
  
    The Ex-Husband I've Never Met Says He Loves Me

  

  Chapter 1

  My name is Emily Miller Bastos.



I have been married to the Bastos family for almost two years through a marriage contract.



I say this because I have never met my husband, I know that his father handles everything.



This is my husband's father, Augusto Bastos.



He is kind, and has always treated me like a daughter.



I have silly thoughts that I think I married the father, lol, because in the marriage certificate, the name is Augusto Basto Filho (Son).



But since I never met the groom, what saves it is the word Filho (Son), which changes something, because the son's name is the same as the father's.



Well, today I am happy because there are only ten days left until the end of this marriage contract, and I am anxious for it to end soon, I will visit my mother, and live there with her, in France, at least that is my greatest wish.



I already sold the house that belonged to my father, which he had left to me, I also sold the cars, and kept the money, because here I have a driver, security wherever I go.



And Mr. Augusto gave me an unlimited card, but I don't use it, it is kept the way he gave it to me.



I got a job at a company, and I'm in the board area, I'm the financing director.



It was the only thing I asked Mr. Augusto, he accepted on the condition that I would go with security and the driver, I accepted, and here I am, working hard.



I got up, did my morning hygiene, and got ready to go to work, we will have a business dinner, and I will have to participate, it is an American group, that is coming to invest.



I went down the stairs, the table was set for only one place, I thought, today is another day that I am here in this huge house, alone, having my breakfast, and if it weren't for the employees, who I became friends with, and being able to go to work, I would go crazy.



They say I'm married, but I think I'm a widow of a living husband. Lol.



What to do, the way is to laugh so you don't cry, good thing there is little left.



I finished breakfast and went to work, as I do daily since I entered this house.



Well, I'm going to talk about how I got into this marriage story, how I ended up here with a marriage contract, in my hands.



It started when my mother married a widower too, his name is Luis Roberto Gomes, his wife had passed away two years ago, he is fifty years old, and he ended up meeting her, and getting married.



My mother was widowed five years ago, my father died of a heart attack, and left a pension and a beautiful house for us, he was a public servant, we lived well.



At the time I was seventeen years old, I suffered a lot with his loss, but life goes on, I finished high school, I started college in business administration, I focused on studying, to forget the pain of losing my father.



At the time, I was twenty-two years old, and I had already finished my business administration degree.



And my mother's marriage, in the beginning, they lived well.



This is my mother: Telma Lins Gomes, she was forty-eight years old.



This is my stepfather, Luis Roberto Gomes.



Although she wouldn't let me go live alone in the house my father left us.



I didn't interfere, it was she who chose him, this man, I never saw him assault my mother, but he offended her with words, but a few months ago, he started a different treatment.



He and his daughter, who barely looked at me, started to change, I found it strange, but those two were fickle, I tried not to care and take care of my life.



My mother started going out to dinner with him, even to the movies they went, he gave her a bouquet of flowers a few times.



He said he wanted me to start using his name as a daughter, so he would leave me with some shares in the company, and I would be treated as a daughter.



I talked and said no, and I didn't agree to remove the name of my father, which was the last name Miller, and I will continue to honor him.



He agreed, but said, then I need you to sign this health plan document, and your mother has already signed it, I don't want to miss out and you and she are left without a good agreement.



I signed it, and I didn't even read a letter, I just signed it, and my mistake began.



When I moved into Mr. Luis' house, I found out that his daughter was going to get married as soon as she turned twenty, due to a contract signed (five) years ago, when he was with the company about to go bankrupt.



The Bastos family lent the money, on the condition of a marriage of the children, and twenty percent of the company.



Everything was signed, and it had already been four and a half years, soon the wedding would take place.



This is Andressa Gomes, my stepfather's daughter.



The company started to grow again, with the money invested, and everything was going well, until a few months ago I heard that the groom has health problems and is said to be deformed, where my stepfather's daughter no longer wanted to get married.



But I would, and I would have no way out of this marriage.



My stepfather's daughter's name was Andressa Gomes, it was one day before the wedding, I was off, I got up, did my morning hygiene, put on sweatpants and a T-shirt, and left the room.



When I noticed my stepfather dragging two suitcases out of Andressa's room, she was gone, at least I hadn't been in three days.



Soon my mother was in her room, I went to call her to have breakfast with me.



It was difficult to spend time with her, but since Mr. Luis had left, I went to see her.



