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A Hidden Prince (Kingdom of Vineland, #2)

I am Daelynn Deen as identified for starting this story with my actual identity is to be referred to later. I was aged twenty-five years old as stated for this story. I worked part time as a writer primary nonfiction but out of muse talking I put a fictional story titled “A Love’s Reunion” online a self-publication website using a penname. I was on my hands and knees scrubbing a coffee stain on the marble floors as the Marsen Incorporation office business’s cleaning woman. Abruptly the presidential executive Alejandro Martinez nicknamed Marsen was his habitual name, walking into the lobby and paused to look down at me. I admired his touchable wavy black shoulder length hair framing his handsome face easy on my eyes. He was looking at me with his gold-colored eyes I could get lost in looking at me. Marsen had a neat clean-shaven look highlighting his handsomeness that made me like his looks. His traditional uniform was his entirely black businessman’s suit complete with his black button-down shirt with tie as one color he seemed to go around in the office. His clothes I saw seemed tight on his form straining against his muscles of his body that was built thickly like a god underneath. His height was six feet tall, shared by me identical in height. I saw Marsen looking at me, which he didn’t say a word. Marsen just stood over me, silently as a statue watching me work. I started scrubbing even harder just to impress him. Marsen knelt in front of me on one knee to my shock while ignoring that his pants could be wet from my scrubbing. He got his hand on my chin to raise me up to his eyes.

Marsen whispered softly “What time do you get off?”

I sensed the entire lobby went still with everyone staring at us both. It was like they couldn’t believe he was even speaking to me a simple cleaning woman.

I gulped and said meekly “Twelve o’clock lunchtime like anyone else."

I meant what I said for if the workers took their lunch break at twelve o’clock, I took my break at the exact time. 

Marsen leaned in again and said “Good. I’ll meet you here once its lunchtime.”

I was bugged eyed shocked getting his statement indicating a date like meeting. This followed by Marsen getting up brushing his pants leg that mysteriously wasn’t wet from my scrubbing the floor. He walked away leaving me kneeling watching his retreating back. I saw him enter one of the four elevators that led to his office floor to the business Marsen Incorporation. 

“Humph!” I heard sounded in a feminine voice.

I looked finding a woman clad in a pantsuit of red with breasts and cleavage with blonde hair pulled back in a braided bun walk by me with a ladylike humph attitude. I sensed that whoever that woman was that witnessed the exchange between Marsen and me that made her give a sniff of disdain air towards me. I resumed scrubbing that coffee-stained mess someone had spilled onto the marble floor yesterday that required my cleaning job this morning. Once I was satisfied that I finished the job I got up and went to my cleaning cart intending to push that thing to the elevator. On arrival that woman getting up from an armchair blocked my way with murderous intention from her glare and hands fisted. I saw she was six feet tall like my height eyeing me with her blue eyes in my similar colored eyes. Her body form from the pantsuit draped on her appeared to be thin in an unhealthy way while mine was fully figured by genetics unable to lose weight easily as a curse passed to me from my family ancestry. 

That woman snarled “You think you’re so great that you caught my Marian’s eye?”

I clueless said “I don’t mean anything. I was just scrubbing a mess left without doing anything to him.”

The woman waved her left hand showing a huge diamond ring on her ring finger for engagement.

She said “Once I enter the elevator, I’m arranging for a conference to announce to Marian and his sheep that we’re engaged to be married. You can’t stop me for your nothing but a lowly servant while I’m rich with monetary wealth.”

I swore someone was nearby watching that scene from the senses blaring of someone radar focused eyed us. 

I said, “Engaged congratulations.”

I said my words with sarcasm.

The woman snickered and said “Keep your hands off my man. I want him locked stock and barrel as my husband. You’re not doing anything to my Marian to stop me achieving my goal of having him locked to me as mine.”

I said nothing only to see a hand, out of nowhere whack the woman on the back of the head.

A voice snarled “Your tricks have ended gone too far this time Trudy!”

I gapped open mouth as the woman gasped seeing who was standing next to us. I saw was Marsen with violence sensed from him in his rage aimed at the woman. The woman just looked nervous and held up her left hand waving the ring in Marsen’s face.

She said, “We’re engaged.”

Marsen interrupted “Engagement is off. I’m not marrying you with that attitude of yours finding a lowly maid beneath you.”

