
The trembling man could barely see through his tears. His crotch was wet with urine. First steps, 

Christmas photos, proms and walks down the aisle flashed before his eyes.  

He pleaded, “Please Orion, you don’t have to do this.” 

“Oh, but I do. You see maybe back in your day, losing money wasn’t a serious offense but in today’s 

time, you lose money? You pay it back. In blood.”  

Orion Mathers stood up to his full 6’8 stature pulled out his Colt Python Revolver, with the opal plated 

handle and gold body, placed the weapon on his victim’s forehead and fired a shot between the kneeling 

man’s eyes.  

The blood from his friend’s brain splattered Armando’s face and he knew he had to think fast. He had to 

buy himself just enough time to see tomorrow.  

“Loo loo look Mr. Mathers I’m new I didn’t- I didn’t know all the ins and outs of the business”, he 

bowed his head lower and lower as Orion got closer until the point he could only make eye contact with 

his own groin. 

 “Of course I was bound to mess something up. If you ask me Lucas should’ve been a better leader, I 

mean-”  

Just then Armando’s sight blurred as his body was lifted, stopping in front of a beastly set of eyes. Orion 

had Armando by the collar of his shirt, hoisted up to eye level with Orion’s snarling face. Orion’s hands 

were huge and monstrously hairy and when they grabbed Armando’s shirt, the shirt ripped, exposing 

Armando’s shoulders.  

“Hmph”, Orion scoffed, “Cheap. Just like its owner.” 

Orion sneered at Armando’s pathetic face.  

“I hired Lucas. You’re saying this happened because of Lucas. Are you questioning my judgement in 

hiring him? Is that it? You’re really blaming this on me. Do you think you could do better?”  



Armando’s jaw was frozen. He tried to pry his mouth open with his tongue, but his body could not 

comply.  

“WELL? DO YOU?” Orion roared.  

Finally, Armando’s body followed his command and he uttered “N-n-n-n-no sir. Of course not.” 

Orion released Armando’s shirt, gravity latched on to his limbs and Armando fell to the concrete, hard. 

Orion spun the chamber of his gun and flicked it closed. He walked up to Armando on the ground, 

kneeled to his level and pressed the gun to Armando’s temple.  

“Give me one good reason I shouldn’t paint the ground with your brains.” 

Armando couldn’t think of one. He couldn’t think period. After 3 millisecond gasps, he saw gold in the 

corner of his vision. With salty sweat burning his eyes, his mind played a movie for him and in it he saw 

honey-brown hair, sunlight eyes, a pure smile. The cold gun barrel on his head snapped him back to 

reality. “I can make you your money back. Just let me do a few more runs.” 

“Yeah? You? After your little stunt, eyewitnesses worldwide can identity you, dumbass. Your face will be 

recognized immediately. You can’t so much as step out of this house let alone go on runs for me.” 

Armando held back tears of shame for what he was about to do. “I can’t. But my daughter can.” 

Orion lowered the gun. “Your…daughter? You’re offering to use your daughter for runs?” 

Armando swallowed the boulder in his throat. “Yes. She’s 20 years old. Quiet, to herself, doesn’t make 

any commotion. She’ll do what you say and not ask a lot of questions. She’s perfect.” 

Orion stared at the ground for a full 60 seconds. “I don’t see why the universe would allow someone like 

you to have a child…..but you have a deal. Let’s go get your daughter.” 

* * *



Bea nervously picked at her Pottery Barn L-shaped sectional sofa. It had been days since she heard from 

her dad, but he never missed Sunday brunch. Never. It was now 5:00pm on a Sunday and she had not 

heard a single peep from him. 

“Hey Dad, it’s Bea again. This is like the 10th message I’ve left, I’m sure your mailbox is going to be full 

soon. I haven’t heard from you all day. You good? Please call me back, I’m starting to get worried. Okay. 

Umm bye. Love you. Call me.”  

Bea ended the call. Turned her ringer volume all the way up and made sure her phone was on loud 

before sliding the device into her right back pocket. She wiped down her rustic mahogany stained coffee 

table, cleaning always calmed her nerves. She hated going to her father’s house, it was a run down one-

bedroom apartment on the other side of town. It was also where she grew up. After an hour of 

halfheartedly dusting her living room, she couldn’t rest any more. 

She swiped her keys from the dish by the door and flung the door open and almost crashed into 

Armando.  

