
  
    The Disdained Daughter of the Count

  

  Chapter 1

  First of all, I would like to explain to you how I came up with this idea.



Well, the idea for this novel was born about 15 years ago.



Once my mom told me a story about a woman.



This lady was the mother of one of my elementary school classmates, she had a stepmother, I always thought it was her mother.



But when I was about 20 years old, my mother told me that the lady in front of our vegetable stand was actually my classmate's real mother.



She told me that when she had her last child with her husband, the father of my classmate, he abandoned her because the baby that was born had different physical characteristics than his.



In other words, he was a dark-haired, dark-eyed Moreno man, and the baby was born with white skin, light eyes, and blondish hair, so he thought it was not his son since he looked nothing like him, so it hadn't even been a day since the baby was born and the man dragged the lady and the baby out, accusing her of having been unfaithful to him. 



He ran her off and did not allow her to see her two older children who did inherit their father's physical characteristics. 



That's how she had to leave with a newborn baby, she had just given birth, and by the time this story was told to me, the baby was already a 17-year-old boy. 



When I met him, his skin was a little white, his eyes were no longer so light, they had darkened a bit, and his hair was still light brown.



When I asked my mom, she told me that the baby really looked like his maternal grandfather since his maternal grandfather had that description, he was blond, light-eyed, and tall. 



And then I got to thinking about my own little sister, when she was born and until she was 3 years old, she had fair skin with big, light eyes, also honey brown, and blond hair.



A golden blond like rays of sunshine.  Over time, as she grew, her eyes remained the same color, her skin darkened a bit but was still whiter than mine, and her hair turned jet black, her appearance changed as she grew.



And that's when it occurred to me that it would be a novel inspired by these two stories.



Because if we think about the world, regardless of the era, social class, and regardless of culture, this type of situation happens a lot. 



Even these days many people think that because a baby doesn't look like them, it's not their child, in fact, I've recently experienced it too, I live with a partner, we share expenses, she has three children.



The last one was born with fair skin, not to say that he is blond but he is brown but lighter, his father since he was born said that he was not his son.



Of course, there was someone envious who put ideas in his head to make him suspicious, so by believing her he refused to give him his last names saying that he was not his baby. 



Now that the boy is 6 years old, many say that he looks a lot like his father, it could be true although I don't pay much attention to him because I say if he wanted a clone he would have photocopied himself and that way he would have gotten one.



Children are not clones, they are different people, sometimes looking like one is pure luck because it is not always like that, a child has both parents and uncles, whether from the father or mother, grandparents, great-grandparents, and many other ancestors and could look like any.



Or it could be the perfect combination of all of them, that's why the idea for this novel came to me.



I am going to set it in the colonial era of Mexico, at first I am not going to use dates, or I'm not quite sure yet if I will use dates but I will more or less place them. 



I hope you like it and if you think that at some point I get lost while writing, please leave me a comment and I will try to review and fix what is not right, thank you. 



Another thing, this will be my second novel that I write but I still haven't finished the previous one so the safest thing is that I will be uploading one chapter a day, if I'm lucky maybe two, but since there are already two novels, don't despair.



I will be updating both at the same time, such as one day one and another day the other. 



Unless I am very tired, sick or have visitors, in which case I would have to dedicate time to my visitors.  Besides, when I write, I do it at night since I have a job and writing is a hobby, besides, as I already told you, this novel occurred to me a long time ago. 



And since that time it hasn't left my head and I think it's a good idea to capture it, I hope you like it. 



Without further ado, I thank you for your support, ah, and if you have read something similar, please give me the information or the title to review it and try not to be the same after all, I don't think I am the only one who has come up with a similar idea.



Remember that great minds think alike, well that's what my chemistry teacher used to say.  See you soon, please enjoy reading.



Thanks for your attention and keep reading..... 





  Chapter 2

  It was a stormy night in a grand county rich in fertile lands and vast forests alongside its towering mountains, where in the Count's mansion, the beautiful Countess was giving birth to her first child.



