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Hello family, friends, and 

fans! 

I am Chaz Beebe, Journal 

Team Lead here at Write of 

Passion. I am filling in for 

our wonderful Allison Hinkle 

for now.  

What was your favorite 

story growing up? Did it 

feature talking animals, evil 

queens, and maybe even a 

dragon to defeat? If so, it was 

probably a fairy tale.  

Fairy tales have been 

known to capture the 

imagination of the people of 

many cultures, who shaped 

characters after themselves, 

adding features and animals 

found in their areas. This 

could be from one side of the 

country to another, or even 

different countries – all  

borrowing, learning, and 

growing these tales into 

magical experiences for their 

readers. 

We hope that we can help 

you to be swept away in the 

magic we have in store. 

Maybe you will find a part of 

yourself or your culture? 

Maybe you will be given the 

opportunity to learn and 

grow? Hopefully, you will 

pass on your new  

knowledge and the magic 

behind it to others. 

 

Writers, if you want to be 

a part of future magical 

moments with our literary 

journals or anthologies: 
 

➢ First, make sure to 

check out our 

submissions period 

listed on our 

Important Dates page 

of the Write of 

Passion website. 

➢ Write and polish until 

you have a final draft 

on the theme. 

➢ Do not publish (or 

make sure the work 

has not been 

published, if an older 

piece), which includes 

on personal blogs or 

websites. 

➢ Use the specific 

guidelines set out on 

the Submissions 

Guidelines page to 

prepare and submit 

your work for the 

theme requested in 

the time period it is 

being requested. 

(Currently literary 

journal submissions 

are unpaid, but we are 

trying to change that. 

Accepted works are 

automatically a part 

of our annual 

anthology, along with 

accepted second-

chance works.)  

➢ Once submitted, look 

for communications 

by email on the next 

steps. 

 

Find out more and follow 

Write of Passion on 

Facebook, Twitter, and 

Instagram as well as our 

website, and with me on 

Facebook, Instagram, and my 

Patreon site.

 

 

 

Letter from the Editor 
By Chaz Beebe 
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Viera is from the land far away over the big sea and 

nestled in the midst of Europe, Germany. Being only 

a reader of the journals at first, she joined the team of 

WofP and acts as a support member who does beta 

reading for the journals from time to time. (AN: So 

mainly she’s still reading, just at an earlier stage 

now). Aside from that she works in the IT area and in 

her free time likes to do gaming, cooking, baking or 

going for some strolls when the weather is nice.  

 

 

~ 

 

 

Deana Wilson is a self-proclaimed weaver of fantasy.  One of the 

youngest of a family of eight children living in a Montana town so 

small it boasted only a bar and a post office, she soon discovered 

books and writing as an outlet for her creative nature. 

She earned her bachelor’s degree from SNHU, majoring in 

creative writing, and minoring in screenwriting and history.  

Published works include her experimental short story, 

“Fragmented,” featured in the 4/24/2017 issue of The Penmen 

Review; “The Art of Courage,” published in the Dragons Within: 

Protecting Her Own anthology; and “Treason of Asphodel,” 

featured in Fractured Realities: A Write of Passion Anthology.  

With the help of a houseful of cats and kids, she is completing her 

high fantasy trilogy and learning Korean via dramas and K-pop. 

You can follow her on Twitter at https://twitter.com/PhoenixRose18 ; Instagram at 

https://www.instagram.com/deana.r.wilson/; and Facebook under Deana Rose Wilson, Author.  

  

Staff Spotlights 

https://twitter.com/PhoenixRose18
https://www.instagram.com/deana.r.wilson/
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Deanna Lawlis has 

written children’s short 

stories for as long as she can 

remember. She has never 

published any of them, but 

she has read them to 

kindergarten, first, second 

and third grade students often 

and with great reactions. As a 

preteen, she aspired to be a 

journalist and rewrote articles 

from magazines and 

newspapers as if she’d 

received the information 

firsthand. She would then 

take the original article and 

her article and place them 

side by side in a portfolio. 

Her first book Of Ashes 

and Embers – Exploring Self-

Awareness after Spiritual 

Abuse has taken her roughly 

ten years to write as it is her 

personal experience journaled 

throughout the years. The 

book reveals all of the stages 

of deconstructing from 

religious indoctrination and 

reconstructing to wholeness 

within self. She began 

compiling the texts into a 

book format in December of 

2019. The inspiration for her 

book is 23 years of personal 

experience in the Christian 

Evangelical Church, along 

with a Bachelor’s of 

Ministerial Counseling from 

Freedom Bible College and 

Seminary, and ten years’ 

worth of researching all other 

religious cultures, 

psychology, the human brain 

and how it functions, and 

seeking to become self-

aware. She intends to publish 

this book herself on Amazon 

KDP and pay for her 

advertising. 

Deanna doesn’t have a 

schedule for her writing. She 

allows the words to flow as 

they come, including at 2 AM 

when a nagging thought 

refuses to allow her more 

sleep until she has jotted it 

down. This is why she 

follows the advice of keeping 

a notebook on her bedside 

table. 

Her first book, an 

action/adventure story, was 

written when she was ten 

years old. Deanna has written 

seven children’s books which 

have not yet been published. 

Luckily her parents have 

always encouraged her 

writing, her children have 

always enjoyed her stories, 

and her husband is very 

proud of her writing.  

When she isn’t writing, 

she enjoys gardening, 

researching history, and 

kayak fishing, among other 

things. Deanna Lawlis can be 

followed online on Twitter 

@DeannaLawlis.  

 

Author Spotlight:  

Deanna Lawlis 
By Avery Graycastle 

https://twitter.com/deannalawlis
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Jordan Merenick first 

realized in his mid-teens that 

he wanted to be a writer. He 

has always enjoyed being 

creative, though his original 

focus was music. As he got 

older, he realized that music 

wasn’t going to get him 

where he wanted to go. In 

response, he started writing 

poetry and has been doing so 

ever since.  

For Jordan, a first draft of 

a poem can happen very 

quickly. His first rush of 

wonder, fear, scandal, or 

ethereal voice can normally 

carry him halfway through 

the piece. Then, depending 

upon the work, it can be as 

quick as a few days or as 

long as several months, 

summoning one word at a 

time. Otherwise, he will let 

the poem fester inside until it 

demands to be written.  

That is only the beginning 

of the birth of a poem. From 

there, just like with other 

types of writing, editing takes 

over. Jordan walks the fine 

line between the dark world 

of technical perfection and 

the bright realm of the 

poem’s creative soul. 

Poetry does not 

completely support Jordan; 

he does have a day job with 

health plans and bonuses. 

