
 

 

V 

 

From Eric’s perspective 

I leave Brielle to sleep as I make my way back to the chair she was sitting in. I pull my cell phone out 

to call a friend. It’s ringing as I place the phone to my ear.  

“Hey Kalil. I’m pretty sure I found her, the woman we’ve been looking for. Funny how someone 

can seem right, and then you think you’re wrong, only to come back to the same one. I’m going to 

bring her to you for some training,” Confidence and anger in my tone. The thought of her last 

question echoes my mind again and makes me laugh. 

Kalil replies, “Are you sure this time? And why does she need training? Can’t you do it?”  

“Questions, questions... how long have we been at this Kalil? I’m 90% positive she’s the one. She 

can read the glyphs. And I need you to train her… because I need you to train her. I think someone may 

be on to us and I need to try to make contact to figure out what’s going on. I can’t risk her life. She 

needs to be able to protect herself, more than just the mental side of things,” I state assertively. I 

hate it when my authority is questioned. We’ve been at this too long for him not to trust my 

judgement. 

“Okay boss, whatever you need. When do you think you’ll arrive?”  

“I’m not sure, her father just died. We are heading to north Florida to handle that. You’re still in 

Texas right?”  

“Yes, I’m in Arlington still following that other lead.” 

“You can forget her, I’m telling you… I can feel it, she’s the one. I will give you a call 24 hours 

before we get there. Just be ready, I need her to learn hand to hand combat and how to shoot. Ya 

know, the works.” 

“I have a couple SEAL buddies who can assist with that. Who do you think is onto us?” 

“I’m not sure, maybe rogue treasure hunters. I know something is off. I know if we don’t accomplish 

this task soon, someone else will. We need to be extremely careful right now.” 

“How much have you told her?”  

“Nothing really, she knows where we have to go and why I need her. She knows about the training 

but that’s all. I need to be sure I can trust her.” 

“But if she’s the one, then why do you need to be sure. The prophecy says…” 



 

 

“I know what the prophecy says,” I interrupt. My tone softens, “I just… imagined her different I 

guess.” I picture her face from dinner last night. Something about it. 

“Okay Eric, do you want to tell me what’s on your mind? You’re trapped here and you’ve been 

trying to make contact forever…” 

“No Kalil, I’m okay. Can you get this done for me or what?” 

“Yes sir, consider it done. I’ll be waiting for your call.” 

I press the end button. What is it about her? She really does have me all wrong. I need to figure out 

who this person is who has suddenly taken an interest in my affairs. I can’t put anyone in danger, I 

just can’t. My thoughts are interrupted by the copilot, Joseph, entering the cabin. “Smooth flying 

here sir, mind if I sit?” I shake my head no and gesture to the other chair with my hand. “Sir, you 

seem edgy; much more edgy than I’ve ever seen you before. Is everything alright?” I look at him 

sternly. His genuine concern for my well-being is… heartwarming. But why does everyone keep asking 

me that?  

I give him a reassuring smile, “Yes Joe, I’m good. And knock it off with the sir stuff. You’ve been 

with me ten years and you know how casual I am.” 

“I know… Eric,” Joseph sighs, “And in that ten years we’ve never seen this look on your face or 

feel the tension you are giving off.” 

“I thank you for your concern Joe, but I’m fine. I just hope that you and your wife are prepared to 

be away for awhile,” I point to the cockpit, slightly annoyed by all his prying. 

“We knew this has been coming, long time now. We’re ready.” 

“Great,” I halfway smile and lean back in the chair to gesture that I’m no longer interested in 

conversing, “Is that all Joe?” 

“Well,” Joseph begins, slightly smiling. Here it comes. “In all of our years of working for you Eric, 

we’ve never seen you fly with anyone else besides Kalil and Danny.” 

I perk my head up a little bit, swallowing hard, “What’s your point Joe?”  

“Well, she’s very attractive, successful, sweet… I mean, could this be? If I may be so bold…” 

I raise my hand and point to Joe with my forefinger, “That is too bold?” I lower my hand, softening 

my tones, “Besides, it’s not like that. I’m not attracted to her in that way.” I recline once more and 

stare out the window; the only time I feel at ease is when I’m forty thousand feet in the air. Close to 

my family.  



 

 

“I’m just making an observation Eric, you must be very lonely. You’re never with anyone at any of 

the holiday parties you throw. You are always working. And here comes someone who is like-

minded and you won’t even consider her. Life is too short…” 

“Please Joe,” I interrupt, rolling my eyes, each word dripping with disdain, “It’s so important that 

you not finish that sentence. I know how happy you and Sheila are, trust me, I can see it. But I don’t 

expect you to understand. I just wish to sit in peace right now and get my thoughts together. We’ll 

talk later.” 

