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Chapter 1

Pressing her ear hard against the wall,
Whitney tried her best to listen into her stepfather’s conversation
before Erica came back.

"...nothing to worry...he won’t win, I have
her watched like a hawk."

‘Bastard!’ she thought to
herself. Whitney knew this had something to do with her and her
father. Her mother was a fool to think Eric Thompson was good for
her when all he had in his mind was to destroy Whitney’s
father.

"I’ll be tearing that one up by the end of
the year and after that, he won’t have a dime to his name. He’ll be
forced to sell the rest of his shares just to pay off the creditors
and I will own my father’s company back...she’s convinced he means
to kill her and doesn't mind the extra protection. She thinks it’s
for her benefit. Her peace of mind.” He chuckled wickedly making
Whitney even more upset. “His damn temper has finally given me
leverage in this situation. Whitney will give over the stock
ownership by her birthday and I won’t give a flying fuck where the
chit wants to go...” He pounded something hard. "She's threatened
me several times about finding her father, but since I took away
her credit cards and expense account, she’s paralyzed..."

Hearing footsteps approach the parlor, she
sat down quickly at the piano and pretended to study a musical
piece.

"You are full of shit, Whitney," Erica
snapped, bringing the tea tray in to set down on the coffee table
by the piano. She gracefully went around sitting in the chair next
to the table.

Whitney’s heart raced thinking Erica saw her
hearing in on Eric’s conversation. Keeping her voice steady, she
said, “What do you mean?"

"My phone was not ringing, but it doesn't
matter.” She situated the tray like she wanted and pushed a strand
of dark yak brown hair from her face. Erica had spent eight hours
just yesterday getting her hair done in zillions. Her original hair
length couldn’t be much more than past her earlobe, but Erica
wanted long illustrious hair similar to Whitney’s. Things like this
had occurred between Whitney and Erica all their lives.

Whatever Whitney had, Erica wanted.

"Austin will call,” Erica said. Her voice
was filled with confidence. “He knows I've been back for the past
three days and just because I cut off all communication with him
doesn't mean I don't wish him to try to pursue me again."

 Whitney got up from
the piano a little at ease, knowing she hadn’t been caught, and sat
across from Erica.

Even though her hair was a lighter brown
from Erica's, with her assumed weight no one could mistake her for
her stepsister, yet they did have the same height and sandy caramel
complexion, and moody pout lips. Whitney’s body had a very distinct
hourglass figure, yet she also had fuller hips and thicker thighs.
She would almost think of Erica as her sister, if the girl weren’t
so spoiled and devious.

If Erica knew what Whitney had been doing,
her father would know soon enough. Erica told him everything.

"Austin is quite smitten with you, Erica,
but do you really think you can drag a proposal out of him so
soon?"

"Of course. Sugar?"

"Five, please. I like my tea like a like my
men, dark and very sweet," Whitney teased.

"Why don’t you just go fix you some hot
sugar water? “ Erica said snorting in disgust at the tease and the
request. “It’ll do the trick. Besides, you’re only just about to
turn twenty-one Whitney, what would you know about men? You’ve been
sheltered all your life. You’re still in the category when you
prefer little boys. You aren’t allowed to meet any guys and we both
know you’re as green as it comes to even relating to the opposite
sex."

"Erica, you are peeved at Austin?” she
drooled deliciously amused at Erica’s upset.

Erica only huffed, trying not to show her
true emotions, but it was difficult. “I have worked too hard to
acquire him to give up on him. My father wants him, I want him, and
even his own mother approves of the match." She put a napkin over
her waist to shield any crumbs or drops of tea falling on her brand
new Prada outfit. Even though Erica refused to wear an outfit
twice, she still didn’t want to mess the outfit she was wearing up,
although she changed at least twice a day for no reason at all.

"His mother is as selfish as your father,”
Whitney said disgracefully. “They believe the institution of
marriage is only for a financial gain. This isn’t the eighteenth
century anymore."

"Of course it would be for a financial
gain,” Erica disputed obviously. “Marriage is a business
relationship; lovers are for the pleasure. A husband cannot be a
marriage partner and a lover. It’s inconceivable." The disgust in
her voice was very evident.

Whitney raised a caramel brow. "What about
love?"

"Love may be in a marriage. I will love my
husband, I will respect my husband, but I don’t think making love
to my husband has anything to do with my heart. Yes, he will
partake of the marriage bed, but to think I will enjoy his touch
and his grunts in my ear would be lying. I know I won’t.” She
leaned in close to Whitney. "It’s good we are on this subject,
Whitney Mae. I know for a fact, sex was designed for a woman to
purposely not enjoy it. I’ve engaged in it several times and I can
tell you now, it’s an act for only men to enjoy."

"What about romance novels? The women in
those stories enjoy it," Whitney pointed out.

"Trash! Pure trashed dreamed up by women who
have a disgust pleasure in enjoying pain. Just imagine some man
taking something about as thick as his wrist and long as his thigh
and shoving it into you repeatedly until he hears you scream in
agony. Then and only then will this horrible member shootout
bacteria filled liquid to infest in your vagina until you become
sick by throwing up every day, then your stomach blows up like a
balloon. You ache all over your body and in less than a year, you
have to push out something the size of an Alabama ripe watermelon
from your ass. That’s romantic? That’s enjoyable?" She snorted in
revulsion.

By this time Whitney’s eyes were wide as
saucers and Erica derived a great deal of pleasure in terrifying
the know-it-all step sister about sex. All Erica’s life she had to
watch as Whitney was shielded from the world because her psychotic
father threatened to take her if he ever saw her in public. Pamela
needed her daughter for the money she received in child support,
then after marrying Erica’s father, she needed her daughter for the
stock that was in Whitney’s name.

