
  
    Forced to Marry a Stranger for Money

  

  Chapter 2

  Lightning illuminated the entire sky as if it were a fireworks display, it was raining torrentially as a result of the terrible storm that was raging that night, it was a very large and passable city, however, that night there was only one person outside, Sofia ran desperately under the storm, anyone who saw her would think she was completely crazy to go out in such a storm, but she didn't care, she was only interested in the health of her little daughter who had been hospitalized again a few hours earlier.



The girl stopped dejectedly in front of the huge white bars, took a breath and wiped her wet face a little with the sleeves of her soaked jacket, she wondered if she was doing the right thing in returning to her house, but despite the fact that her father had kicked her out when her pregnancy was revealed, at this moment she was willing to do anything for her daughter.



She rang the bell with trembling hands, she was afraid, her father was a despicable man, but even so she had the hope that the man would keep at least a little compassion in his heart.



A few minutes passed which seemed like years to the young woman when a gray-haired man of about seventy years old appeared at the door with a black umbrella covering him from the rain.



"Miss Zambrano, but what are you doing here?" "asked the man surprised to see the girl in the rain, he never thought he would see her again not after the way she left the mansion."



"Victor, I want to see my father, let me in" asked the young woman desperately when she saw that the man had no intention of opening the gate.



"I'm afraid I can't let you in, your family doesn't want to see you again, for them you no longer exist, suffice it to say that they have burned all your things, your photos and when someone asks about you they say that you died in a terrible accident, I'm very sorry, Miss Zambrano, you know that I have a lot of affection for you, but at this moment my loyalty is with your family, they are the ones who pay my salary."



"Victor, please it's very important, I won't leave until they receive me."



"I can't let you pass and if you keep insisting I will have to call the police."



The girl frowned annoyed, she had always thought that Victor was an adorable butler, but now that he was showing his true face she wanted to scream at him, but at this moment she didn't have time for that, Sofia grabbed the gate tightly and began to scream like a madwoman, she screamed so much, but so much that the whole family came out to see what was happening.



"I finally managed to get their attention" thought the girl when she saw her father coming out followed by the others.



"But what is happening here? Why so much screaming?" "asked the imposing man angrily."



Carlos Zambrano a man of about fifty years old, hair neatly combed back, green eyes, tall, with a coldness that could freeze even hell itself, owner of a chain of hotels and supermarkets, a man who only cares about money and nothing else, looked at the girl with all the hatred in the world.



"You damn immoral brat how dare you come to this mansion after the humiliation you have put the family through?" "asked the man clenching his fists."



"Please I need you to help me!! What happened six years ago has an explanation please dad I ask you for five minutes of your time to listen to me."



"Not even five seconds I would listen to you, for this family you are dead get out" spat the man with hatred.



"Carlos please let her in I think that despite all the bad things Sofia did she is still our daughter don't you think?" "asked Serena his wife."



"Daughter? I only have one son and nothing else, this one is not my daughter."



"My brother is right I don't know how you have the face to come and bother us after what you have done, indecent if you were my daughter I would have already corrected you with whippings" spoke Lorena Carlos's sister.



"Thank heavens I don't have such an ugly and opportunistic mother like you who lives off your brother's money because you are nobody" the woman put her hand to her chest pretending pain.



"My God, but you have become more vulgar than you were before, you don't deserve to bear the Zambrano surname, you are not worthy of it" said the offended woman while the young woman shrugged her shoulders paying no attention to what her aunt said.



It was no secret that Lorena Zambrano was a witch disguised as a little lamb, she had never loved her niece, she had always wished that her daughters had at least some of Sofia's beauty, Lorena was a widowed woman who upon the death of her husband was left in complete misery if it weren't for her brother Carlos who took her and her daughters to live in the great mansion they would live under a bridge.



Lorena always took attributions that did not correspond to her and even to a certain point she managed to make her daughters have more rights in the mansion than Carlos's own daughter.



"Leave me alone with her" said Carlos looking at the others.



"Dad she doesn't deserve it let's go inside soon they will serve the food" mentioned Gabriel Sofia's older brother.



"Gabrielito is right brother don't waste your valuable time with this shameless bad immoral daughter."



"Hey aunt if I am all that then what are your little daughters?" "asked the young woman tired of the humiliations of her aunt Lorena."



"Despicable brat I will not allow you to disrespect my precious girls" the woman tried to open the gate to hit the young woman, but her brother prevented her.



"Lorena please go inside."



Reluctantly they all left leaving Sofia alone with her father.



