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	Valerie

	 

	Trembling, my hand picks up the now yellowed envelope that holds the last requirement from my father. I’ve read it numerous times now, but I want to read it once more. This is supposedly the final task I must accomplish. The entire experience my father set in motion with his death has been like a strange scavenger hunt in which I am led to the next clue after completing each assignment. But this is the only way I will ever receive what is rightfully mine … my inheritance.

	I gently unfold the document inside to keep it as intact as possible. One day, I hope to have children and I will show them these series of letters and tell them what was required of me to gain control of the largest condiment conglomerate company in the world. Who knows? After I taste how challenging that may be, I may require something similar of my own lineage.

	Reading it a final time, I dread this last requirement the most. I’ve lived a pampered life and daddy knew that. He wanted me to be super resilient because even in the business world, it can be a jungle.

	My dear little Val,

	 

	I find it difficult to imagine you finally being this close to handling the business affairs of a corporation your grandfather founded early in the last century. I want you to understand the gravity of the responsibility and that is why I have required you to pass so many rigorous demands from earning your MBA, to remaining single during this time. I wanted you unencumbered by the pulls of marriage and possible children until you are comfortable holding the reins of what you stand to inherit.

	Your last requirement is to enroll, participate and pass a rigorous physical survival course that places you in the elements. I don’t know where you will find such a course, but I do know they exist. You must pass this course with flying colors, my dear daughter. No cheating on this one! I wish you the best of luck in this final requirement. And if you’re wondering what will happen if you fail, there is really only one outcome. You must survive. 

	I love you dearly. Keep your eyes on the final victorious outcome, my little Val.

	Love eternally,

	 

	Dad

	 

	Sitting on the edge of my bed, I clasp my hands together, as if in prayer. My gaze wanders around my opulent room, pausing on the photographs that grace the dresser. It's hard not to think about them – my parents – especially now when I'm about to embark on the final journey that will prove me capable ... or not.

	"Mom, Dad," I whisper, feeling the familiar sting of tears welling up in my eyes. "I wish you were here to see me now. I miss you both so much." No matter how many years pass, their absence is an ever-present ache that lingers deep within my heart.

	 As I wipe away a stray tear, I remind myself of the reason behind my decision to sign up for the wilderness survival course. My inheritance depends on proving my self-sufficiency, but it's more than just the money. It's about proving to myself and the world that I am more than just a pampered heiress.

	 "Valerie," I tell myself firmly, "you've got this. You're strong, determined, and capable. It's time to show everyone what you're made of." The wilderness survival course will test my limits, force me to confront my fears, and ultimately, prove my worthiness to inherit the Montgomery fortune.

	  With a deep breath, I stand up and walk back to my computer to finalize the last few details of my enrollment. I can't help but feel a sense of trepidation mingling with anticipation. The mountains are waiting for me, unforgiving and wild, but I refuse to let fear hold me back. If I want to claim my birthright, I must be willing to step outside of my comfort zone and embrace the unknown.

	 "Let's do this, Valerie," I murmur under my breath, my fingers tapping furiously on the keyboard as I register for the course. "For Mom and Dad, for your future, and most importantly, for yourself."

	 The confirmation email arrives in my inbox, and with it, a sense of finality. There's no turning back now. My journey to self-discovery and independence begins in the heart of the Colorado Rockies – and I am ready to face whatever challenges lie ahead.

	 "Here we go," I whisper, a determined smile tugging at my lips as I close my laptop and turn to face the world outside my gilded cage.

	A gust of wind rustles the trees outside my window, as if the wilderness itself is calling me to join it. My pulse quickens at the thought, and for the first time in a long while, I feel truly alive.

	 "Bring it on, Colorado," I whisper fiercely, my heart swelling with a mix of excitement and apprehension. "I'm ready for you."
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	One Week Later

	"Good morning, Miss Montgomery," my personal assistant, Emily, greets me as I enter the spacious kitchen. She's already prepared a nutritious breakfast spread: a bowl of fresh berries, Greek yogurt, and a green smoothie.

	 "Good morning, Emily," I reply, taking a seat at the marble counter. "I need to go over some plans for today."

	 "Of course," she says, pulling out her tablet and stylus. "What do you have in mind?"

	 "First, I want to finalize the arrangements for the wilderness survival course. Make sure everything is confirmed and in order before I leave."

	 "Absolutely! I'll double-check with the instructors and ensure all necessary equipment has been delivered and ready to be packed," Emily assures me, quickly jotting down my request.

	 "Next, I need to make sure my affairs are in order while I'm away. Contact my attorney and have him prepare any documents that need my signature … just in case I don’t survive."

	"Consider it done."

	 "And finally," I say, taking a deep breath, "I want you to hold down the fort while I'm gone. If anything unexpected arises, don't hesitate to make the appropriate decisions. I trust you to handle things. You won’t be able to reach me."

	 Emily gives me a reassuring smile. "You can count on me. I know how important this course is, and I'll make sure everything runs smoothly in your absence."

	 "Thank you, Emily."

	As the morning progresses, I find myself growing increasingly excited and nervous about the upcoming journey. I'll be leaving behind the comforts of my luxurious home and embarking on an adventure that will test my limits. This is exactly what I need to prove to myself and others that I am more than just a pretty face with a privileged lifestyle. 

	I can't let my family’s legacy crumble, nor can I allow the board members to doubt my capabilities. This wilderness survival course I'm required to perform in order to gain control will prove that I am more than just an heiress. Hopefully, everyone who has tended to me and pampered me since I was orphaned will realize I am now a woman driven by her dreams and capable of making her own way in the world. I feel Emily watching me as I gaze out the window, deep in thought. 

