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Mrs. Millionaire and the Homeless Woman

“I THOROUGHLY ENJOYED this book. I loved her descriptions of
Italy, how she fell in love, how she realized she needed to become a better
person, and lastly, the beautiful relationship she developed with a home-
less woman. I don't want to give the plot away, but the homeless woman
helps her uncover a terrible scheme, and that is how they become so
close. Beautifully written, and just an all over "feel good" type of book.”

-Amazon reviewer-

“LILLY AND HER FRIEND Angie have decided to take a vacation be-
cause Angie is heartbroken about the end of a recent relationship. They
decide to go to Monte Carlo — beautiful and romantic. One day when
they are at an outdoor café, they meet handsome Luke and he invites
them to stay at his villa in Tuscany. And Luke's cousin Dusty is even hot-
ter than Luke! But then tragedy strikes when Lilly gets back to New York
City that forces her to grow up fast. And after that, Lilly is almost kid-
napped in a parking garage but she is saved by a homeless woman.

This is a charming story with depth, detail, and a strong central mes-
sage. It's entertaining with a social conscience. I liked it a lot.”

-Amazon reviewer-

“THIS STORY IS VERY engaging and so inspirational. I love the well-
developed characters who live here. What I really enjoy about this well-
written page-turner is the inspiring and heartwarming character growth.
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The transformation is remarkable. And it has a highly satisfying ending.
If you love strong female protagonists, this book is for you. It is an ex-
cellent read during the commute and would make a fabulous beach read.
Fans of Almost Paradise: A Novel (Debbie Macomber Classics) or Cin-
derella will love this book.”

-Amazon reviewer-

“THIS WAS A BOOK ABOUT recognizing compassion, Tilly was an
affluent socialite jet-setter a la Paris Hilton. The main difference between
them both is Tilly didn't just want to rest on her laurels. It's kind of
strange a surprising event can guide your morals. The event didn't deal di-
rectly with her friends. It dealt with a stranger fathom beneath her social
class. Tilly witnessed a homeless woman being her antithesis in money
and it changed her. A good short story. The author really sets the stage
for the story initially and had you understand Tilly's true compassion lat-
er in the story.”

-Amazon reviewer-
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INTRODUCTION

W e have all known people who have turned their lives around and
overcome the hurdles of discouragement that are before them,

but few have been through such a remarkable transformation. With so
many stories of hope, encouragement, and inspiring life lessons, one sto-
ry has stood out from the rest.

Wild child. Reckless youth. Unruly. Obstinate.
These words best describe Matilde Jane Parker, or Tilly to her family

and friends, known for her rebellious streak and reputation as a party
girl. An heiress and socialite, she is the daughter of a wealthy industrialist
and grew up in an upper-class environment. She is smart and headstrong
but hates school and everything it represents even though she performs
well with little effort. Tilly loves to get herself into unnecessary trouble,
and her wild behavior continues to escalate as she gets older.

Tilly meets Dusty, the man of her dreams, and finally learns what it
means to give in and when to walk away. She appreciates her family as
she never has before. Unfortunately, it’s too little, too late. In a blink of
an eye, her life changes. An accident claims the lives of her parents. She
resents being forced to grow up to take over their family business, and
even after many years have gone by, she still feels the same way.

Then, one day, a frightening experience alters the way she feels.
Someone attacks her in the underground parking garage of her building.
Grateful that a stranger had come by and rescued her, it changes her per-
spective on life and helps her become a better person.
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This story is about Matilde’s transformation from unruly youth to a
philanthropist. It sounds simple but powerful. No one would ever have
thought that one day she would become a superhero—one without a
mask or costume, helping the poor, the homeless, and abandoned chil-
dren.
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CHAPTER ONE

“D ance, dance, dance . . . Keep on dancing.”
The music played, blasting from the speakers. The lights

were dim, and the disco ball rotating above the dance floor spun slowly.
A glittering of lights fell across the room like fireflies. Tilly and her best
friend, Angie, were dancing jubilantly, bumping into each other and
screaming with laughter. Their college mates joined them on the dance
floor as they busted a move. Cabo San Lucas, a well-known destination
for both spring breakers and A-list travelers, was the perfect location for
Tilly and her friends to party.

Tilly needed fresh air, so she wriggled through the crowded bar with
her friends behind her and went to the pool area where Latin music waft-
ed through the air. It was infectious music, and everyone moved to the
beat whether or not they could dance. They could hear people splash-
ing around, even at this late hour—nearly midnight as the sky filled with
stars.

Everyone returned to the bar, and Tilly bought a round of vodka on
the rocks for the boys and tequila shots for the girls. One shot led to an-
other, and by the time they finished, they were so drunk they staggered
back to their rooms, collapsed onto their bed, and woke the next morn-
ing feeling nauseated from a hangover.

Believe it or not, it was just another typical day in the life of Tilly and
her friends.

9



ANGIE’S BOYFRIEND HAD just broken up with her, by a text mes-
sage no less. Tilly wasn’t sure how Angie could face the day, let alone get
through it. It was too upsetting and awkward. A girl’s vacation was exact-
ly what Angie needed to mend her broken heart. Deciding on a vacation
destination during summer had always been a challenge for Tilly. There
were great cities in Asia to travel to, but this time, she and her friend were
heading to Monte Carlo in Europe. A trip out of the country, drinking
the best wine, eating exotic food, and meeting great looking men would
allow Angie to focus on herself, forget her ex-boyfriend, and get some
much-needed rest.
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CHAPTER TWO

M onte Carlo—the perfect place to get away from it all. Beautiful
scenery, stunning views, fascinating culture, romantic destina-

tion, and still the playground of choice for the rich and famous. A heat
wave happened the entire time Tilly and Angie were there. It upset Tilly
that their trip had started as a total disaster and that she had to replace
her wardrobe with shorts and shirts as the temperature reached triple
digits. Tilly hated the heat, but Angie didn’t. Angie came to Monte Carlo
to mend her broken heart that refused to heal. She was there to have fun,
and that’s what she intended to do. Meeting someone would be great, but
if not, then that would be okay too. Angie wanted nothing to ruin her
trip. She enjoyed exploring the city and getting lost was the best part.
Tilly just tagged along behind her. She promised Angie, she would sup-
port whatever she planned on doing no matter how much she hated the
long walk. They went to Grimaldi Forum and Metropole for shopping.
They even stopped to see Saint Paul’s Anglican Church with amazing in-
terior and exterior designs. But after two hours of doing street market
shopping, Tilly complained of being tired. She whined of her legs being
stiff, caused by all the walking they did. They stopped at the Japanese
Garden to rest and it impressed them to see the beautiful landscape, trees
and shrubs, and ponds full of Koi carp, a waterfall, a tea house, lanterns
and even bridges. They relaxed in a nearby air-conditioned café where
Tilly ordered a seafood platter for lunch and a bottle of Merlot. Mean-
while, despite all the walking they’d done, Angie remained cheerful, even
as she also admitted to being tired. Tilly gave her a fierce frown, but Ang-
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ie only gave her a silent chuckle as she headed to the powder room to
freshen up.

When the wine arrived, the server poured Tilly’s glass for tasting.
Tilly tried a small sip and declared it fine, so the waiter filled her glass.

“Bring another bottle of this with our meal,” she said to the waiter
who gave a slight bow before walking away.

Sounds from the street filtered into the café. Tilly turned her head to
see where it was coming from. There was a street musician singing and
playing the accordion. As she watched and listened, it reminded her of
one of her trips to Rio de Janeiro’s Carnival celebration five years ago.
Tilly couldn’t hear the song, but as she watched, a few passersby dropped
money into the man’s cup. She smiled. Tilly had always enjoyed watch-
ing people, finding them entertaining. Moments later, she saw Angie ap-
proach, but frowned when she saw her arm in arm with a very handsome
Italian guy.

Leave it to Angie to find a ruggedly good-looking man on the way to the
restroom.

Angie was smiling and flirting with the man. It appeared her friend
had recovered from her heartache already. Tilly invited them to join her
for some wine.

“Don’t mind if I do,” the young man said, introducing himself as
Luke.

Tilly shot him a glance. She had to admit Luke was handsome. He
had dark hair and dark eyes that twinkled. If Angie hadn’t snatched him
first, she probably would have.

Angie scooted her chair closer to Luke.
“Luke just invited us to stay in their villa in Tuscany for a wine tasting

tomorrow. Are you game, Tilly? Say yes, please say yes,” Angie pleaded
with a cute pout.

