
Princess Chloe Heffenpepper Doussard 

Chloe sat in front of the computer staring at her hands. What was wrong with them? Why wouldn't the 

words come the way they had when she was younger? In seventh grade she wrote the best story ever 

told by anyone her age. In fact, she had won the top honor in her school and even got mentioned by the 

local writer's club. But as the years had passed and she HAD to write for income, that creative spark that 

burned inside her had become harder and harder to ignite. 

Buster licked Chloe's feet as she sat at the desk. "Stop," she giggled, slowly pulling the little Yorkie onto 

her lap. She stroked the soft silky hair and let Buster happily lick her face. "I know, I know," she said, 

wiping the dog slobber off her cheeks. "You love me, don't you?" Chloe thought about her current 

situation. Even though she wasn't making a penny from writing, she was earning a few bucks watching 

Buster while her neighbor was away on a two week cruise to Alaska. "And I love you too," she said, 

smiling down at the dog that brought cute to a whole new level.  

Chloe jumped when she heard her phone start singing. She changed her ringtone more often than she 

changed her hairstyle... and that was a lot! She looked down at the number and even though she didn't 

recognize it, she answered. "Hello?"  

"Hello, is this Miss Chloe Heffenpepper?" the voice asked in a tight British accent. 

"Yes, this is Chloe," she answered, curiously. 

"Miss Chloe Heffenpepper of 345 Ballister Lane?" 

Chloe thought before answering, uneasy about giving out her address. What the heck, she thought. She 

was an out of work writer with nothing better to do than dog-sit on a Saturday night.  

"Yes... who is this?"  

"Miss Heffenpepper, this is Reginald Stebens. The honor of your presence has been requested at the 

Admiral's Ball to be held this Saturday forthcoming at 7 o'clock. Details will be forwarded to you post 

haste." 

"Wha..." Chloe stopped, wondering what this person had just said and what kind of joke it was. Before 

she could answer, Buster jumped from her lap and ran to the door barking furiously. Chloe snapped her 

attention back to her cell phone and was about to speak when she noticed that Mr. Reginald Stebens 

had hung up on her. Too flustered to be angry, she got up from the chair and went to see what Buster 

was fixated on. 

She followed Buster's barking to the front door and when she looked through the side window to see 

who was there, she noticed a large letter leaning against the door. Chloe peeked around the front porch 

to see who might have left it, but no one was there. She glanced behind her, wondering if someone was 

spying on her and playing a really good prank. Satisfied that they weren't, she opened the door and 

grabbed the letter. 

She sat down on the chair in the hall, ripped the envelope open and hoped that it was an acceptance 

letter from a book publishing company. She held her breath and read. "Dear Miss Chloe Heffenpepper, 



His Royal Admiral Simon Peters requests your presence at a ball in his honor Saturday, March 24th at 

Castle de la Mer. 

Chloe read the rest of the invitation and tried to absorb the details of this wildly, weird thing. Well, it 

definitely wasn't an acceptance letter. An invitation, from a Royal Admiral, for her? As if that wasn't 

bizarre enough, the outside of the invitation was addressed to Her Royal Highness, Miss Chloe 

Heffenpepper. Royal Highness? Chloe had been called a lot of things in her life, especially with a last 

name like Heffenpepper. But never, ever had anyone called her Royal Highness. 

She took the invitation and the envelope and tromped back to the computer with Buster on her heels. 

Her fingers started to work again and Chloe began clicking away on the keys. There was plenty of 

information about Admiral Simon Peterson. Chloe discovered that not only was the Admiral the son of a 

Canadian Royal dignitary, he was actually of royal lineage. Chloe dug a little further and discovered that 

he was also very wealthy. To top it all off, he was young and extremely handsome.  

Chloe sat back and called Buster back on to her lap. She stroked his hair with one hand while the other 

clicked the mouse, scanning page after page on Simon Peterson. She wondered if the invitation was a 

mistake. But then she recalled the voice on the phone reciting her address. And, she ran her fingers over 

the expensive parchment the invitation was printed on, it was clearly addressed to her. She couldn’t 

imagine that there were too many Chloe Heffenpeppers around. Nope, she thought. 

Heffenpepper. The name had stuck with her like a bad reputation. The irony was that the name wasn’t 

probably her legal name anyhow. Chloe had been brought up by a single mother who had died when 

Chloe was only 9. She never knew her father and according to her one living relative, her Aunt Genie, no 

one knew who he was. Genie had taken her in after her mother had passed and although she Genie was 

quite eccentric, she was the only family Chloe had and she loved her.  