Whitney had been taught at home since she
was ten and flown around the world to be educated during the summer
in Paris, France and London, England. She was literate in French,
Spanish, German, and Russian. At the age of sixteen she had earned
her Bachelor’s in Psychology and was part of Mensa’s West American
Chapter. She was now on her way to getting her second Bachelor's in
Business with an at-home course and a large donation from Eric to
Harvard. It was always to be this way until she reached the age of
twenty-one when she would be able to sell her 51% stock ownership
of Thompson Enterprises and Eric intended to have the stock sold to
him.

That was the only way Whitney would get her
freedom from this house and Eric’s clutches.

If Lyle Canton, her father, were to ever get
his hands on his daughter, he would get the stock and definitely
push Eric out of his father’s company.

Eric was holding on by a single thread and
he didn't like to lose to his greatest rival, Lyle Canton. Erica
was not going to let her father lose either and kept up with
Whitney for him pretending to like her stepsister.

"You’re lying," Whitney said.

"Why would I lie?" Erica asked as if that
were just the most ridiculous thing in the world to say.

"Because you hate my guts. Though your
smiles and eyes say differently, you want to make my life
miserable.” Although Erica’s description chilled Whitney to the
bone, she knew sex wasn't as painful as Erica depicted. The first
time could be a little painful maybe even discomforting, but
Whitney had gotten her maidenhead removed when she was sixteen
because she had started exercising and the strain had become
painful in her groin area.

Standing up, not wanting to be in Erica’s
presence anymore than was necessary, she excused herself to shut
herself up in her room.

Erica giggled wickedly to herself as she
finished sipping down her tea. Her murky brown eyes gleamed at the
thought of her last adventure just six months ago. Love?! Hah! The
last schmuck who believed in that malarkey was now a homeless bum
probably still crooning for Erica. She had stolen his company right
from under him and he was the last to know, then left him at the
wedding alter. It served him right for thinking he was in love. The
smuck!

Although, in her after thoughts, Dakota
Traylor had been quite a nice man to hoodwink. It would be good for
his esteem to be knocked down a peg or two. Bet he won't go
flitting around treating women like dirt anymore after what she did
to him.


Chapter 2

 


Before dinner, Whitney snuck into her
mother's bedroom and poured a sleeping agent into her mother's
vodka. Usually during the third week of every month, Pamela became
“deathly ill” and Eric allowed his wife to sleep in a bedroom
alone. This was the beginning of the week and Whitney knew her
mother like the back of her hand.

Pamela would feign sickness to come into
this room to wallow in her misery. No one knew or bothered to care
what she did in this room, except Whitney who only pitied her
mother. Getting involved with Eric had been the worst mistake of
her life and Whitney knew deep down inside, Pamela still loved Lyle
Canton.

After dinner that night, Whitney returned to
her room and turned the lights off. Knowing Eric would not install
night vision on the cameras until tomorrow morning, she prepared to
make her escape at five minutes to twelve. Whitney knew that was
when the security guard’s changed shift and Eddie, the night guard,
would fall straight to sleep soon as he sat down for his shift.

She put on a black shirt and pants
underneath the covers and rested for approximately five minutes
counting the passing of time in her head. Sliding out the bed to
the right, the opposite direction to the angle of the camera, she
crawled behind the couch, which created a blind spot for the
cameras. She knew this was now or never, because at dinnertime Eric
had informed her, the men would be there in the morning to install
the night vision, while she was on the shopping trip with her
mother.

Behind the couch, she removed the panel,
which covered the entry into the air conditioning duct and crawled
through quietly being careful not to make a sound. These past eight
months she had practically starved herself without anyone knowing.
Coming down from 195 to a lean, physically fit 130. She still wore
her larger clothes and never dressed up for anything. Erica was
always disgusted to take her anywhere because she looked so
“dowdy.” Whitney didn't care about the snide comments Erica
made.

Just as she was about to reach her
destination through the air ducts, she stopped instantly hearing
Eric's voice very close by. He was in his room on the phone, she
could tell by the one sided conversation.

“…The boy didn't know what
hit him. Who cares what rightfully belongs to him, work it out,
Sammy…I don't give a flying leap! Do whatever it takes to keep that
company!…What? That is fantastic. Putting the company in her name
was a great idea and it can stay that way until she reaches
twenty-one then I'll just undo it before her birthday. He'll be
devastated to see I've sold the company and go after Lyle thinking
he has some rights to it, but neither one of them knows it's really
in his daughter's name.”

Her ears perked up. He was using her to get
his business transactions done. Hiding things in her name and
claiming he didn't know anything about them. She was still
considered a minor even though she would be turning twenty-one in a
couple of months, but until then Eric could do whatever he wanted
to within that time period and no one would be the wiser. She hated
his control over her life and she swore that as long as she lived
no man would have control on her life ever!

Her destination was the downward duct, which
came from the air conditioning unit. Whitney had loosened a panel
in the basement previously. Inside the duct from the top floor she
had drilled a hole then put a clamp into the wall strong enough to
hold her. Around the clamp was a clothesline rope she was able to
unravel, and then slide down. She used the long sleeves of her
shirt to protect her hands on the rope to escape from burns and
when she got down to the panels, a slight nudge and the panel swung
open. It was only attached to the duct by one screw and she knew
she had to hurry and get down before the weight took over allowing
the panel to fall. The noise would cause an instant alarm.

When she lowered herself to the ground, she
quickly ran behind the furnace to grab her bag and a stool the bag
was hiding underneath. In her bag, she grabbed the duct tape on
top. Standing on the stool, she used the duct tape to secure the
panel back in place, and then used a can of spray paint to cover
the duct tape, so it would blend almost naturally with the air duct
paneling. This would make it a little difficult to find out how she
escaped she hoped and they would believe she was still in the house
longer before looking elsewhere. Throwing the duct tape in her bag,
she put on her socks and shoes, and then went over to the basement
wine cellar.

