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Dedicated to all my book besties in the Discord. Thank you for saving me from myself and giving me the courage to pursue my dreams. Thank you for all the support, encouragement and kicks in the ass. I love you all! Special thanks to my wifey Kyla Orinick, and bestie Krys Strong for never giving up on me. Special thank you to the Hype Girls for all the aggressive love and support. 

Special Note: 

To My children;

It is never too late to follow your dreams and create your own happiness. You will never be too old to dream the dreams of your soul. 

To My Mom:

Thank You for always believing in me and encouraging my dreams. I love you.

In Loving Memory

April Michelle LaFever

Dec. 1, 1974 – Sep. 16, 1990

Mental Health and Trigger Warnings

Have tissues handy. I care about your mental health. This story has some parts that may be emotional or triggering. Listed below are possible triggers.

Mythology

Anxiety

Death

Explicit Sex

Assault

Attempted Murder

Violence

Magic

If you find any triggers not listed, please reach out. 
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Oryan

––––––––
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ORION STOOD IN FRONT of the Council of the Gods, waiting for an answer to his plea. He wanted a chance to find unconditional love, have a family, and redeem his name from the past. People once knew him to hunt women as much as he hunted game. A few thousand years ago, he was a kind of big deal amongst the hunters of his time. As he stood impatiently waiting, he gazed around the room, trying to find out individual features through all the bright illuminations. 

“Orion, we have considered your request and have agreed that you will be the first to become human again to find true love,” Zeus began. “We will grant you the freedom to choose your destination, but choose wisely, for you have only thirteen moon cycles to embark on the quest to find true love.”

“Why are you giving him this second chance? He is nothing but a philanderer that owes me his penance of eternity in the stars. Have you forgotten what he did to me?” Fumed Artemis.

“You tried to kill me! Any man would have left in that situation,” Orion spouted back. Zeus shot him a look to hold his tongue.

“Everyone deserves a second chance, Artemis, even Orion. You will get your penance, but it will be on my terms,” affirmed Zeus, staring Artemis down.

Artemis took her seat fuming, but she knew Orion would fail, for she was planning to make sure of it. 

Orion nodded, “Thank you, oh mighty Gods, thank you. I will complete my quest and find true love. I will redeem my name and renew my history.”

“You have three days to choose your destination, Orion. I would spend that time meditating on finding your other half,” Cronos explained smugly.

“Genuine love is not for the faint of heart, hunter. It requires sacrifice, putting someone else’s needs before your own. It means wanting their happiness and success above your selfish wants and desires. Eventually, you will need to disclose the truth to her. She must love the real you, flaws and all. Are you sure you can handle that?” Aphrodite explained questioned.

“Great Goddess of Love, I know that I have wronged you and your kin in the past with my cavalier ways, but I am determined to make things right and redeem myself in your eyes,” answered Orion.

“So, it will be done,” Zeus commanded. “Keep in mind, Orion, that it is imperative for you to have a predetermined destination within the next three days. We will meet again, then.”

Orion exited the Gods’ chamber. Artemis turned to Zeus asking, “Will you tell him he must face the Scorpion again, as well?”

“No, Artemis, and neither will any of you. He must find out for himself that to redeem himself in earnest, his love must defeat the Scorpion. Let us hope he chooses his location wisely. This will not be a simple test.” Zeus responded firmly.

“I will prepare the Scorpion for his task. He will need a human name as well. If he cannot kill Orion, I will take other measures to ensure Orion doesn’t get his happy ending. That womanizer does not deserve a happy or easy life.” 

Orion spent the next three days trying to see the location of his soul mate and studying everything he could about being a modern human. Orion did not want to slip up and raise suspicions. He knew some things would have to be learned by experiencing them, but he had the faith and determination to succeed. He finally found the right woman after searching for the previous two days; it should not have surprised him. It was the woman he had drawn him to her since her birth. He had watched her off and on throughout her life. Luna, his Luna, he would make sure of it. He could not fail.

At the designated time, Orion met with the Council of the Gods again. 

“Orion, have you chosen your destination?” Zeus asked without preamble.

“Yes, your highness, I chose Orange City in the state of Florida, in the United States. I believe it is called,” Orion answered promptly.

Zeus and the other Gods exchange knowing looks before he spoke again. “And so it shall be. We will see you no later than 13 moon cycles hence, regardless of failure or success.”