“Dad!” she leaped into him and clasped her arms around his neck. “Where the hell have you been?!” 

Armando tried to warn her “Bea! Bea listen to me ru-” 

Just then a hairy hand clutched Armando’s airway and Orion came from behind the wall with one hand 

choking Armando and the other pointing his gun in Bea’s face.  

“Back up, real slow. Leave your phone on the table there” He pointed to where Bea had just pulled her 

keys from. “Take a seat on the couch and let’s have a little chat.” Orion threw a gasping Armando to the 

floor. 

Bea retreated and stumbled on the table behind her. She reached a shaky hand into her back pocket and 

transferred her phone onto the table and then found the couch and sat down. The whole time, with 

Orion pointing his gun at her.  



He spoke with a nauseatingly sweet voice. “So here’s the deal, your pops here made a mistake. A mistake 

that cost me a lot money. And he can’t work to make me my money back because people will recognize 

him and so he has to graciously offered your services to me.” 

Bea could not hear anything. She stared at her father’s terrified face, but she didn’t register who she was 

staring at. It was not until Orion whistled in the tune of “yoo hoo” that she really saw what was 

happening.  

Her eyes darted back and forth between her father and Orion 5 times before she spoke. “My…services? 

Dad what is he talking about?” She had tears in her eyes. “Dad? What’s going on?” 

Armando looked his child in her eyes with the most reassuring expression he could muster. “It’s all 

going to be okay baby.” 

“Attaboy” Orion laughed, “lie to her.” He turned his attention back to Bea, “Here’s the deal pumpkin, 

daddy-o here was working for me. Oh, by the way” he stuck his hand out, “my name is Orion Mathers, 

you can call me O.M.” Bea just stared at him.  

“Anyway, your dad and his partner got into a bit of a turf war with some rivals of ours-” 

Bea slowly rose her hand.  

“Yes?” Orion inquired.  

“Umm…I don’t understand what’s going on. Working for you? My dad works for Mr. Mikcheny at the 

bank. I grew up with his daughter. The Mikchenys are like family. He works at a bank. So, there’s no way 

my dad works for you. You have the wrong guy.” 

Orion looked at her with an almost sorry look. “Oh honey. Have you seen your dad or Mr. Mikcheny at 

their job lately?” 

Bea was stunned by the question. “Well….no I guess not. Because I’m at work at my bookstore at the 

same times he works…” 



Orion crouched down and spoke softly, “Beatrice, your father and Lucas Mikcheny work for me 

acquiring, protecting, and selling cocaine as well as laundering my money. Well, Mikcheny worked for 

me. That’s neither here nor there. What’s important is that you understand what is going on. You work 

for me now. This is not a negotiation. If you don’t work, we kill your father. Slowly. Painfully. And you’ll 

have front row seats to the show. Okay? Whatever I say, you do. Do you understand?”  

With hot tears searing her face, Bea mumbled “Yes.” 

Orion wiped away her tears with the back of his gun hand.  

“Even crying, you are mighty pretty.” He eyed her lips.  

Bea jerked her face away. Wiped her eyes dry and sneered at him, “When do I start, boss?” 

He bellowed a terrifying laugh, “A woman with initiative! I love it! We start right away. Pack a bag. Not 

too much.” 

Bea was confused. “A bag? Are we going somewhere?” 

Orion cocked his head sideways, “Did you think I would let you out of my sight given the 

circumstances? As soon as I leave this house, you’re going to be tempted to do something stupid like call 

the cops. No no, you and your pathetic excuse for a father are coming to live at my place until you make 

back what he owes me.” 

Bea was stunned again. “Li- live with you? What about my job? My house? My life? What will I tell my 

friends? My boss?” 

Orion shrugged, “Tell them you got hitched, tell them you’re moving to Malaysia, I really don’t give a 

rat’s ass. That’s not my problem. You have 20 minutes to pack a bag. Go.”  

* * *

Back at Orion’s massive estate, Bea couldn’t help but notice how gorgeous it all was, the foyer alone 

could be used to host an extravagant ball. There was a magnificent pendulum clock carved out of dark 



mahogany and the pendulum inside was a blinding gold. The glass that enclosed the pendulum was 

crystal clear except for the sandblasted corners that whipped up from the corner of the frame into the 

middle in free waves and curves so beautifully it almost had its own personality. Next to the charming 

clock was a candelabra whose body was gold like the clock’s pendulum, but the shape of the gold was 

smooth, with a pear-shaped body and two arms that curved up in U shapes and a rebellious head in the 

middle, taller than the other arms.  