Joseph gets up from his seat. He walks over to me and places his hand on my shoulder, “Do it for 

you, Boss. You need to relax.” He turns around and walks back to the cockpit. I continue to gaze 

out the window. Why was it me to get stuck here? I need to get home. I drift off into sleep as I feel 

comforted by the thought that I am one step closer to getting there. 

End of Eric’s point of view 

*   *   *   *   *   *   * 

3 hours and 45 minutes later 

I wake up in the dark room in the back of the plane. I can’t hear anything except the ambient noise 

of us still in the air. I hit the switch to turn on the light. A dark cloaked figure stands there at the 

doorway. As my eyes are trying to adjust I mumble, “Eric?” After I gently rub my eyes, the figure is 

gone. I shimmy my way to side of the bed and bend over to grab my sneakers. I slip them on and 

stand up and BOOM, the figure it standing directly in front of me. I let out a loud scream and fall 

backwards. 

“Brielle, Brielle,” Eric is shaking me trying to wake me up. I open my eyes to see him standing over 

me, hands around my wrists. “You’re okay, look at me… you’re okay,” he sits down and holds me. 

My heart is pounding so hard I think it’s going to explode through my chest, like some gory scene in 

Alien. I’m panting and holding his arm that is wrapped around me with both of my hands. “You 

were just having a nightmare,” he quietly comforts me. “Shhh, I’m here.” I could feel a tear escape 

my right eye.  

Again with the dreams. Like the universe is trying to tell me something. I can deal with the vivid night 

terrors but this dark figure keeps returning that I’ve never seen before, not before I met Eric. It’s 

freaking me out. What if I can’t trust him? What if there’s something he has in store for me… and it’s 

not good? But oh, the warmth of his body against me was soothing, calming. I instantly feel better 

with his arms wrapped around me; the negativity from the night terror just fades away into my 

distant memory. Something about it just feels familiar. Something this good can’t possibly be bad, 

right? Maybe I should tell him about it.  

“You woke up just in time, we’ve already started our descent and we are fifteen minutes out,” he 

releases his grip a little bit and I sit up.  



 

 

“Eric,” I begin, as I scooch away from him a little and make my way to the edge of the bed to put 

on my shoes. I take a deep breath. “I have,” I hesitate, “a confession to make.” I tug my hair back 

behind my right ear as I slip on the other shoe. “I know this may sound crazy, but I’ve always felt 

like I have a special connection with God and I think, for whatever reason, he’s telling me to stay 

away from you.” I finish quickly, staring downward and then looking up at him, bracing myself for 

either a spurt of laughter and him calling me crazy or just a crazy stare.  

To my surprise, a soft chuckle comes from Eric. He looks down and shake his head, “And why, dear 

Brie would you think that?” I look at him and instantly feel better. He is taking my accusation rather 

well.  

“Well,” I begin, I scooch a little closer and grab his hand and encase it between both of mine, 

“Lately, I’ve been having these dreams…” Eric’s cheeks flush a little red and he has an awkward 

smile on his face. I correct myself, “Not those kind of dreams.” Remembering what I said earlier, I 

blush, “I know what I said earlier was rather inappropriate.” I glance away and around the room, 

anything but at him.  

He lightly chuckles again and places his other hand over mine, “You can tell me. And I’m not 

worried about what you said earlier.” I look up at him and his face was calming. I knew I could tell 

him and not feel judged. “Last night, I had a dream I was drowning while trying to save a fawn. This 

dark figure appeared at the surface but the water made it too blurry for me to see it. And just now,” 

my eyes got wider as they tear up, “The same figure was standing where you were when you woke 

me.” I regain my composure.  

He rubs my hands with his, they felt rugged yet soft, like a man who works with his hands but still 

takes care of them, “What did the figure look like?” Eric’s face shows much concern at this point.  

I swallow hard, “It was dark, I couldn’t see the face. The clothing was draped, black and oddly 

flowing, like someone under water. It made it appear very wide and intimidating. I think it had some 

type of hood, which is why I couldn’t see the face,” I’m gesturing with my right hand, “And I got a 

weird call last night and just, ugh,” I brush it off and put one of my hands to my forehead, “I think it 

may be anxiety.” I bring my hand back down. 

Eric perks up, “What call?” 

“Probably just some jokesters, they said they were coming for someone named Aurecia… I don’t 

know anyone by that name so I’m sure it was a wrong number,” I sniffle and smile at him.  

He looks at me concerned and rubs my hands some more, “I’m sure it just anxiety.” I can see him 

try to fake a half smile.  