I called her, she told me to come in, asked me to sit down, I did as she asked, and she asked me a question.



Telma: Ari, did you sign any papers that Luis asked for?



Ariane: Yes, Mom, what's the problem, he said it was a health insurance contract, why, and why are you crying?



Telma: I'm crying because you signed a contract assuming Andressa's place, getting married tomorrow, daughter.



I already called the lawyer who was a friend of your father's, he said if there is any way to prove that you were coerced into signing, but it will still be difficult.



I have also filed for divorce, I am not going to stay married to a man who set a trap for my daughter.



Dayana: Mom, I don't believe this, he fooled me, Mom, and now what do I do, I started to cry, right away, I wiped my tears and said:



It was my fault, I signed without reading, I shouldn't have trusted him.



Did he sign the divorce or not?



Telma: He said he'll sign after the wedding.



Ariane: No, he won't fool us again, Mom, where is the divorce paper, and the copy of the marriage contract, get it so I can read it.



Telma: Yes, it's here.



Dayana: I took it, I read everything, I had an idea of all the requirements of the contract, as I had already signed.



I said, Mom, let's get all our things and put them in the car as quickly as possible, and go to Dad's house.



Take your passport, and a suitcase and go to France, and we can't waste time.



We packed everything quickly, put everything in the car, and went to the house my father had left us.



We arrived there, I left my mother's car in the garage, and we took my things, as quickly as possible.



I took her to the airport, bought two tickets, the first to the (United) States and one to France, and my mother boarded for France, I gave her the money from my pension.



Which I received from my father until I was twenty-one and didn't touch, I passed everything on to her, and made it clear that once the contract, which will be two years, is over, I will go live with her, and that she shouldn't worry that I would be fine.



I will never let this man cheat again, because after I'm married, he's going to use my mother to get money from the Bastos, but it's not going to happen.



  Chapter 2

  I went home, packed my mother's things to send to her later, and left my things organized because tomorrow I'm getting married to Mr. Bastos.



I put everything I had in my car and left it in the garage.



I took my mother's car and went to Luis's house to talk to him and settle this matter.



Upon arriving, I entered and saw him with a glass of whiskey in his hand. I took the opportunity and spoke:



"My mother said that I will get married tomorrow, and I will agree to be the substitute bride on one condition."



Luis: He turned to me and asked, "And what condition would that be?"



Dayana: "Sign this divorce petition from my mother right now, which will happen, you know I have everything ready to run away.



And I know you have a lot to lose because if I don't show up tomorrow, you will have to live on the street with your beautiful daughter due to the fine you will have to pay, so what do you think?"



Luis: "And what's the guarantee that you won't run away tomorrow?"



Dayana: "I give you my word. I'm not like your daughter who ran away and didn't help you.



Well, I don't think it was an escape; it was all planned by the two of you, but that's beside the point now."



Luis: "Give me those papers; I'll sign. But if you don't show up tomorrow, I'll find you even if it's at the end of the world, and I'll finish you off, and then I'll go after your mother."



Dayana: "I handed him the papers, he signed. I said, 'It won't be necessary, I need you at two o'clock in front of the registry office, as the party has been canceled.'"



He asked where his mother was, and I replied, "If you tell me where your daughter is, I'll tell you where my mother is."



I was at the door when I heard the sound of a glass breaking right by the door. He was furious that he would no longer be able to use my mother to get money from the Bastos family.



I heard that the company is going through difficulties again because the Bastos family sold their shares, and some contracts were canceled after they left.



He thought of using me and my mother, and now he is lost and doesn't know what to do.



But it's not my fault he's a bad manager.



I left that house as fast as I could and went to the office of the lawyer my mother had hired for the divorce. I delivered the signed papers. The lawyer said everything would be resolved in five days.



And he said that everything was signed, so she wouldn't need to come; he would take care of everything from here.



I agreed and went to work and quit. I went back home and ordered food, which I ate because it was already past four in the afternoon, and I hadn't eaten anything yet.



After eating, I lay down on my bed and fell asleep from exhaustion.



I woke up; it was almost three in the morning. I got up and thought: 'Well, let me go have a coffee at the nearest coffee shop and order lunch.'



After all, I'm getting married today. I got up, did my morning hygiene routine, put on a dress that I had set aside to wear in the morning, and went out to a coffee shop where I had a strong coffee and ate toast with butter.