In a flash of light, Orion found himself with a backpack of supplies in the middle of a street. The Gods had set up a bank account with unlimited access to funds so that Orion could behave more like a human. Orion had no chariot, or as he understood, they called them cars now. He knew his knowledge was incomplete but hoped he could pass as a normal human until he must reveal his truth to Luna, his love.

Orion allowed his now human eyes to adjust to the bright sunlight. Orion could smell the ocean and knew he was close. He headed towards the sound of the waves crashing to shore and the salty air. He let his senses guide him to find his true love.

As he approached the beach, he knew he had made the right choice. He saw her, his angel of mercy, standing there. It had been many years since he was in a human body, but he recognized the tightening in his chest, the pounding of his heart that skipped a beat, and the warm glow that filled his soul. He knew he had found his love. Now, all he had to do was convince her to love him in return.

Orion feared approaching her as she seemed to remember something painful. He knew he would have to seize the opportunity, but he dreaded her ire when he approached. He did not want to start things off by angering his love. Why was he being so silly? He was a warrior; he would handle whatever she threw his way as long as he had time to convince her to love him.
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Luna

Luna stood on the beach, relishing the sound of the waves washing up on the shore while the wind blew through her long brown hair. Wriggling her toes in the moist sand, she felt herself filling with the warm, comforting embrace of magic. She couldn’t help but think of her once loving family, remembering the good times, before one inescapable incident changed everything. In the back of her mind, she could feel the tickling sensation of someone’s approaching presence. Gifted with magic, she always sensed when something was off, regardless of whether she bothered to investigate. Though annoyed by the interruption, she instinctively knew that this stranger posed no harm to her.

She fought to hold on to her stolen moments of peace, ignoring the approaching energy. The weight of her pain and grief was a secret she kept close, shielding it from the outside world. Her sadness and bone-crushing guilt were hers alone. This part of the beach belonged to her. She couldn't understand why the stranger was there in her solitude.  As the stranger came closer, the smell of woody patchouli mixed with a crisp clean scent washed over her, causing goosebumps on the flesh of her arms. The scent foretold a man's presence. Luna turned toward the intrusive man intending to tell him that this was her private beach. However, as she turned, her breath caught in her throat, and she could not speak. Her heart raced and skipped a beat. Her palms sweat; the goosebumps grew into shivers. He was beautiful, in that fairytale sort of way, seeming unreal. He had an ethereal glow that she couldn’t explain; she had seen nothing like it.

She studied the man, his features, his tattoos, and his clothes, drawing every detail into her mind. He was tall, at least 6 foot 3, with broad shoulders. His hair hung in a golden halo around his sculpted face. He wore a simple T-shirt and jeans. He reminded her of the hunter Orion from the tales of old. It was quite a contrast to her average height and curvy build. As she studied his tattoos, she realized he had a tattoo of Orion the hunter. The stars seemed to glow with a supernatural light. Too weird, Luna thought. 

She looked away before he could catch her studying him so intently. When she could gather her thoughts back into focus, she looked at the ocean as she made her angry proclamation. “This is my private beach. You shouldn’t be here.”

His response sent shivers of excitement and anxiety through her body. “Luna, I have come here for you. My visions have led me here.”

Luna glanced back at the man, their eyes locked. Surely, he must be joking. How did he know her name? She thought. 

The moment her eyes locked with his greenish, amber-colored eyes, she knew he was serious and he honestly believed in what he was saying. Luna couldn't tear her gaze from those mesmerizing eyes. Held by the depth of those eyes; she felt like she could see his soul through them. He just kept smiling, his brilliant, heart-melting smile. 

Luna eventually broke the trance and asked, “What is your name?”

Again, his response, “My name is Oryan. O-r-y-a-n,” sent tremors of exhilaration and panic through her body. This can’t be happening. It’s all just a wild coincidence, she thought. 

Luna’s curiosity finally won over her awe. “Why do you feel your visions led you to me?” she asked nervously.

“If I tell you now, you’ll think I’m crazy,” Oryan responded flatly.

“Try me,” she dared him with an eyebrow raised. Oryan responded by staring out into the ocean, looking away from her. They stood only a foot apart in silence for quite some time. Why won’t he answer? Luna thought. What does this man expect from me? Why is he here? This man is pissing me off and already destroyed my reminiscing. Ugh, I’m done with this.