Good old, Jamison, their butler, had come
through for her. Underneath the celebrating champagne rack an
envelope was taped containing one vehicle key, a security box key,
two major credit cards, an ATM card and a post it note, which said
good luck and be careful. She didn't need any other directions, if
Jamison had listened to her plan. Using the cellar doors, she
crawled out closing it behind her and stealthily climbed to the
bushes.

In the darkness she found the opening at the
bottom of the dividing property wall with her hands and crawled
underneath the fence. Before the watchdog in this neighboring
backyard smelled her scent, she took off running heading for the
alley, knowing the dog always kept his night vigil on the porch.
Before the Doberman let out a bark, she was hopping over the back
fence and trucking down the alley like fire was on her butt.

Rounding the corner, she passed five blocks
until she reached a large park. In the daytime, it was usually
filled with people walking around the track, or mothers enjoying a
stroll with a baby carriage. There were a lot of bushes and behind
one of the bushes was a ten-speed bike with a bag on the front.

Whitney's heart was racing and her lungs
burned as she felt someone was following her. Maybe they found out
she was gone and was already on her tracks? Maybe they would be
surrounding the park?

Peddling down the street getting farther and
farther from her home, her mind reeled at what Eric would do if he
found her. She didn't want to be caught ever! She wanted to make it
to her father and feel the security and safety of his arms. He was
the only one who could protect her from Eric. Lyle would be the
only one who could make her feel safe.

***

His large hands put the car in drive and he
looked at the gas tank worriedly. He would have to lose this car
soon because he only had fourteen cents to his name. He had not
eaten in three days and his belly felt like a black hole, but that
wasn't what drove him to his insane state.

Being bamboozled by a two timing conniving
tart tore in his gut like a hot knife and he had every intentions
of driving a knife right back into her whenever he got his hands on
her.

Looking out his back mirror for anyone else
on the dark, empty Eighty Interstate, he hoped he could make it to
the next town.

Going across country to find Lyle Canton had
been on a whim. As soon as he was privy to find out that Canton
Industries had bought his company from Eric Thompson, he had made
up his mind to find this Lyle Canton, plead his case and hopefully
find a way to get his company back. He was sure every man would
understand the meaning of being drawn and quartered by a woman. His
heart had been pulled across a hot meat skillet and sautéed like
pork steak.

If Dakota Traylor ever got his hands on
Erica Thompson, he would make sure he give that lying temptress a
good taste of what she led him along on a string for five months
for. Every time he had thought he was close and that night would be
the night, she would find some devious cunning way to avoid him and
what he wanted to do.

Well, he would make sure before she uttered
a peep of protest, he would have her. He would see right through
her ploy to stop him and his lovemaking and just do it.

He just needed one moment with her and his
revenge against her deceitful deeds on him would be complete in his
soul.

***

Riding none stop for two hours, Whitney
found the twenty-four hour pawn shop on the Boulevard. The man
gladly paid her thirty bucks for her bike and she caught two
different cabs to a lone corner on a residential street filled with
apartment complexes. She walked a block to enter into the driveway
of Elbert Walker's apartment complex, an email correspondent real
estate and RV dealership owner. He had several properties mainly in
the north, which he was about to sell to a trustworthy bidder and
seventeen different RV and Boat dealerships around the United
States. This was the bulk of his fortune and he wanted to devote
more time in it, by going international. They had spoken many times
about it over the e-mails in the past six months. She had been
fortunate to come across him in her secret Internet searches for
someone to assist her, who Eric didn't know.

Eric tried very much to keep tabs on her
browsing, but he didn't know she had three different email accounts
and was using each one of them to assist her in finding someone to
aid her who didn't know about Eric and trusted her word. Many times
word came back to Eric about her attempts of strange requests and
she would have to start with a new plan.

Elbert seemed like a nice enough guy and she
was glad to have found him. Unfortunately he lived in Oliver, Maine
- millions of miles away from San Diego, California.

Yet, when she told him how desperate she was
and asked for his aid, he was eager to give it. The first thing he
did was purchase an apartment complex about three months ago, sight
unseen and hired someone to run it. Jamison's cousin fit in this
position perfectly.

He then sent down a very nice recreational
vehicle, which was custom built for him, but he allowed her to
"borrow it" as she had asked him. This was two months ago. Once it
was shipped here, he had Jamison's cousin, Frank, to stock the RV
completely and keep it full of gas and liquids at all times in the
parking lot of the apartment complex.

Frank was never told about her escape
because Elbert knew this information being given out would not help
her. If anyone knew of her attempt to leave, they would have to
deal directly with Eric and he didn't play fair in people's lives.
He made them pay for defying him or made it hard to do
anything.

She would owe Elbert her first born if she
accomplished the great feat.

Pulling out the envelope again, Whitney
retrieved the vehicle key. Holding her breath, she slid the key
slowly into the side door lock and smiled in relief as the key
turned. Stepping into the warm RV she was first amazed by its size.
This was no small camper, she had envisioned. He had gone to great
lengths for this vehicle and she was awed and a little frightened
to drive it. The white-carpeted floors were soft to her sore feet
as she stepped in closing the door behind her.

Remembering Elbert's instructions
immediately, she went over to the light brown cabinets in the
kitchen area and turned on a switch right below the sink area.
There was a third generator that powered up other features of the
RV, which had been dormant for a while.

She knew she would find out these certain
features as she learned more about this RV, but for now she needed
to get on the road. Crawling in the cockpit, she sighed at the
sheer comfort the feeling of leaving out of California gave her.
Reaching above her head, she pulled down the sun visor to get
another envelope, which was addressed to Elbert, but she knew it
was for her. Elbert had told Frank to put any mail for him in the
vehicle.






