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If you’ve kept up with Stormy Glenn’s ManLove Fantasies Competition then you’ll have read most of this story in the Fall of 2017 competition. The first half of the story appeared in the competition, the rest however, is entirely new. Enjoy.
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“I need more. You can’t give me what I need. Well, you won’t actually, so I’m going to find someone who can.” It feels like an eternity since I heard those words, yet it’s only been a few hours. This isn’t who I am. I shouldn’t feel so heartbroken over this, but I do. Surely, being centuries old I’d have learned my lesson by now. You can’t find everlasting love in someone as shallow and fickle as the people I’ve been dealing with over the last few years. Still, I try. I get my hopes up only to have them shot down, time and time again.

It’s a never-ending cycle. Maybe one of these days I’ll find my fated mate and the cycle will end. Until then, I’m stuck in this loop. Wandering from person to person in hopes that I’ll find the kind of love I’ve heard about in stories. Yet, no matter how hard I try, I can’t seem to find it, to grasp it. Maybe what I need is a fresh start. To get away from all the plastic socialites I hang around. Maybe then, I’ll finally find what I’ve searched the world for. Maybe.
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“It’s definitely a fixer upper.” I bought the run-down mansion on a whim. Mainly because I needed a fresh start and the place was being sold for a bargain. Should’ve guessed there was something wrong with it besides the obvious disrepair when I heard the price. With my state of mind though, I couldn’t find it in myself to care. Honestly, the price wouldn’t have mattered. Even if the house was in the millions, I could’ve paid. When you have more money than god little things like zeros on a price tag mean nothing. Having money is meaningless though when you have no one to share it with. At one point, I thought I’d met that someone, the one person who wanted me for me, not the dollar amount sitting in my bank account.

Instead, I learned the hard way that the love I’m looking for only exists in places like movies and romance novels. I ran away from the big city, my ex-boyfriend and all our shared friends to this place in the middle of nowhere. My main reason for leaving was that I couldn’t handle the looks and the whispers. As soon as my ex learned I wouldn’t be giving him any of my money when he moved in he decided to look elsewhere for someone who would. He found that someone in a man twice my perceived age who probably has a prescription for Viagra.

I tried not to be heartbroken over it, but when you love someone, and they stomp all over you it tends to leave some scars. Especially when you become a laughingstock among your friends for sending your boyfriend running to an old man. I’d become the butt of every joke in our social circle and could no longer take it. So, I went online and after some searching I found this old place. In the middle of the night, I packed up my condo, loaded all the things I wanted to take with me and disappeared.

I’ve cut off all contact with those I called friends except for a select few; the ones closest to me who’ve stuck by me through thick and thin are the only ones who know where I am. It’s for the best. I don’t want anyone to come looking for me. Not even my parents. I know how much they love me, especially since I bought them a house in Italy when I came into my fortune. I own one of the largest investment companies in the world. Being a lone dragon shifter, I have a talent for amassing money and putting it in the right places. Now that I’ve gone off the grid, I’ll be communicating to my staff at headquarters via webcam once I have my home office unpacked. Speaking of unpacking, I should probably get started on that.

As I make my way into the house, I feel a distinct drop in temperature causing a shiver to run up my spine. Hmm….maybe, I should have someone come out and take a look at the place see what needs to be done to get the place in top shape. Dragons aren’t exactly known to enjoy the cold weather; well, unless you’re an ice dragon. Which I am not. Pulling out my phone, I do a google search for local contractors and dial the number of the one with the best reviews. After scheduling a consultation for tomorrow at noon, I do another search for a local food place that delivers, place an order, and start opening boxes. Damn, I’d kill for a bottle of wine right now. Unpacking this would be much more relaxing with a nice chardonnay or pinot grigio.
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I can’t believe someone actually bought that rickety run-down mansion out by the old logging road. The entire town thinks that place is haunted. Can’t say I blame ’em. There are all sorts of rumors surrounding the place from people going missing near there to mysterious deaths on the property. There’s even this wild story about a bunch of kids who spent the night there once while it was abandoned and were never seen or heard from again. Almost all the church goers think it’s the work of the devil. I think it’s a bunch of bullshit.

There’s no way the place is really haunted. Yeah, paranormals exist but come on, ghosts? That’s just too far out there. I’m glad my family owns the local construction company otherwise I’d never have the chance to check the place out for myself. My dad was originally going to be the one doing the consultation, but he got called away on another job and sent me instead. Lucky me. Literally.

I’ve always wanted to explore the place and see if there’s any truth to the rumors. Raven shifters like all carrion birds are attracted to dead things so if there’s any trace of someone dying on the property, I’ll know about it. Call it a sixth sense if you will. All ravens have it. It’s how we’re able to find the best meals.

I’m thankful I opted to drive one of the company trucks to this consultation instead of my Chevelle. The pot holes lining this driveway would do horrible things to the drivetrain on my baby and I can’t have that. As I pull around the circle in front of the house, I notice quite a few things about the house. First the mansion is in serious need of repair. Second, the only other vehicle in the driveway is a high-end SUV towing a trailer with a motorcycle on the back.

Interesting. Whoever bought the place has a bit of a wild side. Putting the truck in park, I grab my clipboard and hop out. The front door is wide open, and I can hear rock music blaring from inside the house. Climbing the stairs, I knock on the open door and shout, “Hello? Is anyone home? I’m from Raven and Sons contracting here to do an estimate for you.”

The most gorgeous man I’ve ever seen comes walking down the stairs barefoot in tight black jeans, a white tank top that shows off the intricate full sleeve dragon tattoo on his right arm, and a black bandana. He uses a red one to wipe the sweat from his brow and tucks it into the back pocket of his jeans. There’s dust on his cheek and it looks like he’s been working hard for a while. One of the fans in the room blows his scent my way and I have
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