Lucky for Jordan’s fans, his 

job does not interfere with his 

writing. Jordan writes mostly 

after midnight, in the calm 

beauty of late night. While 

the world sleeps, Jordan 

writes. He writes poetry 

about pretty much anything, 

seeking the beauty in all 

aspects of the human 

experience. 

Jordan’s first poem was 

published when he was 

eighteen. He was taking a 

community college class. His 

poetry has grown since then 

from a rough, rhyming, 

simplistic poetry to showing 

the beauty of the world 

around him. 

When he isn’t writing, he 

loves to read books about 

history, politics, and 

theology. He loves painting 

abstract paintings and playing 

complicated strategy games. 

He spends a lot of time 

hanging out with his wife and 

dog. 

Jordan has a unique 

suggestion for writers. He 

says it’s okay not to write 

every day. Maybe you need 

to take time to be creative in 

other ways, or not at all. With 

regards to being creative he 

used to be depressed when he 

wasn’t creative, and he felt 

his poetry was horrible. He 

felt like he was wasting his 

day if he wasn’t being 

creative. Sometimes you 

must let go of your plans and 

let your creativity flow 

freely. 

Jordan can be reached by 

email at j95twu@gmail.com 

and Instagram. 

  

Author Spotlight:  

Jordan Merenick 
By Avery Graycastle 

mailto:j95twu@gmail.com
https://www.instagram.com/jordanmerenick/
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Olivia Thompson is a 

wonderful writer who has 

recently published her first 

book. Olivia enjoys writing 

and can power through the 

drafting process, finishing a 

complete rough draft in two 

to three months. Editing, beta 

reading and polish take 

another six months or a little 

less. She tends to write before 

work, during lunch breaks, 

and after work hours. 

Because she works from 

home, she can stay up until 3 

AM writing, if the passion to 

write is there.  

Olivia chooses to self-

publish, researching 

everything she can find to 

become the best publisher she 

can. She advises that you 

secure at least two beta 

readers, and one great copy 

editor who gets your vision. 

When choosing a release 

date, she suggests choosing a 

date that is significant. 

Maybe that date coincides 

with a theme in your book, 

such as Women’s History.  

Once you have chosen your 

release date, then you will 

send your book off for 

copyright to protect you and 

you can then publish through 

an online provider. Two 

common ones are Amazon 

KDP and the one that Olivia 

chose, Draft2Digital. 

Olivia has two more 

books coming out during this 

year, so she has a lot to look 

forward to and a lot to work 

on. For those who wish to 

write as well, Olivia advises 

writing what you want to and 

not what you think people 

want to read.  

Publishing a book 

recently and having two more 

coming soon is not the only 

great thing going on in 

Olivia’s life right now. 

Olivia’s dream is to keep 

juveniles out of the criminal 

justice system and soon she 

will have that dream caught 

too. She will be taking the 

bar exam in February.

 

 

 

 

Author Spotlight:  

Olivia Thompson 
By Avery Graycastle 

http://www.writeofpassion.com
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Where did fairy tales originate? 

It is difficult to say because a lot of people 

credit the Grimm brothers, but there aren’t proper 

records to back that up. I would personally 

assume that there was some version of fairy tales 

around long before the Grimm brothers because 

stories were told to others long before they were 

born. There is an article that goes into more detail 

about this that I will add, but basically the Grimm 

brothers made a huge impact on fairy tales during 

their time. 

What aspects need to be included to qualify as 

a fairy tale? 

Fairy tales have distinguishing features that I 

am sure we are all used to seeing, but I will list a 

few: 

▪ A similar intro phrase (like “Once upon a 

time…”) 

▪ A good versus evil plot with an innocent 

damsel/princess who is being targeted by 

someone evil who is either inherently evil 

or has a tragic backstory about how they 

were wronged, which led them to being 

evil 

▪ A prince, usually 

comes to save said damsel 

▪ Some sort of magic element like fairies 

▪ An ending where they usually live happily 

ever after because good always triumphs 

over evil. 

In more recent years I have noticed people 

playing with this more, though, making the “evil” 

characters have more dimension or making the 

line between good and evil vaguer. This leads to 

the characters’ having an internal struggle, and 

that can potentially have a bigger impact on the 

reader because it is relatable. 

 

 

Shultz, D. (2016, April 22). Some fairy tales may 

be 6000 years old. Science. 

https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2016/04/some-

fairy-tales-may-be-6000-years-old. 

  

Ask Ani 
By Ani Cox 

https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2016/04/some-fairy-tales-may-be-6000-years-old
https://www.sciencemag.org/news/2016/04/some-fairy-tales-may-be-6000-years-old
http://www.writeofpassion.com
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August 1st 

Once upon a time in a 

distant land there lived a young 

girl with hair as dark as night 

and eyes as big as the moon.  

This girl did not have friends, 

nor did she leave her cottage 

that sat just at the edge of the 

village. Her mother would not 

allow her young daughter to go 

out unless she accompanied 

her. That is, until the day she 

met her Prince Charming… 

At the other end of the 

village, there lived a huge 

family. Ten kids with ages 

from thirty-eight years old all 

the way to fifteen gathered 

their things and headed into the 

village to go shopping. The 

second to youngest, Dork, ran 

up next to her eldest brother.  

“How much time do we 

have today?” she asked as she 

pushed her dark blonde hair 

behind her ear. 

“Mom said an hour,” he 

responded. 

“Got it. I’ll meet you guys 

by the pond,” Dork said as she 

ran off. 

“I’m telling Ma,” Dork’s 

directly older sister said in a 

snotty tone. 

“Try it. I’ll tell Dad about 

that guy one village over,” the 

brother said as he picked up his 

pace.  

Dork’s sister let out a huff 

and crossed her arms. “She 

could get hurt!” 

“She’s eighteen!”  

Dork ran through the 

village as fast as she could. She 

and her brother had a deal that 

she could have free rein of the 

village as long as she stayed 

within the borders.  Her parents 

considered Dork to be too 

naïve  to be on her own. Her 

brother knew she needed to try 

things to learn, though, and 

Dork was ever so grateful. One 

of her missions was to make 

her own map of the village. 

With about half of the map 

completed, she made her way 

to the opposite end of the 

village.  

She came across a large 

boulder and set her notebook 

on it. She pulled out ink and a 

pen as well from her satchel 

bag. She opened to a fresh page 

and began to sketch what she 

saw, everything from the trees 

to the girl in the window. Dork 

looked back up to a house 

ahead of her to see the dark-

haired girl watching her from 

the window. Dork gathered her 

things and proceeded to the 

window. 

“Who are you?” Dork 

asked.  

