
 

 

IV 

 

We are five minutes from my house when my cell phone rings, “Short cake! I was just about to call 

you, I have…” the voice on the other side stops me mid-sentence. “What?” I reply solemnly. The 

feeling of dread, guilt, and negativity suddenly engulfs me like a catfish sucking in its meal. The voice 

repeats, “Dad died.” I’m trying my best to keep my composure. I take a deep breath and swallow 

hard, “When Skyla?” I listen intently as she fills me in on the few details that she knows. Eric glances 

over at me as we pull into my community. He makes his way to the front of my house and I open 

the garage for him to pull his car into the empty side.  

“Let me… ca-call you back,” I hit the end button on my phone and lower my hand to my lap, 

staring at the wall in my garage, silent and still. Eric reaches over and touches my left arm, “Brie?” 

The touch sent a startling shiver down my spine as I recall a vivid memory of my father. 

*   *   *   *   *   *   * 

“Briellyn! Get your ass down here!” I hear my father scream from the bottom of the stairs. A ten 

year old Brie walks down the narrow hallway of our home and I stare at him from the top of the 

wooden stairs. His eyes piercing like daggers as my eyes cross their path. He gestures for me to come 

to him using his right forefinger. A terrified child walked down those stairs. As I came closer to the 

bottom, I could see the bottle of vodka in his left hand. “Yes father?” I approach the third to the 

last step. He quickly grabs my left arm and pulls me down the remaining stairs, hitting my heels 

slightly as I’m lifted from my stance.  

My eyes begin tearing up because I know how violent he gets when he’s drunk and I’m horrified as 

to what he’s going to do. I have no clue why he is upset. He brings me to the kitchen and throws me 

to the ground, “Why the fuck are there dishes in this sink? And why are the clothes not done?”  

I try to get up from the floor, my shaking arms pushing up from the cold tile, “I’m sorry father, 

when I got home I helped Sky with her homework and…” before I could finish my sentence, he 

slaps me across the face with the back of his hand sending me back to the ground. I cry out, holding 

my face with one hand and extending the other in front of me to prevent another hard blow. 

“Please, father! I didn’t mean to. I’m sorry!”  

He grabs my arm again to bring me closer to his face. Short, quick, audible breaths escape between 

my pleas. “Do you want something to cry about? Huh?!” he punches me in the chest. I could barely 

breath, tears streaming down my little face; all I could hear was Sky come running down the stairs 

screaming,  

“Daddy no!” I remember reaching for her. 

*   *   *   *   *   *   * 



 

 

“Brie?” Eric asks again while grabbing my left hand. I look at him, eyes filled with tears. He looks at 

me remorsefully, “What happened?” Blankly and slowly I reply, “He’s dead. My father’s dead.”  

“Oh my, Brie… hold on,” Eric opens his door and runs to the other side of the car and opens my 

door wide. He gives me a hug while kneeling. “I’m so sorry,” he whispers to me. I suddenly get lost 

in another memory. 

*   *   *   *   *   *   * 

I am twelve years old, standing in front of the school under the overhead at the front of the 

building. It was warm but raining heavily that day. I had been waiting two hours for my father to 

pick me up. Seeing car after car pick up my peers but no one for me. The sun would be going down 

soon. The thunder was loud and I could see lightning strikes in the distance. Another day 

disappointed, rejected… he forgot about me, again.  

I begin to walk home, my ten mile journey, hoping the rain would wash away the tears and the pain. 

“When I grow up, I will never do this to my kids…” I mumbled to myself. I had seen a car out the 

corner of my eye and then a honk of the horn. I look up and manage to crack a smile. I run over to 

the car and open the front passenger door and hop inside, soaked to the bone. “I’m so sorry,” my 

father rubbed the rain from my cheek and kissed my forehead. I smile at him gratefully. 

*   *   *   *   *   *   * 

“I can’t go right now Eric,” I speak softly. The words were difficult to speak, each one choking me 

harder than the last, “I have to go bury my Dad.”  