My sweet Whitney,

By now you should be
amazed at the size of this baby. It's all yours until you're done
with it and then you can return it. Call me on my cell phone as
soon as you get out of California. Please don't be too scared to
drive it. I know it's big, but you can do it. I trust you. There is
a cell phone in the bedroom cabinet along with a laptop and modem
uplink. I have set you up with an email address of
Roadtofreedom@yahoo.com. I thought it would be quite
eloquent to you.

Remember: If you need anything, give me a
ring. I am at your beck and call.

Elbert






She smiled endeared. He was a special man
and she would make sure her father would take care of him. They
would owe him a great deal of gratitude. Too bad she had a backup
plan.

With that she went to the cabinet in the
gloriously decked bedroom with a king size bed, and mirrors about
the room, and took the phone and laptop out the cabinet. Getting
back in the cockpit, she drove to the train station and went to
package express. Driving wasn't as difficult as she thought it
would be.

She put the laptop and the phone in the
cross-country package, which was a fifteen-day trip on three
different trains back and forth across the country. Afterwards, she
drove to Edinburgh a city about three hours away from the
California/Nevada state line where she knew the Greyhound buses
stopped.

Parking at a truck stop near a restaurant,
she locked up the RV and pulled out a piece of paper she had tucked
away in the bottom of her shoe.

On it, she had written bus schedules and
Brigham City, Utah, which had a Winnebago used dealership.

She had left a note in the RV.






Thank you so much Elbert for doing this for
me. My father will be quite grateful for all your help. Thank you
again.

RoadtoFreedom@yahoo.com .






Eric would definitely get a kick out of this
and Elbert would not be able to lead them to her if Eric did pin
him down. She had no doubt Eric would be finding something out. He
was just too desperate to get his hands on everything not to
be.

Buying a ticket to Brigham City, Utah,
before getting on the bus she went next door to the bus stop to a
pick up and go cell phone place where she was able to obtain a cell
phone.

She dialed a trust lawyer she also had
listed in Salt Lake City, Utah and left a message on his voicemail
to reach her at the new cell phone number. She knew it would be an
off chance that he would return her call, but she did add it would
be for a very equitable amount of money, which she would want to
keep on the down low.

If he was a good trust lawyer she knew she
would get preferred treatment once she announced herself.

It was a three-day ride to Utah and she
snuggled down into the Greyhound bus seat and pulled out a
magazine.

At the first long stop the bus made, she
went to the bathroom in the terminal with her bag she had carried
on. Inside the bag was black hair dye product, electric hot
curlers, a hair blow dryer, lots of makeup, and beauty products. By
the time she was done, she looked like a whole new person adorning
tight fitting Lycra pants and a skimpy halter-top to show off her
new figure. No one would suspect she was the plump heiress
stepdaughter of Eric Thompson.

On her second day, Lawrence Begley, the
lawyer, called her back seeming quite interested in what she had to
offer. She only told him that she was Erica Thompson, daughter to
Eric and stepsister to Whitney Canton, but didn’t want her father
to know she was helping out her sister. He was familiar with Eric
Thompson and how he had ruined many people.

"There are a lot of people out there who
would love the chance to get their hands on Eric Thompson for what
he cheated them out of," Lawrence commented seriously.

"I happen to be one of them."

He seemed uncomfortable. "Well Ms. Thompson,
the old saying does go, he who has the gold, rules."

"What if I told you I don't think he holds
all the gold, Mr. Begley, and that I can get to the person who
does? Would that put a wrench in Eric's perfect empire he cheated
people to get?"

"That would definitely knock a couple of
socks off. Would this person be you?"

"You've got less than four hours, Mr.
Begley, to get all the information about what Mr. Thompson has
exactly and why his step-daughter, Whitney Canton, has higher
stakes in his empire than he does."

"Four hours?"

"Yes."

"And what would it be in it for me?"

"Millions." She hung up smiling to
herself.

The man beside her had heard her
conversation, but was quite disinterested. He was more interested
though when he saw the smile on her face. The young girl's face
seemed to light up a dark room with a smile like that.

"Traveling alone?" the man inquired.

Whitney nodded looking up into the older
man's kind, grey eyes. "Going to college,” she lied easily.

"Big step for such a little lady."

"I'm not little if you're trying to find out
my age. I'm just short. I'm seventeen and it's about time I did get
out the house."

"Where are you headed?"

"Washington DC," she lied.

"Really? Howard University?" He was guessing
on where her exact destination for a young black girl to be
going.

"Yeah, that's it," she said.

"My brother went there before he had a car
accident. It's a good school."

She shrugged wishing he would stop talking
to her. He seemed to be a nice old white man, but right now, she
didn't feel like being sociable to anyone right now.

The man must have sensed her "leave-me-be"
attitude and decided to go back to reading his LA Times
newspaper.

Whitney's eyes grew wide in fear as she saw
the headline on the front page. "THOMPSON HEIRESS KIDNAPED!"

The man saw her peeking over his arm to look
at the article. "Dreadful, isn't it? She was as young as you."

She looked up into his nice dark gray eyes.
"Yes, dreadful." She spoke slowly repeating his proper word. "You
would almost think that was me, wouldn't you?" she tested him.

He shook his head. "The chit is too fat and
in this photo her hair is a short light brown and yours is black
and long."

That had been another feat. Three years ago
she had purposely cut her hair off and allowed pictures to be
taken. When it had began to grow again braided extensions serve
very nicely to cover up her new growth and keeping it in braids
until it was back to its shoulder length was very strenuous when it
felt like her hair was tied up all the time. "Well, I do pity the
man. He must be terribly worried over his daughter."

He agreed. "I would be too if the kidnappers
knew she was worth two million dollars."