“Purdy. Who are you?” 

“Dork.” 

“That’s an odd name,” 

Purdy stated.  

“And Purdy is completely 

normal?” Dork rolled her eyes. 

“You have freckles. They 

are cute.” Purdy changed the 

subject. 

Dork covered her face as 

she blushed. She peered inside 

the cottage.  

“You should come 

outside.” 

“Can’t. Mother wouldn’t 

like that,” Purdy said. 

“She wouldn’t like it if you 

just came out for a minute?” 

Purdy shook her head in 

response.   

“You’re a mess. Don’t you 

bathe?” Purdy asked. 

“I do. I’m clean.” Dork 

gave her a look of confusion. 

“Mother says that a young 

lady needs to be neat and tidy if 

she ever hopes to find a 

prince.” 

“Mother can get over that. 

Who needs a prince when you 

have friends? I’d much rather 

be happy with people I love 

than to be stuck in some old 

castle with some boring royal 

dude.” Dork looked at the 

ground as she kicked a rock 

around. “What do you say I be 

your prince?” 

“Pardon?” Purdy was 

puzzled. “You’re a girl.” 

“I’m not trying to kiss you 

to break some spell. I’m just 

saying, I could rescue you. 

From this.” 

Purdy looked around her 

Purdy and Dork 

 By Ani Cox 
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home before looking out at the 

village.    

“Do you think it is safe?” 

“I know it is. I got four 

brothers and five sisters. We 

will protect you,” Dork 

confirmed.  

Purdy gave a nod and 

grabbed a few items. She 

climbed out of the window 

with Dork’s help, and they ran 

back to the pond. Her siblings 

arrived shortly after.   

“What’s that?” Dork’s 

sister asked. 

“Not a what. Rude,” Purdy 

said. 

“This is Purdy,” Dork 

introduced her to everyone. 

“You know Ma isn’t going 

to like this, right? She’s still 

mad about you bringing 

Chester home,” her brother 

said. 

“Chester?” Purdy inquired. 

“He’s an alien. Found him 

a few weeks ago before the 

king’s soldiers did. Lucky 

thing, too. They’d have killed 

him,” Dork said.   

The End… 

Purdy said I couldn’t finish 

a story like that. I don’t know, 

though. Once we met, there 

was no way I was going to let 

her keep suffering. Purdy 

needed saving; I did the saving. 

Her wicked witch of a mother 

will never hurt her again… and 

no, I didn’t slay this dragon of 

a woman. It’s her mom. I just 

save her every time, and I 

always will. The end. Again.  

 

 
  

https://bit.ly/FracturedRealities
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What do you think of when I mention the 

word “theme”? 

Do you picture a children’s birthday party 

with streamers, cakes, and party hats of the 

hottest new children’s cartoon? Do you imagine 

a wedding where even the guests have dressed in 

blues because the bride-zilla demanded that 

everything must look like the ocean? Maybe you 

picture a group that you are in or have heard 

about that are made up of writers who write 

using already created characters from their 

favorite shows or books? You might even be 

thinking of a bag for your K-pop pins that is 

themed to fit the group that you enjoy most. All 

of these fit the definition for theme in their own 

way, but in literature, theme is often not just the 

overall idea, but the lesson that is being taught 

from the text itself. 

Why do we try to make sure that there is 

some type of lesson in the text? Because having a 

resolution of conflict makes changes to 

everything in the text. This might seem 

overwhelming in larger works and worrisome 

that it is too pushy in the smaller ones, so you 

want to make sure that the following three things 

speak to the theme that you are wanting the 

reader to learn: Call to Action, Climax, and 

Resolution. 

The Call to Action (also known as the 

Inciting Incident) sets up the why for the main 

characters. They must be called to do something 

different than the initial life you had set out for 

the characters. This could also be seen as the 

point where the conflict is introduced and could 

even be directly spoken by the characters. 

An example is when Little Red Riding 

Hood’s grandmother was sick, so she set out to 

bring her grandmother food in a basket. Can you 

imagine how boring the story would be if Little 

Red Riding Hood just skipped her way directly 

to her grandmother and skipped back, with no 

incident? To create that conflict, Little Red 

Riding Hood meets the Wolf. 

Climax is where the issue that had begun in 

the Call to Action is finally resolved, after the 

series of events in the Rising Action. This shows 

how the character has grown or changed from the 

experience as well. This is where things start to 

conclude. 

An example would be when the Woodsman 

comes and realizes that the girl and the 

grandmother have been eaten by the wolf, in 

older versions of the tale. This moment is a 

tipping point, where everything changes from 

how it was; the villain thought he had won. 

The Resolution, which has many options for 

titles including Conclusion or Denouement, is 

where everything is all finished up. The Falling 

Action has already occurred, and the audience 

usually gets a glimpse into how life is now that 

everything has wrapped up. 

An example of this could be Little Red 

Riding Hood sharing a meal with the Woodsman 

and grandmother. This glimpse shows the change 

from the earlier scenes. No more problem. 

This helps the reader to learn from what the 

characters learned because they were introduced 

to a problem, solved it, and saw life after what 

happened. In this way, the reader could conclude 

that trusting strangers could be dangerous, never 

to walk alone in the woods, or more. You may 

even have a different lesson than these, which 

often happens. It is wise to make sure no random 

themes pop up to teach something you are not 

trying to teach.

 

Writing Tips: Theme 

 By Chaz Beebe 
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It is hard to find someone 

who doesn’t know the tale of 

“Little Red Riding Hood,” 

the little girl who braved the 

forest full of wolves in order 

to take a basket of food to her 

grandmother’s house, or the 

tale of Belle going to an 

enchanted castle with a beast 

for its master to save her 

father. These stories are part 

of our popular culture thanks 

to television and widely 

printed versions of these fairy 

tales. The Oxford Dictionary 

defines a fairy tale as a 

children's story about magical 

and imaginary beings and 

lands.  

Fairy tales are extremely 

old; the oldest that have 

survived for thousands of 

years. Some sources say that 

“Beauty and the Beast” and 

“Rumplestiltskin” are two of 

the oldest. Hans Christian 

Anderson and the Brothers 

Grimm were responsible for 

publishing and preserving 

fairy tales from all over the 

world. Without these 

collections, many of these 

tales would have been lost to 

time.  

Today, we think that fairy 

tales are tales for children. 

We often envision the stories 

that have been rewritten by 

Disney and shown to children 

through their movies. 

However, Disney’s rendition 

of these tales are but a 

watered-down version of 

these dark tales of the 

unknown magical creatures 

of the world and warnings 

about the tricks of the fey. 