I stare off in the distance but Eric nods in agreement, “Well of course Briellyn. I’m here for you if 

you need to talk or if you need help making arrangements or just a shoulder to cry on, I know this is 

very hard for you.” He helps me out the passenger seat to my garage door that leads upstairs. He 

closes the garage for me. I hear the notification on my phone going off. I glance down at it to see a 

text message from my sister,  

‘I’m already here in Florida, but if you could get here ASAP I think it’d be best. XO’  

I open the door to walk up the stairs, Eric following close behind. I walk straight to my bedroom 

and put my purse down. I gently sit down at the edge of my bed and stare at a picture that is sitting 

on my bureau. I was eighteen and my sister was sixteen when the picture was taken. The three of us 

standing together, dressed nicely, in our front yard. I had just received an award of appreciation 

from my school for the charitable work I did as a student council member. The school threw a 

formal dinner in honor of all of the students who were to receive an award that evening. It was the 

only night that I remember that didn’t end on a sour note. My father had been sober for several 

months and his health was doing well. The last good evening we had before he spiraled out of 

control and became permanently angry.  



 

 

I hear a gentle knock at the doorway to my bedroom, just in time to prevent me from soaring into 

another flawed memory. I shake my head gently and fake a smile at Eric standing there. He leans on 

the left of the door frame with his hands in his pockets, “Are you okay? May I come in.” I nod as he 

strolls over to the bed. He gets down on one knee, to the ground directly in front of me, and looks 

up at me. “Do you need me to fly you somewhere?”   

I don’t need you to do anything for me. I didn’t want to feel like a charity case. Not now, not at this very 

moment. I shake my head no and softly reply, “No, I’ll take care of it.” I look down at the ground, 

past his face. The death of my father was like an odd wake up call to remind me to never trust 

anyone. Maybe this trip wasn’t a good idea. Maybe I should try to get to know Eric first, figure out 

what this so-called expedition is about.  

Eric could see that my mind is wondering. “Briellyn, I have a plane that can take you anywhere you 

want, whenever you’re ready.” His words were like a warm embrace amongst my thoughts. My 

father would bring so much negativity into my head, which is why we were so distant. The way he’s 

staring at me from below with those bright blue eyes was both aggravating and soothing at the same 

time. He seems like he means well. Genuinely, means well.  

Do I want him around during this hard time? Do I want my perfect image to unravel in front of 

him? Vulnerability is absolutely my worst nightmare. I don’t even want to call Eryn and here I am 

with a virtual stranger. Maybe that’d be best; a stranger won’t pry too much. He won’t ask questions 

or bring up painful memories. Part of me wants to call Justin; he would know exactly what to say 

right now. But Eric is right here. Maybe keeping him around will make him more likely to tell me about 

the job he needs me for and that’ll keep my mind off of all the bad. And that’s a good thing.  

“Okay,” I mumble to him, “I will pack a bag and we can go. I would greatly appreciate the ride…” 

I’m leaning on my knees with my hands, rubbing my knee with my left hand. “And um,” I stutter as 

I look down past him, “I would appreciate the company.” I twist my mouth nervously, hoping he’s 

okay with that and I await his response.  

He smiles at me as he comes to his feet, placing his hand on my shoulder and the other in his 

pocket, “Whatever you need. I will call my pilot right now.” He leans in a little bit, “You are strong, 

you can get through this.” He flashes a concerned smile, kisses my cheek, then walks out of the 

room.  

A half-grin tries to creep onto my face as I raise my fingers to touch the cheek he kissed. He’s dreamy. 

Focus Brie. I think my sister is withholding details. My father was only 65 years old after all. I was 

waiting for her to say, ‘Oh, he drunk himself into a stupor and never woke up, or something.’ I 

stand up and walk into my closet. I grab a black scoop neck maxi dress, a black sheer blouse, 

another black dress with lace, and a pair of black dress pants. I throw my black ballet flats and a pair 

of heels into my travel bag. I fold the clothes and gently place them into the bag along with 

underwear, toiletries, and my favorite fragrances.  