After graduating in the middle of her class, Chloe went off to college. It wasn’t until then that she 

realized just how lonely she felt not having any other family. She had longed for a father, brothers, 

sisters and cousins. Chloe had always felt a pinch of sadness when friends would talk of large family 

gatherings over the holidays. Genie had a ton of friends, and so did Chloe. But it wasn’t the same as 

family. 

Chloe had recently returned home with a degree in English Literature. She had hoped to secure a job 

right away and not have to burden Genie by moving back in. But Genie was glad to have her.  

“No, no dear. Don’t be silly. This is your home and you are always welcome,” said Genie, making up a 

separate office area for Chloe to pursue her career. “Besides, having the pressure of an apartment and 

bills will stifle those creative juices. Here,” Genie said, extending her arm toward the nook in the corner 

of the living room, “you can write undisturbed and let your creativity flow!” 

Chloe had reluctantly accepted Genie’s offer. After all, she couldn’t deny the wisdom behind it. So with 

her degree freshly mounted on the wall above the computer, Chloe set out to win the next Pulitzer 

Prize. But even with the proper Feng Shui balance of plants, natural light and running water, all Chloe 

had managed to land were some short story gigs and opportunities to write on free share sites. Aung 

Genie had never once asked her for a penny. But at 22 years old and four months after graduating, 

Chloe was seriously questioning her writing abilities. 



She knew she was a good writer, but doubt had begun to creep in. Some of her advisors had suggested 

that perhaps she consider pursuing a teaching certificate or to continue on for her master’s degree. 

Chloe had politely declined, sure she would be signing books at sold out appearances by now. But as she 

looked at her name on the invitation in front of her, she realized it might be the only time she would see 

her name in print.  

“Ugh,” she said, exasperated at the thought of having to go back to school. Buster licked her arm and 

Chloe looked down at the cute dog. “Ugh,” she said again. Despite not having to pay any rent or bills of 

any kind, Chloe still tried to contribute. In order to help Aunt Genie out and to support herself to some 

degree, Chloe had resorted to picking up freelance virtual secretarial work and as a favor to her 

neighbors, had agreed to dog-sit Buster for a few weeks while they cruised around Alaska. Why anyone 

who lived in Minnesota would want to go to Alaska was beyond her. 

“But I’d do it again in a heartbeat,” Chloe said as she kissed Buster.  

 

 

“Well, what do you think?” Chloe asked Tracy as she nibbled on her Caesar salad. “A mistake? A total 

mix-up?” 

Tracy read and re-read the invitation as she sipped on her Bloody Mary. “I don’t know Chlo. It doesn’t 

look like a mistake. I mean they spelled your name right and everything. How often does that happen?” 

Chloe just rolled her eyes. “You’re right, I know. But why would they invite me?”  

Tracy took a long sip on her cocktail. She flipped the invitation over and over in her perfectly manicured 

fingers. Chloe and Tracy had been friends since elementary school. Tracy was the youngest of six 

children and had a huge extended Italian family. They got together every Sunday for sauce – which was 

really a giant spaghetti dinner and lots of gossip. Tracy had spent many Sundays there and always 

mourned a little when she returned home to the quiet of her life with Aung Genie. 

But despite their differences, Tracy and Chloe had remained best of friends through the years. Tracy had 

also just graduated but unlike Chloe, she had been hired right from school by the firm she interned for in 

her final year of earning her marketing degree.  

Tracy took another long sip and then stopped. Her mouth flew open and the straw fell out. “Wait a 

minute! Your name is online, right? I mean you’ve written a bunch of stuff, even interviews and stuff 

online, right?” 

Chloe put her fork down and thought for minute. “Yeah,” she said, unsure where Tracy was going with 

this.  

“I bet they came across your name online and mistook you for a reputable reporter,” Tracy said, smiling 

over her straw. 

“Thanks a lot,” said Chloe sarcastically. But as she thought about it, Tracy was probably right. It was the 

only explanation that made any sense. 



After lunch, Chloe scanned the internet for the interviews she had published online. There were only a 

handful, and, she had to admit, they weren’t very good. But still, that had to be why she was being 

invited. She looked up other royal affairs and found that even though the paparazzi were not attendees, 

they still dressed formally. This meant that she too would have to wear a formal gown. 

