
A Tale of Two Sisters

If the only thing necessary for the triumph of evil is for good people to do nothing, wicked
Queen Christabel of Lilitopia is in for a shock.



The stone castle stood high upon the hill, as it had for a thousand years. Its rose-quartz 

turrets soared majestically into an eternally azure sky and its flying buttresses arched 

elegantly between towers. Beyond the moat that shimmered like quicksilver, far beneath the

arrow slit windows through which a watchful eye was kept on the land, the undulating 

pastures rolled out to the thick forests that stretched to the horizon. Streams meandered 

through the valleys. Cottages dotted the landscape. Unicorns roamed unfettered.

However, no smoke curled from the chimneys. No fish swam in the rivers and the 

birds did not sing. The animals’ heads were bowed, their horns discoloured and peeling, 

bellies of all types rumbled, and the fields lay fallow.

In the ancient fairy realm of Lilitopia, a land that for so long had been filled with joy 

and peace, happiness and plenty were distant memories.

*

Nestled deep within the castle walls lay the Great Hall that had once hosted weddings and 

christenings, balls and feasts. From a gold, ruby-encrusted throne, Queen Christabel held 

court. Before her were assembled this morning’s petitioners, a motley gathering of elves, 

dwarves, pixies and the odd goblin. Behind her left shoulder stood her sister, the Princess 

Seraphina, whose stomach was churning and whose wings were trembling because, oh, 

how she hated these sessions.

‘Begin!’ commanded the Queen, her hard tone in sharp contrast to the soft beauty of 

her exterior.

The crowd shuffled and jostled for a moment before a dwarf stumbled forward. His 

face was gaunt, his trousers were baggy, and his legs seemed to be shaking as he attempted 

a bow.

Be brave, willed Princess Seraphina from the depths of her good, kind heart. Don’t 

show you’re afraid. Although, who was she to talk? She, who had never even said “Hello” 

to a goose, let alone “Boo”.

‘Speak!’

The dwarf swallowed visibly and dropped to his knees. ‘Your most excellent majesty,’

he began haltingly, clutching his hat to his chest, ‘I represent the Lilitopian Association for 

the Protection of Unicorns. They continue to starve. They no longer have the strength to fly.

I humbly beseech you to increase the daily hay allowance so that they can -’

‘Denied,’ snapped the Queen.

‘But the rations aren’t enough,’ protested the foolish dwarf, raising his gaze and 



scrambling to his feet, desperation etched into his expression. ‘If only you would permit us 

to plough the fields and sow some crops...’

He tailed off, his words swallowed by the collective gasp that arose behind him, and 

his eyes widened in obvious realisation at the mistake he’d made.

‘P-p-please forgive me, your majesty,’ he stammered, red-faced and quivering. ‘I d-d-

didn’t mean to –’

But it was too late. The Queen had gone very still. Princess Seraphina had gone very 

still. Everyone had gone very still.

And then there was a flicker of movement.

The snap of a wrist.

The point of one long, elegant finger.

A puff of glittery, emerald smoke –

– and the dwarf vanished.

As she watched the frog that had replaced him hop off, Seraphina realised with a 

sinking heart that it was going to be that kind of a morning.

How she wished she could do something about the terrible state of affairs that had 

existed ever since her sister had taken the throne following their father’s death five years 

ago. How she wished she’d done more to stake her own claim. She was the older twin, after

all, and the rightful heir. The throne, therefore, should have been hers. And it could have 

been.

But the awful truth was, she hadn’t wanted it. She had no love of the limelight. From 

the moment they were born, Christabel had been the dominant sibling, the one who cast 

shadows that she – Seraphina – had lived beneath quite happily. She had preferred her own 

company anyway, and while Christabel had been off burning spiders and pulling the wings 

off ladybirds, Seraphina had been more than content with her library of books and her 

catalogue of thoughts. So when the time had come to succeed and Christabel had suggested 

she borrow the throne until her sister was ready, Seraphina had secretly, shamefully, been 

relieved.

Now, though, she deeply regretted that cowardly selfishness. Christabel’s thirst for 

power was growing increasingly unquenchable, and she clearly had no intention of ever 

relinquishing her position. Her autocratic and merciless rule meant that Lilitopians were 

starving. The coffers and stores were empty. And with the oppressive help of the goblin 

army she’d built up, the Queen made sure that things stayed that way.



Was it possible to rectify the situation? Seraphina wondered despondently. Heaven 

knew she’d been trying. The guilt and the responsibility had become overwhelming. For 

months now she’d been slipping out of bed in the dead of night and heading to the Spell 

Room. She’d read The Book from cover to cover a thousand times and had practised and 

practised until her voice had become hoarse. But what came so easily to her sister eluded 

her, and the realisation that she had no magic, she had no strength, was a bitter pill to 

swallow, for what other hope was there?