I lean in and hug him, “Thank you.” He is taken back at first but then proceeds to hug me in return. 

His embrace made me feel safe. And he smells so good. I hate that I have such an attraction to him. I 

know he’s handsome but damn, usually I can get a grip by now.  



 

 

He mumbles to me, “Your welcome.” I can feel him lean more into me, giving me more of an 

embrace and settling into a genuine hug. I think he needed one too. We release our hug and he 

mentions joining him in the main cabin.  

“Sure,” I respond. Just then I could smell my breath. Have I seriously been breathing my bad breath in his 

face the whole time?  “I’ll be there in just a moment,” I come to my feet, “Just gotta use the ladies 

room.” I smile and walk into the bathroom as he walks into the cabin.  

“Okay,” he cordially responds as he walks by. I shut the door quickly.  

Even the bathroom is nice. And spacious. I immediately look in the first drawer under the sink. 

“Ah,” I exclaim as I see toothpaste and on-the-go toothbrushes. Perfect. I begin brushing my teeth, 

making sure I brush them well. If he gets that close again, I won’t have to worry about my breath 

scaring him off at least.  

I finish up, washing my hands and take a paper towel to dry my hands and face. I look at myself in 

the mirror and try to pat my cheeks to make them appear a little flushed. If Sandra can do it in that 

movie ‘The Proposal’, maybe I can too. I think that only works for more fair-skinned people, Brie. I laugh at 

the thought. I open the bathroom door and make my way to the other chair that Eric was originally 

sitting in. It’s difficult trying to get there because the plane is in a slight downward position.  

“Brace for landing,” I hear Sheila say over the intercom.  

Eric smirks at me, “Just in time, Brie.” I flop down into the chair and sit myself back completely. I 

grasp the arm rests hard and close my eyes. Eric looks at me inquisitively, “What are you doing?” He 

places his hand over his mouth as if to stop from laughing.  

“Landings make me uneasy,” I inhale deep through my nose and then exhale through my mouth. I 

was clearly overcompensating for the landing because it, by far, is one of the smoothest landings I 

had ever experienced. They eased right into it, no crazy braking or terrible bumpiness, just a gentle 

tug. Eric is looking out the window with a smile on his face. I glance out of the window nearest me 

to see that it’s another private airstrip. I certainly didn’t mind the exclusivity.  

“I have a surprise for you,” Eric comes to his feet. Oh, you come gift wrapped? The plane comes to a 

stop and Joseph comes out of the cockpit to open the doors.  

I look at Eric as I prepare to stand, “A surprise… for me? What could you possibly surprise me 

with? You haven’t had any time to plan anything.” Eric reaches for my hand to help me to my feet. I 

grab his hand and stand up. He holds my hand and guides me to the front, leading the way. He 

walks to the exit and his muscular physique feels like it fills the entire frame of the entryway, 

blocking me from being able to see anything until he moves. As he begins to walk down the stairs 

and everything comes to light, I can see in the distance a man standing there. As my eyes finish 

adjusting I realize I would recognize that face anywhere. I immediately grin ear to ear, “Justin!” I 

quickly walk down the rest of the stairs as he runs over to me. I jump on him as he swings me 

around in his embrace.  



 

 

“Brie,” he holds me tight, “I’ve missed you woman!” He chuckles as he kisses my cheek numerous 

times. 

He puts me down and I exclaim, “What are you doing here? I thought you were traveling or 

something.” I pull the hair from my face and put it behind my ears. “Last we spoke you mentioned 

you were in California… Mr. Big Shot,” I continue as I playfully hit his arm with my right hand.  

He grabs me again and hugs me tighter, “I heard about your father. I know how you are Brie, stop 

holding it in.” 

Justin is my other best friend, the same one that told Eric about me. He, Eryn, and I have all known 

each other for over twenty years. I met Justin when I was four, and Eryn came into the picture two 

years later. Justin is, to this day, one of the best people I know, he keeps me humble. We talk three 

times a week and have never gone longer than four days without speaking to each other.  

In college, him and Eryn dated briefly and had a fall out. Justin decided to go off and pursue his 

dreams and is now one of the most sought after sports rehabilitation therapists. He’s become quite 

popular among big athletes and very wealthy individuals. He’s about an inch taller than Eric, with a 

very muscular stature, thick, light brown hair, well-trimmed facial hair, and great cheekbones. He is 

one of the sweetest men I have ever known.  

“I’m not ready yet,” I wrap my arms around him in return, grateful for his words, “I’m not ready.” 

“Well, I’ve got all the time in the world for you. Why didn’t you call me?” He releases the hug and 

pulls away to stare down at me. His expression shows me that he is a little hurt that I didn’t call. 