“Angie, you just met the guy. We know nothing about him,” Tilly
muttered.

Luke heard the friend’s conversation.
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“Come to my villa. I promise you’ll have the best shrimp linguine in
town, scout’s honor,” he said, speaking perfect English with a beautiful
Italian accent as he held up the scout’s gesture with his right hand. Ap-
parently, Luke spent quite some time in the United States.

“Tilly, you’re always telling me to have fun and not take life so seri-
ously, so this is the time. Can we go?” Angie asked with a pleading tone.

Tilly sighed. “Okay, okay, we’ll go, but only because I want to stop
your begging.”

Angie grinned. “Thank you, Tilly.”
“I promise you’ll have the time of your life. You’re staying for the

weekend, yes? I’m going back to Tuscany tonight, but I’ll arrange for a
car to pick you up from your hotel tomorrow morning. Is seven okay?”

“Seven is perfect. Thank you, Luke,” Angie said, relaxing a bit. “How
will I know your car?”

“The driver will know. Don’t worry,” he assured her.

STANDING IN FRONT OF the hotel very early in the morning, Tilly
and Angie were pleasantly surprised when a black stretch limousine
pulled up, and a driver got out and opened the door for them.

“Are you here for us?” Angie asked.
“Yes, ma’am,” he answered as he took both of their bags and put them

in the trunk. “Luke sent me to pick you up.”
The girls smiled.
“Impressive,” said Tilly.
“Isn’t it?” Angie giggled.
They took their seats and enjoyed the sweet ride. The wild and ro-

mantic scenery through which Tilly and Angie passed delighted them.
The surrounding mountains, rolling hills, vineyards, and spectacular sea
views only added to the dramatic landscape of Italy. They had seen it
many times before but never took the time to appreciate it. The land-
scape was amazing with views from every hilltop. The driver showed
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them some of the best parts of Italy. He drove through the city before
heading to the winery.

When the driver turned into a private driveway where an iron gate
opened, it was past two. There was a beautiful lake with a boat at the
dock for pleasure riding. The villa sat on top of a hill with natural vege-
tation, including vineyards, olive groves, and meadows. Two swimming
pools linked together, a tennis court, and flowers hanging off a pergola
were all around the house. Angie and Tilly knew Luke was wealthy, but
they never imagined he lived in luxury like this.

“What did I tell you?” Angie said, smiling and winking.
Tilly sighed in exasperation.
When the limo pulled up to the front of the house and stopped,

Luke was waiting outside. He opened the car door, leaned forward, and
kissed Angie on the cheek. The servants took their bags to their room.

“Welcome,” Luke said, smiling. He escorted them inside the villa
and into the living room. Angie’s jaw dropped in amazement. The room
boasted an impressive contemporary art collection, not to mention an
expensive looking vase from China.

“Luke told me his cousin is much better looking than he is,” Angie
teased, nudging Tilly’s arm.

Tilly rolled her eyes at the thought of Angie’s matchmaking again.
The last time she tried it, the guy turned out to be married. It slipped out
of his mouth when he mentioned his wife, Gretchen, and their two chil-
dren in the conversation. She walloped him with her purse, and he prob-
ably still had that big bump on his head. Tilly had purchased a cute mar-
ble paperweight earlier in the day and had forgotten she had put it in her
purse.

“Angie, you know I don’t like you setting me up. Remember, we had
this talk before. Besides, I don’t have time to start a new relationship.”

“I’m just saying,” Angie laughed. “From what Luke said, his cousin is
hot. It won’t hurt to check him out.”

“Just don’t—”
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“You must be Angie. Luke can’t stop talking about you.”
Tilly and Angie turned their heads to the sound of the voice. They

almost choked seeing the handsome man standing behind them. At six
feet, a slim build, sensuous lips, thick wavy brown hair, and brown eyes,
Tilly thought he was the most beautiful creature she had ever seen. Luke
turned to his cousin and grinned. He introduced the man as Vedasto, his
cousin, best friend, and the owner of the vineyard.

“N-nice to meet you, Vedasto,” Tilly stammered as she held her hand
out to him.

Angie giggled so hard, she blushed, elbowing her friend.
“Just call me, Dusty,” he said as he took Tilly’s hand but held it and

stepped up closer. He never took his eyes off her. “Luke is right. You’re
beautiful.”

Tilly’s face turned red in embarrassment. She shot a glance at Luke.
“I hate to hear what else he said about me.”

“Don’t worry. It’s all good,” Dusty said, smiling. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy
your stay here. I’ll show you around the villa myself. Wait until you taste
our wine. We only select and use the best quality grapes in the produc-
tion of Bonaventura wines.”

“That’s good to know,” Tilly said, smiling at him.
Dusty smiled back. His smile was genuine. Tilly’s heart warmed, and

she felt flustered. Angie sensed an immediate connection between her
friend and Dusty. She hated to interrupt their magical moment, but she
was excited to explore the vineyard and start the wine tasting. She cleared
her throat.

“I’m Angie. Pleased to meet you, Dusty,” she interrupted.
The young man turned his head to Angie. He was still holding Tilly’s

hand in his, but Tilly, blushing and nervous, drew it away quickly.
“Hi, Angie,” Dusty answered. “Luke can’t stop talking about you.”
“Yes, I know. You said that already,” Angie answered with a giggle.

“Are we going to explore the vineyard now?”
Dusty glanced at his watch. It was three o’clock.
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“It’s already late, Angie. I know you and Tilly are tired from the trip.
We’ll get an early start tomorrow morning,” Dusty said, much to Angie’s
disappointment.

A young man wearing a servant’s clothes entered the room and
poured glasses of wine for everyone.

Luke raised his glass in a toast. “To new friends,” he said.
Everyone raised their glasses and repeated, “To new friends!”
Moments later, a young girl came over and whispered something to

Luke in Italian.
“It seems our dinner is ready,” he said as he took Angie’s elbow and

escorted her to the dining room. Luke pulled out her chair and helped
her sit down. His engaging ways of politeness endeared Angie to him. He
was a true gentleman in every sense of the word. He was nothing like her
ex-boyfriend. What was his name?

Meanwhile, Tilly felt the warmth of Dusty’s touch as she accepted
the offer of his hand. He continued to hold her, gazing at her soft brown
eyes as they walked to the dining room. She smiled, feeling giddy.

The food was excellent: a chef-tossed salad topped with crabmeat,
followed by shrimp linguine with white wine. The chef also served warm
Italian bread and the best Bonaventura wine, and then they had gelato
and tiramisu for dessert.

After they finished eating, they passed the hours laughing, talking,
playing cards, and opening up to each other about their hopes and
dreams. Angie shared about her struggle with her ex-boyfriend and how
glad she was they parted ways. Luke complained of being unlucky in love
while Dusty admitted he had no time for love. At first, Tilly refused to
talk about her experiences, afraid that Dusty would lose interest in her
wild ways, but gradually, she opened up. Tilly was surprised he didn’t re-
act with condemnation, which she appreciated very much.
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LUKE AND DUSTY HOSTED a wine tasting the next day exclusively
for Tilly and Angie, filling their glasses with rich red Caber-
net—Bonaventura’s best vintage. Dusty explained decanting the wine
would help enhance the flavor. Tilly breathed in the wine’s bouquet. She
swirled the wine, observing its color and seeing how it clung to the glass.
Tilly took a sip, letting the wine roll around her mouth and down her
throat and genuinely impressed with the quality. The group followed it
with Chardonnay and Merlot, closing their eyes in pleasure. Dusty was
the perfect host, and he seemed delighted that Tilly was there sharing
this moment with him.

After the tasting, Luke and Angie took a dip in the pool while Dusty
wanted time alone with Tilly.

He took a deep breath and exhaled. “Tilly, would you like to go for a
walk with me?” he asked.

Tilly nodded with a look of anticipation. “I’ll be delighted,” she an-
swered.

Dusty held her hand and took her outside where she met another
breathtaking view of the vineyard. They enjoyed watching the mountains
in the distance and the smell of fresh air. The grapevines went on as far as
the eye could see.

Dusty plucked fresh grapes right off the vine and gave them to Tilly.
“It’s beautiful here, isn’t it?” he asked.

“Yes, it is. I would never leave if I lived here,” Tilly answered, closing
her eyes and drawing in a breath. When she opened her eyes, she caught
Dusty staring at her. She raised a brow at him in question. “What?” she
asked. “Is there something on my face?”