Next thing I saw Marsen grabbing the woman’s hand and with force yanked the diamond ring off her finger to pocket the jewelry into his jacket pocket. All I could do was push the cart away leaving the couple to fight out their relationship. I went into the elevator hearing Marsen’s roaring shout at that woman taking her down a peg.

He said yelling “OUR RELATIONSHIP IS OFF FOR GOOD!”
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I am Alejandro Martinez nicknamed Marsen as a moniker that stuck as my identification for this story. I just turned twenty-eight years old after having a birthday a week ago that was a fiasco declared one of the worst I ever had. Trudy Trenton identified that woman I yelled at was said three years older than I am at the age of thirty-one despite she denies this talk. Another reason for my disapproval of our relationship for I refused to accept a woman older than me in a marriage. I yelled at Trudy with rage within me determined to break up our relationship. Trudy refused to get my message by putting on a pity pathetic act of pleading.

“Marian.” She said a hated nickname I hate said to me while she added “Don’t do this to me.”

She was practically begging me not to break up with her with her watery eyes and pleading pitiful behavior.

I howled “GUARDS!”

Security guard arrived saying “Yes sir?”

I said, “Escort this woman with that ridiculous whiny act of hers off the premises here to outside. This woman is not permitted to visit me at my office again. If she comes keep her out permanently.”

Trudy threw waterworks sobbing in a faked way despite angry eyes.

She said, “Marian don’t do this!”

I roared at her “DON’T CALL ME MARIAN!”

Trudy cut her noises to stare at me with shock in her expression.

I said “We’re through finito. Go slobber after someone else to marry with a ring on your finger. We’re done.”

I walked away without a backwards glance towards Trudy. I was determined not to acknowledge her anymore as my girlfriend. Her attitude towards that cleaning maid and said unauthorized engagement let me have no choice but to break up our relationship. I entered the elevator seeing the security guard taking Trudy’s arm who yanked it out of his grip to march towards the entrance. 
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From reports for this story Trudy reportedly went straight to a jeweler of the business Jewel’s Jewelry focused on rings as themed jewelry business. She went to buy another copy of the original twenty-thousand-dollar diamond ring with a large stone on its gold band that Marsen took from her.

She said to the jeweler “Charge the ring to Mister Alejandro Martinez.”

The jeweler refused saying “Payment upfront now ma’am.”

Trudy pulled out her credit card and paid for the ring.

She snarled “This better be worth it for you owes me.”

Once the payment went through Trudy placed on the ring.

Jeweler said sarcasm “Thank you for your business.”

Trudy acted like she was thinking “Good riddance.”

She left the store and got into her hired driven vehicle.

She told the driver “Hunt around for a gathering of press. I have an announcement to say.”

The press was gathered in front of the courthouse like a habit with a pulpit microphone there like waiting to pounce onto whoever comes out to pester with questions. Trudy went to the pulpit despite none of the press recognized her who didn’t ask who she was.

She waved her left hand saying “I’m Trudy Trenton the girlfriend of Alejandro Martinez the billionaire boss of Marsen Incorporation business. I show this ring on my finger stating he has asked me to marry him. He asked me last night at the Bluebell Restaurant in a private dining room. He got down on his knee and asked me. I said yes. We’re engaged to be married. Congratulate us both.”

The press blared questions at her as she smiling in a ladylike snickering way walked the gauntlet to go enter her driven vehicle which drove away.
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Marsen: I got the elevator doors shut out of relief to not see any more of Trudy. I swore vulgarity which isn’t mentioned in this story from the typist who refused to record such language.

Clean language said, “Ridiculous towards that woman with her clingy grip onto me!”

I admit our relationship wasn’t formed by my own choice but by Trudy pursuing me starting two months ago. People in my rich man’s society’s social circle as I’m a billionaire ganged up onto me for a week’s time.

They said such talk “Just date her. See where the relationship goes.”