"Dad please I need money to pay for my daughter's hospital please help me I beg you"



"After the humiliation you made us go through in front of such a distinguished family as the Marques you have the face to come and ask for money for your bastard daughter? You are more stupid than I thought."



But I am willing to forgive your offense and allow you to return to the mansion and enjoy your queen life and if you do what I tell you.



"I will do anything if you help me save my daughter" said the girl desperately and the man let out a sarcastic laugh.



"I would never pay a penny for the life of that bastard who knows who is the daughter of, for me let her die..."



"You are a monster how can you talk like that about your granddaughter? She carries your blood."



"Unfortunately but I will never consider her my granddaughter, I offer you a wonderful deal, Adela and Hugo want to adopt a boy or girl, give them your bastard and return to the mansion you could go back to study, wear jewelry, designer clothes and travel the world."



They I am sure would pay all the medical treatments that the brat needs and I could get a good match for you one that makes us richer than we already are.



"Isn't that you have told everyone that I have died in a terrible accident?"



"We can fix it, I would say that miraculously you were saved and were in a coma in some hospital and no one knew your last name or something similar" the girl let out a loud laugh.



"You are insane! I would never lend myself to your dirty game you have never seen me as your daughter for you I was always a thing to be able to get the best out of nothing else, I would never abandon my daughter for all the gold in the world."



"Well then go putting on a black dress because I do not plan to give you a penny to save your daughter."



"I hate you, I hate you, your sister, your nieces and your perfect little son you are all damn people who will one day pay me" shouted the girl before being pushed by her progenitor into a puddle of water.



Then the man shook his hands with disgust and re-entered the mansion as if the one he had just left lying on the ground was not his daughter.



Sofia got up with pain, looked one last time at the immense mansion and swearing that one day she would take revenge on everyone she left sobbing to the hospital where her daughter is hospitalized.





  Chapter 3

  Sofia 



"Doctor, please, tell me how my daughter is?" "asked the young mother, on the verge of a nervous breakdown, she had been waiting for more than two hours to know about her little girl's health."



"Miss Zambrano, I'm not going to lie to you, the girl is still in a delicate condition. We were able to stop the nosebleed, but she still has a high fever. We will leave her in the ICU for tonight and tomorrow we will re-evaluate her situation. But I must warn you that if you don't pay last month's bills, we won't be able to continue caring for the girl here, I'm really sorry" said the doctor very apologetically before leaving.



The girl fell to the ground crying. Her little girl had been sick almost all month, so she hadn't been able to work and the little money she had saved had been spent on food and medicine for her little one. She hugged herself and continued crying, not knowing what to do. She had no family since the only one she had had turned her back on her when she got pregnant, no friends either, nor anyone to turn to. At this moment she felt desperate, she didn't understand why life had been so keen on hurting her so much, when she was just a twenty-four-year-old girl wanting to be happy with her little girl.



Sofia got up immediately and walked to one of the bathrooms and washed her face with cold water, then she looked in the mirror and said motivating words to herself. She had to stay strong for her little girl, she couldn't show weakness, her daughter needed her strong.



She spent the whole night sitting in the waiting room with her old rosary in her hands. An old woman had given it to her when Sofia was going through another very distressing moment in her life. She had gone to ask for mercy at the church and suddenly that old woman appeared and out of nowhere approached her and gave it to her. Since that moment, Sofia has not let go of it.



"Miss, why don't you go rest or eat something for a while? I'll let you know if anything happens" offered a nurse, she felt sorry for the poor mother who had been sitting for hours without moving from the waiting room.



All the hospital staff knew about Sofia and her little girl's case, they felt very sorry for both of them. More than once they had done some fundraising in the hospital to help her pay the bills. Sofia looked so fragile and helpless that she could move anyone.



"Thank you very much, but I'm fine, when will I be able to see my daughter?" "asked the girl with a tired voice."



"You won't be able to see her until noon."



"I understand, thank you" Sofia gave the nurse a sincere smile, who gave her a light pat on the back before leaving.



Sofia walked to the coffee machine and poured herself one, at least that was free. She didn't have the money to afford to pay for one. While she drank the coffee, she remembered her luxurious life before getting pregnant and being thrown out of her house like trash.



"Miss Zambrano" the voice of the hospital's administrative secretary took her out of her thoughts.



"Yes?" she asked, jumping so quickly that she ended up spilling almost all the coffee on her blouse, at least it wasn't hot.



"Come with me, please, the director wants to talk to you."



The girl nodded and silently followed the elegant woman who wore expensive clothes and sported precious jewels like the ones Sofia once had.