"Two million?” Whitney gasped. “That's how
much they said the girl was worth?"

"Yes, miss."

"Call me Erica." She was getting very use to
her new name.

"Nathaniel Parker," he introduced.

She shook his outstretched hand. "Where are
you headed, Mr. Parker?"

"Tampa, Florida."

"Really? That's my final
destination...during summer break. You live there?"

"I use to. Long time ago, then I moved to
California because I thought it had better opportunities." He
frowned, as the subject seemed tense for him. "I left my wife and
son and now I want to go back to them, if they'll have me. My
wife's gotten ill and I just want to spend a little time with them
before...well you can understand."

"Yes and your son will be all alone."

"Well, Jared could always take care of
himself, but my parental rights were null and void when he turned
eighteen. That boy's twenty-seven now and is doing quite well. I've
been told he runs a nice marina and boat store in Tampa. Boat
leasing is a big thing for the tourist you know and he's about to
sign a good deal with the St. Royal cruise line." Nathaniel sounded
quite proud of his son and she hoped her father sounded like that
when he spoke of how she masterminded this great getaway.

"That's pretty good. How long have you been
gone?" she asked.

He flushed a bit embarrassed. "Twenty
years."

She felt a bit sad for him. "It must be
tough, but I haven't seen my dad in a long time either. I feel
almost like he abandoned me and I should be mad, but I won't be
when I see him. I'm going to be happy, because I know he loves me,
he just couldn't come to me."

"I hope Jared feels the same."

Whitney gave him that dazzling smile again.
"I hope so too."

 



Chapter 3

 


Pulling out a mirror, Whitney looked at
herself. Something she had not done in a while and was almost
mistaken even by her self-image thinking she was looking at Erica.
Now that Whitney was "skinnier" she could pass for her sister on a
far away tip, but one had only to see the difference in eye color:
Whitney's being reddish-brown and Erica's was a dull brown.

Her father use to say she had cello eyes,
because she had the eye color of the red mahogany wood used for
cellos. When she became angry or frustrated, Lyle would just laugh
because her eyes would become like little red dots with brown
flecks. She could never stay mad at her father for long, when he
began his infectious laughing and soon she would forget what she
was angry with him for - usually some practical joke he enjoyed
playing - and laugh with him.

In addition to the difference in eye color,
there was the tremendous difference in chest size and figure.
Erica, using the right "Body by Victoria" designed underwear
advanced her straight-lined figure with endowed hips and curves and
even bust, but Whitney didn't need anything for anyone to see she
was quite endowed on her own, especially in the chest. For this
trip she had bind her chest to appear a smaller size instead of her
usually 38D.

Mr. Parker had gotten off somewhere in
Nevada to catch another bus headed south. He gave her a Tampa
address and phone number and told her if she was ever in town to
call him up or find his son's business, Parker Marina, and she
could probably reach him by there if he and his son were on good
terms. She wished the best for him and prayed Godspeed on his
journey. He did the same for her.

Mr. Begley did call her in less than four
hours and he was even more eager sounding. "What about you getting
to the gold?"

"What did you find out?" she demanded to
know.

"His step daughter holds everything."

"What?" this was a shock to her.
"Everything?!"

He sounded a bit triumphant. "Seems you
didn't know all of it, did you Ms. Thompson?"

"Ms. Canton's is a very good friend of
mine."

"Then you know she was kidnapped."

"That's a lie. I hope you didn't believe
it."

"It's in all the papers and they are going
to make national news tonight. The kidnappers asked for two million
dollars."

"All of it is a ruse to get to her. She's
out of his clutches and she wants to stay that way. Like I said,
Mr. Begley, this will make you a lot of money. Are you willing to
believe me?"

"Hell yes, but I will not do another thing
until I've been given some kind of deposit."

"You give me the account number and I can
make sure you have it there by the morning."

He did this, then began letting her know
what he knew. "Mr. Thompson use to own several apartment complexes,
he lost them all to the IRS shortly after being hired by Traylor
Industries, an import and export company that has a large stake in
Taiwan and Mexico trade. He practically stole the company from
underneath the hands of the controlling party, Dakota Traylor. The
young man was just taking over the company given to him by his
uncle, who recently died and needed some advice. He trusted Mr.
Thompson and somehow signed over the controlling stock of the
company to him. He went to court, but by the time the judge was
even aware of the thievery, the company was sold to Canton
Enterprises. Mr. Thompson, on the same day, also sold several
controlling stocks in three Internet companies, and other small
businesses. Canton Enterprises owns everything, because Mr.
Thompson faced IRS audit. He rid himself of everything to the trust
of Whitney Canton to be turned over to her on her twenty-first
birthday, but until then Eric Thompson controls the trust."

"Now, if Ms. Canton felt, Mr. Thompson
wasn't doing a good job as the trustee of her trust could she get
someone else to become the trustee?"

"In front of a judge this could all be
arranged."

"Would she have a hard time making her real
father the trustee?"

Mr. Begley answered casually, "Oh no. The
judge would probably prefer this."

"How long would this process take and once
the process is started would Mr. Thompson be able to get his hands
on any monies belonging to Ms. Canton or her trust?" she
questioned.

"There could be a freeze upon all accounts
enacted immediately if so ordered, but I would need to be in the
employ of Ms. Canton."

"You will when that money gets into your
account tomorrow morning, Mr. Begley. Be available by noon. I will
be at your office." Again she hung up and immediately dialed her
father's number in Florida.

"Lyle Canton," a weak voice said.

"Daddy?"

A gasped. "Whit? Is that you?" His voice
picked up in mood. "Oh Whitty, where are you?"

"I'm headed to you, Daddy. Are you okay?"
she asked very concerned.

"No, baby."