The labor had been hard; the Countess was struggling to give birth, being very young at only 17 years old.



In those times, it was normal to marry young and have children almost immediately.



The Count loved her, and his love was returned, but there are always envious people, and in this case, it was his cousin who planted doubts in the Count's mind, making him question the fidelity of his beautiful wife.



Thus, on a stormy night at midnight, the cries of a baby echoed, revealing a beautiful girl.



A beautiful girl with light eyes, porcelain-white skin, a little upturned nose, and golden blonde hair that even in the darkness shone like rays of sunshine due to its brightness; undoubtedly a beautiful girl, but there was a problem.



Her mother was not blonde, nor did she possess such fair skin, and her father, the Count, had a cinnamon complexion, dark hair, and deep brown eyes—handsome he was, yet his daughter had inherited none of his traits, which sparked the Count's fury.



This was irrefutable proof that his wife had been unfaithful, and to make matters worse, after bringing the child into the world, her mother closed her eyes, bidding farewell to life. Thus, the beautiful girl was left motherless with an uncertain future and a father who believed he was not her own.



That same night, the Count sent the child to the most secluded part of the mansion with a nursemaid; he did not care for her life, after all, she was not his daughter. If she were to die, it would be for the best; he felt betrayed and mocked in both love and pride.



That same night, the cousin took the opportunity and seduced the Count. In his pain and wounded pride, he succumbed to temptation, and eight months later, another girl was born.



This girl took the place of the true heiress, being spoiled, pampered, and adored, she became the light of her father's eyes.



Thus, condemning to ostracism the little girl born before, his eldest daughter, who from that day began to live a life filled with pain and sadness, feeling despised by her own father.



When she was still a baby, she initially grew up believing she had neither father nor mother until at the age of three one afternoon, she encountered the Count.



Upon seeing the precious girl with golden hair, he shouted that she was a bastard and not his daughter, but rather the shame of her mother, a child who should have never been born.



Drunk, the Count verbally mistreated her; that was how this little beauty learned that she was the illegitimate daughter of Count Alejandro Salvatierra.



Like many, she too did not know, but after discovering her status as the Count's despised daughter, she began to be mistreated by everyone; only the woman who had cared for her since birth treated her with affection, tending to her as if she were her own child, providing the only solace the small girl had.



From that day on, every servant, every person, knew that the beautiful girl was a bastard and that her own father despised her.



So, if the Count treated her with disdain, why would they treat her well? No one knew of this girl’s existence, and she was now condemned to mistreatment by all.



Despite believing she was not his daughter, the Count still provided her with what was necessary to live well due to her being legally his legitimate child, but since he himself declared that she was not his daughter, the servants who were supposed to care for her ignored her, and the cooks who should have supplied her with food set her aside; for them, it was shameful to serve a bastard.



And it was from then on that she understood she would not be the lady of the county, and if she wanted to live in peace—or at least as much as was possible—she would have to distance herself as much as possible from her father, her younger sister, and also from the Countess, who happened to be her aunt. Aranza Montiel was the name of her stepmother, and the name of her younger sister was Manuela Salvatierra, the little princess of her father.



The governess who was supposed to take charge of Evelyn's education was named after her mother before she passed away. In reality, she taught her nothing; the little she did teach was through harsh physical punishments, which were extremely severe.



This same governess also educated Manuela, whom she treated like the most delicate flower for being the legitimate and recognized daughter of the Count.



Thus, the little girl spent her early years until she turned eight.



Everything Evelyn learned, she learned on her own.



Evelyn was a beautiful girl, not just outwardly but also within; she was very intelligent and mature for her age. After all, who wouldn’t mature when treated harshly? Any child would.



Especially when they realize they must take care of themselves if they want a prosperous life, and the best way to avoid problems is to recognize them before they occur.



This was how little Evelyn grew slowly, with a wise and alert mind, hungry for knowledge that she acquired on her own since her father did not even bother to ensure she was treated well and educated properly.



The woman who had cared for her since she was a baby, named Josefa, had been her mother’s nurse and was now hers; for that reason, she was the only one who gave her love and protection.



