Michaela Sellars Ramsey

You know how they say getting there is half the fun? Well I’d have to disagree at least a little with that train of thought. I’m back home from Cali after visiting the family that I never knew I had. All my fun was there I swear. After a lifetime of feeling alone in the world, I’ve been blessed to find people who- not only know my history, but share my blood as well. It’s been a feeling like no other. Nile had been a godsend. I give daily prayers of thanks for having her in my life. Though we’re not related by blood, she’s my sister in every way that counts.


Back home in Seattle, things are incredible. I’m brainstorming on new ideas for another family history novel. It’s been hard selecting another family to write about. The Ramseys are NOT the easiest act to follow. However, my home office is at least beginning to look like- well…an office. There’s so much material to sort through, I almost overlooked the mail that’s collected since I’ve been away on my trip.


Nothing pressing, except the invite to Kraven’s huge soiree in Scotland. The first phase of his hunting lodge is complete and he and Darby want to celebrate. Then there are other invites for speaking engagements, benefits and parties. The usual for a Ramsey queen- tee hee. There was however, one piece that held my attention. I can’t really call it a letter- just a page with all these names on it. I only recognized three of them- Fernando, Kraven and Hill Tesano… Anyway, it was probably just part of a guest list that should have come with Kraven’s invite.


Speaking of guest lists, we’re moving ahead with the thing for Nile’s kids. Melina is more excited than I’ve ever seen her. The girl is already sending out sponsorship requests for the event to be held at Charm Galleries. It’s incredible to see everyone in such great spirits. I guess I don’t need to say how happy I am- again. My extended family is beautiful and my immediate family is a blessing.


Quincee’s walking and Quest is…mmm… Quest is Quest and if you know him you know that means nothing less than molasses dark and sinfully sexy.


Oh gosh, I’m starting to ramble. Gotta go guys.


My husband needs me…..