“You are so beautiful, Tilly,” he said.
Tilly blushed, feeling warmth all over. She didn’t know what was

wrong with her. She had felt nothing like it before.
As much as Dusty didn’t want to admit it, he was attracted to Tilly.

Was it possible to fall in love with someone so quickly? He leaned in,
wrapped his arms around her waist, and kissed her. Tilly kissed him back
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without hesitation, caressing his face as though trying to memorize it
with her fingers. At that moment, something profound had happened.
They were both aware there was an intense connection between them
even though they had just met.

Dusty fell head over heels in love with Tilly. It was love at first sight.
He’d dated many girls for years, but he never experienced this kind of at-
traction before. When he thought of Tilly, he experienced all the symp-
toms of being lovestruck and an overwhelming desire to be near her.

Tilly was feeling it, too. She felt elated and stimulated. Dusty was
such a gentleman. She found herself drawn to him by not only what he
was saying but also how he said it. The smooth Italian accent was enough
to make her heart beat faster. Tilly didn’t know where things were head-
ing, but one thing was sure—she had never felt so happy in her life.

Loud voices interrupted their magical moment.
“Oh, my gosh, get a room, guys,” Luke and Angie said, laughing.
Tilly and Dusty broke the kiss and looked over at them, blushing,

embarrassed by the passionate kiss they had just shared.
Nudging her friend with an elbow, Angie couldn’t help but laugh at

Tilly while they walked back to the house. Tilly kept quiet, and the blush
on her cheeks continued to deepen as she dropped her head in embar-
rassment. Why was she so affected by that one kiss? It couldn’t be, could
it? Was it possible to fall in love with someone she just met?

As the day progressed, Tilly learned a lot about Vedasto Bonaven-
tura, the man who had captured her heart so quickly. After lunch, they
spent the better part of the day talking and strolling in the vineyard.
Besides owning the wine business, Dusty also had business interests in
Asia, Europe, and the United States. The more Tilly listened to him, the
stronger her attraction toward Dusty became clear.

From that day on, Tilly and Dusty became comfortable enough with
each other for Tilly to extend her vacation. They went everywhere to-
gether and talked about everything: their life, their hopes, their dreams,
even marriage. It amazed them at how much they had in common. Dusty
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showed Tilly around the vineyard, explaining how to pick the best grapes
and the process involved with making a great wine. The more time they
spent together, the stronger their bond became.

Two weeks had passed. Dusty knew Tilly would leave soon, and the
mere thought of it made his heart break into tiny pieces. He couldn’t lie
anymore. Dusty was deeply and madly in love with her. He wanted Tilly
to stay with him forever.

Meanwhile, Tilly knew she had fallen in love with Dusty, but there
was only one problem—his family. From Dusty’s story, he grew up in a
solid Catholic upbringing. His parents traveled extensively helping the
people from the underdeveloped parts of the world. They donated mil-
lions to charities and were active in raising funds for charitable causes.
On the other hand, Tilly can’t remember ever having cared for anything
or anyone.

Was she ready to change her wild ways for Dusty? The last thing she
wanted to do was to rush into things. She admitted she cared for him,
but things had happened so fast between them. Maybe she wasn’t ready
to take her relationship with Dusty to the next level. Tilly did not know
what to do, but after much consideration, she made a drastic decision.

Tilly made sure Dusty was out in the field when she left the villa,
afraid she would fall apart in front of him when she said her goodbye.
She made the hardest decision of her life and took an early flight back to
the United States. Dusty might resent her for it, but she knew it was for
the best. Her friend, Angie, stayed behind to be with Luke. Angie admit-
ted she liked him very much. She wanted their relationship to blossom
by spending more time getting to know each other.

THE RIDE TO THE AIRPORT was much different this time. Tilly
knew she will miss everything about Dusty and reminisced about her
time with him. She would cherish every minute of it for the rest of her
life.
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Tilly returned to her parents’ home heartbroken. One thing she
learned from her failed romance was that the time had come for her to
grow up and take her responsibilities seriously.
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CHAPTER THREE

I t was a bright, sunny morning in New York City. Everywhere she
looked, the flowers and trees were in full bloom. Tilly had just re-

turned from her trip to Italy, and she needed a shoulder to cry on. She
was sad to find her parents were going to the country club to attend a
fundraising event. Her mother had asked her to join them, but Tilly was
in no mood to go out. She felt the disappointment in her mother’s voice
when she told her she was not feeling up to it. Tilly went to her room to
rest.

Several hours later, Tilly woke to the sound of pouring rain. She
heard footsteps outside her room, and a moment later, there was a light
tap on the door. Tilly got out of bed and struggled into her robe and slip-
pers. She looked outside and saw raindrops on the window illuminated
by the flash of distant lightning and heard thunder a few seconds later.
Tilly realized it was already late at night. She didn’t know how long she’d
slept, but she felt tired and hungry.

“Just a minute, I’m coming,” she yelled as she flung open the door.
“Uncle Roger,” she said, surprised. She threw her arms around him in

excitement. “How are you?”
Roger looked at her with sadness. “I’m sorry to wake you, Tilly.”
“Uncle Roger, what’s with the long face? Is something the matter?”
“Tilly, I don’t know how to tell you this. Your parents. . .”
“What about my parents?” Tilly asked. Her heart beat faster when

he didn’t answer. “Uncle Roger, please tell me. What’s going on?”
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Roger stood silently looking at her with tears running down his
cheeks.

“I’m sorry, Tilly. There was an accident and. . .” he said but couldn’t
finish.

Her uncle didn’t have to say anything more. Tilly knew what it
meant.

“No!” she screamed. She felt the room spinning, and she fainted.
The car accident took the life of her parents and left Tilly with im-

measurable guilt. It was a single-vehicle accident, and her father lost con-
trol of the car because of slippery road conditions. Tilly looked around
the house. It did not feel like home for her anymore. She was angry with
herself for taking her parents for granted. Now she could never tell them
how much she loved them. She blamed herself for their deaths. If only
she had gone with them to the club when they asked her to, they might
still be alive. They would not have gotten into an accident. They would
have stayed at the hotel after the event as they usually did. Instead, they
drove home so she would not be alone. If only she could turn back the
hands of time, she would do things differently. She would have been
home more and have spent time with her mother and father. No matter
how many times Tilly cried and asked their forgiveness, it was too late.
They could not hear her anymore.

AFTER HER PARENTS’ untimely deaths, Tilly had to grow up quick-
ly. She met with the lawyers, board of directors, accountants, human re-
source officers, and department heads to learn about her parents’ busi-
ness and financial history and plans for the company’s future. Her uncle
Roger was there to help her, but it was a significant change. There were
so many things to take care of and a business empire to run. Many people
depended on her. Tilly wanted to cry, but she had no tears left. She tried
to scream, but she had no voice in her anymore. There was no way out
and no place to go except she hadn’t counted on Dusty finding her.
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Tilly was in the living room holding a photo of her parents to her
heart. She was still blaming herself for their untimely deaths. Those times
that she should have been spending with them, she was out partying with
her friends. There were too many wasted moments. Tilly cried. How
many times she wished she could turn back the clock just to be with
them.

The doorbell rang, startling Tilly. She opened the door, and there he
was, standing before her in jeans and a denim shirt, looking so handsome.
Her heart beat faster. She felt as if she was dreaming.

“D-Dusty,” she whispered.
“I’m so sorry about your parents,” Dusty said. He stared at her. Tilly

looked pale and fragile, but she was still beautiful, more beautiful than
anything he had ever seen. He touched her face. Oh, how he had missed
her.

Tilly felt the warmth of his touch. She could not contain the rush of
feelings she felt for him. Her eyes filled with tears as an overwhelming
sense of joy soared inside her. Dusty was the rock she’d need to lean on.
She walked toward him and fell into his arms. She had missed him so
much. They kissed and hugged with the passion and love they felt for
each other. Tilly didn’t care what happened tomorrow. She didn’t care
if Dusty’s parents liked her or not. All she cared about was being in the
arms of this gorgeous man, her one true love.

“I’m so lucky to have you with me, Dusty. Thank you,” Tilly said.
“I’m always here for you, sweetheart. You can always count on me.”
They kissed for a long time, both finding it hard to let each other go.

There would be no more barriers. Tonight, they would pick up their re-
lationship where they left off.