Bea was snatched out of her observations by Orion’s low, bellowing voice. 

“What, are you waiting for them to sing and dance? Move your feet, princess.” 

Bea sneered at him, “My name is Bea.” 

He glared back at her, “Your name is, you work for me so hurry the hell up.” 

He pulled her by her arm up a wide set of stairs clothed in red velvet steps. The higher up the steps she 

went, the further separated she was from her father.  

“Dad!” she cried, “Dad! Wait, stop!” she pleaded with Orion, trying to pull her arm out of his 

inhumanely strong grip. “Please! Let me say good bye to him at least!” 

“Don’t worry, he won’t be far. He’s going to be staying in my basement right under your room” Orion 

said with a ghastly smile.  

“What, in your dungeon? Like a prisoner? You have a huge mansion with God knows how many 

rooms! Please, he gets sick easily. Let him stay with me.” Bea tried to look child-like and innocent in 

hopes she could pull on Orion’s heart strings but he wouldn’t even make eye contact with her.  

He yanked her a few steps further and stopped at a room with a door that must have been at least 10 feet 

tall, painted royal blue, golden door handles, the kind of door handles that are circular and could show 

you your own reflection. Orion ripped the door open, almost hitting and concussing Bea, and practically 

threw her inside.  



“This is your new room. You don’t leave it unless I say so. Someone will come by with your bag.” He 

barked and then turned and left, slamming the door shut.  

Bea waited a few minutes and then tried to open the door. Locked. “Shit.” 

She looked around at her new prison cell and found that it was actually quite nice. 

With a plush king sized bed in a wood frame with tall pillars carved with intricate designs on every 

corner. The windows were draped in thick, royal blue, velvet curtains and framed in gold. The floor was 

made of  shiny baby pink and white marble tile and there was the most beautiful gold and purple 

wardrobe in the corner.  

“Just threw any color in here huh?” Bea whispered to herself. 

She walked over to the window and even though she knew what would happen, she tried to lift it open. 

Locked, of course.  

She looked out of the window and saw nothing but dark woods behind her and about a 50 foot drop to 

the ground. There was no getting out.  

She laid on the bed and looked up at the ceiling to see a beautiful mural of roses and wolves and magical 

creatures. It looked like it told a story. She tried to piece together what the artist was depicting and 

drifted off the sleep.  

* * *

Bea slowly cracked her eyes open and as her vision started to improve, she became hyper aware of her 

surroundings and sensed someone else in the room with her. Her head shot up, followed by her torso 

and she came face to face with a man. This man had brown, almond colored skin and a nasty scar 

starting at his widow’s peak, going through his eye and ending under the left side of his lips. The eye that 

the scar went through was grey and sort of sparkled in the moonlight that peaked through the window.  

“Uh, sorry.” Bea started, “I must’ve fallen asleep. Have you been standing there long?” 



The man did not answer her question. “Here is your bag.” He threw it to the floor. “Dinner is almost 

ready. You have 20 minutes to shower and change and be downstairs.” 

“Oh, I’m not hungry I think I’ll just-” 

The scarred man pierced her eyes with his stare, “Did any of what I said sound like it was an option? 

You have 20 minutes to be downstairs, clean and ready to eat.” 

He turned around and left without another word. 

Bea waited a few more minutes and tried to open the door again. It was unlocked. She flung the door 

open and stepped outside lightly and poked her head out to find the scarred man staring at her.  

“You don’t look showered.”  

She stumbled on her words, “Oh uh, I was going to go look for the bathroom..” 

“There’s a bathroom in your room.” He then slammed the door shut in her face. 

Bea slunk back into her room, defeated. She got undressed in the bathroom and decided to make the 

most of the present moment and wash off this shit show of a day. The shower was the kind that you 

didn’t have to lift your feet to get into because there was no lip, it was level with the floor. There was a 

frosted glass door that separated the shower from the rest of the bathroom and the shower head was on 

the ceiling and rained down like a waterfall onto her head. She let the warm water trickle from her scalp 

down to the rest of her body. Tickling the back of her neck, crawling down to the small of her back, 

curving its way around her torso, filling up her belly button, sliding off her knee like a skier on a slope 

and splashing onto her toes. She covered the drain with her foot and let a puddle form in the middle of 

the shower and splashed around in it, remembering fonder times. She closed her eyes and imagined she 

was at a 5 star resort in Mali instead of in a drug kingpin’s mansion working for her father’s life. She 

warmed herself into a peaceful mood and then banging on the bathroom door shattered her trance.  

