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 Cinderella
whistled as she swept the broom back and forth. The little pile of
dust grew bigger with every passing swipe of the broom. The cottage
was warm and inviting, scrubbed clean from top to bottom. She wiped
the sweat off her forehead.

The sweeping was complete. She still needed to
mop the floor, but she thought she might put that off until
tomorrow. Her stepmother and stepsisters would be home soon anyway,
and they wouldn't wait for the floor to dry. They'd tromp in with
their graceless shoes on and carry in all manner of dirt.
Cinderella would end up having to sweep and mop all over
again.

"Of course you shall go, we can not miss it!"
Lady Jermaine's voice filled the air outside the
cottage.

Cinderella's heart skipped a beat. She didn't
like being scared of her stepmother, but she was. The calm and
serenity of the cottage was gone, pierced by the arrival of her
horrid stepmother.

"Oh, I can't wait! It will be such a
time!"

"The event of the season!"

The door flung open. Lady Jermaine strode in,
followed by Bella and Stella. Lady Jermaine, as usual, was stuffed
in a dress much too small for her, with makeup plastered over her
face until she looked like a doll that had come to life. Bella and
Stella were at least youthful, so they looked less ghoulish in
makeup. But Cinderella still thought they wore too much.

She knew better than to say that to them
though. They'd beat her for certain. She kept her head low as the
trio entered and went straight to the back of the cottage, where
they had their rooms.
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