I ended up crying, clinging to the pillow, not knowing what to do. I knew I couldn't go back, and now I was the one facing this situation alone. I said to that empty room, Dad, if you hadn't died, I wouldn't have to go through this.



Crying there, I ended up falling asleep.



Suddenly my cell phone went off, I woke up and it was already ten o'clock. I got up and thought: well, let me go have a coffee at the nearest cafe and order myself some lunch.



After all, I'm getting married today. I got up, did my morning hygiene, put on a dress that I had set aside to wear in the morning, went out and went to a cafe, where I had a strong coffee and ate some toast with butter on the grill.



I went back, showered, ordered lunch, ate, went to my room, brushed my teeth, put on light makeup, a dress, and fixed my hair.



After getting ready, I took the dirty clothes and towels and the other things I used yesterday and today, put them in a bag, and stored it in my car.



It was already 1:30 p.m. I got in the car and headed towards the registry office. I arrived five minutes to two. I went in and saw Mr. Luis, his lawyer, and the Bastos family lawyer.



And Mr. Luis began to breathe heavily, letting out air. We went into the room, I signed the papers, the Bastos family lawyer took the stamp and stamped it, then signed. Mr. Luis' lawyer signed as well, and everything was settled.



We left the registry office; the lawyer asked me to follow him in my car. We said goodbye to Mr. Luis, and off we went.



  Chapter 3

  Upon arriving at a place with an enormous iron gate, we stopped where the security guard instructed us to.



The lawyer went ahead and stopped further on, got out of the car, and walked towards us.



The security guard addressed me and noted down my car’s license plate number, my name, and identification.



The lawyer reached the security guard and said, "This is the lady from the Bastos family, entering today. She is Mr. Augusto Bastos Junior's wife."



The guard nodded and granted me entry, apologizing.



It was a beautiful mansion, but it gave an impression of solitude, and I was going to live there for two years.



We stopped in front, and the lawyer waited for me to get out. He said that for the time being, only the staff would be in the house, that he would introduce me to everyone, and that this was a good place.



I thanked him, and we headed towards a large door, where we were greeted by an elderly gentleman who introduced himself as the butler of the Bastos family. The lawyer introduced me as Mrs. Bastos Junior.



I greeted him, shaking his hand and smiling. He smiled back, and I said, "It is a pleasure to meet you."



Further ahead, there were four more employees together in the room. The lawyer told everyone that I was Mrs. Bastos Junior, that I would be living there, and that I would be the lady of the house. I thanked the lawyer and added, "It is a pleasure to meet you all."



A lady came forward and said, "Welcome, ma’am. The pleasure is ours. Do you have any luggage to be taken to your room?"



"Yes, please, if you could do me the favor of helping me, I would appreciate it," I replied, handing her the key.



"Don't worry, ma’am, it's our job," she said.



The lawyer said goodbye and left.



"Is your name Maria?" I asked, and she confirmed. "May I ask a favor? Please call me Ariane, or Ari, because ‘ma’am’ makes me feel very old," I said with a smile.



Everyone agreed, and Maria said, "Ma’am... I mean Ariane, we can only call you by your name when Mr. Augusto is not around. He demands that the staff show respect to their employers."



"That’s fine, but when he’s not around, I'm Ari or Ariane, okay?"



Everyone nodded. Maria showed me around the house, and we arrived at my room, which was beautiful.



As soon as I entered, I noticed how beautiful my room was, where I would live for two years. I got to know the rest of the house. There were no restrictions on any room; I could go to the library, use the office.



Everything was at my disposal. I just wouldn't meet my husband, and it was as if I had been left at the altar; he didn't even show up at the wedding. Well, if that's what he wants, I'm not going to think too much about it.



Days went by, a month, two, and I was there, living, eating, drinking. Not even my father-in-law came to meet me. I started to frequent the kitchen, helping to prepare food. I enjoyed talking to Maria and Lena. There was also Marcia and Julia, who took care of the house. Maria organized the clothes and took care of the house's running. Then, I asked, "Where is the gentleman who welcomed us? Wasn't he the butler? Where is he? It's been a month since I've been here, and he hasn't even shown up to say good morning!"



They looked at each other and smiled, and then said, "He is your father-in-law, and he asked us not to say anything unless you asked about him."



"Oh my, why didn't he introduce himself as my father-in-law?"



"He wanted to see how you treated the staff first because he said the young lady from the Gomes family was frivolous and mistreated people.



But at the last minute, her father switched brides, and he didn't know who you were.