The sunset painted the ocean horizon in a haze of purple and orange as Luna, with a snide tone, said, “I’m heading in, leave,” her words barely audible over the crashing waves.

She turned and walked a few yards to her home, then went inside.

Oryan

Oryan stood staring at the ocean, the purple and orange haze of the setting sun glaring off the surface. He knew he had angered his angel, but the truth would keep him from having any chance at all with her. Luna’s unfriendly attitude left him feeling despondent, as if his soul were crying. A few sparse tears escaped from his eyes as he considered giving up the quest and just continuing alone in the stars, the way it had always been since he angered Artemis. His heart would not give in so easily. The thought of not trying to win her love made his heart feel like it would shatter into millions of tiny shards.

He considered finding a hotel for the night, but he knew that if he didn't stay nearby, Luna would withdraw completely. His heart would not give up on the love he felt for her. He knew it would be a hard win; she had made that abundantly clear. However, her words did not match the emotions he felt coming from her. He sensed her guardedness, yet the connection between them was undeniable. With her confident stance and determined words, she expressed her past wounds and unwavering determination. Winning her over would require effort.

Oryan knew his Luna had a giving heart; she was always helping people in need. Surely, she would let him crash on the floor or something. He knew she would not reject him, even if he had annoyed her by disturbing her solitude. 

With a resolute sigh, Oryan turned and strode with purpose towards Luna’s house, hoping he was right about her giving heart. Luna was worth fighting for. She was worth believing in the impossible. His heart would not let him believe otherwise.

Leon

Leon Scorpio watched his nemesis approach the beautiful woman on the beach. He had carefully camouflaged himself behind the bushes next door. Luckily, he had not set off her radar. She did not know he had been there watching her for hours, waiting for Oryan to show. 

Leon only had one task, and that was to kill Oryan once again and send him back to the stars forever. Artemis did not want Oryan to succeed, and Leon knew he might have to kill the woman to stop him. 

One more death made no matter to him once he killed Oryan again or died trying; maybe he would finally have his freedom and be able to live his own life out from under the Gods’ bidding. 

Leon remembered fondly the last time he had faced Oryan and took his life. He had nothing personal against the guy, but orders were orders. He would follow his instructions to the letter. 

His orders were simple: he was to destroy Oryan and any chance of redemption he had. So far, it seemed the task would take care of itself. This Luna had blown Oryan off and left him to his own devices on the beach.

I should strike now, thought Leon, but then it would be too easy. The Gods wanted Oryan to believe he had a chance. Leon would wait until the right opportunity presented itself. He needed Luna to at least like the guy before he destroyed him.

The Gods were some twisted bastards in Leon’s opinion, but his freedom meant he would no longer be their assassin and would no longer have to kill for their sport.

Leon stayed silent as he watched Oryan approach the human’s home. He needed to find a place to lie low until the time to strike was right. 
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Luna

Luna could not sit still. Her mind kept wondering why this man had suddenly appeared, claiming his visions had brought him to her. It made little sense. Questions flooded her mind until an interruption came as a knock on the door. Who the hell could that be? She thought. 

Luna reacted to the sudden sound with a jump. Curiosity drove her to investigate the repeated knock. To her surprise, Oryan stood on the other side, looking almost awkward. With his free hand in his pocket, he watched the ground intently with a shy smile and an awkward stance. She opened the door and briskly asked, “Can I help you?”

A slight pink tint appeared on his face. “I have to admit I didn’t properly plan for this trip. I have no place set up to stay. Do you mind if I sleep on your couch just for tonight? I will get a hotel room tomorrow, scout’s honor,” he explained sheepishly.

Normally, Luna would not let a strange man stay in her house, but something about Oryan called to her and intrigued her beyond reason. Familiarity with this man was a battle for Luna's heart and mind. Her instincts were to trust him immediately; her mind said that wasn’t logical. As she looked at him, her heart raced again, her breathing became shallow, and her nerves shook, yet she felt a sense of calm and warmth, like seeing an old friend. She didn’t understand it.

Though she felt she could trust him, she would not give in easily. “First, you interrupt me on the beach with your crazy story that you won’t explain and now you want to crash at my house?” she asked, fuming.