But despite doña Josefa’s attempts to protect her, she could not always be by her side.



After all, Evelyn was a child, and like any child, she was very curious, so she could not be spared from suffering.



So, although Josefa wanted to shield her from all harm, resentment and envy were always present to hurt precious Evelyn. The main person who hated Evelyn was Aranza, her stepmother, who wished for her own daughter to be the only one and ensured that it would be so, poisoning the Count's heart without knowing that she would perhaps regret it far too much in the future.





  Chapter 3

  My name is Evelyn Salvatierra. My father is Count Alejandro Salvatierra, and my mother, whom I never met, was named Amelia Rossi, daughter of a nobleman.



Until I was three years old, I always believed I had no parents. Nana took care of me and loved me very much. The people around me were kind and always said I was very pretty.



One afternoon, while I was playing, I ran into a man who seemed to be drunk. He started yelling at me and said words I didn't understand.



Words like bastard, trash, a wild animal, and many other words that my three-year-old mind didn't understand. But I did understand that this man didn't love me. He said words that stuck with me.



"Your mother was a cheap w*ore, a little woman who slept with the first man who crossed her path and still thought she could pass you off as my daughter. Because you are not my daughter. Look at yourself, you don't look anything like me, you didn't even inherit my hair."



"I only have you here because I can't get rid of you. I hope you grow up fast so I can use you somehow. I'm sure you'll be good for something, either to get more money, more land, or maybe to save your sister. She is my daughter, she looks like me, not like you."



Those are the words that man said, and then I understood.



This man was my father. I asked Nana, and she confirmed it. Then I asked her why he said he wasn't.



Nana explained that there were envious people who had poisoned his heart, making him believe lies, but that she would tell me properly later because I was still very young, and they were things I couldn't understand, at least not yet.



I asked her when I would be able to understand. She told me that I had about two or three years.



So I told her that I would study everything I could, I would read a lot, and after I learned to read and write, then I could understand what the words he said to me meant.



And I did. I tried very hard, but it wasn't in three years. At seven, I began to understand what others were saying. Because after the incident I had at the age of three, people started to mistreat and humiliate me.



But it wasn't until I was eight that I really understood what it was like to be the despised daughter of the Count.



It was exactly on my birthday when I discovered, in the cruelest and most painful way, what it was like to be unloved or the bastard, as everyone called me.



Even though they mistreated me and insulted me, I didn't care because I had Nana. She took care of me and loved me.



But bad luck struck again, and again I ran into Count Alejandro Salvatierra. This time he wasn't drunk, he was in his right mind. I found him in a place where he shouldn't be.



He never went to that place. It seems he was looking for me. I was playing among the trees where the forest began.



At that time, I had long blond hair that looked like rays of sunshine. My skin was white, and my eyes, which were once clear, now looked greenish or blue depending on which side you looked at them. Everyone said I was very pretty, at least those who loved me and cared about me.



Yes, I was different from the Duke. At least the features that stood out were different, and again I ran into the Duke, but again it was Manuela's fault.



She accused me of stealing something from her. I don't know what it was exactly because I never went where she was. I only watched her from afar. We never even exchanged words.



We never even touched. The Count looked for me, and when Nana tried to stop him, telling him that I was also his daughter, that he shouldn't treat me that way, he became enraged. He drew a dagger. For a moment I thought he was going to kill me. I was very scared, I wanted to run but I couldn't. I was paralyzed. I wanted to scream, but I was so scared that my voice wouldn't come out.



Only my eyes were crying, only my tears were rolling down my cheeks, but beyond that, I couldn't do anything.



I felt him grab my hair, and as he told me that I was a disgrace, that I should disappear, that I should never appear before him again, that he didn't even want to see a single hair on my head, and if possible, me neither.



That he had had enough of supporting me and giving me an education. And as he said this, he grabbed my hair and cut it. With each word, my beautiful blonde hair was cut and disappeared.



I tried to put my hands up to stop him, but he scratched my fingers.



I thought it could be dangerous, so I let my beautiful hair disappear.