She was led to an office quite far from the other areas. Upon entering, she could see the director Matias Torres, who was reviewing some papers. The man was tall, very tall, really living up to his last name. He was about fifty-five years old, with a neatly trimmed beard, brown eyes, a Rolex that was worth as much as the money the girl needed at this moment and he wore his medical coat with the description of hospital director.



"Doctor.." "said the girl nervously, she didn't like the doctor's blatant way of looking at her."



"Sofia Zambrano, you have become quite a woman, you are a true beauty, the latent desire of any man" he said licking his lips. The girl instinctively took a step back.



"What do you want? Why did you call me? If it's about the debt, I swear I'm going to pay it."



"Relax, you're too young to stress so much, please sit down."



Reluctantly, the girl obeys.



"Look, this is how it is, your little one will no longer be able to continue her treatment here, we will give her an emergency discharge and" the doctor couldn't continue with his speech because the girl interrupted him desperately.



"No, they can't do that, they can't take away my daughter's medical help, she's sick, they can't leave her adrift, what you want to do is abandonment of a person, I promise you that as soon as I get money I will pay you every last penny I owe but please don't take away my daughter's medical attention" asked the girl crying.



"I'm sorry beautiful Sofi, but things are like that, but it's not just because of the money you owe that I'm forced to deny your daughter medical attention."



"And why else do you do it? Out of malice? For the simple reason that we are poor? Is my daughter's life worth less than that of those children who are the sons of politicians, lawyers or engineers? I never thought you were one of those who classify people by what they have, so much they have, so much they are worth."



"That's not it, Sofia, the real reason is that your father offered me a millionaire sum to literally let the girl die" says the director frankly and I had to hold on to the desk so I wouldn't fall, I knew my father was a very cruel being but not so damn in this way.



"So you are accepting a bribe, I should report you, I could make you lose your job or even a trial where I would win."



"Sofia, honey, I thought you were more intelligent, all your ideas will be truncated by your father, he will pay so that no one trusts you, all you have left is to take his daughter and take her to a quiet place to die, you have no option" he says so coldly that I would like to break something on his head.



"No matter what you say, I'm going to sue you. I'm going to let everyone know that you're a damn doctor who lets his patients die for money. I'm not going to stop until they take away your medical license and you go to jail" shouted the young woman, full of impotence.



"Sweetheart, whatever you do, you will never beat your father, don't forget that he and I are close friends and he will support me in everything so don't get your hopes up because you won't achieve anything, you will only remain as a crazy young woman who only wants to take money from me."



"You and my father will pay for this, I swear" I said before turning towards the door.



"I have a proposal that can help heal your daughter" he said and in my desperation for my daughter's health it made me stop abruptly and turn to see him.



"I'm listening" I say and he smiles maliciously. I think I shouldn't have stayed.



"Look, I'm going to be honest with you, you seem like a very pretty and extremely sensual girl to me, whom I would love to have under me screaming with pleasure, be my lover and I will pay all your daughter's medical expenses and I will help you with your father, I'm giving you the best solution to your life, you just have to be my whore."



I can't explain the courage I felt at that moment. How can a man who has seen me grow up, since he and my father are close friends, offer me something like that? It was disgusting, I would never behave like a prostitute, I have dignity and values, I will find another way to save my little girl.



Without saying anything, I walked coquettishly to where he was sitting. Seeing my intention, he smiled satisfied and stood up, adjusting his disgusting package inside his pants. I wanted to vomit, but I continued with my plan. I got to him and with a smile I wrapped my arms around his neck, the very degenerate wanted to kiss me, but at that moment with all the strength I had, I raised my right knee and gave him the blow of his life in his crotch. The disgusting doctor fell to the ground on his knees and I smiled satisfied.



"You are a disgusting man, I would never sleep with you."



"Well, then say goodbye to your beautiful little daughter" he said between gasps of pain.



I left that office in a fury, I felt totally destroyed emotionally, I didn't understand why life was so keen on hurting me so much if I have never killed a fly...





  Chapter 4

  Sofia



I ran to the nearest bathroom and washed my face with cold water, I needed to find a solution urgently, I had heard of some places that buy blood, I have always been a very healthy and athletic girl, before I got pregnant I used to run kilometers, I was a national champion in rhythmic gymnastics and a very good swimmer, maybe I could sell some of my blood and pay the doctors to take care of my princess, I should go find out as soon as possible, but first I wanted to go see how my girl is doing.



I left the bathroom and went up the two floors by stairs, when I arrived at the intensive care area I found the door open, I entered immediately finding a horrible situation, two doctors or nurses, the truth is that with the tiredness and headache I had at this moment I could no longer distinguish them well, they were in the room removing all the devices that my daughter had on.



