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“The king is looking for the woman from last night. I heard she was the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen! She ran off before he could catch her name, the wicked step monster of the west exclaims!”

Surely, he would find her on social media, right? Oh, wait she wasn’t allowed to have one. She had to use the ancient flip phone. Only to respond to when her step-monster or evil step trolls wanted something. If they discovered another number during their inspections there would be hell to pay.

Tatiana was beautiful. Long dark curls and green eyes. With an olive complexion, except she did not know this. Her family always told her how ugly she was. She got her sister’s old hand me downs. The girls were thin and blonde. Tatiana had all the curves in all the right places. They knew it, they had to dig their claws in because they could! They enjoyed torturing her, who was going to stop them?

She was fed up with their treatment. Ready to run away from this place and never look back. Maybe change her name. So, she snuck out to his mansion. Borrowing her dead mother’s dress and cleaning herself up. She took step mommy’s new shimmer eye shadow. Her red lipstick and diamond earrings. If she was caught, she wouldn’t be leaving for months! Deep down she knew she wasn’t going to steal the prince’s heart. If anyone deserved a night out and a couple cocktails, it was her. Not one she had to steal from the liquor cabinet, when no one was looking! 

There was no magical pumpkin or anything. A magic wand would have been nice. Sadly, she was on her own here. She just had to replace what she took before her family noticed, she used that term very loosely. Betting they would all be a little tipsy. Wouldn’t they notice her? No, not a single person had ever seen her dolled up. They would expect her to show up in rags. 

No fairy Godmother. Not a soul was coming to save her, help her. If she wanted to win, she was going to have to take it. She was betting everything on herself. It wasn’t that she exactly needed a prince to save her. She wasn’t even sure exactly how to flirt with a man. Talking was something she was great at. Usually trying to talk herself out of trouble.

“Complimentary champagne miss, the butler at the front murmured.” As if he said this too many times tonight! She had never drunk champagne, she wasn’t about to tell them that! Not when she risked everything to be here. Try not to make a fool of yourself, she thinks to herself. Be cool!

She wasn’t used to drinking champagne. Seemed stronger than anything out of her dad’s cabinet. Not that she drank that much or anything. Her nerves had her drinking them a little faster, that’s all.

Boom! She’s on the ground. Clutzy McClutzerson, fell and hit the ground. It wasn’t exactly graceful. She ran smack dab into him. Spilling champagne in her hair! Good thing this was the biggest mansion she had ever seen, No one seemed to notice her disgrace. 

“Are you okay Miss? What that? I’m just a little directionally challenged, she snorted!” He laughed; he hadn't laughed all night. That was refreshing!

“I haven’t seen you around here before, he smirked. Oh yeah, I am umm not out this way much. I really just wanted to let off some steam. Everyone is here to meet the prince. I am here for the free drinks! Is that so, he said, a little off put?

“Isn’t everyone here to meet the prince? I guess if you know who the prince is. You don’t know who the prince is? Are you in some sort of bubble? I really don’t keep up with stuff like that, Tatiana said confidently.

That is what the prince started to rethink everyone. These women were lined up fawning after him. For power, position and title. Here comes this woman who didn’t want to give him the time of day. That astounded his mind, shook him to his core. He didn’t know rejection and she was a breath of fresh air. Her looks helped as well. He thought she had a more exotic look. Not that there weren’t a few other dark-skinned women there. Her beauty was just stunning. Those eyes, he could stare at them all day. Get lost in them. Getting lost in her, the perfume, the hair, was driving him wild!

Prince Draven, your presence is requested with Mrs. Slaven. She spit out her drink, all over him. This was her step-problem and her sister’s name! She knows that is the prince’s name. Not knowing what he looks like, is one thing. She knew his name and she wasn’t that lame. She took off walking. Draven wanted to stop her. He tried, somehow, she was his main focus. He wanted to see more of her. Those small few minutes sealed the deal. Maybe? There were plenty of single and eligible women. You know how love is. We want what we want. It doesn’t have to make sense.

Knowing there’s little time before they get home. She starts undressing. A glimpse at her mother’s dress almost makes her wonder if her mother would be proud. Her mother died when she was five. The only memories of her were a few pictures and that dress.

Time to get into action. She sprays cleaning products into the air and steps into them. To wash the champagne smell out of her hair. Time to dab some dirt on. Okay, let’s clean something filthy. And put on the sad holey pants and old band tee shirt she usually wore. She only got their hand me downs when they were ratty. Her father allowed it because he was blinded by this woman. He was always away on business. He never saw how they treated her, when he was away. She told him once. He didn’t believe her. Step nothing said I lied and he believed her. Claimed I was having a hard time adjusting to their marriage. My father said if I didn’t stop, I would go to boarding school! Would that be a punishment, she wondered? She couldn’t say it out loud! It’s not like she got to bask in her father’s riches. They made sure of that! Only they got the finest of things. Daddy wasn’t here to see it. 

“Word is he’s looking far and low for her, the evil troll of a sister says! Tatiana butts in, who is he looking for! Your Highness Draven Grayling. You never listen do you, maybe he forgot my name her gasping terrible sister said? Maybe, did he say who he is looking for?” Her evil sister Hartley, which is funny, as she had no heart at all. Thinks she must be the belle of the ball and he must have chosen her! Who else could he have chosen? Oh, the high self-esteem of this one! 

Tatiana pauses, he can’t be looking for me. I ran into him, spilt champagne in my hair and it was less than a good time! She can’t say anything out loud, not to a soul. Her family will punish her for leaving the house. Tatiana was a slave for free labor. Someone to kick and abuse, to get their moments of fun. Most days she held her head high. Everyone has a breaking point! 

They are asleep. She peeks through the house to see who is up. Wonders if she can get to the prince. She doesn’t think it is she, he wants. Maybe he can employ her over there, she’s a hard worker. Time to get out of here. Her heart is in her chest. Getting caught would be terrible. You will see why as we go on here.

Clank, clank, she hits the door knocker. Her throat was in her chest. She turns to leave. Afraid of this whole outcome. So frightened it’s time to go. The same butler from before answered. “Hello, how can I help you? Yeah, I was here the other night. Obviously, I was dressed better. I heard the prince umm Greyling. He was looking maybe for some help. I work over at my father’s estate. I was wondering if he had any time to meet with me?”

“I can take your resume but someone else is in charge of the hiring around here, the butler says.”

She spun around, and the hair. He remembered her hair and the champagne that night. The way her dark hair moved when she turned. Okay, on second thought, let me see if I can find him. He never told her why. He remembered why, he just smiled at her.

Draven, there is a woman here to see you! The tenth today! Not one of them is her Charles. What do you want? Sir, she is simply asking for a job. Maybe she is her, she is beautiful. Even in ugly clothes. I can still see it. He needed a little coaxing but Charles persuaded him.

He came down the staircase and he saw her. Could this be? The hair color was right, but the clothes? It couldn’t be her right? He did notice that she was still beautiful.

By this point he was a little aggravated. “Yes Miss, " says Draven. I came here to talk to you about a job. I have been working at my father’s estate for years. I can cook, clean, run errands. I will figure out anything I don’t know! “

“Were you here last night? No, I stayed home. That’s not what Charles told me!” Oh, crap busted in a lie. “Okay, yes, I was here last night. I snuck out in these rags. That is what my family has left me to wear. I didn’t want to be remembered like this. Not that you remembered me at all?”

“Oh, I remember you, why do you want to work?”

“Sir, I need a really bad escape. I am treated unkind. I have to get out of there. I figured
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