 

 

I then pick out a travel outfit, black lounge pants with the matching jacket and a pink tank top. I 

shut the closet door and proceed to changing into the lounge apparel. After I’m done changing I 

grab my black sneakers and two pairs of jeans, two other tops and a sweater. I throw the sneakers 

onto the floor and slip them on, then fold the other items and place them into my travel bag too.  

Just as I open the closet door I’m startled to see Eric standing there about to knock. I jump 

backwards, grasping my chest after a scream manages to creep past my lips. “Geeze,” I gasp, trying to 

catch my breath and recapture any dignity I still have.  

Eric reaches out, “Oh, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to.” He grabs my hand as I hold it out to maintain 

my balance. Second time today. I chuckle and Eric cracks a smile in relief. “I just wanted to let you 

know that the pilot says everything is set and we’ll be okay to take off whenever we arrive.”  

I smile and softly reply, “Okay.” I pick up my bag and walk out of the closet. “I’ll just be on your 

balcony, handling a few phone calls okay?” he gestures for the stairs. I nod in acknowledgement and 

take a look in the mirror. My makeup had run just enough to blacken underneath my eye. I decide to 

just wash my face. Wash away all of the misery that comes permanently hitched whenever my father 

enters my mind, in hopes that it makes me feel just a little bit better. After I finish washing, I glance 

at myself in the mirror again. I already feel better and ready to tackle this… complication. 

I walk downstairs with my bag and wave at Eric on the balcony. He signals to me, walks in and 

grabs my bag from me, and heads straight down the stairs to the garage. He’s still on the phone. I 

will admit, it’s nice knowing that I don’t have to wait inside the airport to board a plane, or have to 

sit next to some stranger who wants to know where I’m going and what I do.  

I lock the inside door and open the garage. Eric is finishing his conversation as he places my bag in 

the trunk and then opens the passenger side door. “Yes, but that shouldn’t be a problem. Keep me 

posted, something doesn’t sound right. Okay, bye,” Eric presses the end button on his cell phone as 

he grabs the bag from me and places it in the trunk. I walk to the passenger side and sit down into 

the vehicle. Eric closes the door behind me and runs over to the driver side. He gets into the vehicle 

and starts the car. I buckle up and look over at him; his expression depicting concern and worry. All 

too familiar with that look. He backs out of my garage, carefully looking behind him; hand on my seat 

to support his turned body. Each movement with precision as he clenches his jaw. He’s aggravated. 

I didn’t dare ask him what’s wrong; I just assume that something isn’t going 100% right concerning 

his business. Part of the trade is dealing with the bullshit and if it were me I wouldn’t want someone 

asking me a bunch of questions. I close the garage with the button on my key chain and just sit in 

silence, trying to brace myself for anything and everything that is going to come my direction within 

the next eight hours. If there is one thing I know for certain, I need to be strong for my sister Skyla. 

I was always the one she looked up to, so I need to be ready to set a good example for her and a 

shoulder for her to cry on when I get there. I don’t even know who to call right now or if I should 

bother calling anyone.  

We pull up to a private airport, the whole ride remained in silence. The plane and crew is waiting for 

us in all of its glory. I’d never seen a private jet up close in person but I’ve definitely never seen a 



 

 

plane this color. The entire under belly of the plane was a sky blue but the top side was a rich 

midnight blue. The windows were all tinted the same color and the interior, which I could see from 

the car, is a rich golden hue of tan. The stairs look like they were some type of golden maple wood 

and everything was trimmed in tan leather and suede.  

The co-pilot was standing at the base of the steps waiting for us to pull up. He’s a rather tall 

gentleman, light caramel complexion, goatee, and rich dark hair. He looks to be Hispanic, maybe 

Puerto Rican, dressed in nice navy slacks and a navy jacket with two gold stripes upon his cuffs. He 

approaches my side of the vehicle as we pull up closer.  

He opens my door and assists me out of the car. “Welcome to WindsorAire at Stamford.,” he gently 

grabs my hand and helps me out of the seat, “I will grab your bags ma’am.” After he assists me out 

of the car, he walks to the trunk to grab my bag. Eric steps out of the vehicle and the man greets 

him, “Good day Mr. Windsor, the cabin is ready for you. No cabin help, as requested.” Eric simply 

nods as he makes his way over to me.  

