






Publisher’s Note:
Both novellas in this collection are works of fiction. References to real events, 

organizations, or places are used in a fictional context. Any resemblances to actual 
persons, living or dead, are entirely coincidental.

All Scripture quotations are taken from the King James Version of the Holy Bible.

Heirs of Rebellion 
Morrison Family Secrets ~ Book One

 
A Two-in-One Collection of Novellas Featuring:

The Blessed One (© 2011 [eBook] by Vanessa Miller)
The Wild One (© 2011 [eBook] by Vanessa Miller)

Vanessa Miller
www.vanessamiller.com

ISBN: 978-1-60374-948-0
Printed in the United States of America

© 2013 by Vanessa Miller
 

Whitaker House
1030 Hunt Valley Circle

New Kensington, PA 15068
www.whitakerhouse.com

 
Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Miller, Vanessa.
  Heirs of Rebellion / by Vanessa Miller.
       pages cm. — (Morrison Family Secrets ; Book One)
  Summary: “Christian, family, and romantic themes prevail in this collection of 
two contemporary novellas, The Blessed One and The Wild One”—Provided by 
publisher.
  ISBN 978-1-60374-948-0 (alk. paper)
  I. Miller, Vanessa. Blessed one. II. Miller, Vanessa. Wild one. III. Title. 
  PS3613.I5623H45 2013
  813'.6—dc23
                                                            2013025745

No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 
means, electronic or mechanical—including photocopying, recording, or by any 

information storage and retrieval system—without permission in writing from the 
publisher. Please direct your inquiries to permissionseditor@whitakerhouse.com.

1  2  3  4  5  6  7  8  9  10  11      2 0  19  18  17  16  15  14  13



The 
Blessed One
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Prologue

Joel Morrison was getting that same gut-wrenching feeling he 
had back in 1952 when his wife and three children died in a fire. 
He had been away on location, filming another blockbuster family-
friendly movie, when the Kern County earthquake had devastated 
parts of Southern California, causing widespread power outages 
in the Los Angeles area. His wife and children had lit candles so 
they could see, and they must have forgotten to extinguish them 
when they’d gone to bed. To this day, Joel refuses to allow anyone 
to bring a candle into his home. 

Seven years later, Joel married a sweet-natured woman named 
Beth. Five children and forty-two happy years of marriage later, 
she had gone home to be with the Lord. 

Joel’s children were all grown now and had contributed a lot to 
the full head of gray hair he’d acquired in his eighty-three years on 
earth. But not since 1952 had Joel felt like destruction was darken-
ing his door. 

He walked into his prayer room with a heavy heart. His knees 
ached so bad that he no longer bowed down on the ground. These 
days, Joel either reclined in the comfortable La-Z-Boy chair in the 
middle of the room or perched on the wooden bench before the 
altar he’d constructed by hand when he and Beth had moved in 
twenty years ago. This was the only room in the house that he had 
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kept untouched by the professional decorator Betty had hired. Joel 
wanted this room to be personal. Pictures of his wife and children 
hung on the walls. Sometimes he would touch the picture of the 
son or daughter he was praying for. Joel didn’t need much in this 
room, just his La-Z-Boy, the bench, the altar, and the pictures of 
his family. 

Wanting to be close to the altar, Joel sat on the bench. He 
looked toward heaven and thanked God for all that He had done 
for him. In truth, Joel was a wealthy man—a millionaire six hun-
dred times over. And he owed everything he had to the Lord. 
So, each morning, he rose early, came into his prayer room, and 
thanked God for life, health, and strength. He also sent up prayers 
for his children. They were all successful in their own right, and 
Joel knew that the Lord had made that possible. But God must 
have been allowing his children free choice with their personal 
lives, because they were headed in the wrong direction.

“Father, You know more about what’s going on with my chil-
dren than I, but I have this feeling in my gut, and it’s telling me 
that trouble is on the way.” Worry lines etched Joel’s face as he 
continued. “I wasn’t around to save my first wife and children when 
they died senselessly. But, Lord, please let me live long enough to 
see my children trusting in You.” He sat there on the bench, wait-
ing patiently for the Lord to show him what to do.