That's why he wanted to observe you first.



He saw you, and he was going to introduce himself the next day, but he had to travel early the next morning.



He will be back tomorrow, and then you will meet the Bastos family. They are good people, and they only agreed to the marriage because of the father, who practically sold his daughter. To get the man to stop, your Augusto accepted, but then he realized that by doing so, he would never have peace.



If that man married his daughter, he would always have to give in. So he said that his son was sick and deformed, and he managed to make the girl run away. He was going to give up the penalty clause and even sold his shares so he wouldn't have any connection with that man.



But suddenly, he ends up signing the contract as a stepdaughter. He had to accept it and get married in his place. He only found out the day before.



Now he's going to meet you tomorrow, and he knows you're a good person. You've made friends with everyone in the house.



He said that if a human being does not know how to take care of another human being, regardless of their financial condition, they do not even deserve to be called human.”



I agreed with what she said, and I told her everything about the contract and how I ended up in this marriage. She was left open-mouthed at what the man and daughter had done.



And she said, "So you were tricked, and your mother was going to be used, and then they would take money from the Bastos. Lucky you acted fast; otherwise, your mother would be suffering at the hands of that man."



"True, and I wouldn't know what to do; I would be in his clutches too."



  Chapter 4

  We chatted for a bit, I had dinner there with the maids because setting up the dining room table for just one person seems unnecessary.



So it’s good that I have company for breakfast, lunch, or dinner. We chat, we laugh.



That, to me, is what matters most. I finished dinner, helped wash the dishes even though everyone tried to kick me out of there. I told them all, “I'm the lady of the house, am I not?”



So I want to help, so they have to let me. Okay (laughs).



Then I went to my room, brushed my teeth, put on my pajamas, and then went to bed to sleep. I lay there thinking for a bit. I'm married, I don't know my husband. I know he exists because I saw photos of him as a baby, but I haven't seen any photos of him as an adult.



I don't know if he's alive or dead, and this strange contract… I can't understand it, but at the same time, I'm calm. I'm not worried about running away from any attempts by him to consummate the blessed marriage.



I ended up falling asleep with those thoughts. I wake up, it's already eight o'clock. I get up, go to the bathroom, take a shower, brush my teeth. I don’t put on any makeup, I put on a sweatsuit, go downstairs and am going to the kitchen when I hear a noise in the dining room. At that moment, I remembered that Mr. Augusto would be at the house. A little awkwardly, I went to him and introduced myself, and said, “Good morning! I'm Ariane Miller, it's a great pleasure to meet you.” He said,



"Augusto: But you already know me, and I already know who you are. Please, sit down.”



Ariane: I thanked him and sat down. Maria came into the room and greeted me with a “Good morning!” I replied with a “Good morning!” as well. She asked:



“Maria: Did you sleep well, Mrs. Bastos?”



“Ariane: Yes, very well, Maria. Thank you."



I felt that the gentleman was looking at us, and with a face that seemed to want to laugh, he said:



“Augusto: How long are you two going to keep up this charade?”



“Ariane: I don't understand, sir. Who's putting on a charade?”



“Augusto: Who do you think you’re fooling, ma’am? I know you have your coffee, lunch, and dinner in the kitchen with the staff every day, and they even call you by an affectionate nickname, Ari. What do you have to say for yourselves, ladies?”



“Maria: I'm sorry, Mr. Augusto. She asked us to call her that, so I didn't think it would be a problem.”



“Ariane: Yes, it was I who asked. I feel like an old fool being called ma'am. If you don't mind, sir, I'd like them to keep calling me by my name.”



“Augusto: I don't see a problem with that. Anything else?”



“Ariane: Yes, I'd like to ask that, if you don't mind, I'd like to work!”



“Augusto: I don't mind. What did you graduate in?”



“Ariane: I have a degree in Business Administration, and I'd like to work in the field if possible.”



“Augusto: I'll see. I'll give you an answer tomorrow, okay? Now have your coffee.”



Ariane: I thanked him and continued my coffee. Afterwards, he went to sunbathe, and I went to the kitchen.



I arrived in the kitchen and thought to myself, "Well, he's different than I imagined.” I thought he was going to scold me; I was scared.



The day went by quickly. We had lunch together, exchanged some conversation, then dinner, we talked more, where he asked about my family, about my father, I told him everything.