He places his hand on the small of my back as he guides me to the stairs. “I didn’t request a 

stewardess, I hope that’s okay. I figured you just want to relax, and anything you might need I can 

get for you,” Eric manages to crack a short-lived smile on his face to me.  

I smile back, “Thank you.”  

I turn to look at the stairs to make my way up and notice the pilot standing there. To my surprise, 

she was a cute, chocolate skinned woman, with long black hair formed in this elaborate bun, and 

was about average height in a nice navy pant suit with the matching jacket. Not the typical pilots 

jacket either, the neckline was uniquely tailored to look like a cowl neck but it was a button up. She 

had four stripes on her jacket. “Hello there Ms. Donado, my name is Sheila Johnson and I will be 

your pilot this evening along with my co-pilot,” she holds her hand out to motion to the man who 

greeted me, “Joseph Mendez.”  

“So wonderful to meet you Sheila,” I smile vibrantly at her. “I need to ask; where is the final 

destination so that I can land at the nearest private air strip?” She looks at me inquisitively. Female 

pilots are extremely rare and here is one, employed by a billionaire.  

I reply to her, “Perkins Florida is where we are going, I believe the airport in Tallahassee will be 

easiest.” She nods in agreement. Eric guides me along into the cabin. The cabin is absolutely 

gorgeous. Each circular tinted window has mini navy curtains. The entire cabin ceiling had lighting 

that curved slightly to look like a snake of lights at a posh lounge. There was a bar immediately to 

the left with a granite countertop and several liquors secured by metal bars. To release the bottle, 

one had to push a button to loosen it. It had several wine glasses and whiskey glasses. It didn’t take 

up too much space, maybe wide enough to seat two guests comfortably.  

A rounded leather couch that could easily seat five or six people is next to it, part of which the back 

side of it is molded into two high seats for the other side of the bar. It has a small flat surface that 



 

 

could be used behind it, lit up with pretty blue light. To the right of the cabin are two huge reclining 

chairs that swivel around completely with the click of a button. A mounted round table with a 

granite top also stood between the two chairs. Past that section are two rows of four wide first-class 

looking seats, and on the other side of it a booth that would seat four to six people. Behind that is a 

wall, assumedly the bathroom. The whole ambience of the plane is like a five star hotel with wings. 

It’s beautiful.  

“Can I make you something to drink, it might help take the edge off…” Eric immediately walks 

behind the bar and begins whipping something up.  

I nod, “That sounds great.” I just keep looking at everything, taking it all in and decide to have a seat 

at the bar. Joseph places our luggage into the front closet behind the bar. “We’ll be doing our pre-

flight check and leaving in ten minutes sir,” Joseph says as he closes the plane door and retreats to 

the cock pit. Eric finishes mixing my drink and looks up at me, “Their married.”  

“Who?” I whip my head around to look back at him.  

“The pilots,” he hands me the drink. Aw. “To your father,” he raises his glass up to toast me. I clink 

my glass next to his and manage to fake a smile. I don’t know if my father deserves a toast, let alone me flying 

there. Eric consumes his drink in one gulp and pours himself one more.  

Concerned, I ask, “Are you okay Eric?” He glances at me from the bottoms up glass. He finishes the 

drink and puts the glass up.  

His lips curl as he braces for the after bite. “Yes, don’t worry about me Brie. I’m here for you,” he 

smiles, “Just a little bad business is all, no big deal.” He grabs my glass and puts it up.  

“If you want to get some sleep, there is a king size bed beyond the bathroom that is quite 

comfortable,” he goes to walk over to one of the huge recliners. He flops down into the seat and 

reclines it slightly. Relaxing, he looks over at me, “These are pretty comfy too actually.” I can see 

that he needs to get his mind off of whatever it is that upset him. Ever since that phone call he 

seems… off. I walk over to the other chair and sit down. “Wow,” I lean back, “This is impressively 

comfy!” I beam at him. I’m good at making others feel better.  It’s so rare that I needed cheering up. It 

would make me happy to make someone else happy.  