“What are you doing in there, hurry it up!” yelled the scarred man. 



Bea sighed. She turned the comforting, warm water ice cold and let it shock her body back to reality. She 

walked out of the shower shivering and ready to enter back into real time.  

* * *

Downstairs at the dinner table, Orion sat at one end and way across to the other side sat Bea. There was 

enough food to feed a small army, but they were the only ones at the table.  

“Is there anyone else coming?” Bea asked.  

“No.” Orion stated, offering no other explanation.  

He called out to the empty air, “Hey Google, play some music.” 

“Okay, here is some music from Pandora” replied the robotic jukebox.  

Fly Me To The Moon started playing and Bea smiled as another memory infiltrated her mind. 

“You like Frank huh?” Orion inquired.  

Bea snapped her head up, unaware that he had been watching her. “Mhmm. My mother used to blast his 

music throughout the house on Sundays while we cleaned. She knew every word to all his songs.”  

Orion thought for a while and finally asked, “Your moms passed?” 

Bea lowered her head and stared into her blood red tomato soup.  

“It’s okay, you don’t have to tell me. My bad.” Orion blurted out.  

Bea looked around the room, scanning her surroundings, searching for something that would offer a 

talking point. Her eyes landed on a ceramic tea set, the teapot was the size of a cantaloupe and was an 

off-white color with purple and yellow painted flowers all over the body. The handle was golden, and the 

top of the tea pot was painted into a beautiful lavender lily. There were 2 matching tea cups next to the 

teapot but one of the cups had a piece of it missing, the hole was shaped like an uneven triangle.  



Bea tried to make this the new topic of conversation “That’s a beautiful set. I used to have one just like it 

when I was little but mine was blue and yellow instead of purple. Where’d you get it?” 

Orion glanced over to the tea set then his eyes darted back to the baguette he was nibbling on. He didn’t 

acknowledge Bea’s new topic. “So, tomorrow we’re going on our first run. I’ll go with you for the first 

few to show you the ropes and to watch you work. I can’t afford anymore slip ups and right now you’re a 

flight risk.” 

Bea took a sip of her water, realizing she hadn’t drank anything all day. She welcomed the crisp drink 

into her mouth, sloshed it around, watering the inside of her cheeks and letting it crawl down her throat, 

into her esophagus and felt the cold water rest in her stomach. She gulped what felt like 5 gallons without 

breathing and finally, breaking her drinking marathon, she gasped for air and heard Orion’s bellowing 

laugh again.  

“That thirsty? Or nervous about tomorrow?” He asked. 

Bea was embarrassed but answered softly, “Both.” 

“Well, I’ll have a bunch of water bottles put in your room tonight. As for tomorrow, don’t even worry 

we’re just picking up some product from a partner and then we’ll be guarding which is pretty much 

sitting in a car and waiting for someone to be stupid enough to try to steal from me.” Orion tried in a 

comforting voice.  

Bea let out a short, dry, laugh. “Product.” She mimicked. “How did I get to a place where I pick up 

“product”? How did you? Honestly, how did you wind up a dope dealer? I genuinely want to know 

what life choices land a person here.” 

Orion ripped a piece of his steak off, flashing his gleaming teeth and longer than usual canines. “Eat your 

food.” , he said with a full mouth.  

Bea thought Orion was gorgeously terrifying. She was both scared of him and curious about him. He had 

brown, shoulder length hair that waved down like a river of honey. His eyes were a piercing blue that 



danced on the thin line between attractive and intimidating. His eyebrows were bushy but not untidy 

and they were dark, contrasting his light eyes and framing them like the Mona Lisa. She was disgusted 

with herself. How could she find any beauty in this man? The man who was holding her father’s life like 

a toy. She was suddenly shaking with furry. She wanted to rip his perfect face right off and throw it over a 

cliff.  

His deep voice broke through her evil fantasy, “I’m going to bed. See you tomorrow. I’ll be waiting 

downstairs at 9:00 in the morning, don’t be late.”  

He walked off into a dark corner of the house and Bea didn’t see him again until the morning. 