“I couldn’t. I didn’t want this news to affect anyone else I guess,” I sourly look down. He grabs my 

chin and gently pulls it up to look back at him. 

“I’m always here for you, whether it good or bad. But especially with the bad,” he smiles at me, “Now 

that bitch Eryn, not so much.”  

I laugh aloud, wiping away a single tear, “Oh stop, you’re not over that yet?!” He puts his right arm 

around my shoulders as he walks me to the truck. I reach up with my right hand and hold his. He 

then opens the door and insists I climb in. I hop into the seat and he looks at me, “No, I’m not. I 

didn’t even love her but what she did was just wrong.” I chuckle as he shuts the door. I can see Eric 

off to the side. Justin walks over to greet him, a hand shake and then a hug. They exchange a few 

words and they both walk over to the truck.  

Eric sits in the front seat and Justin sits in the back with me. We’re in a black Cadillac Escalade, full 

black leather interior. The driver waiting for us as everyone settles in. “So,” Eric says as he turns 

around to look at us. Justin’s arm is around my shoulders again and I am leaning on his chest. “I 

knew you two know each other but I wasn’t expecting that, are you two…?” Eric’s looks at us so 

inquisitively. Justin and I exchange glances and laugh, replying, “No,” at the same time.  



 

 

Eric raises one brow, “Have you two ever…?”  

Justin looks at me and then back at Eric, “Nah man, we are just best friends. I can understand your 

confusion though.” 

I look up at Justin, “What did you tell him?” 

“Well ya see, when Eric and I met, I was rehabbing a friend of his. I overheard their conversation 

about investment deals and such. Then they mentioned needing to continue trying to find someone 

who has a great talent with puzzles and memory stuff. And I remember you,” he looks down at me, 

“talking about needing some financial help.” 

Eric quaintly smiles, “Yes, Justin here spoke of you lightly, making no real mention of just how close 

you two were. When he said your name, I remembered it from that magazine spread you did with 

Forbes early last year.” 

“Yup. This one,” he shrugs me a little bit and looks back at Eric, “is as single as they come.” 

My cheeks immediately flush from the embarrassment. I elbow Justin lightly in the ribs, “Shut up!” I 

aggressively say under my breath. Mortified but I continue smiling and I look up to see Eric’s smile 

slowly disappear. He turns around and begins looking at his phone. Definitely not interested in me. That’s 

okay; a girl can dream I guess. I clear my throat and begin talking to Justin again, “Have you spoke 

to Skyla yet?”  

“I called her, let her know I’d be picking you up from the airport. She’s very concerned about you.” 

“So you came down because she called you.” 

“No silly,” he points to Eric, “Eric called me. You should’ve called me though. You need to stop 

that macho shit. You can be such a mule sometimes.” He starts rubbing my shoulder with the hand 

that’s wrapped around me as he looks off. 

“Yeah, yeah. And you’re kind of a nag,” I mutter as I pat his stomach, “have you been working out? 

You’re um, a little more buff than I remember.” 

“I guess I’ll take that as a compliment,” he adjusts in his seat, “I have actually.” 

I roll my eyes, “You look good Justin,” I reply forcefully, “Where are you staying while here?” 

“I’m over at this place called Duval, really nice. Not far from here actually,” he continues to rub my 

shoulder.  

“I think I want to stay with you,” I say softly to him. 

“I’ve got a big king size bed that I’m willing to share,” he smiles down at me.  

I gently tap him on the chest, “Not in your room silly, I meant I’ll book a room there too.” 



 

 

Eric erupts in laughter out of the blue. “I guess we will all be staying there then.” 

Justin shakes his head, “I don’t know how the three of us will fit, besides, no offense Eric, you’re a 

good looking guy and all; but I don’t do threesomes unless I’m the only guy.” 

My face turns beat red as I sit up and look at Justin, “Would you stop?” I playfully hit him several 

times, “You’re embarrassing me.” 

Eric is up front chuckling away, “I find you equally attractive Justin, but that’s one thing we can 

agree on.” 

His comment made me smile and stop thinking for a fleeting moment. It was the first time I had 

heard him make a joke. It made me think back to the bed on the plane. If there’s one thing that 

made clear; he’s certainly not gay. The thought made me laugh. I thought about a second time though 

and hope he’s not a boy toy like my buddy Justin here. Ever since he and Eryn slept together he 

hasn’t had a steady girlfriend. I’m sure being a rehab therapist has its perks but he’s a playboy now, 

and I knew it.  