“So Eric, would you mind telling me a little bit more about this assignment you’ve hired me for?” I 

lean on my fist as its propped up on the arm rest of the chair. I grin at him like a school girl excited 

to talk to her crush. He looks at me from the corner of his eye and opens the right side of his 

mouth. He was still facing the bar.  

He clenches his jaw and presses the button to swivel my direction. “Are you sure you still want to do 

it?” He leans toward me while putting his elbows on his knees and laces his fingers through each 

other. I throw my right leg over the right arm rest and the left leg over my right leg, leaning over the 

left arm rest. “I understand if you don’t want to proceed now. You know, given the circumstances,” 

he continues. He maintains a solemn look on his face, almost as if he was awaiting my decline.  



 

 

I flutter my eyes at him, “No.” He puts his head down as I look down at the floor. “No, I think I 

need this now more than ever,” I bring my head up to look out the window, sad but determined.  

He looks up at me, “Well.” A smirk creeps onto his face. “If that’s true, I will admit that your 

assistance is essential. I know I said that to you before but I honestly can’t do this without you.” I 

could tell that it was difficult for Eric to vocalize that. The words seemed forced. “If it puts your 

mind at ease, you will first receive self-defense training with a close friend, because as I said before, 

it could be dangerous. We will then fly off to a place near Quebec City and after that the islands, 

then to London.”  

I pull my legs off of the arm rest and sit straight up, slightly leaning in towards Eric, “So it IS a 

treasure hunt?!”  

Eric looks around the cabin, “I mean, I guess, if you wish to call it that. We are actually trying to 

decipher coded messages to find a few things needed for something bigger.”  

“Bigger… like?” I curiously egg him on for more details.  

“A project that I’ve been working on for a very, very long time. I can’t tell you everything just yet. 

First I must see how everything goes and… see if I can trust you completely,” Eric stares at me with 

a serious look. He finger combs his hair back with his right hand. Trust me? I’m still trying to trust 

him. I laugh to myself at the thought. 

The pilots turn on the cabin intercom, “Pre-flight check completed, please prepare for takeoff.” 

I could hear the engines revving up and the forward jolt of the plane moving. It made me sit back in 

my seat. My face displays a sudden disgust. I hate flying. Eric gives me a concerning look, “Are… you 

okay?”  

I look back at him and get up. “I get motion sickness, I think I’ll take up your offer on the bed in 

the back,” I begin to walk towards the rear of the plane. He stands up to join me. As we pass the 

wall, the bathroom is indeed to the left and to the right is a refrigerator and a microwave. Past that it 

opens into a gorgeous small room accompanied with a king size bed, amber colored lights, no 

windows, a small space for changing clothes and hanging some up, and a beautiful navy and gold 

color bed set paired with the decorative pillows and all. The entire surrounding of the bed was made 

of cushion, so it was in a way a giant sofa. “Oh wow,” I raise my eyebrows and stumble onto the 

bed, my tone with a hint mockery. 

“It’s really something right?” Eric smiles assuredly, “there’s a switch on the wall there for the lights. 

It’s about a four hour flight. I won’t wake you until we are making our descent.”  

I couldn’t help myself but blurt out my first thought, “So how many women have you brought back 

here? This is too nice for a man to want it just for himself.” I joke, almost immediately regretting it 

as the last word left my lips.  



 

 

Eric looks at me confused, then smiles, “I still think you have me all wrong Ms. Donado.” He puts 

his left hand to his face and gently pinches his bottom lip with forefinger and thumb, “Let me know 

if you need anything.” I coyly smile back at him as he walks out and closes the curtain. Insert foot here. 

I motion to my mouth as I take my shoes off.  

Eric seems more and more mysterious. Oh my goodness, what if he’s gay?! What a huge loss for the 

female population that would be. Well, if there’s one thing for certain, he got my mind off of everything 

and that drink gave me just the relaxation I need. I get comfortable just as I feel the plane hit the 

runway. I turn the light out and feel us ascend into the sky. I only have four hours to clear my head, 

and I am going to take advantage of every minute. 