‘Next!’ barked the Queen, jerking Seraphina out of her wretchedness in time to 

witness a goblin request and be granted an extension to question a pixie who was being 

held without trial, followed by an unsuccessful plea for work and then a disastrous attempt 

to defer a payment of tax.

‘Next!’

The crowd parted to let the fifth petitioner of the morning through, and at the 

unexpected sight of the strong, proud elf who emerged, Seraphina had to bite back a cry of 

horror and dismay.

No!

Not Nicholas!

What was he doing here?

Only yesterday, as they’d lain beneath the branches of the cherry tree and gazed up at 

the cloudless sky, she’d told him she’d find a way. Somehow. In her own time. She’d 

believed she’d persuaded him not to come to court despite his determination to do things in 

the proper fashion. He was convinced that he could appeal to the Queen’s softer side, but 

Seraphina knew she had no softer side. There was no way the Queen would grant him his 

wish, and he’d push and fight and protest and then she would turn him into a frog too and 

Seraphina would be all alone once again.

She’d thought he’d understood. She’d thought he’d agreed. Yet here he was, the 

reckless, stubborn fool.

‘Name?’

‘Nicholas, your majesty,’ he answered with a slight bow.

‘What do you want?’

Please don’t let him say it, thought Seraphina, crossing her fingers behind her back 

and holding her breath. Please make him change his mind. There’s still time.

‘To marry your sister,’ he said, dashing her hopes on the rocks of despair.



As a hush fell, the Queen slowly turned her head, and the look that she gave 

Seraphina was so sly, the smile curving her soft lips so cruel, that despite the dread winding

through her, Seraphina couldn’t help but wonder how Christabel could harbour such hatred.

Where did it come from? They’d had the same upbringing, and although their mother had 

died when they were young, it had been an easy one. Was it possible to be born evil?

‘Denied,’ said the Queen as she turned back to the crowd, confirming to Seraphina 

that, yes, it very likely was.

Nicolas’ chin lifted a fraction in a show of misjudged defiance. ‘Why?’

Shock ricocheted off the walls. For a moment there was absolute silence. And then 

came an icily incredulous, dangerously soft, ‘Why?’

‘Yes,’ said Nicholas. ‘Why? I want to know why you would forbid your sister’s 

marriage.’

‘How dare you question me?’

‘Because it isn’t right.’

The entire room seemed to inhale sharply and hold its breath. Jaws dropped. The 

Queen froze.

Then the hand rose.

The wrist twitched.

The finger pointed.

And suddenly, Seraphina’s head began to swim and her vision blurred. Her heart 

thundered and her blood hammered in her ears. Like a weak dam wall bursting beneath 

immense pressure, something inside her shattered, releasing a tsunami of emotion that 

rushed through her veins. Adrenaline surged. Every nerve-ending sizzled. Her wings 

quivered.

She couldn’t lose him. She couldn’t. He was the only good thing in her life. He was 

her first love. Her only love. She was not going to let this happen. Not again. Not ever 

again.

She had to stop this. Now. Once and for all. For Nicholas. For herself. For every 

single Lilitopian who lived under her sister’s despotic regime. She’d been reticent, in 

denial, weak too long. No more. Enough was enough.

As emotion continued to swirl through her like a maelstrom, whipping her up and 

tossing her about, Seraphina squeezed her eyes tight shut and silently incanted one of the 

thousands of spells she’d learned, this time with a conviction that she’d never felt before:



May the strength of my heart,

My head and my bones

Cast evil aside

And its embodiment to stone.

She repeated it in her head, over and over, faster and faster, until the whispering 

became a great roar, drowning out her every fear, her every doubt, and filling her instead 

with calm certainty and solid strength. And as the voice inside faded, she became gradually 

aware that the roar was now coming from the Hall.

Reeling with the intensity of everything she was feeling, Seraphina opened her eyes 

to find that everyone was staring at the Queen. She took a deep, steadying breath and 

glanced down.

And gasped.

For every inch of her wicked sister, from the top of her shiny blonde hair to the tips of

her delicate toes and everything in between, had turned to solid grey rock. All that remained

unchanged was the glittering, gold crown.

Stunned and trembling, Seraphina was unsure what to think or how to feel for a 

moment. She reached out and touched the statue, a tinge of grief piercing her heart despite 

everything6, but the surface was cold. Her sister was gone.

And then she remembered the certainty and the strength that had wiped out the fear 

and the doubt, and she filled with renewed conviction. She could restore this land to what it

had been, she knew. She could return happiness and joy to the Lilitopians. It wouldn’t be 

easy, but she could do it. With or without Nicholas. She might love him, but was someone 

so bull-headed and, well, stupidly reckless, really what she needed by her side? It was a 

question for another day, she thought, plucking the stolen crown from the stone statue and 

reclaiming what was rightfully hers. Because today was a day for celebration. A debt had 

been repaid and her people were finally free.

And so was she.

*


