
The next morning, Prince Charming got up 
just before sunrise, with that one black heel 

in hand, and headed out into the city 
without his security detail.

He knew they would just hinder his search 
for that mysterious woman 

he danced with at last night’s royal ball...
Sortarella.



He walked the streets of the 
city from early morning...  



...To the late afternoon 
breaktime spots at various 

coffee shops.  he stopped and 
asked every woman if she was 
the one he danced with at the 

royal ball.

It was me! Lie!  It was me!



with no luck or progress all weekend, Feeling 
defeated, prince charming headed to a park to 
rest and whimper.  he was physically, mentally, 

and emotionally exhausted.  
“I can’t even, anymore...” he stated. 

Then suddenly...



He was hit by some 
crusty, old 

bread crumbs.

OUCH!



When he looked up to give the 
bread-tossing miscreant a crumb of his 

mind, he realized it was her,  
The mysterious lady he danced with at 

the ball...
Sortarella

TO BE CONTINUED...

Sorry.  I’ve got bad aim.  
I was a benchwarmer.