TILLY AND DUSTY MARRIED a year later. Tilly got along just fine
with Dusty’s parents, and she had worried for nothing. Dusty continued
to spoil his wife by buying a 6,000-square-foot penthouse with six bed-
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rooms, which came complete with walk-in closets and bathrooms, along
with a large living/dining area and an eat-in kitchen as a wedding pre-
sent. The wraparound with city views was in the heart of New York City’s
Greenwich Village. Traveling extensively on business matters, Dusty kept
his Italian citizenship but maintained their primary residence in the
United States.

Meanwhile, with Dusty’s parents’ encouragement, Tilly continued
her mother’s charity work, and her involvement raised millions of dol-
lars. She was active in the church and even hosted a Christmas party for
the homeless at the shelter. Dusty’s parents were so proud of her, but
Tilly was still not getting the true meaning of giving despite all her hard
work. She was doing it only because she wanted her parents to be proud
of her. She felt she owed them, and this was how she wanted to repay
them.
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CHAPTER FOUR

The rain clouded the sky and blurred the view of the buildings across
the street. Tilly watched the zigzagging streaks of lightning while

the rain poured outside the window. She was looking sorrowful. Her eyes
were wet with the tears she shed. Watching the storm reminded her of
her parents and how they died in a tragic accident. She missed them.
Their passing was five years before, but she was still mourning them. Af-
ter they both died, she was a lost soul. She thanked God for Dusty. He
helped her grieve the loss of her parents. And at the young age of thirty,
she could carry on the business since she had become well-known and re-
spected in the industry. She continued her mother’s charitable work
among the poor and the sick. Through her foundation named after them,
she donated millions of dollars to various charities and many organiza-
tions.

Outside, lightning continued to flicker across the sky. Thunder
crashed, and the rain poured relentlessly. Tilly stood in front of the lobby
reluctant to step out into such a torrential downpour. She should gone
home three hours ago, but her meeting took longer than she expected.
Tilly took the stairs down to the ground level with her heels echoing in
the empty parking garage. To her great alarm, she heard footsteps follow-
ing her. Out of the corner of her eye, Tilly noticed a scruffy-looking man
wearing tattered, dirty clothing, following her. She panicked. She looked
around. There were multiple large utility vans parked in the designated
area for building maintenance, but there was no one in sight.

Where’s security when you need them?
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She pulled herself together and walked hurriedly, but her car was
parked in a reserved spot, which seemed farther away than when she had
arrived. The man caught up with her at last and restrained her by the arm.

“Give me your money, and I won’t hurt you,” he said in a gruff voice
close to her ear.

Tilly reached into her purse and took out her wallet. Before she
could open it, the man grabbed it from her hand, and Tilly got a good
look at him. The man didn’t seem to be homeless. It looked like he was in
disguise. Tilly suspected it was an inside job because the man appeared
to know his way around the garage. He knew of the building security and
the exact location of the three surveillance cameras in the parking lot.
The man carefully planned it. She was sure of that.

“Take it. Take it all. Just don’t hurt me,” Tilly pleaded.
The man looked at her hard, studying her face.
“Since you put it that way, lady, I am happy to oblige. Why don’t you

get in the car and drive me to your house? It’s raining, and I need a warm
place to stay.”

Tilly panicked. She knew if she got into the car with him, she was as
good as dead. Tilly tightened the hold on her purse. It wasn’t much of
a weapon, but she thought she could use it enough for her to get away.
Desperation gripped her, and she swung her arm out wildly but missed.
Standing there paralyzed with fear, the man shoved her down, wallop-
ing her face on the floor. Just then, Tilly heard running footsteps and a
loud whistling heading their way. The sound frightened the man, and he
ran away in a hurry, dropping Tilly’s wallet on the ground. Tilly’s heart
hammered in her chest as the sound of squeaking wheels got nearer. She
felt relief seeing a homeless woman appear, pushing a shopping cart filled
with all her worldly possessions.

“Are you all right?” the woman asked as she helped her up.
Tilly hugged her tight.
“Thank you for saving me,” she whispered.
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“I dashed through the rain to take shelter inside the garage. I saw that
man watching you earlier, and I knew he was up to no good. He didn’t
see me when I hid between the large vans,” the woman explained.

Tilly interrupted her mid-sentence and told her to wait a minute.
She took her cellphone out of her bag and dialed 9-1-1 to report the in-
cident. After Tilly had made the call, she picked up her wallet from the
ground and opened it. She pulled out her cash to give to the woman, but
when she turned around to thank her again, the woman had disappeared.
Her call to the police must have scared her.

Frightened that the man would return, Tilly jumped inside her car,
slammed the door closed, and locked it. A police car patrolling the
neighborhood responded to the call in less than two minutes. Tilly gave
her statement to the police when they arrived.

“I am sure this was not an ordinary robbery. It was an inside job,”
Tilly said. “The man knew the location of the three hidden cameras. He
couldn’t possibly have seen them unless he’d known about it.”

Detective Spencer in charge of the investigation disregarded Tilly’s
suggestions that the man knew the building security system and dis-
missed the possibility he might come back for her. Tilly was annoyed at
the detective’s arrogance and disrespect toward her.

It just so happened that the chief of police was on his way home, and
as he drove up the road and saw the blue flashing lights up ahead, he
stopped his car and got out. It surprised him to see that the victim was
Tilly. They were high school friends. Tilly told him everything she had
told Detective Spencer, including the homeless woman who saved her.

“He could have killed me,” she said.
“Don’t worry, Tilly. I will handle this,” the chief said. He looked at

the policemen standing around the cars. “Check the building, the alleys,
and the streets. The woman and the suspect may still be around,” he or-
dered.

The police combed the area, but there was no sign of the homeless
woman anywhere. They found a man hiding in a dumpster fitting the
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description Tilly had given to the police. They caught a second accom-
plice driving a van a block away. The attacker turned out to be the secu-
rity guard. He had been planning it for months. He confessed it wasn’t a
simple robbery, but it was bigger than that. The guard had been stalking
Tilly for a while and planned to kidnap her to gain access to her house
and her money. He said he was tired of being poor. He wanted to live a
good life. The police officer handcuffed the man and took him into cus-
tody.

Dusty came to pick up his wife at the police station where she gave
her statement. “Are you all right? Did he hurt you?” Dusty asked wor-
riedly.

“I’m fine, sweetheart. I’m just a bit shaken up.”
“They could have killed you, Tilly. I don’t know what I would do if

something happened to you,” Dusty said, almost choking up.
“I’m okay. I promise to be more careful next time.”
Dusty, concerned for his wife’s safety, insisted Tilly take a self-de-

fense class so she could protect herself. Tilly refused, but no matter how
hard she tried, Dusty wouldn’t budge. After a much-heated discussion,
Tilly finally caved in. She took martial arts-aerobics classes and found it
exhilarating.
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CHAPTER FIVE

I t was a warm sunny day in September. Tilly was eating lunch at a local
café, which had an outdoor patio shaded by large red umbrellas. She

enjoyed watching the children play at the plaza while drinking iced tea. A
homeless woman pushing a shopping cart approached the restaurant pa-
trons and asked for change. Everyone looked at her disgustedly. The wait-
er shooed her away, and the homeless woman left.

Tilly recognized the woman. She had been looking for her for a long
time. Her eyes followed her. She reached for her wallet, pulled out a few
dollars, placed it under the plate, and left in a hurry. Tilly saw the woman
turn the corner, and she walked as fast as she could to catch up with her.
By the time she got there, the woman disappeared into the alley. Tilly
was disappointed about not being able to speak to her.

As Tilly pulled out of the café’s parking lot, it drizzled rain. She
turned onto Lincoln Street, and her eyes grew wide seeing the same
woman pushing her cart. She followed her, being careful not to scare her
away again. The few drops multiplied into torrential rains, and the wind
blew hard.

Meanwhile, the woman had a hard time pushing her cart while
shielding her face from the pouring rain, but she kept on going. She spot-
ted a large tree, so she took shelter underneath its branches. Something
fell out of the tree and hit her on the head, and she passed out.

Tilly saw it all, got out of the car, and frantically called 9-1-1.
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THE WOMAN AWOKE TO find herself in a hospital bed. After open-
ing her eyes, she noted that the air felt cold around her. She could smell
the stinging scent of antiseptics, but she was having trouble figuring out
where she was. The woman tried to get up but her head felt sore. She
looked around and saw bouquets of colorful and lovely flowers that filled
the room.