When fairy tales are 

shown on television, they are 

often heavily censored, 

because the actual stories as 

they were handed down 

throughout the ages were 

more akin to modern day 

horror. Fairy tales were 

warnings of what happened if 

children went too far into the 

woods or if you followed 

strange lights and got sucked 

into the fey realm for the rest 

of your days. They were 

entertainment on long winter 

nights, but they were also a 

passing down of cultural 

structures, values, and norms 

in a way that children could 

process and understand. 

Writers have used fairy tales 

for inspiration since their 

creation. These fables have 

captured the imagination of 

famous writers such as 

Stephen King, Alice 

Hoffman, C.S. Lewis and 

J.R.R. Tolkien. Fairy tales 

were the basis for many of 

their characters and even the 

structure of their stories – 

journeys to far-off lands that 

have magic and the struggle 

for humans to survive the 

wild magic in the world.  

Fairy tales and mythology 

have helped shape the 

cultures of the world since 

the invention of language. 

They were a tool for teaching 

the next generation what to 

be careful of out in the world 

and how magic, even though 

it is tempting, is dangerous. 

Like all mythology, they 

were a way for people to 

explain things they saw but 

didn’t understand and to 

make sense of the wonders of 

nature that are all around us.  

As writers, we can use 

these fairy tales to inspire us, 

just as other writers have 

done, and to take inspiration 

from them to look at the 

world from the lens of: What 

if there was magic that causes 

the unexplained? What would 

that look like, and how could 

that magic create a new and 

exciting world for my 

By Mary O’Donnell 

 

Genre Overview: 

The Dark Heart of Fairy Tales 
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characters to be a part of?   

These questions that are 

prompted by fairy tales are 

great for world building. 

Many writers such as those I 

listed above have used fairy 

tales to create the structure of 

either their plot, their setting, 

or their characters, and 

sometimes even all three. 

There are many authors who 

write retellings of fairy tales, 

and it has become a popular 

genre.  

The fact that fairy tales 

have been around for over 

four thousand years is a 

testament to their popularity 

and their longevity. In 

another four thousand years, I 

believe humanity will still be 

telling their children stories 

that begin with “Once upon a 

time.” Through these stories, 

our ancestors will foster the 

imagination of new writers 

and artists, which is all 

because they passed down 

their stories of magic and 

wonder that teach us that the 

world is far more than can be 

understood in a single 

lifetime and has more magic 

than ever thought possible.

  

https://bit.ly/FracturedRealities
http://www.writeofpassion.com


 13 

A prince, they say, a prince is coming 

With his sword and steed to save me 

He’ll be tall, he’ll be handsome 

And I’ll fall to my knees 

When he slays all my “demons” 

His love, they say, will fix me 

 

He’ll be gallant, he’ll be brave 

And you’ll finally be saved 

 

Scarecrows and strawmen, his foes are not 

So it’ll take time, they say, for him to arrive 

And then I’ll see how I need him, 

How I need him to survive 

Because what is a woman’s life 

Without a man to make her feel alive? 

 

He’ll be gallant, he’ll be brave 

And you’ll finally be saved 

 

The prince, they say, the prince is coming 

Open those castle gates 

And make your guards stand down 

To no longer be a maiden, you mustn’t wait—  

 

—But I don’t need rescue 

So tell your prince he’s late 

 

He can be gallant, he can be brave 

But I don’t need to be saved 

 

Because there’s no prince, I say, 

No prince of any royal creed 

No castle or carriage 

No sword or steed 

That can give me love 

When I’ve all that I need 

 

THE END 

  

Still a Princess 
By Shivani Ramphal 

Shivani Ramphal, though not new to writing —the education 

system is thankfully not that lacking —is new to the world of 

published work. She aspires to air her grievances against 

cliches and speak to an audience similarly fatigued by the same 

fairy tales through poetry and other short stories. For now, she 

prefers the world of incognito, so you won't find her anywhere 

else. Please don't look. Don't check Facebook under her once-

loved pen name "Daylin Knight" at 

https://www.facebook.com/daylin.knight.5/   

Don't do it. 

https://www.facebook.com/daylin.knight.5/


 14 

Long ago, in a kingdom nestled east of the 

sea in the foothills of the mountains, King 

Vladimir stood alone on the balcony off of his 

chambers. As the morning sun began its ascent 

over Chernov Palace, he marveled at the beauty 

of the lands that comprised Lenskaya, his 

kingdom. The terrain included a fertile valley 

with bountiful crops and a shoreline with access 

to ample catches. His people were prosperous.  

But concern monopolized Vladimir’s 

thoughts. King Yuri, in the northern kingdom of 

Rostislav, coveted Lenskaya’s riches. The man 

was ferocious and not averse to hiring 

mercenaries to rob the kingdom of its assets. 

Vladimir’s own army was well trained, his 

soldiers fierce and loyal, but the number of men 

he commanded was no match for the threats that 

lurked beyond Lenskaya’s borders. He needed an 

ally that also sought to resist Yuri’s advances—a 

kingdom with a skilled, fully equipped army.  

Vladimir looked toward the mountain east of 

Lenskaya. The kingdom of Slavansk occupied 

the valley just beyond its crest. The two 

sovereignties had peacefully coexisted for 

hundreds of years. Citizens from both kingdoms 

frequently travelled across the mountain to trade 

goods and services. The route was well 

established, with tradesmen safely making the 

journey for centuries.  

Recently, the mountain passage had become 

perilous. Thieves attacked and looted merchant 

caravans. Only yesterday, a messenger arrived 

with news of a brutal strike that killed several 

men. It was a matter of time before the robbers 

became more brazen and pillaged outlying 

settlements in both kingdoms. 

Vladimir thought of Slavansk’s queen, 

Roksana, and he was struck with a pang of fear 

for her safety. He’d known her since they were 

children. As the only heir to Slavansk’s throne, 

she was crowned queen at an early age, when her 

parents died from the plague. That day, Vladimir 

made a pledge to himself—to stand behind 

Roksana and defend her against all threats, no 

matter the cost to himself. Although he hadn’t 

admitted it to his brother Pavel, Vladimir was 

deeply in love with Roksana and had been for 

many years.  

During the morning briefing with Pavel, 

Vladimir voiced his concerns. “The trade route 

to Slavansk is becoming more dangerous. This 

recent attack is the third assault within a 

fortnight. It’s in our best interest to guard the 

mountain passageway.” 

“Agreed,” Pavel replied. “But adequately 

patrolling the route would put great demands on 

our army and weaken our defense against Yuri.”  

“I’m certain Queen Roksana has the same 

concerns,” Vladimir said.  