	"Valerie, your determination is truly inspiring," Emily says as she hands me a folder with information on the course. "I know you'll be successful in this endeavor."

	 "Thank you," I respond, my voice steady with determination. "Now, let's go over these preparations one last time."

	 Together, we go through each item on the list, ensuring that I've packed everything I need for the trip. I meticulously arrange clothing, gear, and food rations in my new backpack. 

	I've been spending time reading and watching videos online, studying every aspect of wilderness survival, from navigating treacherous terrain to starting fires without matches. Still, watching it on a screen and doing it in real life -- two different things!

	 "Make sure to pack a few extra layers, Valerie," Emily suggests, pointing at the neatly folded clothes. "The temperature can drop quite drastically at night in the mountains."

	 "Good call," I reply, adding a thermal shirt and leggings to my bag. 

	 "Okay, let's double-check the emergency supplies," I say, forcing myself to focus on the task at hand. I pick up the compact first-aid kit and ensure it has all the necessary items: bandages, gauze, antiseptic wipes, tweezers, and pain relievers.

	 "Emily, have we confirmed my transportation to the Rockies?" I ask, my heart pounding with anticipation.

	 "Indeed, the car will be waiting for you outside tomorrow," she confirms with a nod. 

	 "Perfect." I pause and take a deep breath, gathering my courage. "There's no turning back now."

	 "Valerie, don't doubt yourself," Emily says, placing a hand on my shoulder. "Mentally, you've been preparing for this moment. You're ready."

	 "Thank you, Emily," I reply, my voice filled with gratitude. "Your unwavering support means the world to me."

	My heart flutters with anticipation as I scroll through my inbox, double-checking every detail. The mountains loom large in my mind, their jagged peaks symbolizing the challenges I'll soon face.

	My breath catches in my throat, and for a moment, I'm transported back to the airplane crash that took my parents from me. The pain of losing them has never quite left, leaving me hesitant to place my trust in others. But I know I must conquer this fear if I am to succeed in my quest for independence.

	 "I don’t know these people and I’m putting my life in their hands. But, the instructors are the highest rated. Trust is something I need to work on, Emily" I admit softly, meeting her gaze. "But this experience is about facing challenges head-on. I won't let my fears hold me back."
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	The morning sun floods my bedroom, casting golden beams across the floor as I take one last look around. My heart feels heavy with a mix of emotions. I feel excitement for what lies ahead and a twinge of sadness for leaving my sanctuary behind. 

	I retreat to my en suite bathroom, where a steaming shower awaits me. As the hot water cascades down my body, I take my time lathering every inch with my favorite jasmine-scented soap. I know that today is going to be a long one, so I savor these moments of tranquility. 

	Once dried and dressed, I apply my makeup with practiced skill, meticulously ensuring every detail is perfect. My appearance is important to me, but it's also just another way I can showcase my discipline and attention to detail.

	"Miss Montgomery," my housekeeper, Jenna, calls from downstairs. "Your ride has arrived."

	 "Coming!" I reply, slinging my backpack over my shoulder and taking a deep breath to steady myself.

	 Descending the grand staircase, I find the staff assembled in the foyer, their expressions a mixture of concern and well wishes. These people have been like family to me since my parents' passing, and saying goodbye is harder than I anticipated.

	 "Thank you all for everything," I say, my voice wavering slightly. "I promise I'll make you proud."

	 "Safe travels, Miss Montgomery," the head housekeeper, Mrs. Thompson, says with watery eyes, as she envelops me in a tight embrace.

	 "Take care of yourself out there," adds James, the gardener, with a firm nod and a gentle smile.

	 "Remember to stay hydrated," chimes in Chef Luca, ever the concerned father figure.

	 "Thanks, everyone," I murmur, feeling a lump forming in my throat. "I'll see you soon."

	 With that, I step through the massive oak doors, feeling a cool breeze brush against my face as I make my way towards the waiting car. The driver, a tall man with graying hair, tips his hat politely and opens the door for me.

	 "Good morning, Miss Montgomery," he greets me. "Are you ready?"

	 "Ready as I'll ever be," I admit, sliding into the plush backseat. The door closes behind me with a soft thud, creating a barrier between me and the life I've always known.

	 As the car pulls away from my opulent home, I watch the familiar scenery recede in the rear view mirror, replaced by a seemingly endless stretch of highway leading towards the rugged Colorado Rockies. My heart races with anticipation, a wild mixture of fear and excitement coursing through my veins. Somehow, I know this journey will change my life forever.

	 The car moves swiftly through the winding mountain passes, carrying me closer and closer to the unknown.

	 "Miss Montgomery, we'll be arriving at the wilderness survival course location in just a few minutes," the driver informs me, his voice calm and steady.

	 "Thank you," I reply, my heart pounding with anticipation. "When we arrive, please allow me to get out of the car on my own and retrieve my own things. After all, I am supposed to be self-sufficient."

	"Understood, Miss Montgomery."

	Within thirty minutes, the car comes to a stop in front of a large rustic lodge made of logs and glass nestled among towering pine trees. 

	"Here we are, Miss Montgomery," the driver announces.

	 "Thank you," I say, climbing out of the car and taking a deep breath. The earthy scent of pine and mountain soil fills my nostrils, grounding me in this moment.

	 "Good luck, Miss Montgomery," the driver calls out as he pulls away, leaving me alone at the edge of the wilderness. I
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