He was intoxicated, she could tell. "Oh
Daddy, I need you to sober up. I need your help. Can you be sober
tomorrow morning, please?"

"Yes, baby."

"Daddy, this is important," Whitney
stressed.

"Am I dreaming? Is this really my baby? He
said I would never see you ever again," Lyle said weakly.

"Yes Daddy, but I need you to not drink
another drop and go to the place you first fell in love. This is
important Daddy."

"Alright baby. First place I fell in love,"
he repeated.

"Tomorrow by noon."

"Yes, baby."

"I love you, Daddy."

"I love you too, Whitty."

She hung up. Her father was drinking his
pains away. Lord, she had to hurry, before he became worse. It was
probably already too late.

Reaching in her back pocket she found Mr.
Parker's number and called him. A young man picked up. "This is Mr.
Parker." His voice was very harsh and edgy.

"I don't believe this is the Mr. Parker I am
looking for. Nathaniel Parker."

"Who the hell is this?" the young voice
sneered.

Whitney was affronted by his tone of voice
and wanted to hang up, but decided to try to excuse him remembering
what his father said about his son. "Mr. Parker gave me this number
to contact him. Can I leave my name with you?"

"Are you one of his sluts?"

She gasped now really insulted. "No sir. I
met Mr. Parker a few days ago-"

"Then you must be one of his wanna-be hoes.
He's not starting any shit like he's done in California, so you can
just forget it. I won't be involved in helping that bastard pimp
start another illegal prostitution ring." The phone slammed down
hard in her ear.

Whitney wondered if it was wise to even keep
this number, but she didn't feel Nathaniel Parker was like what the
young man had said he was. The man didn't come on to her like that.
Whitney decided she would simply call back later to see if he was
in or if that young man didn't answer the phone. He was quite ill
tempered if one asked her opinion. She didn't think he had good
reason to act that way, despite that his father had been absent
from his life, but what he thought of his father was even worse.
Maybe it was true; maybe it wasn't, but Nathaniel was making some
honest effort to start some kind of relationship with his son, at
least the boy could at least try to be cordial and open.

Whitney was grateful her mother didn't try
to sway her from her own opinion about her father. She had felt
strongly about Lyle since she was a child and she believed if her
mother had tried, Whitney would have hated and disgusted her just
like she hated and disgusted Eric.

She pushed Jared Parker out of her thoughts
and looked out the window to the passing deserted earth. Nevada was
passing by, and the drab desert was boring her. She was tired of
reading her magazine.

At the next stop, she found a small
electronic store and was able to purchase an iMac laptop and a
modem cord for her phone. She also purchased more minutes for her
phone and another battery. An attendant in the bus station was
doing her a favor by recharging her first battery, but she knew
having one would not suffice with her trying to keep in constant
contact with the lawyer who needed to reach her.

Getting back on the bus, she started
charging the battery to the computer immediately so by the time she
reached Utah; she would be able to get up on the web.

Time was running out fast and hopefully this
Mr. Begley could help her accomplish her goal in ruining Eric
Thompson and all that he had done.


Chapter 4

 


He didn’t know how he had made it to Nevada
and the truck driver even gave him some money to make a long
distance phone call. The only person he could think about calling
was his buddy, but Dakota knew he was taking a chance because the
friend was on the move.

After pondering the call for a while, he
took a chance and called the Florida number to his buddy. Dakota
had an amazing memory and he remembered details like no other.

Most of the details in his mind lately had
been of what he remembered of the tart that stole from him. The one
who had convinced him to sign over everything he owned to her pappy
and then he remembered the wedding gown she had sent over to the
church, but never arrived to put it on.

He had held that dress for about three hours
after the crowd in the church had left, until the preacher had come
and informed him they had to close down the church. Dakota had
still paid the man.

He paid all the debts she had ran up, and
then found himself broke. Broke than a bad scratched up 45. When he
couldn’t drink any more, or shed another tear for the misery he
felt, he started to become mad as hell and had it in his mind to go
after the bitch and kill her.

First, he would get his revenge. He would
force her to marry him, take his rightful marriage bed with the
whore until he tired of her, and then he would slowly choke the
life right out of her body.

Yet, with no money and no way to go any
farther on his journey, he would need some help, which he knew he
would have to pay back and this would make his revenge to her take
longer to accomplish.

Time seemed to be on his side. The person,
who answered the phone, seemed as if they would deliver the message
to his buddy as soon as possible. By tonight, Dakota would be
speaking to the long time friend and hopefully by tomorrow
afternoon, he would have at least a hundred dollars in his
pocket.






* * ***

 


When the laptop was ready, Whitney first
emailed Elbert to give him the location of the RV. She expressed
her thanks in all his help and hoped they met soon when her
troubles were over face to face.

Afterwards, she called Mr. Begley and gave
him the email address to reach her until she could get to Utah. He
sent her information about trust and ownership. He knew a lot about
them, but he never had large clients like Ms. Canton, but he still
was very helpful in assisting her in deciding on him or not.

She felt he could be trusted and he seemed
to be eager to help her, yet leery about what she had to offer him.
She wired the money in the account with no problems using online
banking.

Whitney had sold many things, stolen from
her mother’s jewelry box and from around the house, plus had a
small website no one knew about and using Paypal.com she was able
to receive a profit. Once she had enough money, she had closed down
the account and the website selling the business to someone else
online, and then opening an account without her stepfather’s
knowledge.

She funneled the money with Elbert’s help
into another account for Erica Thompson. She was able to get a
debit card and a California driver’s license using her own
stepsister’s information. Eric wouldn’t be looking for that and
wouldn’t even question any activity on Erica’s accounts. Erica
didn’t even pay attention to what happened to her accounts because
there was nothing really in her name. Only through Eric, did Erica
have anything.