A thought struck Joel. He stood and paced the perimeter of his 
prayer room. Yes, he had been praying for his children since they 
were born. He’d read to them from the Bible, telling them many 
of the great stories within those sixty-six books: Joshua fighting 
the battle of Jericho, Daniel in the lions’ den, and Jonah in the 
belly of a whale. But he had obviously failed to teach his children 
the importance of living for God and trusting Him at all times. 
“Well, I’m not dead yet,” Joel proclaimed. He opened the door and 
walked out of his prayer room with an idea forming in his head.
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It was now years after hurricanes Katrina, Gustav, and Ike, 
but people were still homeless and jobless. The national unemploy-
ment rate was the highest it had been in years; banks and busi-
nesses were closing in record numbers. Joel knew of many people 
who were in need due to the recent economic downturn. And he 
wanted to help them.

He went into his office, sat down at his massive oak desk, and 
pulled out his personalized stationery. He was ready for a vaca-
tion, and he was going to invite his children to join him. He wasn’t 
sure if they would enjoy this vacation once he disclosed part of 
his plan. In fact, he knew they wouldn’t be happy. But if his plan 
worked, then before all this was over, his children would renew 
their relationship with the Lord.

Joel wanted to shout “Hallelujah!” and do a praise dance to the 
Lord, but he had five letters to write.
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One

Mr. Morrison, I really need to discuss something with you 
before you leave today.”

Eric’s assistant, Karen, had come into his office just as he was 
leaning over his desk, putting some files in his briefcase, so he could 
head home. He straightened up, revealing his full six-foot-two, 
178-pound physique. He straightened his buttercream-colored tie 
and looked at his watch. It was 7:30 pm. He’d promised Linda that 
he would be home by six. Well, he’d already broken that promise, 
so he might as well handle this business. He sat back down. “What 
can I do for you, Karen?” 

“I would just like to state for the record,” Karen began as she 
handed him a stack of bills, “I had no clue that this much money 
was being spent since you put Mark in charge of marketing for 
your campaign.”

It was the Corporate America motto: “Cover yourself and 
blame the other guy.” In truth, Karen’s responsibilities included 
reviewing the finances of his campaign and letting him know if his 
contributions were insufficient to cover his spending. He flipped 
through the bills, and then, with a frustrated sigh, laid the stack 
on his desk. “Why are all these bills past due?”

Karen plopped down in the chair in front of his desk and let 
out a long sigh. “We haven’t received as much in contributions 
as I originally projected. The election is nine months away, and 
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with nothing significant happening, we haven’t given the donors a 
reason to part with their money.”

Here he was, mayor of Cincinnati, fully intending to make the 
White House his home within the next decade, and he didn’t even 
have enough money to run for Governor of Ohio? What did that 
say about his chances at the presidency? Was he dead in the water 
before his presidential campaign even marinated in the delegates’ 
minds? Eric refused to believe that. His father had always told him 
that God was looking out for him and wanted to see him prosper. 

Being the eldest child, Eric had always been called upon to 
solve problems, starting with his own siblings. If he heard some-
one say, “Give it back; I had it first,” Eric would suggest something 
along the lines of, “Why don’t you play with the truck first, Isaiah, 
and then, in a little while, you can let Shawn see it, okay?” or, 
“Look, Dee Dee, there’s a prettier doll on your bed. Why don’t you 
let Elaine have this old doll, so you can play with the prettier one?” 

Problem solving was in his genes. So, before his pity party got 
started, Eric decided to search for a solution. He grabbed his cal-
culator and began adding up his debts. He turned to Karen. “It 
looks like we owe almost five million for various items, including 
my radio and television ads. How much money do we have right 
now?”

Karen glanced at the spreadsheet in her hand. “We have about 
two million in liquid assets.”

His father could cover these bills without even blinking 
an eye. But Eric hadn’t asked his father for anything since he’d 
graduated from college. Sure, he gladly accepted the $50,000 his 
father sent through his accountant to each of his children every 
year. His father had also bought him and his siblings their first 
homes. Everyone but Elaine, that is; she was still too busy saving 
the world to plant roots anywhere. But Eric hadn’t asked his father 
for anything else since he’d bought the house for Linda and him. 
When their daughter was born, Eric sold that house and used the 
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proceeds to buy the 6,000-square-foot home they now shared. He 
wanted to be his own man and make his father proud of his accom-
plishments. The last thing Eric wanted to do as he neared forty 
was to beg his father for money. Besides, his father knew that it 
took money to run for public office; and if he wasn’t offering, Eric 
wasn’t asking.