After he finished cutting off all my hair, he slapped me and hit my hands, saying that I shouldn't touch what wasn't mine, and that if I did it again, this time he wouldn't cut my hair, he would cut my hands.



And if I said anything, he would cut my tongue, and I was not to appear before him or his family again.



That I should be happy that I was living well and that if I didn't do what he wanted, he would leave Nana and me to starve.



That's how, when I turned eight years old, I discovered the cruelty of my father.



Old Jose healed me and told me that my father was wrong to believe what they were saying about me.



That my father was poisoned, that they told him lies, but that I was his daughter and that one day he would regret it.



I told him that if that day ever came, I would not forgive him because I already hated him, and I wished I had never been born, that it would have been better if I had died instead of my mother.



Old Jose said that I shouldn't feel bad because I looked a lot like Grandmother Alondra, who was my father's mother.



But that right now my father was blind and didn't want to see what was in front of him, but that one day he would beg me for forgiveness on his knees.



He told me not to be filled with hatred, that I should be a good, smiling, and happy girl because there are people who do love me and will protect me, like him and Nana.



Nana said it would be best if I covered my head so that what happened now wouldn't happen again, because since my hair was a different color, it could cause me problems.



And since then, I have dressed in the loosest and oldest dresses. I have covered my head and never fixed myself up so as not to attract my father's attention. I almost saw myself as a nun, but to have a quiet life, at least until I can get out of here, this is the best I can do.



Although if one day he asks for my forgiveness, I will not forgive him because, after all, he is the person who has hurt me the most and has caused others to hurt me.



If I wasn't his daughter, fine, but it wasn't my fault.



He would have been better off sending me away, giving me up for adoption, or leaving me in an orphanage. I'm sure anything would have been better than feeling his contempt.



I think that the contempt of someone who should love you is much more painful than that of other people. After all, strangers have nothing to do with me.



So it's easier to ignore them because they don't matter to me, and I'm not interested in them. But my father is different because he's supposed to love me, and if someone lied to him, he should have investigated the truth and not just blindly believed it.



That's why I think I can't forgive him. Besides, over time I've learned that if someone hurts me, I'll make them pay, because that's the only way this pressure I feel in my heart and chest will disappear.



Only then will my heart be free, and I will no longer feel this pain that doesn't let me breathe.



I don't want to feel any more pain, so from now on, whoever hurts me, I will hit them back, no matter who they are, even if it's my father. He too will suffer, not now, but in the future I will make him pay for all the pain he is causing me now, and I don't care if they call me a bad person just for wanting a little revenge....To feel the same pain that I feel now will be the best revenge...





  Chapter 4

  Viceroy Antonio Maria de Buscareli y Ursua (1770): You are my godson and I worry about your future.  It worries me that you won't find a good woman to marry. Everyone fears you in the colony.



So, I've been thinking that you should marry a wife that I've already chosen, a girl who doesn't know you, or at least, who doesn't know your reputation. 



I already have the authorization from the King of Spain, and he agrees with me.



----------------



Julian Manuel Servando Rodriguez Conde de la Veracruzana: Thank you, but no. I assure you, I can get a wife on my own.



Viceroy: A prostitute? Because I seem to recall that no decent girl from the nobility would agree to be your wife.



Julian: Well, then, to whom are you referring?



Viceroy: Actually, there is a Count whose lands border yours. Apparently, in recent years, he's become a tyrant. He mistreats his servants and it's said he's involved in shady business.



Julian: Are you saying you want me to marry or are you telling me you want me to destroy that family?



Viceroy: I want you to marry his daughter. It will be a way to control him and, if he opposes, you can take over his lands.



Julian: You're crazy. I'm not planning on marrying that woman.  Do you even know her?  She's a haughty, rude woman. I myself have witnessed how she treats people. She's very superficial. Besides, she's not my type.



Viceroy: I'm not referring to Miss Manuela Salvatierra.  I would never condemn you to a life with such a foolish woman.



Julian: Then who are you referring to?