I was scowling angrily at those people telling me to date and accept a pairing with Trudy. I had no intention of dating Trudy or anyone else I maintained being single undatable starting when I started up the business. For years straight of working, I was married to my job running my company business Marsen Incorporation that focused on creating electronic handheld gadgetry such as cellphones for example. I recalled I took residence in the city as a twenty-one-year-old with ambitions to become an inspiring entrepreneur businessman. The company Marsen Incorporation was created around that time from an idea from my unforgettable analyzing computer mind. I realized people needed a communication device like cellphones to contact each other wherever they were located. Since I moved to New Angels to establish my business the company was born at that time and took off nationwide from how popular cellphones as a communication device were used. Practically everyone in Elizabethville, the great nation such as myself, had a cellphone on their person. Another device developed from was computer laptops for people to work mobile anywhere than focusing on an office for working on a computer device. That took off popularity along with computer readers and tablets. Suchlike readers used to read electronic books for people to enjoy reading without using a paper book in hand. Once I walked out of the elevator, I saw my secretary sitting at her desk typing away onto the laptop that didn’t look my way when I walked by her. I sensed the secretary Nora was a closet writer of romance novels that told sexy scenes. I kept seeing a wordy program onto her laptop each time I peered behind her. Nora kept slamming the laptop down closed each time she detected me behind her peering over her shoulder. 

Followed by her face flamed red as she squeaky asked her habitual question “Sir what can I do for you?”

I didn’t go to peer at Nora’s laptop to see what she was doing with her typing like rude habit occasionally. Instead, I went to my office to get to work while taking out that diamond ring to stuff into a desk drawer I decided to forget about that thing. The hours went by, occupying my time as I worked on the laptop reading endless emailed reports related to Marsen Incorporation business. Such as the factories that built and crafted those computer devices with their production ongoing. I was satisfied that the reports and success of everything was still ongoing keeping me in wealthy means as a successful businessman. 

Once Nora arrived at the office she said “Quitting time sir. Employees want to go home.”

I admit Eden, the voiced artificial computerized mind had sounded five minutes ago right at five o’clock quitting time for workers citywide from their jobs. Eden was an invention my company managed to patent for residentials to have for talking anything on their mind.

“Shift over! Captain, leave deck!” Said Eden in a squeaky feminine voice.

I ignored Eden, determined to keep on reading those endless emails. I admit I’m obsessive with the job as a workaholic. I took out the diamond ring and pocketed that into my jacket pocket making sure my cellphone was in my other pocket. Once I was out of the office in the elevator, I realized I forgot about the noon lunchbreak to meet this cleaning woman that intrigued me that attracted my eyes with her intense shaded blue almond shaped small eyes accompanied by her midback long touchable brown hair pulled in a ponytail that looked silky. I was annoyed that my mind with a lack of forgetting everything had slipped that detail from me. I went to the lobby intending to meet my driver parked at the curb. I noticed through the glass doors a gathering of press held by barricades waiting to pounce onto me.

Security guard came up to me saying “Their demanding you give a statement to an engagement to this woman Trudy Trenton.”

I said “I’m not engaged to marry that woman. We just broke up.”

The security guard said “Not according to them outside when questioned why they’re there. They been blaring that news since they gathered there an hour ago.”

I was angry at Trudy for her latest stunt to keep her claws ensnared onto me. Luckily, I heard squeaking of the cleaning cart sounded which I spotted that cleaning lady that gave me an idea to end Trudy’s attempt to trap me.
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Daelynn: I saw Marsen, walk up to me saying “I have a favor to ask you. I insisted you say yes.”

I was nervous about what he was up to despite the time was quitting with my backpack fully on my back while wearing my mid-thigh length beige knit sweater cardigan over my blue dress as my cleaning lady uniform as coverage. I was intending to put the cart into a janitor closet, but Marsen stopped me. He stood me up for that lunchbreak date by never showed. I gave up waiting for him and went to eat my lunch from my backpack while sitting in an armchair in the lobby. Marsen shocked me by showing me a diamond ring in his hand.

He said, “An engagement of convenience.”

I just dropped my mouth open staring at Marsen while blaring “What?!”

Marsen jerked his head towards the entrance where I saw through the glass doors a gaggle of press held back by barricades.

Marsen explained “There’s a woman you met previously that was rude to you I caught her doing who’s named Trudy Trenton. Trudy has repeatedly refused to take no for an answer each time I tried to break up with her. She’s determined to keep her claws ensnared onto me. Like this ridiculous engagement to marry me is why the press is outside demanding a statement to me.”

I clamped my mouth shut to nod my head while remaining silent. I sensed that rudely awful woman identified as Trudy Trenton that confronted me earlier with a ring on her finger was who Marsen was talking about. 

I said, “Okay I’m named Daelynn Deen for identification. So, let’s do this.”

I held up my left-hand which Marsen gripped sliding that diamond ring a bit tight on my ring finger. Once the ring was firm Marsen took my right hand and pulled me outside to face the press’s blaring questions. The press’s flashing lights began glaring at us both holding hands. Questions yelled at Marsen I heard.

