	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

MAIL ORDER BRIDE ESCAPE


[image: image]


VICTORIA MORTON

TABLE OF CONTENTS

MAIL ORDER BRIDE ESCAPE

SUNDAY

LEROY’S AMISH JOURNEY

STORIES OF A SMALL AMISH TOWN

RESCUING REBECCA

AMISH BEAUTIFUL

Kathryn walked into the cafe drained from last night's party. She had lived a life of a whore since the March that took everything away from her; her honor, family and home. It's been a year now but the hurt still lived on and she knew vengeance was the only answer to the hurt that sets her blood boiling in a cauldron of rage. She walked to her favorite spot and sat close to the window overlooking the sea. It was a small shack by the sea where the locals could sit and have a decent meal of grilled fish and barbecue sauce. It had a bigger restaurant beside it that played host to only the elites in town. She had picked this cafe as it was the best fuel for her rage. From where she sat, she could see General Sherman and his son laughing at something he had said. She took a minute to wonder someone so callous and greedy could even have a funny bone. 

"He's his father what do you expect?" Samantha who had been watching Kathryn since she entered the cafe said. ”How's your plot coming along? Do I have to do anything to help?" She asked as her eyes lit up. Samantha was your typical sassy cow girl. She'd knock you out right dead if she found you were messing with her loved ones.  

"Yeah sure a cup of coffee will help me see a better bigger picture of the chaos my plan will set in motion," 

"Sure Kath, anything for you," she said as she got up to set up a sizzling hot cup of coffee. Winter was around the corner in Atlanta and that caused her to wheeze a lot. 

"Only hot coffee can soothe your wheezing," she remembered her mum say on one occasion when they had visited the cafe and she had gotten her sneezy-wheezy again. She smiled as she recalled her younger brother patting her hand and calling her sneezy-wheezy. She felt them almost immediately. Hot rivulets of tears rolled down her cheeks in quick succession. She used to visit this same cafe with her younger brother while her parents were still working in it. She envisioned her brother running after the swans on the sea side. and her mum screaming at the top of her voice for him to be careful. 

"Here's your coffee. Don't worry, bills on the house," Samantha said as she smiled at her. "Thanks Kath," She replied. Few minutes later the egotistic blond boy walked into the shack with an air of grandeur. This was her time to strike. Since the only people who could gain access to the elite's cafe which she could observe had General Sherman at her mercy now were the waitresses, she walked right into the changing room and wearing the exact same attire all the waitresses had on with a black cow boy hat that shielded her face, she walked off to deal her revenge.

***

The newspaper had the most interesting and unbelievable caption the next morning. Sikes picked up one and read to the hearing of nobody in particular. General Sherman was dead. He thought back to the event of the day before. He had seen the sexy waitress slip something into the drink he had served the Sherman's table. When he had caught her she had lied. It showed on her face but he thought she looked too innocent to perpetuate any evil act at all. But he had been wrong. Her looks were indeed deceiving. Now he thought about her looks, he had not seen her ever serve as a waitress in the elite's cafe. She probably was transferred from the shack, he had thought. But it wasn't looking that way as she had disappeared once the General was through with his drink. Sikes turned away from the newspaper stand and walled back home. The snow had cut off the major route to his house and so he turned towards the subway. It had just few people who still used it. Halfway down the subway, he spotted a familiar hat. It was the sexy waitress’s hat. She was hunched over in her seat and her body seemed to quiver from the effect of the weather but as he got closer, he noticed that she was crying. He wasn't going to be deceived by her tears. She was a murderer and should go in for her shameful deeds, he thought. His first thought told him to alert the cop patrolling this side of the town but he decided to find out why she did what she did. After all, he would have nothing to lose cause he would still hand her over to the police.

"Why did you do it?" He asked looking ready for action in case she decided to come at him with a weapon. The whores of the house of Primrose always carried weapons on them. They were to be feared. She raised her head to look at who it was and once again he noticed the tattoo of a rose and a dagger on left shoulder. That was the symbol of the House of Primrose. Kathryn's eyes glistened with recognition. She had been crying and on the run for the shameful act she had carried out. Vengeance had been sweet at the time of the deed but she now had regret to keep her company.

"Why did I do what?" She asked feigning ignorance. 

"I know you killed the General and I'm going right to that Sheriff right there to tell him everything I know about his murder," he said raising his voice a little and drawing attention from the few passers-by to themselves.

"Hey c'mon lower your voice and I'll tell you everything," Kathryn said. She decided to play the victim hoping it would make him feel sorry for her and probably change his mind. Sikes settled next to her on the bench with keen eyes boring into her like lasers.

"General Sherman is evil. He took everything from me and drove me into a life which has left me with a daughter I can't cater for,” She began when she saw he was ready to hear her story.