* * *

Bea wasn’t sure how one dressed for a product pick up. She settled on tight black jeans, a black V-neck, 

and black boots. She picked her hair up into a high pony tail. She pranced down the steps as Orion was 

turning around and they made the kind of eye contact that feels eternal.  

Orion let out one his signature laughs that could shake the house, “What do you think we’re doing 

today? Robbing a bank? Maybe I should put on a ski mask.” 

Bea thought his sarcasm was annoyingly charming. “Well, I’ve never done something like this. Not all of 

us are experienced in this sort of thing, Scarface.”  

He smiled and held open the front door for her. As she walked through she swayed her hips ever so 

slightly and threw a little glance and soft “thank you” over her shoulder.  

They climbed into a black Cadillac Escalade, him in the driver seat, her in the passenger seat. 

“So where to, boss?” she asked playfully.  

He ignored her question and started the car and went off onto the road. She tried to put the radio on, but 

he swatted her hand away. She rested her head on the window and he barked “No sleeping!”. She played 

with her hair and he rolled his eyes.  



“You’re no fun, boss.” She said. 

“Stop calling me boss. You can call me O.M.” he finally answered.  

Thrilled to have his voice directed at her, she decided to dig into him a little bit. 

“O.M.? Like ommmmmm” she closed her eyes and made circles with her thumb and index finger 

leaving the rest of her fingers sprawled out as if she were a meditating monk.  

“No. Not like ommmmm. Like O. M. Oh. Em. Like my initials.”  

She opened her eyes and slid down into her seat. “Okay. Oh. Em.” 

He looked at her through his peripheral vision and said, “We’re here.” 

She looked out of the windshield nervously, “Alright, time to go…pick up some product.” 

He chuckled as he parked, turned the car off, and said “It’ll be alright.” Then he slid out of the car. Bea 

followed suit and trailed him into a building. Inside and down several flights of stairs, was a room full of 

half-naked women separating and packaging mounds of white powder. Bea had never seen anything like 

it. They nodded salutes in Orion and Bea’s direction. Bea waved at them sheepishly. There was one 

woman who looked about 12 months pregnant.  

Orion walked into the next room saying, “Nessa, this is Bea. She’s the newest edition to the team, she’s 

Armando’s daughter. Bea, this is my sister Vanessa, she handles the packaging, and this is where we 

come to pick product up so we can distribute it.” 

Bea reached her hand out and said “Hey, nice to meet you.” 

Vanessa didn’t shake her hand.  

“Ness, why is there a woman on the floor whose water is about to break?” Orion demanded. 



Vanessa glanced out of the office glass at the pregnant woman, “Who, Gloria? That’s like her 6th kid or 

something, she’s a pro I didn’t see a need to cut her. Besides, she’s gonna need the money for the baby 

right?” 

Orion lowered his voice to a menacing octave, “Vanessa. We’ve talked about this.” 

Vanessa tried to talk her way out of the hole she was obviously in, “What? There’s no children here, just 

a pregnant lady. Did the no children rule extend to the womb too? You gotta be clearer about your rules, 

Lion.” 

Orion’s words oozed out of his mouth slowly and threateningly like lava coming down a volcano, “You 

know damn well I wouldn’t have let her continue to work if I was manning this post. Give her a cash 

advance and tell her to go home. Now.” 

Vanessa argued, “A cash advance? We’re sending a capable worker home AND giving away money? Are 

you-” 

Orion cut her off by slamming his fist onto the desk on which she sat, “Vanessa! Are we going to have a 

repeat of the last time you didn’t do as I asked?” 

Vanessa jumped off the desk. She lightly rubbed a scar on the side of her leg and silently pulled out a 

stack of cash and walked out of the office, to the pregnant woman, handed her the money, said some 

words to her and walked back to the office as the pregnant woman smiled and skipped out of the 

packaging room.  

Orion grabbed a gym bag from the corner of the room and packed it with a dozen white bricks and left 

the room as Vanessa was coming back in. Bea ran after him and nodded at Vanessa as a way of saying 

goodbye. The got back in the car and drove in silent tension. After almost an hour, Bea got brave enough 

to speak.  

“Did you do that to her leg?” After no response she tried again, “Is that how you treat family? No 

wonder my father is in a dungeon. You don’t care about anyone do you?” 



He practically growled his next words, “Be careful. You don’t want to piss me off.” 

“Or else you’ll kill my father? Hurt me like you did your sister?” she challenged.  

“Stop while you’re ahead, Beatrice.”  