“Where are we heading gorgeous, Sky’s first right?” Justin looks at me. I look back at him lovingly, 

“Actually could we check in first? I want to just freshen up and change.” I sit back into the seat and 

begin fiddling with my nails. Justin shuffles closer to me and leans in, “You know, I know you and 

your dad weren’t close in the end but you can forgive yourself for that. He never made it easy for 

you.” 

Those words hit me like a ton of bricks. He always knew what I was thinking, and it irritated the 

mess out of me; in a good way. Immediately I begin to cry, holding my hands up to my face. Justin 

wraps his arms around me and begins to soothe me with a light shushing and holds me tighter. “I. 

just, “I sniffle between breaths, “don’t know why. he. hated. me.”  

“Come on Brie, don’t be so hard on yourself,” Justin assures me, “He never hated you, he was 

simply… confused. It was the alcohol. Not him.” 

I’m bawling my eyes out at this point, trying to tell myself to get it together but I can’t. It was as if 

those few words just unraveled this little neatly knit barricade I had built to protect myself and I 

couldn’t hold it up anymore. Justin is kissing my forehead and rubbing my back. Anything he could 

to soothe me. I calm down a few minutes later with my face pressed against his chest and my arms 

loosely wrapped around his waist. Just then, we pull up to the hotel. That was fast. I sit up and try to 

wipe my face clear of the tears. I can’t let anyone see me like this. I pull out a mirror and see the horror 

that is my ruined mascara. I can’t let Eric see me like this. I’m a complete and total mess. “Give me just 

a second,” I tell the driver as he pulls up under the overhang and waits for us to depart the vehicle 

to check in. “I got it,” Eric states as he opens the car door and walks in through the front. I let out a 

sigh of relief.  

“You like him,” Justin exclaims as I’m trying to fix myself. He sounds so sure of himself. 



 

 

“No,” I sniffle, “it’s just business.” 

“You… liar,” he smirks at me, “Girl, if you weren’t brown skinned you would’ve been seriously 

blushing when I mentioned the threesome.” 

I pause and shake my head in disbelief, “He’s handsome and like-able but I don’t like him like that… 

he’s nice to look at though. You said it yourself he’s attractive,” I continue trying to wipe away the 

makeup debris. 

“You accepted the money, didn’t you?” he grabs my hand and pulls it towards him. 

I immediately put the mirror down and look at Justin, “Yes, why wouldn’t I?” 

“You accepted the terms of the entire contract then too?” He gives me a very serious stare. 

“How do you know about that?” I snap.  

He grabs both of my hands and looks me into my eyes, “Please be very careful and you call me if you 

need help or something seems off, you hear me?” 

“If you were so worried, why tell him about me?” 

“I’m not worried… necessarily. I just don’t know what I’d do if anything happened to you because 

of me,” his entire tone is serious, which is a rarity for Justin.  

Eric comes back out of the lobby with a bellhop who opens the trunk. Eric opens my door and 

helps me out of the vehicle. He hands me a card key and says, “You’re in the room right across from 

Justin, room 603.” I gently take the card from his hands, “Thank you Eric, but I will be paying for 

this myself. I just want you to know.” He chuckles as I walk away, “It’s really not a big deal Brie.” 

Justin walks from around the other side and they are both standing there as I wheel my suitcase in 

and make my way to the elevator. Justin has his hands on his hips, lifting his jacket up slightly while 

Eric has one hand in his suit pants pocket and the other has his hotel key.  

Justin looks at Eric and gently slaps him on the top of his back and grasps his shoulder, “Please take 

care of her, that woman means a lot to me. And if one hair on her head is harmed, I will hold you 

personally responsible.”  

Eric glances at Justin from the corner of his eye after I disappear from their view, “Justin, you have 

nothing to worry about my friend. I would never willingly put her in harm’s way. I just need her help 

and I will return her home, safe and sound.”  

Justin pats Eric on the back in agreement. “Thank you,” he says humbly. 

“But,” Eric turns to look at him, “If for any reason we need help, can I trust to call you?” 

“Are you kidding me man?” Justin holds out his hand to show Eric respect, “I’m here, just say the 

word.” 



 

 

Eric smiles back at him and shakes his hand, “Thanks man.” Eric grabs his bag from the bell hop 

and tips him. He looks at Justin and states, “I’m going to go get settled, just knock on my door when 

Brie is ready to go. I’m sure she’ll come to you first. I’ll be in room 710.” He walks into the lobby 

and up the elevator. Justin walks with him in and stops to get a coffee at the snack stand near the 

front desk. He finishes making his coffee, adding a couple creams and sugars. He takes a sip and 

mumbles to himself, “It’s going to be a long night.” 

 