The woman frowned in confusion. “Where am I?” she asked, feeling
groggy as if she’d slept for a week.

“Easy, you are not well enough yet,” an unfamiliar voice soothed her.
As her eyes adjusted to the glare, the woman saw Tilly but didn’t rec-

ognize her although she looked familiar.
“Where am I? What happened? How did I get here?” she asked.
Before Tilly could answer her, a nurse walked in the room to check

the woman’s vital signs. “Oh, I see you are awake at last. How do you
feel?”

“I have a severe headache. Where am I?”
“You are in a hospital. You had an unfortunate accident. Can you

remember what happened to you?” the nurse asked as she checked her
pulse, temperature, and blood pressure.

The woman looked at the nurse and tried to think back. “It’s all blur-
ry,” she said.

“You should thank Mrs. Bonaventura. She was the person who
helped you and brought you here. You have a nasty cut on your head,
caused by being hit with a falling tree branch.”

“Cut? What cut?” the woman tried to sit up, but dizziness overcame
her. “Ouch,” she said, feeling a large bandage around her head.

“Relax, you’ve lost a lot of blood, but don’t worry. We are taking steps
to correct that. The good news is that there is no sign of internal bleed-
ing. However, the doctor wants to keep you here for a few days, maybe
longer, for observation,” the nurse told her as she fixed her pillow before
leaving the room to call the doctor.
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The woman was alone in the room with Tilly. There was a moment’s
silence between them before she spoke. “Thank you for saving me.”

Tilly smiled. “I’m glad I was there.”
“I appreciate you saving me, but you should have left me there. I don’t

deserve to live.”
“What are you talking about? You still have lots of life left, and I am

sure you have more than you want to do.”
“I know you. I recognize you from your picture in the newspaper.

You still look exactly the same, just older,” the woman said. “You were the
daughter of a business tycoon, and your mother was a wealthy socialite
cutting the ribbon at the shelter in Brooklyn. I’m sorry about your par-
ents’ passing.”

“That was a long time ago. I can’t believe you remember that. It was
one of those rare occasions when I went to my parents’ charity func-
tions,” Tilly said, feeling sad. “Please don’t be frightened of me. I assure
you I am a friend. I know you are not well yet, so why don’t we talk later?
The most important thing is that you will recover from the accident and
will be okay. I will leave you alone to rest, but I’ll be back in the morn-
ing.”

“Are you for real?” the woman asked. “You get nothing free in this
world. So, what do you want from me, lady?”

“I want nothing from you. Just trust me and let me take care of every-
thing for you. In the meantime, just get better. We will talk later, ok?”
Tilly said as she walked away, leaving the woman scared and confused.

EARLY THE NEXT MORNING, Tilly went to the hospital with
Dusty. She was holding fresh roses, and Dusty was carrying a fruit basket.
Tilly was happy to see the woman looked better than she had the day be-
fore. The woman thanked Tilly for taking her to the hospital but insisted
she was ready to leave. The doctor had told her earlier there were compli-
cations, and she needed to stay longer for observation.
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Tilly looked at her intently and noticed the woman had a worried
look on her face. “If it concerns your bill, don’t worry. I took care of it,”
Tilly assured her.

The woman gave her a smile of appreciation. “Thank you, ma’am. But
if you will excuse the question, why are you doing this again? I still don’t
understand why you are doing all of this for me. Why would someone
of your stature take the time to help someone like me? I mean, you don’t
even know me.”

Tilly took the woman’s hand and said, “On the contrary, I know you.
You probably don’t remember me, but I was the woman you saved from
being mugged that night in the parking garage.”

The woman looked up at Tilly. She knew her from the newspaper
she read, but after a second look, she remembered seeing her that night.
“That was you?” she blurted out.

“Yes, it was me. You left in such a hurry. I didn’t get the chance to
thank you for saving me. I owe you my life. I wouldn’t be alive if it weren’t
for you.”

The woman apologized for leaving her that night. “There’s just some-
thing about the cops that scares the hell out of me,” she laughed. “I’m
sorry to leave so abruptly. Maybe I should have waited to make sure you
were safe, but I couldn’t. I hope you understand.”

“You don’t have to apologize. I understand,” said Tilly.
The woman told Tilly and Dusty that her name was Mary.
“If you don’t mind me asking, Mary, how did you end up on the

streets?” Tilly asked. “You seem to be a brilliant woman.”
With sadness in her eyes, Mary told her story. Tilly and Dusty lis-

tened intently, occasionally nodding without saying a word.
“I worked as a housemaid for Mr. Madison, a wealthy businessman

who offered me a job after I returned his wallet when he dropped it on
the floor at the grocery store where I worked in customer service. He
offered me a good salary on the spot, and I accepted it. Shortly after,
he promoted me with a big bonus and a sales associate position in one
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of his jewelry stores where I attended a three-week training session. Mr.
Madison told me that was his intention all along. He wanted to repay
me for my kindness. He said he needed someone trustworthy for his new
store, someone like me,” Mary paused momentarily. “One day, Mr. Madi-
son’s wife cornered me and told me she did not like me. In fact, she ap-
peared jealous of the special attention Mr. Madison was giving me.” Mary
paused again, gathering her courage to finish the story.

“To get me out of the picture, she accused me of stealing jewelry
from the store. Later, Mrs. Madison accused me of stealing her jewelry
at home, too. I denied it, but she was very convincing. Everyone believed
her, including Mr. Madison. It was my word against hers. The police ar-
rested me. I went to court, was found guilty, and sentenced to a year in
prison. After my release, my family and friends turned their backs on me
when I needed them the most. I mean, who wants to admit to knowing
someone who is an ex-convict? It was hard for me to find a job due to my
criminal record. Heck, I couldn’t even get a job cleaning toilets. With no
money, I had to scrounge for food in the back of restaurants to feed my-
self. I had to sleep in shelters or abandoned buildings. Don’t you see? I
had no choice,” Mary said, crying.

Tilly sat silently for a moment, looking at Mary with such sadness in
her eyes.

Mary was the one who broke the silence. “Ma’am, why are you wast-
ing your time on me? You shouldn’t be seen with someone like me.”

“Mary, you saved my life. I don’t know what would have happened
that night if you hadn’t helped me. You gave me a second chance in life.
Please allow me to help you. All I want you to do is to get better and leave
everything to me. Can you do that for me?”

“Who am I to argue with that?” Mary laughed.
“You rest now. I will take care of everything. I promise that your life

will change for the better.”
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“I never told anyone my story before. Thank you, ma’am, for listening
to me,” said Mary before closing her eyes and falling asleep. It was the
best sleep she’d had in a long time.

Meanwhile, Tilly had a gut feeling Mary was telling the truth. She
served time for a crime she didn’t commit. Tilly was determined to find
out the truth, clear Mary’s name and help her reconcile with them. After
all, Mary saved her life.
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CHAPTER SIX

Dusty called Garrett, his private investigator, who helped him with
some work from time to time. Tilly was interested to know the de-

tails of Mary’s story—what she allegedly stole and who was in the store at
the time of the theft. The trio wasted no time investigating.

Tilly heard from a reliable source Mr. and Mrs. Madison were having
a fundraising event at their house on Saturday, and they invited only
an exclusive list of people. It would be a perfect opportunity to snoop
around. Tilly watched Inspector Mom and Murder, She Wrote a hundred
times. She was sure she’d find a clue in the Madison home.

It turned out Tilly didn’t have to pull any strings to get invited to the
party. With her social standing, two days later, Tilly received a special in-
vitation for Dusty and her to attend the fundraising dinner at Madison’s
residence. They planned to gain as much information as they could to
help Garrett with his investigations.

Dressed in an elegant white lace Givenchy dress, Tilly looked radi-
ant. She accessorized her look with simple diamond drop earrings and a
princess-cut diamond tennis bracelet.

“Wow! You look gorgeous,” Dusty said as he kissed his wife. He was
wearing a black Armani suit with modest lapels rounded at the collar,
straight-cuffed trousers, and a custom-made white shirt.

“You’re not bad looking yourself, sweetheart,” Tilly kissed him back.
“Are you sure you want to do this? There’s still time to back out,”

Dusty asked, concerned.
“I’m sure. Now more than ever. Remember, this is for Mary.”
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“For Mary,” Dusty repeated.

