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	Chapter 1: A Life of Ashes

	 

	Scene 1: A House Without Love

	 

	Cinderella stood in the dimly lit kitchen, scrubbing the last of the dishes. The sound of laughter echoed from the grand dining room, where her stepmother and stepsisters enjoyed a lavish meal. She sighed, wiping a stray strand of hair from her face, her once beautiful dress now reduced to a tattered apron.

	 

	"Faster, Cinderella!" her stepsister, Anastasia, called out. "We need our tea!"

	 

	Cinderella forced a smile. "Yes, of course," she murmured, carrying the silver tray to them.
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	As she placed the tea on the table, Drizella sneered. "Careful, don't spill. We wouldn’t want your filthy hands ruining our evening."

	 

	Her stepmother, Lady Tremaine, barely acknowledged her presence. "When you're done, clean the fireplace. I want no dust when the royal invitations arrive tomorrow."

	 

	Cinderella nodded, suppressing the lump in her throat. She had no choice. This was her life—a servant in her own home.

	
 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2: The Royal Invitation

	 

	 

	Scene 1: A Letter That Changes Everything

	 

	The next morning, Cinderella was kneeling by the fireplace, dusting the last specks of ash when an excited shriek filled the house.

	 

	"Mother! The invitation is here!" Drizella ran down the stairs, waving a golden envelope.

	 

	Anastasia snatched it from her hands. "The royal ball! The prince is searching for a bride!"

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Lady Tremaine took the envelope and unfolded the elegant parchment. Her lips curled into a smile. "Every young lady in the kingdom is invited," she read aloud.

	 

	Cinderella’s heart pounded. Could this be her chance?

	 

	"May I go too?" she asked cautiously.

	 

	The room fell silent. Then, Anastasia and Drizella burst into laughter.

	 

	"You? At the ball?" Drizella smirked. 

	
 

	"Wearing what? Your rags?"

	 

	Lady Tremaine tapped her long fingers on the table. "If you finish all your chores and find something appropriate to wear... then yes."
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