Two hundred thousand dollars in all had been
funneled and was now in good use for her. Once she took Eric’s name
off the trust, she would immediately put her father on as the
trustee and then be free. No more running. She would have made her
own road to freedom.

“Our next stop will be
brief, ladies and gentleman. Although it is a scheduled stop, this
town is very small and remote. If you are scheduled to get off,
please do so immediately, so we can be on our way.”

She looked at her watch and sighed. It was
now exactly four days into her trip and she was so exhausted she
just wanted to fall into the nearest bed and pass out. No rest for
the weary, she told herself.

If she could just get to Mr. Begley and then
get down to Florida, she would be fine.

When the bus stopped, it was in front of an
old run down hotel. She checked in as Erica Thompson and then got a
room. The identification she had told everyone she was twenty-two
years of age, like Erica, so no one asked any questions. She also
had her own identification that she had secretly gotten out of her
mother’s vanity.

Whitney was terrified, but she didn’t show
it in her face. When the bus pulled away, she made sure she was in
her room with the door lock curled up on her bed with the laptop in
front of her, dialing to get on the Internet.

In the email address that Elbert had set up,
there was a note from the attorney to let her know there were hotel
arrangements. She used the portable printer to pull off any
information she needed, but she didn’t print too much stuff because
she wanted no paper trail. Mr. Begley thanked her for the quick
deposit and would get on the items she had emailed him with.

She then contacted the Heart Agency’s
Florida office. She was very sure the Heart’s Agency was the best
on the east coast just from what many police agencies said.
Although she had never had the pleasure of meeting Mr. Lethal
Heart, the owner, she had a feeling her stepfather would try to
employ him when he was sure she wasn’t in California anymore.

With her old email address, she wrote a
short email.



To Heart Securities and
Investigation – Florida Office

 


Please give this note to Mr. L. Heart

I know you will be contacted soon about the
Canton girl. Don’t believe everything you see on television and
don’t let him know he’s a liar when you know he is. He knows the
truth and she can’t be found until things are right again.

W. Canton

 


It would be no mistake if Lethal was as
smart as they said for him to guess Whitney was behind the message.
He would do the usual trace on his email to find out who originated
the message and she had used her usual Netscape.net address. Since
she was on a cell phone that could not be traced to a particular
location, she knew she was in the clear, for now, but this Lethal
Heart was good. Sometimes so good he scared the police he was
usually working for.

Missing persons cases were his specialty and
she knew that no matter how hard she tried to cover up her trail,
Lethal was good enough to find her.

There was still time. Her Erica Thompson
identification was still a big secret. Not even Jamison knew about
it, so she still had time.

Going over to the nearest yellow pages, she
found a car rental place that delivered cars to the person and
ordered small Neon. The dealership was getting ready to close, but
she paid for any inconvenience and the car would be delivered by
tonight. She told them to deliver it to a no named burger joint
down the street and she made credit card arrangements.

After taking a shower using her special bath
lotion, she always used and had risked a lot in carrying it with
her, she changed into a middle thigh sundress and a sweater in case
it became cooler before her ride arrived.

Whitney applied the usual amount of makeup
to her face and stared at herself in the mirror, wondering did
Erica feel this beautiful when she looked at herself in the mirror.
Whitney’s face had changed a lot in the past month, but no one
would have noticed since they saw her all the time.

She loved her new look and confidently after
packing her things up, went down the street towards the run down
burger joint to wait. As night fell, she sat in a booth by the
window ordering a cup of broccoli and broth soup with wheat
crackers. The waitress and cook paid little attention to her and
she kept her eyes off the people who wandered in and out of the
restaurant.

The salesman on the phone said it was white
Neon and they would pull up right in front of the restaurant. She
checked her watch to determine that they should be arriving in the
next hour.

She sipped her soup slowly to pass the time
staring out the window at the dimmed streets of the almost vacant
town.

***

Dakota sneered to himself. Since the
payphone was all the way down past the hotel, he had to walk all
the way back down to the restaurant. He had found fifty cents on
his way to the phone and decided to use that to buy a cup of
coffee. The days were hot, but the nights grew chilly and he didn’t
have enough clothing on to be warm. He had put on an extra shirt
and another thick plaid shirt he had gotten from the Salvation Army
type store, but that still didn’t stop him from being cold, nor did
it stop him from being hungry.

His belly was screaming for food and the
smells coming from the restaurant didn’t make it any easier.
Entering the restaurant not at all interested in whoever was
sitting in the seats eating, he went to the counter and ordered a
coffee.

The waitress although older than what his
mother would be if she were alive, smiled flirtatiously at him. He
didn’t want to, but he was cordial to the woman, even smiling when
she made some off the wall comment that he barely heard. His belly
growled as he handed her the money that he had to dig in his pocket
to find.

“Are you sure that’s all
you wanted?” the waitress asked with a wink in her eye.

Dakota flushed in embarrassment and nodded.
She poured his coffee, and then set a handful of cracker packages
on the counter. Since they were free, she wouldn’t be getting in
trouble and he thanked her with a nod and quickly stuffed them in
his pocket leaving one out to stuff in his mouth just to quiet his
belly.

He was waiting for the bar down the street
to open. That was where the Western Union in this town was located.
The hotel manager said the place didn’t open until after eight at
night. It was a strange arrangement for them, but since it was a
small town, the opening and closings of businesses weren’t
discussed or argued about. It was just lucky the town had a Western
Union.

The man that had given him the directions,
also added, “That’s also the preacher too. He runs the bar and can
give you a nice little wedding on the spot.”

“I’ve tried that, and it
didn’t go well for me, sir. Thanks for the offer though,” Dakota
had said.

His buddy had landed a nice deal down in
Florida and made a deal with Dakota. “If you can get down here
within a week, help me get this place up and going in a month, then
I’ll pay you five thousand.”