He wanted to know about how I took the place of Luis's daughter. “It's a good thing she didn't marry my son, otherwise I'd have no peace.”



“Augusto: You acted fast, I like that. If you hadn't done what you did, then you would be the one in his clutches.”



“Ariane: It's true, I'm not worried now. I already spoke to my mother, she's fine living with an aunt in France.”



“Augusto: That's good. You asked to work, I allow it without problem. However, you will have two conditions: You will have to go with the driver, and walk with security. After all, you are a Bastos now, at risk of being kidnapped. So that will be my condition.”



“Ariane: I accept your conditions, and I add one of my own: That the security guards don't have to wear suits, especially on hot days. No one deserves to be stuck in the heat wearing those clothes. And have them blend in a little.”



“Augusto: And what clothes should they wear?”



“Ariane: I think a dress shirt and jeans, or jeans and a T-shirt. I don’t know, anything that makes them look like everyone else.” “Oh, and another thing I forgot. I don't want them to say I'm your daughter-in-law, just Ariane Miller, please. I don't want to lean on the Bastos surname.”



“Augusto: Okay. As for the job, if you want to start tomorrow, you can introduce yourself as the CFO at one of my companies. And we’re all set on you being known only as Miller and not Bastos, okay?”



“Ariane: Thank you, sir, I appreciate it from the bottom of my heart.”



  Chapter 5

  Starting the next day, I began work at the company. Where I always put in my maximum effort and fulfilled the tasks assigned to me.


As always, people have to show up to disrupt our peace.


As the days passed, I began to integrate more, getting to know everything and everyone in the company.


Those who approached, wanting to know...


How could an unknown person with no experience reach such an important position as CFO?


They would say, "She must have slept with the president," while others argued, "No, but how could she get into bed with that old man?"


Others speculated that despite his age, he still had a certain charm and was a widower.


"Surely she's his protegee, or even the future Mrs. Bastos, to get such perks."


But what some didn't realize or had no idea about was that I was already Mrs. Bastos Filho.


And what mattered to me was not the name but my work, which is why I used my maiden name.


It was my work, and I wanted to show that it was the most important thing to me.


That's why I remained firm, always demonstrating that I wasn't just a woman of almost twenty-four but a professional.


Someone who had studied and was there, yes, with someone's help, but I would show through my work that I deserved that help.


I owed nothing to anyone; I simply sought to use everything I had learned in theory and now put it into practice.


However, through the malicious comments, I also discovered many people who didn't see me with those judgmental eyes but for who I was.


And for having that strength, especially from my secretary, who ended up being a great friend, both at the company and outside of it.


Her name was Ana Luisa, a good soul. She had a huge heart, and everything I needed, she was always there.


Even to listen to my woes.


At the mansion, everything continued as usual. Despite being there for almost a year, I didn't know my husband.


I always heard that he never wanted the marriage, only did what his father wanted, but he promised that he wouldn't return to the country and didn't even care to know who I was.


I was grateful for him thinking that way; only then could I fulfill the contract and leave, making it a closed chapter in my life.


However, I became attached to Mr. Augusto as a father figure, and whenever he was home...


We would talk, and I would clarify some doubts about work.


He always treated me like a daughter and was very happy with my work.


He believed I would make an excellent president and ended up asking if I would accept managing the company I was working for.


I ended up accepting, solely because he said he would move the current manager to a larger one and needed someone he could trust as much as the current one.


I was happy with the trust he placed in me, expressed my gratitude, and asked if I could bring some people from my current team.


He agreed and said if I needed anything else, I could ask.


I nodded and thanked him for everything he had done, assuring him I wouldn't disappoint him.


Three days later, I was appointed general manager of that company, and I felt good, but I knew everything would change.


Especially the responsibility, it would be even greater, but I was ready to face it; after all, I was a Miller.


My father always said, "Don't give up, keep going, you are capable, believe in yourself, and above all be happy. Do what you love most, and don't think otherwise. You are a Miller, you can, and you will achieve."


And everything was falling into place, me working hard, things going well at home. I had my friend and secretary at the company, and sometimes on weekends, she would come over and keep me company.


At home, I had my companions, who were always by my side, supporting me, even when I missed my mother.


And at times, I would cry with sadness, I can't even explain it, but I think it was because of the PMDD that made me vulnerable and needy.


Mr. Augusto offered that if I wanted, I could bring my mother to live with us.


I thought it best not to because over a year had already passed, and I could handle it a little longer.
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