"What do you think you're doing? Leave her alone" I said angrily, trying to push one of them away from my girl.



"Madam, first of all calm down" one of the nurses or doctors ordered me, the other didn't even register me and continued with her thing.



"What are you doing? Why are you doing this to her?"



"Mrs. Zambrano, I repeat, I am very sorry, believe me I am very sorry, but we have orders to give your daughter a mandatory discharge, she can no longer stay here, we are going to apply an injection that will make her wake up in a matter of a few minutes or a maximum of half an hour and then you must take her away" I got a lump in my throat when I heard that.



"But is she going to be okay?" I asked with tears in my eyes.



"She is going to be fine, she is a strong girl, the danger has passed as long as she doesn't have a fever again, we will give her some analgesics and something to keep her temperature down, but we recommend that you take her to a specialist as soon as possible" the other woman who had ignored me until recently finally spoke to me, I managed to read the name Elena Vera in her coat pocket and that she was a pediatrician.



"Please we need you to wait outside" the other nurse asked me.



"No, please I want to be with my daughter" I begged them.



"Madam, don't be stubborn, it will only be a few minutes, then you can be with your daughter as long as you want."



Reluctantly I left the room, once in the hallway I leaned against the wall and let myself fall to the floor crying uncontrollably, I felt so tired, only God knew how I had struggled during these years to raise my little one alone.



I was lost in my misery when a white handkerchief appeared before my eyes, followed by a hand that encouraged me to stand up, I looked up and with my eyes still blurred by tears I saw a very handsome but older man standing in front of me with his hand extended to help me stand up.



I took it and got up quickly, standing up I could see the man better, he seemed to be over fifty years old that was for sure, he was wearing a very expensive suit of those that my father has by the dozens, I observed him carefully, everything in this man screamed money and power.



"A young woman as beautiful as you shouldn't be crying" he said with a smile that instead of making me nervous or uncomfortable gave me peace?



"I have my reasons" I replied while wiping away my tears.



"I am Mr. Romagnoli and I have an offer for you that could solve all your financial problems" he said and I looked at him confused, who was this name and what kind of proposal did he have for me? I just hoped it wasn't another indecent proposal or no matter how powerful he seemed I was going to break his nose.



"What kind of proposal? I'm not a harlot, if you dare to" my words were left in the air when the man raised his hand somewhat annoyed and made me shut up.



"Very beautiful but you don't let your elders speak, you should be more silent" he said looking at the time on his very expensive watch "So that you can rest assured I am not one of those men, you could be my daughter, besides I am happily married" he said giving me peace of mind.



"I don't understand who you are and what you want?" I asked somewhat impatiently.



"Look I'm going to be honest with you, some time ago I saw you and you seemed like a very beautiful girl, I investigated you and from what I've learned you are a woman with values, hardworking, educated, excellent mother, the perfect daughter-in-law that any parents want for their children" he said and I looked at him begging him not to postpone what he was thinking.



"I'll be quick because my time is very valuable, I have a somewhat rebellious son who needs to settle down, I want to propose that you marry him and help him be a better man to find his way again and in return I will take care of your girl and all your problems" he said just like that, I let out a small laugh that echoed throughout the hallway.



"You're crazy, sir, you better leave."



"Silly girl, I'm offering you paradise for you and your daughter, just because I'm a good man I'll let you think about it for a bit, you have two days to give me a decision, don't think I'll wait long" he said giving me a card with his phone number, then he put on his sunglasses again and left as he came.



I stood there like an idiot watching the man leave, it never crossed my mind to live such a strange situation, what a strange man, after what happened when I got pregnant I swore I would never fall in love much less get married and this guy comes and pretends that I accept to marry a stranger? I may seem silly right now but I'm not, I would never commit such madness.



"Madam you can come in now" the nurse tells me taking me out of my thoughts.



I run into the room finding my little one already awake, her eyes are teary and she looks somewhat pale.



"Hello my love, how are you feeling my little fairy?" I ask stroking her cheek.



"I feel good mommy don't cry" she says hugging me tightly when she sees that I am about to burst into tears.



"No my love mommy doesn't cry."



"Can we go home now? I don't want to be here" says my little one making a cute and tender pout.



"Yes my love come let's get dressed" I tell my girl, I dress her, I fix her blonde hair a little and then I take her in my arms to leave the room.



At the reception I meet the nurses and some doctors who come to say goodbye and give my girl a color palette, I turn around feeling observed and I see the degenerate director of the hospital looking at me lewdly, he smiles at me in a sinister way and locks himself again in a room, I force myself to smile and thank all the nurses and doctors for having taken care of my daughter so well and then we leave.