“I’m sorry Luna, I know this is a bit of a shock to you and I know I sound demented, but what I have said is the truth. What will it take for you to believe me?” Oryan implored her.

“Lucky for you, I have a soft spot for strays. Just know that I can protect myself and at the first sign of trouble, I will boot your ass out,” she agreed; stating, “You better be on your best behavior. My room is off-limits, but I have a guest room on the other side of the house you can use.” 

Oryan quickly agreed. 

“The guest room is just down the hall and the guest bathroom is right next to it.” Luna directed, “Are you hungry? I’m guessing you didn’t plan food either on this mysterious journey.” She asked snidely.

“I could eat,” he replied. Oryan was too calm for the attitude she was trying to give him. She wondered what was going through his mind. This whole scenario was crazy. 

“I’ll call the place around the corner and order us a pizza. Is that good?” she inquired.

“That would be great,” Oryan answered as he headed to the guest room with his backpack. It looked brand new.

Oryan

Oryan found the room easily enough and set his pack on the chair in the corner. The bed in the center of the room was a decent size and looked quite comfortable. He had half expected a bunch of lacey pillows to adorn the room, however; the room was simple with the bed, chair, and dresser. Not knowing how long it would take for the thing Luna called pizza to arrive, he decided he needed to change clothes quickly.

Oryan opened the pack and giggled at the sense of humor of the Gods. Inside were cotton pants with little cartoon caricatures of Hercules. Oryan shook his head as he donned the cotton trousers. He hoped Luna wouldn’t judge him too harshly for the choice of attire.

Oryan knew he was lucky Luna was a kind soul or he would be lost right now. He had to convince her of his quest and that they were meant to be together. He did not know how to accomplish this giant feat. 

Luna was a powerful witch and would not be easily won over by flattery or words. He would have to show her his love and prove to her somehow that he wasn’t some crazed lunatic. 

He had no magic of his own, though he knew she could feel him. He felt her magic testing him, poking at his soul to see the truth of the matter. Luna was a stubborn one and did not completely trust her instincts, though she always followed them without question.

He could see the apprehension in her eyes, but he felt the pull from her soul that matched his in every way. She would fight it, of course. She would eventually give in, but not until she was ready.

He could sense her doubting her sanity from the other room. She wasn’t sure she should have let him in. Her mind and soul were waging war on one another, her heart undecided and pure. 

Oryan felt a deep sadness in Luna. She had been alone for too long. She would not come to him without some kicking and screaming in her mind. She was hurt too many times before. 

Luckily, the Gods weren’t aware that Oryan had been watching this woman for many years, drawn to her kindness and sorrow. He could feel her pain and understood her in a way he knew no one had tried to before. 

Oryan knew that many of the men in her life had treated her badly and she was wary of him as much as he drew her to him. Their souls were like magnets searching each other out with a pull that would not be denied.

Oryan knew Luna was getting anxious and rejoined her in the main part of the house.
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[image: ]




Luna

It would be 30 minutes before the pizza arrived, so Luna set the table and got the two of them a glass of water each. Normally, she would just sit in the living room with the box in front of her until she was full. Of course, normally, she didn’t have unexpected houseguests with outlandish stories.

Just then, Oryan came into the kitchen with some Hercules cartoon PJ pants on and no shirt. Luna chuckled, “friend of yours?” she asked as she pointed to his pants to hide her reaction to his bare chest. He merely shrugged and laughed off her snide remark.

He was gorgeous. His muscles rippled with every move he made. Luna was having trouble thinking when suddenly there was another knock on the door. 

Thank Goddess the pizza is here, Luna thought. She paid for the pizza and brought it to the table, where they both ate silently. Luna noticed Oryan looked at the pizza as if it were a foreign object. He seemed to mimic her motions while eating the delicious pie. 

Once the food was gone, they still sat awkwardly for a while until Luna decided it was time to go to bed. As she rose to leave the kitchen, Oryan lightly grabbed her wrist to stop her. The feel of his hand against her skin sent shock waves through her, causing sudden wetness between her thighs. What the hell? No man has ever given her such an instant reaction, she thought.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Luna asked with as much contempt as she could muster with her body feeling as if it was on fire. She was also hoping the blush she felt in her cheeks wasn’t too obvious. Oryan looked into her eyes and moved until he was standing face to face with her just inches away.
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