Viceroy: Perhaps you don't know this, but Alejandro Salvatierra has another daughter from his first wife. 



The spoiled one is his second daughter. So, as long as we can ensure a good future for his precious one, I'm sure he'll hand over his first daughter to us.



Julian: And why doesn't he want her? Maybe he was forced to marry her mother. That's why he doesn't love her, and if he doesn't want her, how can you be sure we'll be able to control him based on that daughter?



Viceroy: A third of the county, the lands adjacent to yours, are the dowry of that young lady.  So, upon marrying her, those lands would become yours.



Julian: How can I be sure that they'll cede them? After all, he hates his daughter. 



Viceroy: I have the dowry document.  Her mother sent it to me before she died.  It's sealed and bears the Count's signature. I haven't told you, have I? That girl's mother is a distant cousin whom I loved dearly. 



Julian: Ah, so what you want is to protect her, and you want to use me. 



Viceroy: I won't deny it. I think you'd be an excellent husband.  Besides, no father in their right mind would hand their daughter over to you anyway. 



Your reputation precedes you. You are considered a bloodthirsty man, and I won't mention the other names you've been called. But tell me, do you accept? 



What's more, this way, not only do I find you a wife, but I also fulfill a promise I made many years ago.  In exchange, you can ask anything of me in the future, or now. 



Julian: You're so eager to fulfill your promise, even promising another promise. 



What if that girl already has someone? What if she never loves me or never wants me?  Or what if she never wants to go near me? After all, they fear me. 



Viceroy: I know you're a good man.  I know you'll be a good husband. You just need to have an heir with her. 



That's all I ask.  Besides, I'm sure you would never break your promises and that you will respect her. 



I know you well.  Also, I think it's time for you to get married. 



Julian: Alright, I accept. But on the condition that, in the future, no matter what you ask of me, you will grant it. Even if my request is to leave my post.  Even at the risk of losing me. 



Viceroy: I hope that's not the case, but yes, I will grant any request you have. 



Julian: Very well. I accept, although I'm sure you've already sent the proclamation. It's not like that, is it? 



Viceroy: Of course. Your bride awaits you. He already sent me the answer and said that he will hand over his eldest daughter. After all, it's only fair that she be the first to marry. At least that's what Count Salvatierra says. 



Of course, I expected this. He's so besotted with that harlot that if they told him one of his daughters would die, he wouldn't think twice about sending his eldest daughter straight to her death. 



Julian: Really?  Can a father be as cruel as you say?



Viceroy: Yes, but the strange thing is that he wasn't like that. He was a good and fair man.  I can't imagine what could have happened to make him turn into this. 



Julian: Your cousin didn't say anything to you before she died? 



Viceroy: No. In fact, she had the document delivered through unusual means.  A close friend of ours brought it and said it was important that I keep it and that I fulfill what she asked. It seems my cousin knew that she might not survive childbirth, but she didn't tell me anything else because she was incommunicado. 



Julian: Well then, I will depart to claim my bride. I hope she's a pretty girl so that, at the very least, conceiving my future heir won't be a sacrifice. 



And that is how the most infamous dark count set off to the Salvatierra County to claim his unknown bride. 



Each of these souls has suffered, and the suffering was caused by people close to them.  Will they be able to open their wounded hearts and allow love to take root in them?



Love is a double-edged sword. Why, you may ask? 



Love itself has hurt these two souls, but love can also be the medicine they need to heal...





  Chapter 5

  In the hands of Count Salvatierra was the paper decreeing that his daughter should marry the man best known as the Dark Count, known for his reputation.



The Viceroy had told him he would be delighted for his beloved daughter to marry the Count of Veracruz, better known as the Dark Count; that was the man his daughter should marry.



But of course, he would not allow his precious daughter to marry that man, of whom terrible things were said.  He was even suspected of killing the previous women who had been both his fiancee and his wife.



The Countess was furious. She, too, was aware of the marriage request and begged, no, demanded, that her husband not allow her beloved Manuela to marry such a man, who was said to be a cruel and ruthless man who had even hit women. A man like that should not be near her darling daughter.