She didn’t heed his warning. “You’re not capable of love if you could-” 

He crushed the brake pedal under his heel, bringing the car to a sudden stop throwing Bea, who wasn’t 

wearing a seatbelt, into the dashboard, crushing her forehead. With her head trickling blood, she looked 

over at him and yelled “What the hell?!” 

He stared forward as he spoke, “You don’t know anything about love. You think because you have your 

father you could comprehend the depth, the width, the weight, of true love? You think because your 

mom died you could understand loss?” He swallowed hard enough to hear, “You don’t know the first 

thing about the kind of love I’ve felt. The kind of love that’s consuming. The kind of love that makes you 

forget how terrible the world really is. The kind of love that makes you think there’s a force field around 

you. The kind of love that makes you weak. Makes you stupid. Makes you vulnerable.” He blinked and 

sent tears down his cheeks and just as quickly as the tears formed, he punched them away. “You don’t 

know anything about me.” He whispered and turned the car around.  

Bea was paralyzed, not knowing what to say. She thought seeing Orion cry was a vision brought on by 

her head injury, it must have been. She was silent until they arrived back at the estate.  

“I thought we were guarding something today?” she croaked out, finally feeling how dry her throat was. 

Orion turned the car off, got out and walked into the house without looking at Bea. Bea sat in the car and 

reprimanded herself for being so harsh with him. After about 40 minutes, she decided to walk into the 

house. When she walked through the front door, she saw Orion standing over the tea set, the broken cup 

in hand, looking at it as if it were a child. Bea tip toed over so she wouldn’t interrupt his moment with 

the cup and stood silently next to him.  



“Look, I’m sor-” was all she could get out before he cut her off with his own words. 

“My daughter broke this little tea cup when she was having a tea party with me and her teddy bears. I 

was going to throw it away and she said “No don’t daddy! He’s got a little chip in him but he’s not all 

the way broken, he’s strong. Like you daddy”….I just can’t bring myself to get rid of it. It’s like a piece of 

her…the last piece of her.” He said in a whimpering voice. “That ugly candlestick was my wife’s favorite 

thing in the world, she said it reminded her of France. When it was dark she always used her lumiere as 

she called it.” 

He paused and took a breath before speaking again, “They were everything to me. I came home one day 

and called out. I waited for my daughter to shriek “Daddy!” and come leap into my arms like she did 

every day. She didn’t. I walked around looking for them. I shouted for my wife. She didn’t answer.” He 

took another shaky breath, “I found them both laying in pools of their own blood in the living room. 

Their throats cut right open. My daughter was 5 years old.” 

Bea choked on a cry, “Oh my God, Orion I had no idea. I’m so sorry.” 

He didn’t say anything for a while.  

“Vanessa and Rick, the guy with the scar on his face, were supposed to be here. Watching them. I trusted 

them to protect my family. That was my mistake. They were off doing whatever and our rivals came in 

and stole my girls from me. Just to send a message. They killed a child.” He explained. “So yeah, they 

have scars on their body. But it could never match the ones on my heart. I’m perfectly capable of love, 

I’m not capable of taking any more pain. I keep these stupid household things like they’re alive, like they 

can speak to me. That’s crazy isn’t it?” 

Bea sniffled and quickly said, “No no no! That’s the same thing with me and roses. I don’t have a lot of 

memories of my mom but every time she went on a work trip, she came back with a rose for me. When I 

see a rose, it’s like she’s with me again.” 

Orion whispered, “Exactly.” 



He looked at Bea, eyes red and filled with tears, and her body acted without her consent when she took 

his face in her hands and met his lips with hers, fusing his tears with her own. She felt his body tense up 

in protest but then melt into her own, shifting some of his weight into her. He pulled back and looked at 

her like he had never seen her before. The lines in his face faded away, his eyes no longer pierced 

through Bea, they became soft and inviting. His lips, still wet with a mix of tears and saliva, quivered, 

unsure. He looked down at Bea and she was scared he would walk away and equally excited that he 

might stay.  

“What were their names?”, asked Bea.  

“My wife’s name was Isabelle and our little girl was Bella.” 

“Beautiful names. And they both had exquisite taste.” Bea said as she wrapped her thin arms around 

Orion’s massive body.  

He looked down at her with a look that promised healing and she allowed hope to seep crawl up from 

the chamber of suppressed emotion, to the forefront of her heart.  