“Perhaps it’s time to take our alliance with 

Slavansk to the next level,” Pavel suggested. 

Vladimir studied his brother. “How so?”  

“By joining our kingdoms through 

marriage.” 

Vladimir’s heart pounded at the thought of 

being Roksana’s husband—a dream he’d never 

dared visualize. But now, their betrothal made 

sense. Merging the kingdoms through a royal 

union would strengthen them both against their 

common enemies. Since their inhabitants were 

descendants of the Rus' people, their heritages 

and cultures were similar.  

The Kings’ Deception 
By Allorianna Matsourani 
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As he pondered the idea, Vladimir suddenly 

frowned and met his brother’s gaze with a pained 

nod. “Is it your desire to marry Roksana?” 

“Not me, Vlad.” Pavel laughed and clapped 

his brother’s shoulder. “I’m suggesting that you 

marry Roksana. You are the king. An equal 

match for her highness. She is young enough to 

bear your children, and the bond between our 

kingdoms will be stronger when the son of 

Vladimir and Roksana takes the throne to rule 

both Slavansk and Lenskaya.” 

Vladimir breathed deeply. “Do you think 

she’d agree to marry me?”  

“There’s only one way to find out. You must 

journey to Slavansk with a proposal.” 

~ 

The Khovansky family had ruled the 

kingdom of Slavansk for generations with 

firmness and tenacity, as Roksana did now. She 

was proud of her reputation as a fair and honest 

ruler. Lately, however, she wondered if these 

traits cast her as weak. Ruffians were getting 

bolder. Only two days had passed since they 

raided a convoy of Slavansk traders as it passed 

over the mountain to Lenskaya. Since then, her 

council members reported rumors of fear among 

the people and a growing reluctance to leave the 

kingdom’s boundaries.  

“I’m concerned about the attacks on our 

trade route,” Roksana said to her chief advisor, 

Tatiana, as they sat at the desk in her palace’s 

council chamber. “Our people are wary, and I 

understand why. But their lives will become 

bleak if we halt our interactions with Lenskaya. 

The wheat farmers and woodcutters need buyers 

for their products. And we rely on the salted fish 

and fruits supplied by our neighbor.” 

“My queen, another may share your unease,” 

Tatiana said, handing Roksana a sealed 

parchment. “A messenger delivered this today 

from King Vladimir.”  

Roksana broke the seal and opened the 

correspondence. “He plans to visit and requests I 

hold a private council with him. He doesn’t state 

the subject of our meeting, but I’m certain he 

wishes to discuss the hold-ups on the mountain 

passage.” Roksana’s eyes clouded with anxiety 

as she peered at Tatiana. “I pray his entourage 

makes the crossing without harm.” 

“Don’t worry, my queen.” Tatiana grasped 

her hand. “The royal guards will ensure his 

safety. When does he arrive?” 

“Tomorrow.” 

Tatiana nodded and stood. “I’ll make the 

arrangements.”  

Roksana reached for the pitcher on her desk 

and poured two glasses of ale. She handed one to 

Tatiana. “You know I trust Vladimir with my 

life.”  

“You love him,” Tatiana said, grinning. “I 

see it when you speak of him.”  

Roksana sighed, blushing. “I can’t hide 

anything from you and your magic. But it’s 

Pavel who concerns me. He seems more driven 

lately, as though he’s vying for additional 

power.” 

“He’s taken a mistress named Karina,” 

Tatiana replied. “She’s reputed to be a powerful 

influencer. Some say she’s a witch.”   

Roksana sipped her ale. “Then when we meet 

with them tomorrow, it would be prudent for you 

to use everything at your disposal to ensure our 

guests aren’t hiding secrets.” 

~ 

Vladimir’s safe arrival at Khovansky Palace 

flooded Roksana with relief. However, she was 

eager to be done with the pomp and ceremony of 

his reception and get down to business. When 

the time was appropriate, Roksana immediately 

extracted the king away from the crowd.  

“Vladimir, I look forward to our meeting,” 

she said, taking his arm and walking to the 
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council chamber. “Tatiana is joining us. Will 

Pavel be present as well?” 

“He will, although—” Vladimir hesitated and 

turned to face her. “I’d like to talk to you 

privately at some point.” 

“Of course.” 

In the council chamber, after they exchanged 

the usual pleasantries, Vladimir spoke first. “I 

came today because I’m concerned about the 

mountain passage connecting our kingdoms. As 

you know, the marauders are becoming more 

aggressive.” 

“Yes. The increased number of attacks 

disturbs us,” Roksana replied. “They’re 

disrupting commerce between our people.” 

 “I’m prepared to utilize my army to 

guarantee safe passage,” Vladimir said, “but the 

soldiers I allocate to the trade route may not be 

enough. There is another concern I must also 

address.” 

Roksana raised her brows and glanced at 

Tatiana, who stood by the wall behind Vladimir. 

“Which is?”  

“King Yuri. I fear he’s planning to invade 

Lenskaya. Roksana, I assume he poses a threat to 

Slavansk as well?”  

She studied the king, noting the lines of 

fatigue that creased his face. Roksana knew that, 

like her, the death of both his parents thrust 

Vladimir into his leadership role at an early age. 

Although he was a strong and equitable ruler, 

she wondered if he was driven by passion or 

obligation. Roksana had accepted the crown as 

her legacy, but the lust to rule didn’t burn in her 

veins. It was her duty. 

“I’ve heard rumors of his desire to 

accumulate wealth and power,” she replied. 

“However, he covets the coastal lands of the sea, 

doesn’t he? It’s Lenskaya locked in his 

crosshairs, not Slavansk.” 

“True,” Vladimir said flatly. “But what 

happens to Slavansk if Yuri takes Lenskaya as 

his own? Both of our kingdoms are at risk from 

this scheming tyrant as well as the outlaws in the 

mountains. I come today with a proposal.”  

“I’m interested to hear your bid, Vladimir.” 

Roksana shifted her eyes toward Tatiana, who 

gave a slight nod in return.  

“Our kingdoms may be able to fend off our 

enemies independently. But to do so, each of us 

would need to split our army between guarding 

the mountain pass and fighting off Yuri. There’s 

a strong possibility that neither Slavansk nor 

Lenskaya alone has adequate resources to protect 

our domains on both fronts. Therefore, I propose 

an alliance between us. One that unites our 

kingdoms.” 

“A union between our kingdoms,” Roksana 

repeated with interest. “Are you advocating a 

confederacy?”  

“Not exactly.”  

Roksana studied Vladimir’s face as he 

paused and grasped her hand. She’d known him 

her entire life. Vladimir consistently approached 

her with courtesy and respect, but he was 

reserved, operating from behind a wall that 

masked his emotions. Although he hid his true 

feelings from her, she knew he cared about her. 