"Few years ago when I was still a teen, I served as a maid in the General's house. He was like a king here so I felt really honored the day he picked me at the square to serve him. My parents were happy and proud of me and so was my little brother," she sobbed as she thought of the wide grin on her brother's face that fateful day. "He had always dreamed of being a General someday and ruling the land without fear or favor. Now it happened that the General collected girls to entertain his guests and himself and nobody knows about that until today because he has sealed the mouths of those who saw with few bars of gold and some selfless others he has sealed forever. The girls who were selected alongside me are all dead today. I managed to escape and have been hiding in shame and plotting my vengeance. I got pregnant with the General's child and he asked me to do away with the child or he would bring in someone to do it himself. I was afraid and angry at him but I was just a girl who couldn't do anything but run. And run, I did. I wasn't prepared to die like the other girls who went into that room to get their babies removed but never came out alive. I had nobody to run to, I couldn't let my family see me heavy with a child. It was too shameful. So I lived far off from my home with an old lady who had a girl that I could call my elder sister. The General feared that I wouldn't keep my mouth shut and so decided to shut me up forever," she looked up from the fragile ends of her leather skirt which she had unconsciously left in that state and saw unbelief written all over his face.

"You don't believe me but I'm telling the truth," she said as she turned away from him and continued her story. She wiped her face with the sleeve of her blouse. She was tired of crying and she was damn done with it.

"Remember the March that happened two years ago?" She asked without casting as much as a glance his way.

"General Sherman's March? That left thick smoke rising into the horizon from the burnt houses in its wake? Who would ever forget that?" He asked.

"That March took my home, my honor and my family with it. He burnt my land thinking I would be burnt alongside the bloodthirsty flames. I've lived like a whore since after I was delivered of Georgetta. She still stays with the old lady who took care of me. I'm not saying I am proud of who I've become or what I've done but I had to survive and put my raging blood at peace."

"Wow, bravo, bravo. Uh.. well now you have to shut me up too. Sikes eyes ravished her body with lust. You could give me some bars of gold and I'll be on my merry way. Hopefully you stole some on your way out of the General's house huh?" He said with a sly smile playing at the corners of his cheeks. He watched his arms on hers and began to drag her away from the bench. "I guess it will have to be sugar then," he said and gave a wink smacking his lips in the process. 

"Get your hands off me you filthy animal," she screamed and struggled to get out of his grip but he was too strong for her. Her scream had attracted the cop on patrol and he was now walking towards them. Sikes thought fast and grinned as an idea popped into his head. 

"She's a thief and a murderer. She killed the General," he screamed on top of his voice and that information alone seemed to stop people in their tracks and caused the cop to break out into a run towards them. He turned to look at Kathryn who was still squirming in his grip and aware of the eyes that were patiently waiting for her to be handed over to the cop and his mouth tilted into an evil grin. 

"Oh poor thing, if only you had given in without throwing so much tantrums, you wouldn't have moved to call the cops on you," he said in mock pity. This wasn't going to happen to her. Not now she thought and frantically searched for a way out. Seeing that he wasn't looking gave her the opportunity she was looking for

Taking advantage of the way he stood legs apart, she took her left knee to his groin with so much force she feared she had left him infertile with the squishing sound his balls made when her knee connected with it. He screamed out in pain letting go of her hand as his hands went to his groin. Once Kathryn discovered she was free, she took to her heels. When she was sure she had lost the police, she stood to catch her breath. She wouldn't dare to go back to Samantha. She had t wait for her at home. She was glad that she hadn't given away her friend's name when she was telling her story as she was that elder sister that she never had. Kathryn knew she had to leave Atlanta and she had to do that fast but she was at a loss of what to do. The thought of leaving Georgetta behind caused a little pain to wiggle through her heart. She felt she was a bad mother but she hoped the little girl would understand. She wasn't the perfect person to raise her right now as she was on the run and had no money for a second wheel. Although her little girl was a constant reminder of the evil that ruined her life, she still loved her all the same and was glad that she was leaving her in capable hands.

"I might have the perfect escape plan for you," Samantha said as she pulled out an envelope that had money and a flight ticket in it. "This came in yesterday for a friend of mine; Catherine. She was ordered by a soon-to-be Mayor in the west but you can have it and get as far away from here as possible. We can always keep in touch through calls and Skype maybe if they have such things over there in Ontario. And please do not worry about Georgetta, she is in good hands. You could send us some money when you are well settled over there. You will be leaving tomorrow for your husband's home and so if I were you, I'd quit staring like I had seen a ghost or probably a unicorn and set out to pick out some decent clothes. Remember he's a Mayor..." "Soon-to-be Mayor," Kathryn corrected with a wide grin. 

"Whatever," Samantha said rolling her eyes. "I'm just saying pick out decent clothes. He's not another client of yours. He's going to be your husband now. And you know you're the wrong order, please don't do anything to blow your cover. You have a perfect one already. Both names sound alike." Kathryn stared at her friend like she had grown horns. 

"Why do I feel like I'm in a Shakespeare's 'Taming the shrew' movie?" Kathryn asked scratching her head.

"Oh well because it feels a lot like that Kath," Samantha said as she took her up in an embrace. "Thank you Sam, this isn't one of your wonderful ideas but it brings with it fresh new hope and I promise I won't mess it up," Kathryn whispered into her soft curly blonde. 