I don't have money to take a taxi so I have to walk a block with my girl in my arms to the bus stop, I take out my card and pray that it doesn't come so full, otherwise I will have to travel standing with my princess in my arms.



I signal the bus when I see it approaching, I shake my head when I see that it is full, thank God a young man gave me his seat, nowadays these actions are not so frequent, many times I had to travel standing even pregnant, people are increasingly losing empathy, many times they don't even give their seat to the elderly or blind people.



The trip was twenty minutes, Luna had fallen asleep so I carried her the two blocks that were left from the bus stop to my little house, I couldn't wait to arrive and be able to take a bath with warm water, I felt so exhausted that there was not a single muscle in my little body that didn't hurt, to my bad luck the problems didn't end here, when entering and wanting to turn on the light I found that they had cut it off for delaying the payment, really I was pissed on by a decent of elephants, I didn't know whether to bathe with rue or holy water.



💮💮💮💮💮



Luna



💮💮💮💮💮



Sofia





  Chapter 5

  Meanwhile, elsewhere, Facundo Romagnoli arrived at his mansion at noon completely drunk and with a black eye. Upon entering, he snorted annoyed to see his father waiting for him at the bottom of the stairs.



"To my office now!" the man ordered, clearly annoyed and tired of his youngest son's bad attitude.



"Not now, I want to sleep, maybe later or tomorrow," said the young man carelessly, ignoring his father.



But when he was about to climb the first step of the stairs, a strong tug stopped him.



"When I say now, it's now... Facundo, you have five seconds to move your ass to my office."



"Leave me alone, I want to sleep."



"I SAID NOW!" Eduardo shouted so loudly that even the pictures moved. His shout even sobered his son up.



He reluctantly walked to his father's office, who looked furious, took a seat, and waited for his father to speak.



"I'm fed up, I'm really fed up with your terrible attitude, Facundo. You've become a real embarrassment to this family. Everyone is talking about the Romagnoli heir, and they're not good words. They're talking about the shit you've become, and I'm not going to keep listening to so much garbage, or keep seeing your mother cry over the damage you do to yourself every day, or keep letting you continue to destroy your life."



"I don't give a damn what the stupid, lifeless people say who live so miserably that they need to criticize others to feel a little less like shit. And Mom? Mom has been crying since what happened years ago, don't try to blame me for her depression." A strong blow to the young man's face silenced him.



"Don't you dare talk about your mother like that, you damn wretch! We've given you everything since you were born, you've never lacked anything, but no more, Facundo. Either you change, or you leave this house with nothing. I'll take away all my support and money, I won't leave you a single bill to buy even a piece of bread."



"And I'm supposed to be afraid of that? You're not going to give me orders on what I have to do, I'm already twenty-five years old."



"But you still behave as if you were five. I'm tired of the parade of prostitutes every morning, tired of all my partners, friends, and even the servants of this mansion talking about your bad behavior. We are the laughingstock of the whole world because of your misconduct, and I'm not willing to put up with any more of your stupidity. Very soon you will have to take my place in the company, and how do you think my partners will take it? Of course, they won't accept it because you are an irresponsible person who only thinks about fucking and doing drugs. You can't go on like this, you are destroying your life all by yourself, and I'm not going to just stand by and watch you kill yourself slowly." The man slammed the desk hard, he was really tired of his son's bad behavior, but at the same time, it hurt him too much to see how he was killing himself slowly day by day. He was willing to do whatever it took to help him get back on track and become the sweet and polite boy he once was.



The young man let out a loud laugh; it was very obvious that he didn't care what his father was saying.



"And what are you planning to do? Enlighten me with your great ideas, father?" he said mockingly.



Facundo Romagnoli used to be the most kind, polite, and responsible young man in his entire group of friends. He was an excellent son, but everything changed that night, which not only affected him, but that didn't seem to matter to him since from that night the sweet and responsible young man died to give way to a rude, womanizing, irresponsible, bitter young man, where his days begin and end in parties where there is only alcohol, drugs, and sex.



Facundo comes from one of the wealthiest families in the country. His father, Eduardo Romagnoli, is considered the second richest and most powerful man in the entire country, while his mother, Evelyn de Romagnoli, was one of the best wedding organizers in the world. She used to be hired by women of great power and even organized the president's wedding. Despite having a lot of money, power, elegance, and social status, she never changed her way of being. She used to be a sweet, charitable, and cheerful woman, but all that changed when that terrible tragedy happened. Since then, Evelyn fell into a great depression, leaving the dead in life. Not only did she never work again, but she also never managed to go out on the street again, suffering from agoraphobia. No matter how many specialists her husband hired, nothing managed to cure her.