But today, Roksana saw something in his 

expression she hadn’t noticed before—

compassion maybe, or vulnerability—and it 

ignited her curiosity. She smiled, a tentative 

upturn of her lips, as she waited for him to 

continue.    

“Roksana, I suggest a different type of union. 

One between you and me. Our kingdoms are 

allies, and you and I have been friends since 

childhood. I admire you… I always have. Our 

ruling styles are very compatible, and—” He 

stopped, and a blush colored his cheeks. “Neither 

of us is betrothed.”  

“What do you envision, then?” Roksana 
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asked. Her stomach twisted into a knot.  

“Roksana, I’m asking you to marry me.” He 

raised her hand to his lips and kissed her fingers. 

Then he raised his eyes and gazed into hers. 

Pavel appeared at Vladimir’s side and handed 

him a small box. Vladimir presented it to 

Roksana. Tucked inside was an engagement 

ring—a large, pink, heart-shaped sapphire. 

Roksana inhaled. It was stunning. She couldn’t 

imagine any other ring could be more beautiful. 

But marriage? To Vladimir? His proposal was 

completely unexpected; it left her speechless. 

“Our marriage would unify our kingdoms,” 

he continued, still grasping her hand. “We would 

rule jointly as husband and wife. And our 

children would inherit our thrones.”  

But do you love me? she thought. “This is 

very sudden,” Roksana replied, her heart racing. 

“I’m sure you’re tired from your journey and 

would welcome a rest.” She paused and glanced 

at Tatiana, who tilted her head in affirmation. 

“Shall we meet privately in the garden, just you 

and I, for afternoon refreshments?”  

“Of course, Roksana. I look forward to 

seeing you then.”   

Tatiana led the king and his entourage to 

their guest quarters, then returned to the council 

chamber where Roksana waited for her. 

“What did you sense, Tatiana? Is his heart 

true?”  

“My queen, Vladimir feels intense affection 

for you. He loves you, and happiness would 

result from a marriage to him. The problem is 

Pavel. Your uneasiness toward him is 

warranted.” 

“Why is that?” 

“The quest for power rules his heart. He 

plans to dethrone his brother and take his place 

as king. And he’s confident that he’ll accomplish 

this.”  

“Could you detect his plan?” 

“No,” Tatiana replied. “But I have a strategy 

to uncover it.”  

Roksana leaned closer to her advisor. “As 

much as I desire to know what Pavel is planning, 

I’m reluctant to deceive Vladimir. He’s a good 

man, and I want to accept his proposal.” She 

sighed and stood. “But if his brother poses a 

threat to his throne, both Vladimir and I need to 

know. For our own safety, as well as the security 

of our kingdoms.” 

Tatiana rose from her chair and took 

Roksana’s hand in hers. “I’ll be discreet. Once 

I’ve determined his plan, I’ll return to you 

immediately and we can advise the king.” 

“Thank you,” Roksana said as she pulled her 

advisor into an embrace. “Go then and do your 

magic.” 

As Roksana watched, Tatiana shifted into a 

ball of glowing light and drifted out of the 

council room. 

~ 

In the guest chamber, Karina sat at the 

vanity, brushing her hair. A glow near the 

window, as bright as the afternoon sun, 

illuminated her blond strands, making them 

shine as though they were threads spun of gold. 

Pavel lounged on the richly embroidered divan. 

He reached for the glass of vodka on the ornate 

table beside him and downed the liquid in the 

crystal tumbler. Karina smiled, watching in the 

mirror as he finished the drink with the elixir 

she’d slipped in it. Pavel’s fondness for spirits 

and his penchant for a lover’s touch made it 

simple for her to maintain his enchantment.  

“All is going as we planned,” he said as he 

walked to her side and leaned down to kiss her 

neck. “Vladimir has always loved Roksana. 

Convincing him to propose marriage wasn’t 

challenging at all.” 

“I’ve collected everything required for the 

spell,” she replied. “A lock of his hair, a lock of 



 18 

yours, and the vodka with the interchange 

potion. The switch will leave you both 

weakened. But I’ll brew a rejuvenating tea for 

you.” 

“It’ll be glorious.” Pavel nuzzled her neck. 

“Vladimir will be gone, and I’ll be king of 

Lenskaya. And once you switch with Roksana, 

you’ll be queen. Then we’ll marry and have it 

all, my love. The riches and power of both 

kingdoms.” 

“Paying your men to ambush the merchants 

on the trade route was brilliant,” Karina 

murmured. “Vladimir never suspected.” She 

played to Pavel’s ego, although the entire plan—

staging the robberies and switching identities 

with the royal couple—was her idea. 

Karina stood and led Pavel back to the divan. 

“You’ll switch with Vladimir first,” she 

whispered as she nibbled on his earlobe. “While 

I dispose of the king, you’ll distract Roksana.” 

Karina pressed her lips against Pavel’s. “Once 

I’ve switched with Roksana, we’ll kill her and 

get rid of her body.” Then she laid Pavel back 

against the embroidered cushions and kissed him 

deeply. Neither one of them noticed that the 

glow in the window darted away. 

~ 

In the palace garden, Tatiana mulled over the 

scene in Pavel’s chambers. Their wretched plot 

and the note of triumph in their voices clawed at 

her mind and caused her to seethe with anger. 

King Vladimir must be warned, but would he 

believe his brother capable of such betrayal? 

Tatiana could barely accept it herself.  

As Roksana’s fairy guardian, Tatiana had 

accompanied her on many outings with Vladimir 

and Pavel, so she’d known the brothers for most 

of their lives. Both were men of principle and 

integrity, although she’d sensed that Pavel was 

envious of his brother. The only explanation 

Tatiana could accept was that Karina detected 

Pavel’s weakness and put a spell on him. If the 

witch had the power to transfer the souls of 

Pavel and Vladimir into each other’s bodies, it 

was conceivable that she could maintain a 

bewitching spell over Pavel.  

Tatiana needed a countermeasure. The sun 

was getting lower in the sky, and Roksana would 

soon meet Vladimir in the garden. As the 

queen’s advisor, Tatiana usually knew exactly 

what to do, but this circumstance filled her heart 

with terror. She had to stop Karina and Pavel 

before they murdered Vladimir and Roksana.  

It was time to join her queen. With her eyes 

closed, Tatiana inhaled deeply and focused on 

the warmth and light of the afternoon sun. Her 

temperature rose within her chest; heat radiated 

throughout her entire body, igniting her fingers 

and toes. She imagined pulling all portions of her 

body inward, as though she were collapsing onto 

herself, condensing her human form until she 

existed only as the energy generated from her 

life force—a glowing orb. 