Just the thought of trying on gowns made Chloe’s stomach turn. She had always been skinny, even as a 

very little girl. And she wasn’t skinny in the slim, athletic sort of way. Chloe had been the nerdy skinny. 

When she was in middle school she had short curly blond hair, glasses and braces. By the time she got to 

high school, Chloe started to disappear in Tracy’s shadow. Tracy had gorgeous long black hair and curves 

in all the right places. She never acted like all eyes were on her, but they were. Eventually, Chloe had 

agreed to let Tracy give her a makeover. And as the years went by, her hair grew, the braces came off 

and the contacts went in. But the thin frame stayed with her. And now, Chloe had one day to come up 

with a gown that made her look royal. 

“C’mon, you’ll look amazing,” said Tracy as she coaxed Chloe into the next shop. “Trust me.” 

“I do trust you, it’s just that no matter how beautiful the dress, I’ll still have this.” Chloe pointed down to 

her legs. They were skinny and pale and tapered sharply to her ankles. Chicken legs, that’s what Aunt 

Genie had always called them. Not just because of how scrawny they were. But also because of the 

birthmark on her ankle. It was a cluster of freckles that was actually shaped like a chicken leg. 

“Don’t worry about that. With this dress,” Tracy said, pointing to the emerald green gown in the mirror, 

“nobody is going to be looking at your feet.” 

Tracy was right. The dress was made of the smoothest satin Chloe had ever felt. The lace bodice was 

tight and flattering, showing just enough of Chloe’s minimal cleavage to make it look like more that it 

was. The waist was adorned with beading that disappeared into the full length skirt. Slim straps held the 

bodice delicately against Chloe’s ivory skin. The green was almost exactly the same color as the green of 

her eyes. And when she stood in front of the mirror and looked at herself, she knew Tracy was right. She 

looked amazing. Nobody would even notice her birthmark. 

After hours of shopping, Chloe returned home to the smell of baking cookies. 

“I love it,” said Aunt Genie. “Now, you must be exhausted. What do you say we spend the evening 

watching movies and eating junk food? That way you’ll be sure and fill that dress out all the way!” 

Tracy kissed Genie on the cheek, glad that even though she was the only family she had, she had her. 

“Okay, let me just hang this up and I’ll be right back.” 

The two women spent the rest of the night baking, laughing and reminiscing about Chloe’s mother. “You 

look so much like her, you know,” Genie said. She missed her sister Jasmine terribly. The day she had 

died had been the worst, but also one of the best because it was the day she took custody of Chloe. 

“I know,” Chloe said, thinking of all the pictures she had seen of her mother. She did look like her. She 

had the same blond hair, the same green eyes, and the same slight frame. “Except…” 

“For the chicken leg!” the two women said at the same time in a burst of laughter. After indulging in 

cookies and watching a sappy movie, the two women fell fast asleep in the sofa. 



Chloe woke up to the sound of Buster coughing. She jumped off the sofa and ran across the room to him 

and saw he was choking on something. Aung Genie woke up from the commotion and the two women 

pry open his mouth and pull out a long, wet, piece of cloth. 

“What the…” Chloe said, looking at the sopping wet cloth. Genie pulled the rest of it out and held it up. 

Their eyes met and instantly they both realized what it was. 

“The dress!” The women shouted and ran to the bedroom. The white garment bag was still zipped at the 

top. But the bottom was ripped open. On the floor, underneath the frayed garment bag, lay the 

shredded green dress and a pile of cookie crumbs. 

“Buster!” Chloe yelled in a panic. She looked at Aung Genie. “The ball is two days away! I’ll never have 

enough time to find another dress!” 

“Let’s see if we can find a dress shop to fix it up,” Genie said, gathering the pieces off the floor. 

Genie took the dress and disappeared out of the room as Chloe ran to the computer. She doubted she 

could find anybody to fix the mess Buster made, let alone fix it in a day.  She opened the internet to find 

her email flooded with new rejection letters. Tears stung the corner of her eyes as she tried to keep it 

together. She knew it wasn’t Buster’s fault, he was just a silly dog. And she didn’t want Genie to see her 

lose it. She thought about the ball again and resolved to think positively. Maybe, Chloe thought, just 

maybe this will be my big break. 

Chloe never set out to be a reporter. But if that’s what it took her to get noticed, she would do it. Having 

her name in print and being seen as a serious writer was all she wanted. If she had to start as a reporter, 

she could work up from there. Besides, many reporters go on to have great careers and even publish 

books. 