Then she was reminded that she had a daughter, yes, but Count Salvatierra had two daughters.  So the bastard would be the one to marry.



And that is what he demanded of Count Salvatierra: to deliver his first daughter for this marriage.



For a moment, the Count worried about the future this girl might have, but then his wife reminded him that she was not his daughter, that she was a bastard, and that this was the time she could finally repay what had been done for her; it was time for her to be of some use.



Saving her younger sister was the duty of every older sister, after all, wasn’t it?



Almost instantly, Evelyn was called to the study to be notified of her upcoming wedding. 







Narrator



Evelyn was walking towards her father's... that is, the Count's office.  She had changed over the years. She had changed a lot, but these changes were not noticeable since Evelyn, from the age of 8, had hidden her face and hair, as if they were her body, for fear of provoking the Count Salvatierra’s anger.







Evelyn: I was summoned by the Count to his office. He never does that.  It's been a long time since I've seen him. The last time I crossed paths with him was almost two years ago, but he apparently didn't recognize me, or maybe he didn't even care who I was. Before that, he always looked at me with rancor and contempt. Over time I learned not to take it personally.



I wondered what they want from me. I could swear it's nothing good. Whenever I'm called into his presence, it's to be accused of something I haven't done, or to be punished for the same thing.



Something he doesn't care about, nor does he even investigate. He only believes the Countess, even if they are lies. He never bothers to investigate or ask. Even if he did, no one would support me, but what else can I do.



Right now, I am in front of the man who is supposed to be my father, Alejandro, Count Salvatierra, and beside him, my aunt and stepmother, Aranza Montiel. 



Count Salvatierra: I have summoned you to inform you of your forthcoming marriage.



Evelyn: For a moment I am stunned. What do you mean? What wedding! Did I hear wrong? I would never believe that he would have sought me out a suitor. After all, he despises me; surely I am imagining things.



Count Salvatierra: Are you listening to me or are you stupid? Are you so stupid that you don't understand me?



Countess Aranza: Girl, listen.  Don't play dumb and answer.



Evelyn: Like a wedding?  You mean it’s true?



Count Salvatierra: Prepare yourself, your fiance will arrive any moment, and upon his arrival the wedding will take place. 



Evelyn: Something is not right. So I ask, why me?  Perhaps you are mistaken and the marriage proposal is for Manuela?



Countess Salvatierra: You dare question our decision! You should be happy that at least you can get married.



Evelyn: And what about Manuela? Wouldn't it be better to marry her off first? After all, she is the beloved daughter of the Count and Countess Salvatierra.



Countess Aranza: You know who your fiance is, well, it’s the Dark Count. Now tell me, do you think I would allow my precious daughter to be the wife of a despicable man like him? A despicable man deserves a despicable woman. Don't you think you are perfect for him? After all, you are a bastard and a disgrace to this family.



Count Salvatierra: Enough, my dear. You don't need to explain yourself. She just has to obey and nothing else.



Evelyn: It is certainly what I expected; these people I have in front of me are the most despicable people that can exist in the world. Count, do you think the same?



Count Salvatierra: Why do you ask such nonsense? I have done enough by keeping you all this time, and it is time for you to do something for this family. After all, that's what bastards are for. Besides, I've had to put up with your presence on my land long enough.  As for the dowry, don't worry, it will be the same dowry that belonged to your mother.







Narrator: As Evelyn made her way back to her room, she thought about how to avoid the wedding.



She didn't agree. She didn't want to marry a stranger.



But what could she do?  Although, thinking about it carefully, maybe this was her chance to get away from this family that hated her and that she, in turn, hated.









  Chapter 6

  Julian Manuel Servando Rodriguez, Count of Veracruz: That is my name and title. The county of Veracruz is a land of fertile and warm lands near the sea. It's a county very rich in agricultural products, in the making of fabrics and also home to great artisans of all kinds.



I have been married once, engaged twice... or rather, three times counting this one, and soon I will be married for the second time.