"You're getting married!! It's time you think like a mature adult man!!"



"You must be crazy if you think I'll do that!! This must be a joke. Where are the cameras? Because only if it were a joke would you say such nonsense," said the young man, and what followed was a terrible blow to his face; his father had hit him again.



"Talk to me with more respect, because even if it bothers you, I'm your father and you owe me respect!!" the man was really furious; his son seemed to have no solution. But he would not give up, he was going to do whatever it took to get his son back, the good and polite boy he was before that terrible night.



"I'm going to sleep, my head hurts, let no one bother me until tomorrow, I want to sleep."



"If you dare to leave and leave me talking alone, you're going to regret it, Facundo Romagnoli!!"



"Oh, look how I'm shaking," the young man mocked and left the office without caring what his father had said.



Before going to his room, the boy went to the bar they had in the incredible mansion and took a bottle of vodka, went up the stairs drinking from the spout of the bottle, and by the time he got to his room, the whole bottle had been emptied. He threw it against the wall, causing it to shatter into a thousand pieces, and then locked himself in his room like every day...



💮💮💮💮💮💮



Facundo 





  Chapter 6

  Sofia 



After putting Luna to bed, I went for a glass of water and a pill for the terrible headache I had. I was about to bring the glass to my mouth when someone knocked on the door. That caught my attention since no one but the man who collected the rent for the small house ever came by. I didn't have any friends. After what happened, I understood that friendship didn't exist; they only use you for your social status and nothing more. After my father kicked me out of the grand mansion, they all refused to speak to me. Poor idiots.



I looked out the window and almost choked on the pill I was taking. I spat everything out, including the water, when I saw who was on the other side of the door. My mother was clutching her designer handbag tightly while looking around with terror. I didn't know if she was scared of the bad neighborhood I lived in or that someone would see her and tell my father.



She was alone, without the chauffeur or bodyguards. I didn't understand how she found me or how she managed to get here alone.



Reluctantly, I opened the door. She looked at me for a few seconds before taking off the sunglasses that covered almost her entire face.



"What are you doing here?" I asked, annoyed. It seemed a bit late to remember she had a daughter.



"I, I came to bring you this," she said, taking an envelope of money out of her purse.



I looked at her, not understanding what she was trying to do. After so many years, was she coming to my house as if nothing had happened to bring me money? I wasn't going to accept it, not after all the damage they had done to me. As much as I needed it, I also had dignity.



"I don't want your charity," I said and tried to close the door, but Ana Lucia, my dear and distinguished mother, prevented it.



"Don't be proud, Sofia. We both know you need it. I don't know how you can be living in this pigsty," she said with a disgusted expression. "You're my daughter, and even though you failed us in that way, I want to help you. Please take the money."



"I failed you? You as parents failed me. You kicked me out onto the street like a dog without even listening to me, you mistreated and abandoned me when I needed you most, and I'm the proud one? As far as I'm concerned, you don't exist anymore. After tonight, I understood that I don't have parents. You died for me."



"What did you expect your father to do if you made him look so bad in front of his partner and best friend? Everything had been said for years. You would finish high school, go to study in London, and upon your return, you would marry the youngest of the Marques, but you ruined everything."



"You know what, Ana Lucia, I don't intend to keep talking about this with you. It's clear that you're always going to defend your husband. I don't know why you do it when we both know he doesn't deserve your loyalty, but that's not my problem anymore." I closed the door and leaned against it, letting out all the air my lungs had been holding. I looked out the window and could see how the woman who was my mother got into her high-end car and drove away.



Ana Lucia de Zambrano is a supremely beautiful woman, tall, blonde with blue eyes just like mine. At first glance, anyone could believe she's my older sister. Despite being almost fifty years old, she appears to be in her thirties, I suppose it's due to the dozen surgeries my father has forced her to have and the hundreds of beauty treatments she does daily. My mother studied architecture but never practiced since upon marrying him, he didn't let her work. According to my father, it's not well seen for a woman to work; that's what she has a husband for.



Half of the women admire her and wish to be like her, while the other half envies her to death. Everyone who sees her thinks she's the woman with the most perfect and happy life in the world, surrounded by luxuries, jewelry, servants, and the best designer clothes. But what they don't know is that Ana Lucia is the best actress in the world with the saddest life that can exist.



I still remember when I was a child hearing them argue for hours, and the next morning my mother would usually appear with dark glasses or countless bruises, always saying that she had slipped in the shower or bumped into some furniture. It was obvious that her husband inflicted those blows. Other times she couldn't even get out of bed for days, but still, she never left him...