Tatiana found Roksana resting in her suite. 

She alighted near the couch where Roksana 

reclined and shifted back into human form.  

“Tatiana. What have you learned?”  

Sitting on the floor, the fairy stroked 

Roksana’s smooth brow with her fingertip and 

vowed to protect her queen against Karina and 

Pavel, regardless of the price. 

“Karina and Pavel have devised a vile 

scheme against you and Vladimir,” the fairy 

replied, then described their plan to Roksana. 

“But I promise I will not let them harm you or 

the king.”  

~ 

In a far corner of the palace garden, Vladimir 

spied the cozy gazebo surrounded by azaleas 

laden with pink blooms. He spread the thick 

quilt, arranged the cushions, then unfolded the 

cloth covering the contents of the picnic 
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basket—a bottle of wine and an assortment of 

meats and cheeses.  

Vladimir wanted this meeting with Roksana 

to be perfect. He’d never told her how he felt, 

and today he would bare his heart and profess his 

love. Vladimir smiled at the thought of a life 

together with her. 

“I thought I’d find you here, brother.”  

A scowl crossed Vladimir’s face as he 

watched Pavel and Karina approach the gazebo. 

Although he strived to be civil toward Pavel’s 

courtesan, he didn’t trust Karina. Despite her 

beauty and charm, Vladimir was certain 

something dark lurked beneath her carefully 

groomed façade. He worried about Pavel, who 

could be easily manipulated by a siren such as 

her. 

“It’s beautiful here,” Vladimir replied. “I 

want my rendezvous with Roksana to be perfect. 

More than anything, I want her to accept my 

proposal.” 

“She will, Vlad. And for luck, I’m here to 

offer a toast.” Pavel opened a bag with a 

decanter of vodka and two glasses. He poured a 

shot for himself and one for Vladimir. 

Vladimir frowned. “Forgive my candor, 

Pavel, but I wish for Roksana’s company only.” 

“One drink, and then you’ll have your 

privacy.” Pavel handed a glass to Vladimir and 

touched it with his own. “Let’s drink to love!” 

Vladimir lifted his glass and drank, as did 

Pavel.  

 “Now, brother,” Pavel continued, “we’ll part 

ways. But not as you expected. It’s my time to 

wield power as king. And you, Vlad, will 

become the second son.”  

“What are you talking about?”  

As Vladimir stepped closer to his brother, 

Pavel nodded to Karina, and she rushed forward 

to grip the king’s shoulders, digging her fingers 

deep into his flesh. As Vladimir tried to push her 

arms away, searing pain stabbed at his gut and he 

doubled over in agony. His limbs felt heavy and 

his skin ached, as though it were being 

rearranged over his bones. The gazebo 

disappeared as blackness blanketed his eyesight. 

Minutes later, Vladimir’s cramp subsided. He 

stood upright, although steadiness eluded him. 

His vision cleared, and the figure standing in 

front of him came into focus.  

Vladimir gasped as he stared into his own 

face.   

“Who are you?” he shouted. “Why do you 

look like me?” 

“Pavel, what’s wrong? I’m your brother, 

King Vladimir.” 

“What? No!” 

“Pavel, you’re ill,” Karina cooed as she 

roughly seized the king’s arm. “Someone must 

have tainted the vodka. I’ll lead you back to your 

chamber.” 

“Let go of me! You’re mistaken! I’m 

Vladimir!” He shook his arm, trying to extract 

himself from Karina’s grasp. But she was 

stronger. With unrestrained contempt, Karina 

punched the upper ridge of his cheekbone, 

causing him to stumble. Then she grabbed his 

arm and pulled him into the woods.  

Vladimir peered at her, stunned. “What are 

you doing?” 

“Shut up,” she snapped. “You may think 

you’re king, but your face says otherwise.”  

~ 

Roksana strolled through the garden, making 

her way toward the gazebo tucked into the 

eastern corner. Growing up, it was their meeting 

spot—hers and Vladimir’s—and she was certain 

Vladimir would instinctively know she wanted to 

meet here. As she turned the corner, she saw 

him. He sat on a satin quilt strewn with large, 

thick cushions. A charcuterie board, laden with 

meats and cheese, lay on the quilt. He saw her 
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approaching and stood to greet her. 

“Roksana.” He bowed and kissed her hand. 

“I found this gazebo and thought it would be 

perfect to ensure our privacy.” 

Surely Vladimir remembered our meeting 

place, she thought. She settled against a cushion. 

“I knew I’d find you here. It’s a special place, 

after all.”  

“Yes, it’s absolutely beautiful. As are you.” 

He took her hand and smiled. 

But Roksana noticed the warmth and 

friendliness she’d always seen in his eyes were 

missing. Am I too late? Have Karina and Pavel 

initiated their plan? 

She smiled at the man in front of her and 

focused on pretending nothing was amiss. 

Although Tatiana was nearby, she wished her 

fairy advisor was here, sitting next to her, 

helping her stay strong.    

“What a magnificent spread,” she said as he 

poured her a glass of wine. Roksana took a sip, 

noting it was the same French wine she and 

Vladimir shared during their last meeting. “The 

wine is delicious. What’s it called?” 

“My dearest, I wish I could answer. I asked 

your steward to select one of your favorites. This 

is what he brought.”  

He isn’t Vladimir. I’m sure of it. It was 

obvious that Vladimir, not this imposter, selected 

the items for their picnic. The brothers must have 

just switched identities. Roksana breathed 

deeply, willing away the panic rising in her 

throat. She couldn’t let Pavel suspect she knew 

of his plan. 

“He selected well,” she said, praying 

Vladimir was still alive. 

“And what better way to celebrate what I 

hope will be a joyous occasion for us.” The man 

took her hand and grasped it. Not Vladimir’s 

firm, confident grip, but the hold of someone 

who was malleable and compliant; someone who 

was the victim of bewitchment.  

“Roksana, will you be my wife and make me 

the happiest man in the world?” As he spoke, the 

fake Vladimir moved his lips to form a 

fraudulent smile. Roksana suppressed a shudder. 

“Yes, I will,” she said. “It makes sense to 

align ourselves against King Yuri. Our countries 

will be stronger and safer if we govern them 

together.” 

The imposter kissed her hand again and 

jumped to his feet. “Wonderful! I’m forever 

indebted to you.” Beaming, he started toward the 

palace. “Roksana, this alliance will benefit us all. 

I’ll go now and talk to my council so we can 

start drawing up the terms of our agreement.”  