THE MADISONS’ APARTMENT on Park Avenue had five bed-
rooms, a gym, a landscaped garden, and over 2000 square feet of private
outdoor space for entertaining. The place was crowded when Tilly and
Dusty arrived. It was a day of socializing with everyone dressed in their
most elegant clothing and women adorned with their best jewelry. Tilly
and Dusty were the most charming couple there. They saw the Madisons
greeting the guests as they arrived.

“Thank you for inviting us,” Tilly said, extending her hands towards
them.

“Thank you for coming,” Mr. and Mrs. Madison answered in unison.
Tilly made sure she complimented Mrs. Madison’s evening dress.

Women were suckers for things like that. Tilly planned to get as close to
her as possible. She stayed by her side like a glue, and it worked. They hit
it off right away. Throughout the night, the two women mingled togeth-
er with guests. When Mrs. Madison said she needed a break, it was time
for Tilly to put her plan into motion. She invited Mrs. Madison to join
her for a drink out on the patio.

“This is some fundraising event. Everyone is having a good time. You
really know how to throw a great party, Jennifer,” said Tilly.

“I’m good at it, if I say so myself,” Mrs. Madison said. She looked
around the room with a pleased expression on her face.

“Jennifer, I hope you don’t mind me asking, but I heard a few guests
talking about a robbery that happened at your jewelry store. Is that
true?”

“Oh, my, yes, it’s true. It happened about two years ago.”
“How scary that must have been for you!”
“I am still shocked that it happened. It’s so hard to believe one of our

own employees would steal from us.”
“Gracious, what do you mean one of your staff ? How did it happen?”
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“My dimwit of a husband hired and brought in a stranger from the
street to clean our house. Just imagine my surprise when he promoted her
to a sales associate at one of our stores. I don’t understand why he would
trust someone he didn’t even know working with expensive jewelry. And
look what happened. She robbed us, so they arrested her for stealing.”

“How did you know she was the one that stole the jewelry?”
“It had to be her. There was no one at the store that day except her,

my personal secretary, the store manager, the security guard, and me. I
was positive it couldn’t have been my secretary. She had always been a
good and loyal employee, and besides, she had been with the company
for a long time. The security guard had an accident early that morning
when a heavy object fell on his head and knocked him unconscious. They
took him to the hospital, so it couldn’t be him.”

“And the manager?”
“Roy? No, it couldn’t have been him. He has been one of our trusted

employees for five years.”
“He still works at the store?”
“Yes, until recently. Roy took an indefinite leave of absence to take

care of some personal problems at home.”
“Leave of absence?”
“Yes, that’s what he said. He left two weeks ago. Well, come to think

of it, he said he was flying home to Los Angeles. Strange, I thought I saw
him in downtown Manhattan last week when I had a business meeting
there, but it couldn’t have been him. He phoned us at the office the other
day and said he was still in Los Angeles. He was extending his leave.”

Tilly became suspicious about the circumstances of the manager’s
sudden leave of absence, but the theft happened two years ago. Why
would he leave now if he was the guilty one? What’s the connection?
Tilly didn’t have a substantial lead and it might be a dead end, but she
had to focus on her only suspect—the manager. “What’s the manager’s
name again?”

“Roy Chavez.”
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“Roy Chavez,” Tilly repeated, nodding her head.
“Why are you asking all these questions, Tilly?”
“No particular reason. I’m just curious. That’s all,” Tilly answered as

she took a sip of wine from her glass.
When Mrs. Madison left to talk to an old friend, Tilly looked for her

husband. She found him talking with Mr. Madison.
“Can I steal my husband for a minute, Mr. Madison?” Tilly asked.
“Of course, Mr. Madison said. “It looks like the governor is waving at

me to come over. Nice talking with you, Dusty. We’ll get together soon,
okay?”

“That sounds great. Let me know when,” Dusty said and watched Mr.
Madison walk away.

“Sweetheart, we can go home now. I have the information we need,”
Tilly whispered in his ear when they were alone.

“It’s about time. I’m tired of listening to these arrogant and snobby
people.”

Tilly kissed her husband. “I hope you don’t tire listening to me when
I tell you what I gathered. I’m warning you. Don’t fall asleep.”

“I will never tire of listening to you, sweetheart, anytime, day or
night.”

“Cute, honey, really cute,” Tilly laughed at her husband’s corniness.
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CHAPTER SEVEN

When Tilly and Dusty came downstairs, Garrett was sitting in the
living room drinking Irish coffee. He brought pictures of stolen

jewelry from the Madisons’ store. A brilliant diamond necklace designed
in platinum and gold, a sapphire ring and bracelet, and an emerald tiara.
The police estimated the stolen jewelry to be worth one million dollars
for which they never recovered.

“A million dollars?” Tilly said, shocked. “I wonder why Mary only
received a sentence of one year.”

“Because there was no evidence,” Garrett said.
“Excuse me?”
“The police arrested Mary at the store. They searched her but found

nothing. They did a thorough search of the area and her home but still
found nothing.”

“Are you telling me they arrested and convicted Mary with no evi-
dence?”

“They didn’t charge Mary for the crime because there was no proof
she stole anything from the store. The surveillance video showed no un-
usual activities from her.”

“Why was Mary found guilty then?”
“From what I gathered, Mrs. Madison accused Mary of stealing jew-

elry from her home. The police found them in Mary’s bag when they
searched her apartment. Mary said she didn’t know how it got there. The
court found her guilty, and the judge sentenced her to a year. I don’t have
the file for that so give me a few days, and I’ll get it.”
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“That’s okay, Garrett. I’m not concerned about that yet,” Tilly said.
“It’s obvious Mrs. Madison framed Mary for the second crime. She prac-
tically admitted at the party she hated Mary. I guess it's jealousy, plain
and simple. We’ll deal with that later, but something smells fishy about
the first crime. I know they didn’t charge Mary, but I’m curious now.”

“So, what now?” Garrett asked.
“I have a strange feeling about the store manager, Roy Chavez. I can

feel it. Let’s focus our attention on him. See what you can dig up. Let’s
see if he has skeletons hidden in his closet.”

“Okay, I’ll do that when I go back to the office. Meanwhile, I asked
around about the stolen jewelry, and I have one lead. A private collector
purchased a similar set of jewelry a week ago.”

“A week ago?” Tilly asked, her eyes widened. “Don’t tell me, Man-
hattan?”

“Yes, how did you know?”
“Mrs. Madison told me the store manager filed a leave of absence two

weeks ago. He flew to Los Angeles, but last week, she thought she saw
him in Manhattan. I don’t believe it was a coincidence. What I don’t get
is if it involved the manager, the crime happened two years ago. Why is
he selling the jewelry now? Why wait two years to sell it?”

“I think it’s time to poke around into his activities. Who knows? We
might get lucky,” Garrett suggested.

GARRETT WAS A NATURAL at getting through to people when no
one else could. He started his investigations asking questions about Roy
Chavez, and he found out he frequented a seedy bar on the outskirts of
town. Garrett checked it out, and the cocktail waitress remembered him.

“Does he come here often?” he asked.
“He’s one of our regulars.”
“When was the last time you saw him?”
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“He was here a few days ago flaunting his new BMW, bragging to
anyone who would listen how rich he was. He bought everyone a round
of drinks but picked fights with them when he had too much to drink.”

Garrett nodded his head, encouraging her to continue talking.
“I hope you get him,” she said without conviction.
“You don’t like him very much, do you?”
“He treats me and the other cocktail waitresses here like a lower form

of life. He deserves what’s coming to him.”
Garrett stayed and seated himself in the darkest corner of the bar

and ordered a beer to relax. He finished the drink, and he was about
to order another one when he saw Detective Spencer walk in. Garrett
didn’t expect to see him there. He spent his last year working with Detec-
tive Spencer before he left the police force and opened his own detective
agency. They greeted each other with a handshake.

“What are you doing here, detective?” Garrett asked.
“I’m meeting a friend,” Detective Spencer answered, scanning the ta-

bles as he spoke. “I guess I’m early.”
“Why don’t you sit down and join me for a while?” Garrett asked as

he motioned for the cocktail waitress to come over.
As luck would have it, Roy Chavez walked in. He seated himself at

the bar. Garrett saw him and smiled. It wasn’t a waste of his time after all.
He approached Roy and tapped his shoulder. Roy slowly turned around
and almost fainted when he saw Detective Spencer standing behind Gar-
rett. He recognized him. Detective Spencer was one of the detectives
who had questioned him about the robbery at the jewelry store two years
ago. Panicked, he punched Garrett in the face, sending him sprawling.
Roy tried to make a run for it, but the cocktail waitress hit him across the
head with a beer bottle.