She spent hours searching shop after shop, calling one after the other until she finally found one that 

would do the work. “Oh, thank you,” Chloe said, feeling the worry dissipate. “Just one more thing,” she 

said, pausing. “How much will this cost?” 

Chloe held her breath and let it out in a rush when she heard the response on the other end of the 

phone. “Three hundred and fifty for same day,” the lady at the shop said. “That’s if we can find a fabric 

that will match.” 

“Thank you,” said Chloe as she hung the phone up, feeling the claws of defeat again. She looked at her 

computer, trying not to count the rejection emails, but knowing they outnumbered the job offers 

exponentially. She thought maybe she should just give up. Why even bother to be a writer? Why even 

bother to be a reporter? Why even bother to look good when she was just a plain Jane, unemployed 

college graduate with chicken legs. 

Buster came bouncing in the room to brighten her spirits. But this time, Chloe was anything but happy 

to see him. She brushed him aside and sat on the edge of the bed, picking off the green strands of dress 

that clung to her pants. But Buster wouldn’t leave her alone.  

“What? What do you want now?” Chloe asked impatiently. Buster kept pulling at her and barking until 

she couldn’t ignore him. “Okay, I’ll come,” she said as she followed him out into the living room. She 

stopped when she saw Aunt Genie. She was holding a green dress that looked similar to the one Chloe 



had bought. But it was different. In place of the ripped skirt was a collection of multicolored fabric strips 

that hung vertically from the waistline. Each strip was finished with the same green lace of the bodice. 

Chloe looked at the dress, at Aung Genie, and then at the dress again. Her aunt, her loving aunt, had 

taken the destroyed remnants of the dress and turned it into a work of beauty, a dress fit for a queen. 

“Thank you,” Chloe said as she ran and threw her arms around Genie. “I love it – and I love you!” She 

planted a wet kiss on her aunt’s cheek, grabbed the dress and headed back to her room, closing the 

door behind her ensuring Buster was on the other side. 

With the dress problem solved, Chloe focused on learning more about the family she would be 
interviewing so she would be prepared for her big break. She went back online and discovered that 
Simon Peterson’s father was the Admiral Chief Emory Francis Peterson of the Royal Canadian Fleet. He 
was a direct descendent of the royal family of England by marriage. But his wife had died years ago, 
when his son, Simon Peterson, was only 11.  

“Hmmm,” Chloe said out loud to herself. “His mother died when he was young, too.” Chloe thought that 
was very interesting. 

She continued researching and discovered that the Admiral’s ball was an annual event and that this 
year, the ball was honoring Simon Peterson and his advancement to the position of Vice Admiral in the 
Royal Fleet. Chloe didn’t know what any of that meant, but knew it sounded important. She continued 
to look for any connections she might have to this event or the family, again wondering how they found 
her. She was just a small town girl from Minnesota. This was a big, royal Canadian family. She couldn’t 
even begin to see how their paths would have ever crossed. 

After searching for hours, Chloe figured she wouldn’t find anything else. She grabbed the invitation and 
saw that it told her to expect a car to pick her up at 5:00 for the event. A car, thought Chloe? Wow! If 
they treated reporters like this, she couldn’t imagine how they treated the royalty! 

Chloe spent the rest of the night figuring out how to approach the task ahead of her. Should she bring 
her recorder? Her iPod? Her tablet? She certainly didn’t want to lug her laptop with her. She had a nice 
small evening bag that would hold her iPod or recorder nicely. But was she allowed to record? She had 
never been to such a formal event before and didn’t want to break protocol. But she also didn’t want 
the royal family to see her inexperience. After all, this just might be her big break. 

And then there was Buster. She had to make sure she was home on time because even though Tracy 
had agreed to come watch him for a few hours, she didn’t want to put her out. Aung Genie would have 
done it but she had her weekly Bikram meditation class. Chloe never understood why Aunt Genie kept 
going to those classes. She was flexible and so relaxed and at peace, why did she need to keep going to 
those thing? Genie would tell her it was because she kept going that she was so relaxed and at peace. 
She also hinted to Chloe many times that perhaps she should try the class and maybe it would help 
remove her writer’s block. But Chloe was pretty certain that if she had to sit in the lotus position for very 
long, her little chicken legs just might snap. 

 

 