My first fiancee died quite suspiciously. Many said she was murdered. The way she died was very cruel and violent, even though they, even though they did everything to make it look like an accident, my fiancee's body showed signs of torture.



My second fiancee, who became my wife, also died suspiciously. I wasn't married for very long. She, too, died under suspicious circumstances.



Before she met her end, she had several incidents in which she almost died, and by the time she lost her life, she was pregnant. She was going to give me a child, and although I didn't love her, I did love the child we were expecting.



My wife was also cruelly murdered. I began to suspect that someone hated me, enough to hurt innocent people just to make me suffer.



But as much as I investigated, I found nothing, no one, so I decided it was best not to go near any more women. I didn't want another woman to die because of me.



I never imagined getting married again, but now I'm on my way to pick up my fiancee and also to celebrate my second marriage.



At first I thought to refuse, but I knew it would be useless, as my godfather had already made the decision, and nothing would change his mind.



He thinks that what happened with the previous women who were associated with me were just coincidences and that it wouldn't happen again, and I seriously hope he's right.



To make sure nothing happens to my future wife, I've decided that she will be my wife in name only and will have my child, but I will not go near her. I will not allow myself to feel anything.



I must be indifferent to her. I am sure that only then can I ensure her safety.



Because I have realized that when I start to get interested in women, that's when they are in danger. I loved my fiancee and was going to marry her for love, and she was murdered.



My first wife, at first I felt nothing for her, but with time and living together, I began to feel something for her.



It was when I began to show interest in her that the attacks on her began. At first, I treated them as mere accidents, but after my wife's death, I began to put two and two together. I realized that everything was connected.



That's why I've decided that this time I'm going to stay away from my wife. I don't think it will be difficult. Anyway, I've already closed my heart. The death of my unborn child is what destroyed me.



The death of my child was what really made me realize that everyone I love will be hurt in the cruelest way, and that's why indifference is the best way to protect those close to me. It's the only way I can protect them.



It took me three and a half days to reach Salvatierra County. We arrived in the morning. I didn't plan to stay. I had sent a messenger to ask that everything be ready.



After the ceremony, I will go to my county. I have things to do and matters to attend to, and I can't, I can no longer be away from my lands.







Alejandro Salvatierra:  At the crack of dawn, a messenger arrived at the gates of the mansion with the news that the Dark Count was on his way.



And in about an hour and a half he would arrive and requested that the wedding ceremony take place as soon as possible. It seemed he planned not to stay, as he had business to attend to in his lands.



For a moment I felt remorse. What if Evelyn were my daughter, if I were sending her straight to her death?



But as soon as this thought entered my head, I dismissed it. She is not my daughter. She was nothing to me.



Finally, I could get rid of her, finally, I could forget her mother's deception, and that was for the best.



There would be nothing left in this house to remind me of that terrible betrayal. I hoped that with her departure, all the resentment I had would go away, that all this hatred I carry inside me would disappear with her.







Evelyn: Some maids entered my room and told me that they had to get me ready, that my fiance would be arriving shortly, and the wedding would be held afterwards, which is why I had to get ready as quickly as possible.



They didn't want to help me and had to obey because the Count himself had ordered them to.



They searched through my clothes but found nothing presentable. One of them came out quite angry as if it were my fault I had no clothes.



A short time later, she came in with a dress. When I saw it, I recognized it. It was one of my sister's dresses, which was silly, since my sister was smaller. She and I were not the same size. How could I possibly fit into something like that?



I honestly didn't understand, but they didn't care. They bathed me and dressed me in clothes that were too small for me everywhere. It felt like the dress was going to rip.



Even though it was tight on me everywhere, they didn't care, and after I was ready in clothes that didn't even let me breathe, we left for the chapel.



Time passed quickly, and before I knew it, I was at the altar saying my vows and then receiving a kiss to seal my marriage. All this time I was dazed and didn't even realize how it all happened.



Although, to be honest, my husband was quite handsome, even though he looked at me coldly and disinterestedly, but that doesn't worry me. I think that attitude is better than the looks of contempt I've always received here, besides, I barely know him, I can't judge him lightly.