"Mommy, what are you thinking about?" my little one asks, pulling me out of my thoughts.



"That soon everything will be alright and you will have everything you want, my love."



"I don't want anything expensive, Mommy. I just want you to be happy and not cry when you think I'm asleep," Luna says, leaving me in shock. Is this girl really six years old? My eyes fill with tears, and I can only lift her off the floor to hug her and cover her with kisses.



After making Luna something to eat with the little I had in the fridge and putting her to sleep, I sat down with the card that man gave me at the hospital, and after thinking about it for hours, I made a decision. For my daughter, I would do anything, even marry a stranger for money, so that she's well.



I picked up the phone, and with trembling hands, I dialed the number on the card.



After talking to that man, who seemed to be too happy with my decision, I lay down next to Luna, although I couldn't sleep all night thinking about whether I made the right decision or not...





  Chapter 7

  Facundo



I woke up with a terrible headache from the massive hangover I have. I should be used to it since I go out every night and always come back drunk. I fumbled all over the nightstand until I finally found the alarm clock, which read a quarter past five in the afternoon. I had slept a lot but not enough. I wanted to keep sleeping, but I was starving, so I got up and walked with my eyes closed to the bathroom, where, once naked, I let the ice-cold water fall on my body. It had been a crazy night, I had drunk more than usual, and I had also tried a new substance. Drugs and alcohol became my best friends after what happened; they are the only things that help me alleviate the great pain in my soul a little.



I stayed under the shower for a long time. Then, I got out and looked for something comfortable to wear. I went downstairs and found my mother sitting in the living room, lost in her thoughts. Sometimes, I think we've already lost her, that she'll never be the sweet, cheerful woman she was before what happened.



I approached her and kissed her on the cheek, which she didn't even notice because who knows where her mind is. It hurts to see her like this, which is why I try to stay as far away from her as possible, because I don't know what to do to see her well.



I shook my head and walked to the kitchen, where I found Priscila, one of the maids of this mansion.



"Priscila, please prepare me something to eat," I ask as I sit on one of the stools in the kitchen. She looks at me but doesn't move.



"Are you deaf? Prepare me something, I'm starving... NOW!!" I shout when I see she doesn't move.



"Young Facundo, I'm sorry, but I have strict orders from your father that if you want something, you have to do it yourself," says the silly maid, looking at her hands nervously.



"Excuse me? I'm your boss. How dare you talk to me like that? Hurry up and prepare me something to eat, I'm starving," I order again, but the silly girl remains motionless in her place.



"You will excuse me, young Facundo, but my boss is your father, not you, and I have very strict orders not to serve you anymore."



I feel like the vein in my neck is going to explode. How can my father forbid the servants to attend to me? And since when does the maid dare to talk to me this way?



"Priscila, please leave me alone with my son," my father's voice booms behind me.



"As you command, sir," says the traitor and leaves, leaving me alone with my father.



I turn to look at him furiously.



"Why the hell did you tell the maid not to attend to me?" I ask, and my father looks at me with a mocking smile on his face.



"I pay the salary of all the employees in this mansion to attend to me and your mother. If you want to be served, you'll have to pay them your share; if not, do it yourself. I wasn't kidding when I said your life as a king would end. If you want to be attended to, find a job and pay them yourself," my father says without removing the smile from his face while he chooses apples from a basket.



"You can't do this to me. I'm your son and I have the right..."



"The right to what? I don't intend to keep working to support lazy alcoholics and drug addicts, much less prostitutes. You spend all the money that has taken me years to earn on parties and whores, no more Facundo. From now on, if you want money, you'll have to find a job and work hard."



"You can't do this to me," I say, clearly annoyed.



"Of course, I can, that's why I'm your father and the owner of everything. If you want to continue enjoying your privileges, accept my proposal, get married, and I'll give you a good position in the company." I roll my eyes; here we go again with the marriage idiocy.



"Never!!" I say and then leave the kitchen.



"Then good luck with your new life as a poor man," I manage to hear my father say.



I decide not to make any more problems; I'd rather go eat at one of the luxurious restaurants I usually visit. I leave the mansion and shout when I see my new sports car isn't there.



"Alfonso!! Alfonso!!" I desperately call one of the security guards.



"Tell me, young Facundo."



"Where the hell is my car?" I ask, and he seems to think about whether to answer or not.



"Uh… Your car..." he says, scratching his neck nervously.



"Spit it out..."