“What do you have to say about being engaged to Trudy Trenton?!”

“How did you ask Trudy to marry you?!”

“When’s the wedding?!”

“What kind of wedding are you going to do?!”
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Marsen: I scowled inwardly hearing the barrage. I ended their questioning yelling by getting the woman Daelynn with me into a lip lock kissing her brainless. I admit I felt an electrical zap charge of pleasure hit me once our lips connected. Instantly I felt a raging hard on that shocked me from no one regardless of gender identity had ever gotten me to literally feel that feeling. I felt Daelynn as I kissed was sensed kissing me back. I would have gone a lot more than that kiss if it wasn’t for that watching audience. Once I broke off the kiss Daelynn looked flustered by her expression.

Like she was thinking “Wow what a kiss!”

I was thinking the same thing alongside her. None of the kisses I did to people on the lips shocked me to feel the way I felt towards Daelynn. Instantly the press was silent in shock without a blaring question said to me. I took a shaken Daelynn to the microphone pulpit to speak.

I spoke “Engagement to marry a woman is true but not to Trudy Trenton. I’m engaged to this woman Daelynn Deen I determined is the love of my life.”

I kissed Daelynn’s hand, who played her part too well acting like she was besotted in love with me. The press began blaring their familiar questions aimed at me and I refused to answer them. I meant to go back into the business office and thank Daelynn for her part. Unfortunately, my driver had the car parked at the curb waiting for me to walk through the gaggle of the press gauntlet with Daelynn alongside me. I scowled angrily to myself that I had to literally keep up the fake engagement to Daelynn in terms of us both in love with each other. Like having her escorting, I as I went to the car to get inside with her. I proceeded to do the gentlemanly thing of opening the car door jerking my chin for her to get inside. Daelynn obeyed, which I got inside following her to accommodate heavy traffic on the roadway on the other side of the car. Once inside the vehicle with the black tinted windows blocking the press’s view, I felt rage hitting me making me swore vulgarity.

“Language sir!” Daelynn reprimanded me.

I snarled saying, “That woman is going to ruin me if she won’t back down with her obsessive attitude of trying to ensnare me in a marriage trap!”

I saw Daelynn make a motion to take the ring off her finger, making me yell at her.

“KEEP THAT THING ON!” I roared using vulgarity for my words.
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Daelynn: I admit I hate the vulgar language used in front of me from Marsen’s yelling at me to keep the ring on my finger. I refused to say those types of words or be foul-mouthed despite reprimanding people’s use of the vulgarity language in front of me. Hence, I as the recorder of this story refused to include those words mentioned in this tale.

“Language sir.” I said reprimanding.

Marsen just growled GRR remaining silent.

I said in response, “This ring belongs to Trudy from the looks of the jewelry. She must have purchased the ring using her own money to establish an engagement with you.”

Marsen said firmly “I know that status. I’ll see about getting that ring back to Trudy once this engagement fiasco between us is over with. I’m not handing that thing back to her in person. I’m having someone else do that job to spare her thinking of any engagement ideas.”

We sat in silence as the driver drove the vehicle slowly fighting rush hour traffic of workers’ quitting shift’s time.

I broke the silence saying, “What’s your hobby you like to do when not doing the job?”

Marsen just stared at me with look like he was thinking “You had to ask me that question?!”

I said “I don’t know anything about you other than you’re a workaholic always working in your office for too much time. Anything else besides that I know nothing about you.”

Marsen just said, “God woman your nosy.”

I held up my left hand where the ring glared on my finger.

“Engagement of convenience.” I reminded Marsen who snarled “I know it.”

I added “Press is going to be heavily questioning us both on our relationship for a while. We’re to play this engagement until it’s safe for us to break up without Trudy trying to get her snares onto you with her obvious obsession. Besides I hate saying this, but our engagement got to be played out in a real way. Just to satisfy Trudy to think of literally losing interests in snaring you.”

Marsen said “Argh.”

I saw him rubbing fingers through his touchable hair yanking at the strands in jerking moves. I sensed he was frustrated with what I said to him about this engagement stunt he pulled onto the press with me alongside him. 

I admit I was thinking “At least I’ve landed a man putting a ring on my finger.”

I further felt dejected from what Marsen said, “This situation of this engagement is the pits.”

I was sensing that Marsen felt like our pseudo
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