Julian: We arrived at the mansion. It was very beautiful on the outside, but inside it was very ostentatious and very loaded.



I would say quite exaggerated, as if they wanted to show everyone that they had more than anyone else. When I saw the Countess and the way she was dressed, I understood that she was the one who had designed the house. Everything seems to suit its owner, I thought.



When I looked at my fiancee, I was paralyzed. My bride was very beautiful, with large, expressive eyes. Her eyes were a deep blue, like a clear, clean, and pure sky that, when you looked at them, seemed to fill you with peace but, at the same time, seemed to absorb you and not let you escape.



She really was very beautiful. She walked down the aisle alone. Her father didn't walk her down the aisle. He didn't even touch her, but that changed when I lifted the veil that covered her face. It seemed that he was more surprised than I was by the beauty of his own daughter. 







Manuela: When I found out that the bastard was getting married, I got angry. How is it possible that she could marry a Count, and not just any Count, but a rich one, very rich?



But when my mother explained to me who the man was and what was said about him, I was happy. He was perfect. I'm sure that with him, that bastard will suffer.



I know the truth about everything and I've always been worried that my dad would find out the truth.



The truth that only my mom and I know, a truth that would cost us everything we have, so it's better that that bastard goes away, and if that man can kill her, so much the better.



When I saw the Count of Veracruz, I thought he was very handsome, too bad he's the devil in person. Right now I'm glad I have a mother who will do anything to protect me, even take the lives of other people for me.



My father has always spoiled me. I hope he never finds out the truth, at least not the truth about me, and when Emily leaves, the risk of him finding out the truth about her will disappear. ...





  Chapter 7

  Alejandro Salvatierra: I felt my conscience was finally clear, in my house we would live peacefully with this wedding; the peace of mind of my wife Aranza and my daughter Manuela would be assured.


All these years we could not live in peace because of Evelyn's presence, yes, she behaved in a haughty and arrogant way, believing herself to be the princess of Salvatierra, but now she can have what she deserves.


Until now, I have taken care of providing her with everything, education, clothes, I never allowed her to lack anything.


I made sure to give her enough money so she could live peacefully here, but even so it was not enough for her, but with this wedding I would finally get a weight off my shoulders and I was happy, after all, she was nothing to me, she was not my daughter, she does not look anything like me.


Finally that bastard would stop being a nuisance, those were my thoughts.


As I watched the bride and groom in front of the altar I was impatient for her to leave and get off my land.


But with the priest's words all my tranquility collapsed.


You may kiss the bride - said the priest.


The husband lifted the veil to reveal the bride's face...


And when he lifted the veil, a beautiful face with white skin, a turned-up nose, a very pretty mouth and beautiful large, deep, dark blue eyes, clean as a clear sky, framed by black hair as black as a dark night, as black as a deep hole, were revealed; when I saw Evelyn's face my heart stopped.


It can't be: this is impossible: this can't be happening.


-This is impossible, I'm sure I'm imagining things.


Many thoughts crowd into my mind.


But her face, Evelyn's face, it can't be true.


That face, I approached unconsciously, I saw it; she wasn't wearing a gram of makeup, her lips weren't painted, her eyes, her eyelids were clean, her skin was clean, her face was real.


Evelyn was the spitting image of Alondra Villarreal Gonzalez, former Duchess of Salvatierra.


I knew that face very well, it was a face much loved by me, a sweet and peaceful face, a face that at night in my childhood kissed my forehead and spoke affectionate words to me.


It was the face of my mother, Evelyn was the spitting image of my mother, like two drops of water.


But that couldn't be, it was impossible, because if Evelyn is the spitting image of my mother, it only means one thing and that can't be true because then it would mean...


That all these years I was wrong, that my beloved Amelia never betrayed me, she never broke her promise, that Evelyn is my daughter.


If Evelyn is my daughter!!!


When this truth dawned on me, I remembered each and every one of the abuses I had inflicted on her.


The times I yelled at her, insulted her and the time I
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