When Roy came to, he thought the police caught up with him. He
cried like a baby when they took him into the precinct for questioning.
Garrett and Detective Spencer were shocked when Roy Chavez offered
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to make a full confession of his role in the robbery. He said he had fenced
the jewelry and thought he had gotten away with the theft.

“I have to admit, this is one of the best arrests I have made in a long
time,” said Detective Spencer. He thought he was arresting Roy for as-
sault and battery. “I miss working with you, Garrett.”

“Me, too, buddy,” Garrett said.
The police conducted a thorough search of Roy’s home and found

several stolen items hidden in an ice tray in the freezer. Roy Chavez could
not deny it, and he was convicted of a very serious crime.
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CHAPTER EIGHT

M ary had been in the hospital for several weeks. It surprised her to
have an unexpected visitor in her room. Mr. Madison was sitting

on the sofa waiting for her to wake up.
“Mr. Madison, what are you doing here?”
“Mary, I am very sorry for accusing you of stealing. I should have

known better. You returned my wallet with thousands of dollars in it, so
I should have believed you when you told me you didn’t steal the jewelry.
Can you ever forgive me?” Mr. Madison asked, his voice trembling.

Mary didn’t answer him, but she broke the silence a few moments
later. “How did you know I was here?”

“Tilly told me.”
“I don’t understand.”
“Tilly and her husband did their own investigation to clear your

name. It turned out that Roy had been stealing from me for a long time.
He made a replica of some jewelry and replaced the real pieces with the
fakes. Roy confessed to the whole thing and even named his business as-
sociates. They arrested them as well.”

“Tilly did all that for me?”
“I don’t know how she did it. She not only cleared your name, but

she also helped me save my business from ruin. Thanks to Tilly, the po-
lice searched Roy’s house and found several items from the store. They
found a little black book containing the names of his contacts. The police
told me they are working on recovering the stolen property as quickly as
possible.”
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Silence fell between them.
Mary broke the silence. “Where’s Mrs. Madison?”
“We’re not together anymore, Mary. I’ve hired a private investigator

to look into your case again. It turned out Jennifer planted the jewelry
in your bag. When I confronted her, she didn’t deny it. We got divorced
after that, and the last thing I heard Jennifer ran off with her fitness in-
structor,” Mr. Madison said. “Mary, I realize we took two years from your
life. Tilly told me how your family shunned you and how you became
homeless. I would like to make up for it if you let me. When you are well
enough and ready to go back to work, there’s a job waiting for you at the
store with a promotion and a big fat raise.”

Mary cried with happiness. She didn’t know what to say.
“You don’t have to decide now, Mary. Just get better, and I hope you

will allow me to visit you. We have a lot to talk about.”
“Yes, Mr. Madison. I would like that very much.”

MARY WAS ALONE IN HER room, shaking her head in utter disbe-
lief at what had just transpired over the past few minutes.

How did Tilly do all that? She cleared my name, got the culprit put be-
hind bars, and gave me Mr. Madison’s respect again.

Mary couldn’t wait to see her. She wanted to hear all the details. The
door opened wide. Mary turned her head, expecting to see Tilly. Instead,
she saw her mother and sisters standing in the doorway. They rushed
to her, crying as they hugged one another. They spoke no words, on-
ly sobbed. The tears flowed again, but now they were tears of joy. They
hugged again, trying to make up for so many missed hugs over the last
two years. They were interrupted when the door opened again, and the
nurse entered the room.

“Mary, Mrs. Bonaventura left this for you,” the nurse said and handed
her a white envelope.

“What is it?”
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“She was here a while ago, but you were asleep. She told me to give
this envelope to you the moment you wake up, but I had to step away for
a minute.”

“Thank you,” Mary said, taking the envelope from her hand.
When the nurse left her room, Mary opened the envelope and

glanced at the check attached to a letter. She read its content.
“It’s okay to feel the world is against you. It’s all part of your journey. I

hope this check will help you start a new life with your mother and sisters.
Use it wisely. P.S. I hope you don’t mind. I found and spoke to your family.
It turns out, they realized their mistakes by sending you away and had been
searching for you for a long time. Thank you for saving my life. I will forever
be grateful to you. Always, Tilly.”

“Oh, Tilly,” Mary cried.
She read the letter once more and felt so blessed for everything that

Tilly had done for her. She gave her life back, including her family, and
even gave her some money to start a new life. Mary unknowingly picked
up the check. Her eyes widened when she realized how much it was, and
she gave a choked gasp. She clutched her stomach. Unable to speak, she
handed it to her mother. Her mother took it from her hand. Her mouth
fell open, and her eyes grew as wide. Confused at the way they looked,
the sisters took the check out of their mother’s hand and looked at it. It
was for one million dollars payable to Mary.

“Oh, my God! Who gave you the check?” they asked with excite-
ment.

“Someone who saved my life,” said Mary. “A friend with a beautiful
heart.”

“Who?” they asked in unison.
“Mrs. Millionaire,” Mary answered, looking at the million-dollar

check in her hand.
“You’re rich, Mary,” they said as they jumped up and down with ex-

citement.
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“You mean, we’re rich,” Mary corrected and threw her arms around
them, laughing.

They were screaming so loud everyone could hear them down the
hall.

Standing outside the door, Tilly heard everything they said and
smiled. “Mrs. Millionaire, what a great name!” she told herself. Tilly
thought of what Mary called her, and the name stuck instantly.

She walked down the hospital corridor and climbed into a waiting
limousine where her husband was waiting to take her home. It had been
a long day, but she was looking forward to the times ahead.

MARY GAVE TILLY A SECOND chance in life, and Tilly didn’t want
to waste it. Now, she finally understood the meaning of her parents’ char-
ity work. Mary thought Tilly helped her, but in fact, Mary was the one
who helped Tilly realize the importance of giving and sharing.

Helping Mary gave new meaning to Tilly’s life, a mission to help
those in need. It sounded simple but powerful. Tilly felt good, so good
she craved it even more. With her new outlook on life, Tilly spent most
of her time and energy in social work, especially the underprivileged chil-
dren at the orphanage. She donated a themed garden playground where
all children could play side by side. Tilly continued her parents’ chari-
ty work with a smile, and her cheerful disposition was genuine. Her in-
volvement raised millions of dollars. Tilly turned her life into serious
philanthropy. She took on the additional responsibility of undertaking
support programs and creating social awareness about abandoned chil-
dren, disaster relief, abuse, and education.

When Tilly received a large inheritance from her grandparents, and
with the support of her husband, Dusty, she used the money and set up
a private foundation aimed at helping deserving individuals with a mil-
lion-dollar gift and a chance to change someone’s life for the better. Mary
was the first recipient. No one would guess Tilly now had a secret identi-
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ty, a superhero without a mask or costume, helping the poor, the home-
less, and abandoned children.

Tilly named her foundation, Mrs. Millionaire, and her story had on-
ly just begun.

.
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and courage to move forward. He pulled her through the most trying
moment in her life. He gave her love and inspiration. Ray gave her confi-
dence and the power to survive during those years when she was lost and
afraid. Marissa turned to writing, and she finally put her imagination in-
to words. Writing not only helped her heal, but it gave her an anchor. It
helped her to let go.

Since then, Marissa is excited to pursue her writing career and has
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for Mrs. Millionaire character came to her in a dream.
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MRS. MILLIONAIRE

SHORT STORY
BOOK SERIES

VOLUME 1

MRS. MILLIONAIRE SHORT Story Book Series Volume 1 is a collec-
tion of five fictional short stories. Each story focuses on a down-on-their-
luck family or person who crosses paths with Mrs. Millionaire.