“Just like that?” Dakota
had asked surprised.

“Yes. I just stepped off
the bus and I met this guy, who was trying to get this place up and
running. I learned a few things out in California, so I offered my
help, but you can run a business with your arms tied and this one
got great potential man. I think you’d do well down here, but I
know you got things to do. One month of your time, Dakota, and you
are on your way.”

Hell, Dakota would be a fool to refuse him,
so they agreed on everything, plus the five hundred needed to get
down there as quickly as possible. The money would be more than
enough to help him on his way to extracting revenge against the
woman he vowed to kill.

Checking his watch, he saw the place lights
coming on across the street from the window in the front. His eyes
drifted to the young woman sitting in the booth by the window, and
he narrowed his eyes.

Yes…no…it couldn’t be.

Forgetting his coffee and his own hunger, he
stood and slowly started to walk across the room towards the booth.
The closer he got the angrier he became. All the while he had been
trying to figure out what he would do or say if he ever saw her
again and now he was seeing her.

Going to the nearest empty booth, he grabbed
the nearest butter knife off the table without being seen and used
the sleeve of his shirt to cover up the weapon.

Dakota was stealth in his approach upon her
and even stood there for a moment seething in his anger that was
boiling like acid through his veins. He wanted to kill her, choke
her, shake her and demand why all at once.


Chapter 5

 


She had locked her eyes on an inanimate
object outside the window as she daydreamed about her father and
feeling safe in his arms. With Begley freezing all of the trust
accounts until the matter of the trustee was resolve, there was no
way Eric could use any of his money in order to get what he wanted.
She had taken his power away. She had dreamed about this day for so
long, just knowing she could see her father in less than a week
made her giddy all over.

“Erica,” a voice sneered
above her head.

Whitney was startled by the anger in the
voice, and slowly looked around, then up to a very tall dark
caramel skinned man. He had to be about six feet two and weighed
well over two hundred and fifty pounds, with an athletic. He was so
rugged looking with his scruffy beard and dirty face, but his eyes
were swollen. There was a musty smell coming from his clothing, but
not so unpleasant, if she didn’t concentrate on him, or got any
closer, she could deal with him.

“How can I help you?” she
asked with a frown, wondering if he was some kind of messenger from
the hotel or a vagrant, who followed her from the hotel, trying to
swindle some change from her.

They were still in Las Vegas and people were
willing to do anything in order to get money around here to play
the slots.

Yet, just knowing Whitney didn’t know whom
he was seemed to make him even angrier. “You deceive so many you
can’t even keep up with who you swindle?” he seethed.

Really looking up into this man’s face, she
was amazed to see that his face was handsome despite the unkempt
appearance. She also became very aware that this man’s anger was
definitely aimed at her and she didn’t know what she had done to
him. Never being in the presence of a man’s anger (Eric didn’t
count because he was all bark and no bite), Whitney chose her words
carefully. “I don’t recall your face.”

He clutched her arm in a grip and she felt
something sharp press against her ribs. Her eyes widened in shock,
and then fear came immediately. “You’ll be sorry for what you did
to me, bitch,” he hissed. “Stand your ass up and walk out of here
willingly or I swear I won’t give a damn and shove this steel
straight through your chest.”

Wanting to scream, yet terrified to do so,
she slowly rose from the booth hoping someone would think it was
suspicious that she left her personal items there and never came
back. Damn, why didn’t she check to see if there was a sheriff
station around the area? She could be right next to one and the
right scream would certainly save her from bleeding to death or get
her to the hospital before her lung collapsed.

Once outside, they were dimly lit, and he
kept her carefully in front as to shield the weapon he was using in
order to control her. He guided her across the street going towards
the bar.

“Where are you taking me?”
she asked, trying to keep the fear out of her voice.

“We’re going to do things
right, darling.” He used the endearment in disgust. “I’m going to
make sure I have consent over you.”

She abruptly stopped and gasped as the sharp
object pressed hard against her skin. She knew there had been blood
drawn by the pressure. “You’re making a big mistake,” she said now
allowing her fear to come to the surface in her voice. “I can’t do
this. My name’s not Erica Thompson.”

“I don’t give a flying fig
whom your name is, bitch. I just know you’re the one who took
everything away.”

“You’re wrong.” She turned
to face him despite the pain in her arm and chest to plead with
him. “I’m not who you think I am.”

“You shut your fucking
mouth or I’ll shut it for you,” he sneered, flinging her around and
pressing her back against the church. “Unless you want to go in
there looking like I’ve beat you within an inch of your life, which
I will gain an immense amount of pleasure from doing, you go along
with whatever I tell you to. And if you tell anyone you’re doing
this against your will, I will kill you right there and then, damn
the consequences.”

Whitney had a feeling this man was seriously
deranged and for whatever reason, he thought she was Erica
Thompson. He didn’t want to listen to reason, because obviously if
he knew her sister and it seemed as if he knew Erica quite well, he
knew she was a liar.

“You don’t think I know
you by now, Erica or whatever the fuck you want to call yourself
now,” he hissed in her ear as they started to walk again going
inside the bar. “You didn’t think I wouldn’t catch you? You
probably didn’t think I would have the balls to do this, did you?”
His chuckle was wicked and sinister, sending Goosebumps up her
arm.

“I’m not Erica. M-My name
is Whitney Canton-“

“Lies! Lies! Whatever your
name is, you’re going in there with me and do as I say,” he
ordered.

As soon as they walked in, he held her arm
even tighter and she swore she couldn’t feel her fingers because he
was cutting off the circulation. It was as if his grip was to
remind her of how much her life was in danger. She started to feel
dizzy and when a kindly faced older white man with a preacher’s
cuff around his neck asked for her identification, she passed him
whatever came out
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