“Okay, then,” Eric finally said. “Call all of our creditors and 
offer them a third of what we owe, and then tell them we will pay 
the rest over the next three months.” Eric had no clue where the 
money would come from to pay the remaining balances. But in 
the political arena, you never knew—a scandal could develop sur-
rounding his opponent, prompting more voters to want to oust 
the incumbent and perhaps even pledge money to Eric’s campaign. 
He hoped he wouldn’t have to hire investigators to dig up dirt on 
Governor McDaniel, but he wasn’t opposed to it if the need arose. 

He finished his meeting and left the office. Linda was going 
to kill him. This was the third night this week that he’d arrived 
home after eight o’clock. She didn’t understand how much public 
service meant to him, how much joy he received from setting poli-
cies in place that would help communities for generations to come. 
Being in public service allowed him to use the peacemaking finesse 
and problem-solving skills he’d developed as a child. But Linda 
was always complaining that he was more dedicated to the City of 
Cincinnati than to his own family.

Eric didn’t understand his wife. She had everything a woman 
could want, and yet she was still unhappy. He had bought her a 
nice home, and she had a hefty clothing allowance. Yes, he was 
often late, but at least he came home to his wife every night. Not 
every woman could say that. But Eric Morrison, the next governor 
of the great state of Ohio, didn’t cheat on his wife. Mention the 
name Bill Clinton to any politician—enough said. No, sir. Eric 
wasn’t trying to build a legacy just to have it torn down by infidel-
ity. His father had taught him that. Joel Morrison used to tell his 
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sons every chance he got: A man’s name is only as good as his wife 
says it is.

Eric had met Linda after college, while he was serving as a 
lieutenant in the United States Air Force. Linda’s father was a 
colonel in the army, so she’d grown up as an army brat.

Now she’s just a brat, Eric thought as he pulled into the drive-
way. She was never satisfied, no matter what he did for her. And if 
she didn’t get her way, she fell apart.

He walked into the house, took off his hat and coat, and put 
them in the closet. “I’m home,” he yelled.

No one answered back. He looked at his watch and walked 
out of the foyer in search of his wife. He found her asleep in the 
living room, stretched out on their beige sofa with a half-empty 
bottle of scotch by her side. Eric rolled his eyes and turned to walk 
away. Then he noticed a letter typed on his father’s stationery, sit-
ting on the coffee table. He crossed the room and sat down on the 
edge of the couch next to his wife, catching a whiff of her alcohol-
laden breath as she snored. 

Shaking his head, he picked up the letter and read.

Son,

I hope all is going well for you and your family. It has been 
way too long since I broke bread with you and your lovely 
wife. Just thinking about how much I miss my grandchildren 
brings tears to my eyes. So, I’ve decided to invite you all to our 
vacation home in the Bahamas for a week of fun and family. 

I know you’ll need time to get things in order at your office, 
so I’ve scheduled the vacation for the end of the month. How 
about it? Can you bring your family to the Bahamas on March 
25? I really hope you will be there, because I will be going over 
some changes to my will.

Love, your father,  
Joel
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Eric held his breath and leaned back on the sofa. What 
changes could his father be making to his will? As far back as he 
could remember, his father had said they would split his fortune 
five ways when he died. Had something changed?

|
“What did you say to me?” Dee Dee Morrison-Milner glared 

across the table at her Bible-toting husband. Actually, she pre-
ferred thinking of him as her soon-to-be ex-husband.

“I said I love you, Dee Dee. Please, let’s just go home and talk 
this over,” Drake Milner pleaded, his dark brown eyes filled with 
liquid sadness.

Dee Dee didn’t care. She rolled her eyes and turned to face her 
lawyer, who was seated on her left. She ran her fingers through her 
fifteen-hundred-dollar weave. “William, can you please tell Drake 
how much alimony he will receive from me when this is all over?”

While Dee Dee’s attorney flipped through his files, Drake 
said, “What if I don’t want alimony? What if I just want you?”

Drake’s attorney, Mark Winters, elbowed him and spoke up. 
“Actually, my client has given up a great deal for this three-year 
marriage. Alimony is the least Mrs. Milner can do.”