Matilde “Tilly” Jane Parker, known as Mrs. Millionaire, starts out as
a jet setter and famous for her rebellious streak and reputation as a par-
ty girl. When Tilly faces a personal tragedy, that event changes her per-
spective on life, and her experience has shaped her in many ways. Rather
than spend her life as a victim, she uses her influence and money to help
anyone who couldn’t defend themselves. Tilly finds herself in many sit-
uations and, at times, works as an amateur detective, assisting troubled
people in overcoming their problems in which she becomes embroiled.
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Mrs. Millionaire and the Homeless Woman

MATILDE, OR TILLY TO her family and friends, is known for her
reputation as a party girl. Born to an affluent family, she loves to get her-
self into unnecessary trouble, and her wild behavior continues to escalate
as she gets older. Tilly meets Dusty, the man of her dreams, and she fi-
nally understands what it means to give in and when to walk away. She
learns to appreciate her family as she never has before. But sometimes
events, even the most extenuating and tragic ones, play tricks on us that
will change our lives forever and teach us lessons we never forget. Some-
one attacks Tilly in the underground parking garage, but luckily, a home-
less woman comes by and rescues her. That event changes her perspective
on life and helps her become a better person.
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Mrs. Millionaire and the Bad Father

MATT CALDERON IS A faithful husband and loving father of two
children. His wife, Maria, has a medical condition that limits her ability
to do manual work, so Matt must work two jobs to support his family.
Despite the challenges they experience, the family remains hopeful and
optimistic. But sometimes, life is full of surprises. Matt’s boss accuses him
of stealing money. To make matters worse, Matt is at a gas station when a
robbery occurs. He is trapped inside with police surrounding them while
his family awaits his return. Could there still be hope for them?
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Mrs. Millionaire and the Waitress

LUCY WAS ONLY TWO YEARS old when her mother passed away.
Her father remarried a widow with a son and daughter. Lucy’s father
never revealed the truth about her life, so Lucy thought her stepmother
was her real mother. Her father’s death a few months before graduating
from high school left Lucy with the only family she had known, and they
showed their true colors. Lucy’s stepmother secretly transferred Lucy’s
inheritance to herself and told Lucy her father left them penniless. Lucy
quit school and worked as a waitress to support the family. Her step-
brother stole money, including valuable items from Lucy’s work. The
owner accused Lucy, and the police took her into custody. Will Lucy ever
find out the truth about her life?
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Mrs. Millionaire and the Runaway Kids

WITH THE DESIRE AND determination to give his four children a
better life and restore the relationship with them after his wife’s death,
James Curtis accepted a position as a supervisor at a textile company
and moved to Connecticut. Things were great at his new job, but one
coworker was spiteful and envious of him. He discredited James, causing
him to lose his job. Unable to find work, James became depressed and
looked to a bottle for relief. Because of an accident, he was left in a coma.
Child Services took the children to a shelter until they could put them
in foster homes. They planned to split them up and place them in two
different houses. That chain of events made the children run away. Will
James come out of the coma? Will the family reunite and be made whole
again?
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Mrs. Millionaire and the Delivery Girl

NANCY NEVER EXPECTED to work as a delivery girl. She had am-
bitions and big dreams. Nancy focused on her studies, and she participat-
ed in numerous school functions and set aside dating until she had a job.
That was until she met Julius and found herself attracted to his bad boy,
biker image and rebellious look. In a blink of an eye, Nancy’s dream of a
successful career shattered. They got married at city hall with only a few
friends present. Nancy’s parents had disowned her. Things went wrong
when Nancy moved in with Julius’ parents in Wisconsin. His mother
was a vindictive and dominating person. She monitored every second of
their stay in their house, infuriating Nancy further. Her interference cre-
ated tension in their relationship. Julius continued to have a wandering
eye and an insatiable appetite for pretty women. Nancy caught her hus-
band cheating, and she threatened to leave him. Julius begged her to stay.
Should Nancy forgive him? Would they survive the infidelity?
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SPOILED BRATS
BOOK SERIES

Spoiled Brats Book Series follows the lives of a group of teenage rich
kids living in the upscale town of Beverly Hills. The stories chronicle

not only their lavish lifestyle, mingling with the elite, attending exclusive
parties, and dealing with friendship and family relationship, but also
their transition from adolescence to adulthood, finding love in an unusu-
al situation.
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FORBIDDEN LOVE
Spoiled Brats Book Series Book One

VANESSA FLORENCE GRANDEVILLE, a Beverly Hills socialite
and a spoiled brat from birth, celebrated her twenty-first birthday in
Honolulu with her wealthy friends. By complete coincidence, in just one
day, she kept bumping into Michael, a fisherman from a neighboring is-
land. Vanessa hated and humiliated him, but Michael fell in love at first
sight.

Vanessa and her friends chartered a yacht and set out to cruise for the
weekend when complications arose. A violent storm caused their boat to
capsize, and they fell overboard. The Coast Guard rescued everyone, ex-
cept Vanessa, who drifted away. In a strange twist of fate, Michael found
her at sea with a head injury and amnesia. He saved her life, but was he
really a hero?

In that one moment in time, unexpected events that were rather re-
markable caused their lives to collide. Was life playing tricks on them?
Would they ever be able to overcome their differences?
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RUNAWAY ROMANCE
Spoiled Brats Book Series Book Two

WHEN TWENTY-TWO-YEAR-old Beverly Hills socialite, Saman-
tha Isabella St. James, receives the news that her father intended to force
her to marry the son of a wealthy industrialist as payment for his debt,
it ravages her, and she runs away without considering the repercussions
of her action. When someone steals her wallet and leaves her penniless,
Samantha has no choice but to accept refuge at the home of a stranger
and reluctantly work as a nanny for an eccentric young entrepreneur
named Benjamin McClain. The attraction between them is instant and
undeniable. Faced with the impossible decision of saving her father or
following her heart, will Samantha’s life get any more complicated?
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A MAGICAL
STORYBOOK SERIES

AMagical Storybook Series is a story of a young boy’s extraordinary
adventure filled with love, faith, hope, courage, and incredible ex-

perience full of feel-good stories that will lift your spirit and warm your
hearts.
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A RAY OF SUNSHINE
A Magical Storybook Series Book One

THEO AND MARY ARE HUSBAND and wife, but deformed and
difficult to look at, which makes them the subject of daily ridicule in
their small town. They have been driven away and forced to leave the on-
ly home they have ever known. They take their meager belongings into
the forest where they find an enchanting and mysterious world of beauty
and happiness. Soon, God blesses them with a son. To Theo and Mary’s
surprise, he has unique gifts of healing and connecting with the elements
and animals. Will Ray’s magical powers be enough to teach the towns-
people the true meaning of unconditional love? Can people learn to ac-
cept Theo and Mary’s family even though they are different? Come along
on the adventures of a remarkable family as they use their special gifts
to save others from harm and teach people the power of love and under-
standing.
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RAY AND HALEY
In the Kingdom of the Gobtrolls

A Magical Storybook Series Book Two

IN AN ENCHANTED FOREST far away from civilization, Theo and
Mary along with their son, Ray, and daughter, Haley, live quietly with
great contentment. In this strange and mysterious place, Theo and Mary
realize that their children were born with great natural powers. Ray has
extraordinary gifts, including the ability to communicate with animals
and the elements while Haley talks to plants and animals. When Theo
learns the people, who drove them away many years ago, hold them re-
sponsible for the desolation of his old town, he must embark on a jour-
ney to prove their innocence. But when Theo and Haley disappear, Ray
uses his keen wits and magical abilities to find them in the most polluted
and smelly place in the world!
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Thank you for reading!

Thank you for reading Mrs. Millionaire and the Homeless Woman.
If you enjoyed it, please consider telling your friends or posting a

short review. Word of mouth is an author’s best friend, and much appre-
ciated.

Please check out the rest of Mrs. Millionaire Short Story Book Se-
ries, Spoiled Brats Book Series, and A Magical Storybook Series through
major online book retailers and distribution channels available as eBooks
and Print. Happy reading!

Marissa Marchan
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DON'T MISS OUT!
Visit the website below and you can sign up to receive emails when-

ever Marissa Marchan publishes a new book. There's no charge and no
obligation.

https://marissamarchan.com/
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Did you love Mrs. Millionaire and the Homeless Woman? Then you
should read Mrs. Millionaire and the Bad Father1 by Marissa Marchan!

2

Matt Calderon is a faithful husband and loving father of two children.
His wife, Maria, has a medical condition that limits her ability to do
manual work, so Matt must work two jobs to support his family. Despite
the challenges they experience, the family remains hopeful and opti-
mistic. But sometimes, life is full of surprises. Matt's boss accuses him of
stealing money. To make matters worse, Matt is at a gas station when a
robbery occurs. He is trapped inside with police surrounding them while
his family awaits his return. Could there still be hope for them?

Read more at www.marissamarchan.com.

1. https://books2read.com/u/bMp5yB

2. https://books2read.com/u/bMp5yB
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