"Your father ordered all your cars to be taken away," says the security guard, and I want to break something. My father is going too far. How can he do all this to me for the simple reason of not accepting a stupid marriage with a stranger who is surely a gold digger?



When I'm about to answer Alfonso, I hear a loud laugh behind me. I turn slowly to find my father with his hands in his pockets looking at me with amusement. Is he having fun with this whole situation? Bad father.



"What's wrong, son? Don't have anything to go get drunk in? There's one of your old bicycles from when you were a kid in the basement, maybe it'll help you."



"I don't understand how you can do this to me. I'm your sonnnn!!" I shout frustrated.



"Take me downtown," I order one of the guards.



I get into the truck, and in twenty minutes, I'm entering one of the finest restaurants in the city. I order the dish of the day and a bottle of wine, then I order dessert. I was very hungry, so I didn't leave even the crumbs on the table.



When I decide to leave, I call the waitress, who is gorgeous by the way, and ask for the bill.



When she comes back with what I have to pay, I hand her my credit card, and my face pales when I see that they swipe the card over and over, and the payment doesn't go through.



I start to sweat cold when the idea that my father has dared to take every last penny from my bank account comes to my mind.



He wouldn't be capable of going to these extremes, would he?



Shit, shit, and more shit, I shouldn't have gotten out of bed today.



"Excuse me, sir, we have swiped your credit card about ten times, but it seems you don't have a balance. Don't you have cash to pay your debt?" asks the clearly rushed manager of the restaurant, who hasn't stopped tapping her shoe heel against the marble floor.



"The truth is that if they call my father, this will be resolved in a matter of seconds, I'm Facundo Romagnoli, you shouldn't be wasting my time," I say mortified when I notice how the other diners start pointing at me with their dirty fingers.



"Alright, wait here," says the hateful woman and disappears behind a door to what I assume must be the office.



Five minutes later, she returns, and what she says almost causes me to have a heart attack.



"We spoke with your father, who made it very clear that he will not be responsible for your account, so you'll see how you pay us."



I blink several times, unable to believe what I'm hearing. I react when two gorillas stand next to me as if I were the worst of thieves. I can't believe I'm being treated this way, it's all my father's fault.



"I'll go to my house and come back with the money," I say, but when I want to take a step, the two gorillas block my way.



"Do I look like an idiot to you? Of course, I'm not going to allow that, either you pay us right now or I'll call the police and have you arrested, your father already told us to do whatever we want with you," says the manager.



This has to be a very bad joke, surely I'm still drunk and hallucinating, this can't be happening to me, not to Facundo Romagnoli.



"If you let me make a call, I can have someone lend me money," I say since, to my bad luck, I even left the phone in the mansion. I'm sure that if I ask my drinking buddies for a loan, they won't deny it to me.



"Enough, I'll call the police right now."



I start to get even more nervous. In the last year, I've already been arrested four times for street fights and for driving under the influence of substances. I can't go back to that disgusting place, and knowing my father, I'm sure he would even pay the cops to leave me there for a year.



It's then that, in a moment of desperation, I ask the most idiotic question in the world.



"Please, not the police, is there a possibility of paying the bill in another way?" The woman looks at the other employees and smiles maliciously.



An hour later, here I am with an apron and foam up to my ears washing a mountain of dishes, damn it, my life is shit and to top it off, I still have to mop the entire floor of the restaurant...



Definitely, I shouldn't have gotten out of my bed today, I'll have to accept that stupid marriage if I want to enjoy my life and money again.



💮💮💮💮💮💮





  Chapter 8

  Facundo 


"You look terrible, my father says as soon as he sees me walk through the door. He's sitting in the living room reading the newspaper."


"You're enjoying seeing me like this, aren't you?" I ask through gritted teeth.


"I'd enjoy it more if I saw you happy and turned into a real man."


"I'm fed up, I want you to give me my money back. Do you know how humiliating it was to have to wash dishes and floors in a restaurant? I'm the son of one of the most powerful men in the country, I'll never get over that."


"There are worse things, son, believe me" my father says, patting me on the shoulder before going to his bedroom.


I decide to do the same, I'm so tired that for the first time in years I'll sleep a night in my bed and not go out partying, if this was my father's idea, it worked great.


The next day I wake up and for the first time in a long time my head doesn't hurt, nor do I have nausea and vomiting, a day without a hangover feels great, I go down for breakfast and only mom is there.


"Good morning mom" I greet her.


"Oh my love, I didn't hear you arrive" she says while looking at her breakfast which she hasn't touched at all.


"You haven't taken a bite, how about we have breakfast together?"


"I'm sorry my love, but I think I'll go to sleep
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