had asked if there were other properties
in the nearby area.

I won’t be very surprised to see my close
cousin around here sooner than later, with Gannon in tow of course
now that they are a couple, and of course Viviana and Max won’t be
left out.

I know they were all in love with Craig, and
he was over the moon happy to think they might live closer, at
least part of the time. I know he’s dying to go back to Wyoming
very soon to see what he can get up to.

In no time I was eating my dinner at the
marble counter sitting on stool and enjoying the view into my lush
atrium. I was surprised to see that it was lit up with tiny fairy
lights to enhance the gorgeous tropical space and soothing Spanish
fountain.

I know that Brad Cameron will be ecstatic
with the gardens and the atrium when he finally sees the whole
property. I realized that I’ll need his help and ideas to update
and change some things I’ve seen.

After viewing the gardens the first time, I
thought that maybe some kind of Gazebo might be the ticket to enjoy
the views at night.

Of course I would certainly make sure it was
equipped with a fully stocked bar for my guests and myself of
course.

Once I finished with my dinner, I walked back
through the house, taking my bottle with me to the garden, and soon
found a wonderful spot to enjoy my wine and the marvelous nighttime
desert view.

About an hour later I guessed, it was
profoundly dark, and I absolutely loved it. The stars were
marvelous, but I was starting to think I should go back inside to
make sure everything was ready for my daytime slumber in my new
home and see that it was secure.

I got up, and then turned to head back down
the path to the house when I noticed a small soft glow coming from
the back of the formal garden, away from the gorgeous, illuminated
waterfall cascading into the side of the pond.

At first, I thought it might be the moon’s
reflection off the pond or the stream but rather than a water
reflection, it seemed to slowly pulse.

Like a heartbeat.

I soon recognized that it was a mystery for
tomorrow evening since it was way too close to dawn, and
surprisingly I was a little too tipsy from the wine to put on my
investigator’s hat tonight.

I was however feeling a strong pull to
investigate, but sorry folks it was just going to have to wait
until dusk tomorrow.
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