“Don’t call me that.” Dee Dee scowled. “I am Dee Dee 
Morrison. I insist that you refer to me in that manner during these 
proceedings.” Actually, her name was Dee Dee Morrison-Wilcox-
Johnson-Sooner-Milner, but Dee Dee didn’t want to think about 
all her failed marriages. She’d rather just be Morrison again and 
start over. The only reason she’d even entered into marital mis-
take number four was because her father had thought Drake was 
a great catch. According to Joel Morrison, Mr. Drake Milner was 
one in a million. Well, her daddy didn’t have to live with Drake. 
He wasn’t around when Drake opened his Bible and dared to read 
it to her. He wasn’t dragged to Sunday morning worship service 
when all he wanted to do was sleep in. Dee Dee had been through 
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all that madness when she’d lived with her father. That’s why she’d 
thought she could handle a clone of Joel Morrison. But she’d had 
enough.

“What did I do that was so wrong, Dee Dee?” Drake pro-
tested. “I didn’t cheat on you, didn’t abuse you. I honored the vows 
that I made to you.”

Dee Dee turned to William. “Can you please tell him how 
much I’m willing to give him in alimony?”

William cleared his throat and announced, “Ms. Morrison is 
willing to give you fifty thousand a year for the next three years.”

Mark laughed. “How generous you are, Mrs. Milner, but it’s 
going to take much more than Daddy’s annual allowance to help 
my client retain his standard of living.”

Glaring across the table at Drake again, Dee Dee said, “Did 
you tell him all my business?”

“The bottom line is this,” Mark began. “My client gave up his 
career to move to LA and become your houseboy.”

“I never told him he couldn’t work,” Dee Dee insisted.
“Oh, really? Is that why you got him fired from the last two 

jobs he acquired since moving here?” Mark asked.
Dee Dee harrumphed. “That’s a lie. Drake didn’t like any of 

those jobs. He wanted to travel with me. I did him a favor by call-
ing his employers. If anything, he should be thanking me, rather 
than trying to extort more money.” She stood up and extended her 
manicured index finger in Drake’s direction. “You’re getting out 
of my house today. Do you hear me? Your days of freeloading are 
over.” She turned and stormed out of her attorney’s office, jumped 
in her red Ferrari 575M Maranello, and sped off. She had no time 
to waste. She intended to put Drake out of her ten-million-dollar 
Bel Air mansion that day. She lived thirty minutes away from her 
lawyer’s office. Nonetheless, in less than twenty minutes, she was 
punching in the access code to her gated home. She parked her car 
in front of the house and ran inside. 
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Dee Dee stood in the foyer for a moment with her back against 
the door. She detested the stale white walls, the white marble floor, 
and the circular staircase. It was all too calm and drab for her taste. 
She still didn’t understand why she had purchased this house. 
Maybe she had been on some kind of calm-and-drab kick the year 
she’d married Drake, but she was way over it now.

She went upstairs to Drake’s room, gathered a handful of his 
shoes and clothes, then opened his bedroom window and threw 
the stuff out onto the well-manicured lawn. On her third trip to 
the window, she saw her assistant, Marcia, coming up the walkway. 

As Dee Dee dumped Drake’s underclothes on the lawn, 
Marcia waved some envelopes in the air with no acknowledgment 
of the garments. “I have your mail.”

“Just leave it on the table in the foyer. I’m busy right now.”
Marcia pulled one of the envelopes out of the stack. “This one 

is from your father.” 
Dee Dee was tempted to continue with her work, but her 

daddy was a peculiar kind of man. You never knew when he might 
just add an extra check to one of his letters. And she could use 
some extra money right now. God only knew how much it was 
going to cost her to get rid of Drake, since he was telling everyone 
it was her fault he didn’t have a job. 

She went downstairs, took the letter from Marcia, and opened 
it. As she read it, her world fell apart. Daddy’s changing his will? 
Was her father disinheriting her because of her four failed mar-
riages? Could the old man really give away her birthright just 
because she didn’t measure up to his high standards? Dee Dee 
didn’t really know if this was bad news for her or not, but she 
knew one thing for sure. There was no way that she could go to 
the Bahamas without Drake. Not when her share of six hundred 
million was at stake.