"You better," Sam echoed into her ears causing both ladies to burst out laughing.

***

Ontario was the new life she had hoped for or so she thought but come what may, she wasn't going to let her friend down. She would find a way to start up and manage her new life. Kathryn walked towards the expectant sea of faces waiting to pick up their loved ones from the airport and searched the placards for whoever it was that was supposed to pick her up when her eyes settled on a placard with 'Carl's Bride' boldly written on it. She smiled and walked towards the young man who held the placard. 

"I'm Kathryn and I'm assuming that this is my ride back to my husband's home," she said as she smiled. Carl must really be romantic and possessive for him to have had that inscription written on the placard instead of just 'Kathryn' or 'Catherine' as the case may be. she smiled at that memory and hoped her cover wouldn't be blown. She wasn't the bride he had ordered but she wasn't prepared to make Samantha regret sending her instead of the actual mail order bride - Catherine. 

Kathryn followed quietly behind the young man who would take her to her husband. She was expecting to see a chariot or rather a horse waiting for her as the only thing that came to her mind whenever the west was echoed was horses and guns. She blamed 'A Million ways to die in the West' for the twisted knowledge it gave her when she saw the man open the door of a very beautiful car she thought was expensive. 

It was a sleek Toyota product. She wished things were a lot different from the situation she was in at the moment. She was running from her past and away from her daughter. At that moment, seated at the back seat like a queen, she promised to make things work out. If not for anybody, for her loved ones; Mama Georgia, Samantha and her beautiful daughter.

"For Georgetta," she whispered softly as window separating her from the driver closed up.

***

Carl sat at the balcony overlooking the expanse of land he called his compound and sighed wistfully as he watched his best friend's children playing bounty hunters. 

"We used to play that game when we were little, Gerald said as he looked at his friend whose eyes grew misty with emotions he couldn't she'd because he was supposed to be a man.

"C'mon man. You should be happy your bride is on her way and I bet you wouldn't want her first impression of you to be seen as a cry baby." 

"My mother won't get off my case. She's pushing Alessia on me but that's not the problem, my problem is that I'm scared I might be making a mistake by getting married to a mail order bride," Carl said and stood up in anticipation as his eyes spotted the car which was meant to bring home his wife drive into the compound causing the children to erupt in a joyful uproar. They always reacted that way to Brutus, Carl's driver.

"You won't be Mayor if you don't have a wife, now you have a bride of your own choice now let's work on getting to make her your wife," Gerald said. Looking at Kathryn as she stepped out of the car, Carl wondered if he was making a mistake by not going with his mother's option for a wife. Deep down, he knew making Alessia his wife would cause his secret to get out into the open. Nobody except Gerald could know his secret. He hoped to tell his wife someday but it was better it was someone else and not Alessia.

Carl descended the stair case hurriedly. He had dreamt about her for days and hopped she was a loving person as her profile suggested.

"Hi. I'm Carl Winston. I suppose you're Catherine my soon to be wife?" He asked as he peered into her face. Something about her wasn't right but he couldn't quite place a finger on it. He couldn't be so sure anyway as the only picture he saw on her profile was blurry but he felt so positive that the person he had seen was quite fatter than the slender beauty staring back at him. Kathryn froze as he scrutinized her. Her throat went dry as she struggled to compose an answer to his question.

"I'm Kathryn, your soon-to-be wife," she finally said when she had found her voice. This had to fall through for the sake of the only people he could now call family.

"You seemed a lot fatter in your profile," I wasn't expecting to have someone who looked like she walked right out of a beauty catalogue standing before me and asking to be my wife. You really lost a lot of pounds," he said not sure if he should be happy about it or not. He had wanted a plump woman who might not actually want to have children due to her size. Someone who wouldn't frown at adopting children due to the fact that an extra weight to her body might end up costing her a healthy life. Kathryn smiled at him as if to concur to the thought of her having lost a lot of pounds. 

"Forgive my manners," Carl whose British accent made butterflies flutter about Kathryn's heart.  

"You just got here. I shouldn't let you stand out for long. Now shall we My lady? He asked as he stretched out his palm. Curtsying, she gave him one of her best smiles and allowed him to lead her into the house. Kathryn marveled at the size of the house. She had imagined a big house quite alright when she heard Sam mention that he would be made Mayor of the town but she had not imagined it would be this big. She loved the big ranch which had different breeds of horses.

"You love horses, he asked coming up behind her. Something in her stirred as his breath tingled her nape.

"Yeah, I do. I love the white pony. I've always loved ponies as a little girl," she replied.

Then it's yours. Anything for you my lady, Carl said. He liked her already. She looked like someone he could fall in love with. He felt bad that he wouldn't be able to give her the one thing she might want most - children. He hoped that despite that fact, that she would love every other thing about him. I'm willing to try, he whispered.

"Willing to try what?" Kathryn turned to face him with worry lines etched into her face. She had just met Carl but she found out that she was taken by him. He was a caring person who seemed to have a lot he



































































d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





