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  Foreword


In this fictional California town of Ramona life is kind until a sudden flow of recent events come to threaten the immediate future of a young woman who is resistant to change and not prepared for the misfortune that occurs.




When all goes wrong, and Cora Eckhart’s life turns upside down, she chooses a path that leads into a world of uncertainty, instability, and risk.




Aware of the imperilment that she faces, Cora has a plan, one that eludes the law and those who are blazing on her trail.




With nothing else left but to fight and to survive, she takes on a double life that takes the lives of others in the survive of her fight.




As Cora unwittingly outsmarts others in her anomaly in crime will her luck eventually run out or will she escape into the new life that she aspires to create?
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Wednesday April 7th, 1982




Cora walked back to her desk in her floral blouse that tucked neatly underneath the dark-grey skirt that zipped in the back.




The professional had just returned from photocopying seven documents to place on file.




Another busy day at Destination Getaway Travels, juggling responsibilities that went beyond her role as secretary administrative assistant.




Aside from supplying broad support to visitors, Cora spent her day as usual acting as a point of contact for internal and external clients. She kept contact lists, helped in the preparation of regularly scheduled reports, organized and scheduled appointments and meetings, and updated and supported office policies and procedures.




Phenomenal at what she did in the fashion that she could, Cora was an exceptional employee. Personnel often took advantage of her in her hard work and dedication.




Knowing her dependability and ability to navigate a last detail or last-minute consults with executive and senior administrative assistants to oversee requests from senior managers, Cora, considered a top employee by her supervisor, Mr. Ewing, never disappointed.




“Here we go,” Cora said, typing up a document before managing a communication, and overseeing the database before noon today.




Once she took turns using the necessary equipment- moving from the electric typewriter to the fax machine to the desktop computer- to conduct her tasks, Cora received phone calls.




When she had the time in between, the professional corresponded memos and forms, executed more filing, distributed mail, researched suppliers and ordered office supplies for items at the travel agency that were getting low.




Afterwards, Cora took a well-needed break. The twenty-five-year-old got ready to go to lunch.




Cora raised her slim, shapely body from the swivel chair at the cubicle of her office that had glass walling.




She put on her dark-grey suit jacket that matched her skirt, grabbed her handbag, then told her coworker who sat in the next booth that she would be back in an hour.
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Up the street to the mall from having left the Aspen Building Cora walked a block over to Knoll Avenue.




Entering the doors of the four-level Dynasty Shopping Center Cora window shopped before heading in the direction of the food court.




Money was tight, so Cora could not often buy the clothing or accessories she liked. 




Though she did not struggle in her finances she did not have the advantage to splurge either.




Cora lived comfortably with limitations as situations fluctuated due to bills and adaptable lifestyle changes.




The young woman learned to adjust in whatever compromising arrangement that occurred during life’s variable conditions.




Thank goodness for layaway plans! Cora had thought. The ability to pay a fixed amount a month on an item or two helped and enabled Cora to budget and to save at expenses.




On the second-level floor of the mall Cora visited Savory Chow, a restaurant where she ordered and ate a fresh bowl of vegetable soup with fresh toasted slices of buttered, herbed, and spiced garlic bread.




Having time to and for herself was a luxury Cora valued.




Just here sitting in the lofty environment of the eatery without a care in the world in the company of others who were not hounding her every second to overtax her with their workloads apart from her own did wonders for her aura.




The peace in her mood would bring a pandering relaxation, and the food in her stomach would generate an extra energy flow to invigorate her toward another upscale performance for the second half of the day spent on the job.




Content in her role, Cora felt for the way she managed herself around the office that she deserved a raise and a promotion. 
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At quarter to two Cora rode down the escalator in the Dynasty Shopping Center abstractedly taking into view the intramural of the place and watching the assemblage of people and retail outlets.


Back on Knoll Avenue to cross a block over to the street down to where the Aspen Building was found Cora caught glimpses of strangers who walked past her and those who stood on the pavement, or by a curb checking her out in her fancily dressed apparel. 


The slim, shapely, industrious worker with short straight brown hair, brown eyes, plump breast, curvy hips, and a plump behind appeared sharp, distinguished, and professional.


On the way up inside the elevator of the building that held a multitude of offices to the variety of businesses housed there stood an employee of a shareholder company who greeted Cora while they both shared a friendly smile toward each other.


“What floor?” the dark-skinned, clean-shaven man dressed in a designer pin-stripe suit asked.


He smelled of a spicy fragrant cologne and the woman with the round shaped face and heart-shaped lips sneezed.


“Three,” Cora said, trying to momentarily hold her breath.


The twenty-five-year-old was sensitive to strong scents and irritants that caused her to have allergic-like reactions.


She experienced headache, itching, rash, cough, sneezing, and runny nose from an inherent intolerance she suffered since childhood. Her doctor called it allergic rhinitis.


The man whose teeth stained from coffee, yet well kept, told her to have a good afternoon before getting off at the second floor.


“You too, sir.”


Cora glanced at her wristwatch once the elevator doors closed to ride her up to the floor above. 


The time read 1:55 pm.


Before Cora had a chance to sit down at her desk behind the glass of her cubicle her supervisor Mr. Ewing had asked to see her in his office.


Cora dropped her handbag on top of the desk and hung her suit jacket on the back of the swivel chair to follow her boss into his office.


“Take a seat,” the tall man with grey eyes, light-brown hair, and a mustache directed while he closed the door behind them for privacy.


Cora sat with the proper etiquette that she was raised with, legs crossed, hands folded, head at attention, quiet, waiting respectfully to be addressed.


Mr. Cliff Ewing sat down at his desk holding a folder he went to open.


“Cora,” the man who supervised all personnel there at Destination Getaway Travels began. “You have been with us for two years now. And there is no doubt about it. You are an exceptional employee. The best we have gotten. However, it saddens me to inform you that our company has met a setback forcing us to have layoffs.”


Wow, this information had sure come as a shock.


In the past weeks there was no sign that the Travel and Tour company had troubles.


“What type of setback has Destination Getaway encountered and when did this occur,” Cora asked, completely taken aback.


“Economic conditions, and with the turnover so high. The decision to lay-off was reached a month ago.”


“A month ago?” Cora said, hit with a bolt unexpectedly. “Why weren’t any of us staff notified in advance?”


“Well,” Mr. Ewing said, sighing and readjusting himself in his seat. “We did not want to cause unnecessary upset or worry in case a solution arose that would best suit everyone’s needs. We were hopeful in coming up with a more prominent alternative in the determination to fix the problem. But unfortunately, we could not find a way to solve the issue by making everyone happy and preventing further complication. Either we keep everyone employed and eventually go out of business or let a fair share of our employees go and keep business afloat for as long as possible long enough to recuperate from the loss we took”.


The excuse Cora’s boss gave her was unacceptable in her perspective.


Whether or not there was a possibility in the restoration to save people from losing their jobs at the agency they all still had the right to be notified ahead of time. It was an entitlement due unto them.


With his head down reviewing the file in front of him her supervisor went on to inform about the events that happened prior to their meeting.


“After eleven this morning I was instructed by my boss to select who here at the company will stay and who will be discharged. I have already completed










