Roksana remained in the gazebo, willing 

herself to stay calm. Soon the familiar, glowing 

sphere appeared and touched down on the quilt 

next to Roksana. Moments later, Tatiana 

emerged from a dazzling burst of light.  

“Tatiana, how do I proceed?” Roksana wept 

as she grieved for her king. “Can we save 

Vladimir?” 

The fairy hugged the queen and wiped away 

her tears. “Karina took Vladimir into the forest. 

I’m sure he’s still alive, but severely weakened 

by the spell. I may be able to rescue him, but I 

must hurry.” 

~ 

Tatiana knew Roksana would be devastated 

if Vladimir succumbed to Karina’s villainy. The 

tears streaming down the queen’s cheeks 

revealed the depth of her love for him.  

“I have an old friend to call on,” Tatiana 

said. “We’ll need her help.” The fairy paused 

and pulled Roksana into an embrace. “Can you 

still love Vladimir if he wears Pavel’s face for 

the rest of his days?” she asked.  

Roksana pulled back from Tatiana’s arms 

and gazed earnestly at her. “I love Vladimir’s 

soul, even if it lies within the body of his brother. 
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It matters not whether he is king.” 

 “Very well. I shall return as soon as I can.” 

The fairy closed her eyes and once more 

transformed into a luminous orb. 

Darkness was fast approaching. Tatiana 

raced southward, passed the foothills of the 

mountains, and flew up to the caves carved into 

the cliffs. There, she listened for the soft, 

melodic voice of the creature who lived there. 

“Are you looking for me?” The sweet sound 

wrapped Tatiana in comfort and guided her to a 

specific cavern. Upon arrival, Tatiana assumed 

her human form, then sat near the mouth of the 

cave. From the shadows, a mighty creature 

emerged. It blinked several times at the waning 

sunlight, then perched near the fairy. 

“It’s been a long time, Tatiana.” The beast 

spoke softly. “Why have you come?”  

“Zmeya, I have an offering.” 

“Tell me.”  

“A witch.”  

Tatiana recounted Karina’s scheme to take 

over Slavansk and Lenskaya. The great beast 

nodded its large, horned head as the fairy shared 

her plan to safeguard Roksana and Vladimir. 

“She is evil, this witch.” Zmeya laughed, and 

the fire in her breath heated the air. “I expect 

she’ll be an entertaining addition to my 

collection. Before I accept your offering, you 

must tell me your wish.” 

“That Karina cannot practice magic. Or leave 

your lair. Until the end of her days.”  

The creature unfolded her mighty wings. “I 

accept… with pleasure.” 

Tatiana stood and bowed to Zmeya. “Karina 

has snatched Vladimir and plans to end his life. 

She’s taken him to the forest east of Khovansky 

Palace. We must find her before it’s too late to 

save him.” 

“Go,” Zmeya said. “I will follow.” 

With a flash of light, Tatiana shifted into a 

glowing sphere. She led the winged beast down 

the mountains and over the forest canopy, then 

darted just below the leafy cover to appeal to the 

forest sprites for help.  

“My fairy brethren,” she whispered into the 

breeze, “King Vladimir may die at the hand of a 

witch. She abducted him and plans to use the 

forest to cloak his murder. Please help me find 

them.”  

A quiet hum answered Tatiana’s plea. The 

trees began to sway, gracefully shifting and 

turning their branches until a clearing formed to 

expose Karina and Vladimir. The king lay on the 

ground, and Karina stood over him with a dagger 

in her hand. As the witch raised her arm to 

plunge the knife into his heart, Tatiana—a 

radiant globe of burning fury—attacked her. The 

fairy’s bright burst of energy blinded Karina and 

swept the dagger out of her hand. Karina roared 

in anger, but her howls went unheard as the 

clearing resounded with the thunderous rumble 

of a hundred beating wings. Dozens of black-

feathered birds rushed toward the witch. The 

creatures blindly ravaged Karina as they hurtled 

past her. Beaks pecked her face, and talons 

ripped at her hair. Karina cowered, screaming, as 

she crossed her arms in front of her head. Then, 

without warning, the forest fell into an eerie 

silence as a shadow darkened the entire clearing. 

With grace and agility that belied her immense 

size, Zmeya swooped down and skillfully 

grabbed Karina with her clawed feet. The beast 

then carried Karina up to the mountain lair where 

she would spend the rest of her days.  

~ 

When Tatiana returned to the gazebo, 

Roksana lay asleep on the cushions. The fairy 

roused her queen with an embrace, knowing 

Karina’s spell would test Roksana’s love for 

Vladimir. 

“He is safe?” Roksana asked upon opening 
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her eyes and sitting. 

“Yes, my queen, and Karina is no longer a 

threat to Slavansk or Lenskaya. But there is 

more.”  

“More?” 

“With Karina gone, Pavel’s bewitchment will 

cease.” Tatiana took Roksana’s hand and 

frowned. “But her spell that switched the 

brothers’ physical bodies cannot be reversed. 

Even attempting it could bring great harm to 

them.”  

“What are you saying?”  

“The only way to unite the two kingdoms is 

for Queen Roksana to marry King Vladimir. To 

rule the two kingdoms as one, you must marry 

the imposter.” 

Taking a breath, Roksana asked softly, “And 

what of Vladimir?” 

“He’s free to make his own choices… but he 

will always wear Pavel’s face.” 

“Is that my only option then?” Roksana voice 

broke into a sob. “I must marry Pavel as though 

he’s king?”  

“Yes… unless,” the fairy paused, “you give 

up your identity as queen.” 

Roksana stared at Tatiana, stunned. “How is 

that even possible?” 

~ 

Citizens of Lenskaya and Slavansk crowded 

the streets to celebrate Queen Roksana’s and 

King Vladimir’s one-year wedding anniversary. 

Attacks along the mountain passage had ceased, 

trade flourished, and the two kingdoms 

integrated their armies to form one of the largest 

military forces east of the sea, which pressured 

King Yuri to look elsewhere for lands to 

conquer.  

At an estate hidden deep within Slavansk’s 

eastern forest, a husband and wife sat in a gazebo 

nestled in the corner of their garden. Azalea 

bushes, brimming with pink and white blooms, 

encircled the structure’s perimeter. A luxurious 

satin quilt and soft cushions covered its wooden 

floorboards. The husband opened a bottle of 

French wine and poured a glass for his wife. 

Between them lay a charcuterie board topped 

with an assortment of meats and cheeses. He 

smiled at her and lifted his glass. 

“Happy anniversary to the king and queen,” 

he said, and touched his glass to hers. “Do you 

miss her much?” 

“Tatiana?” Roksana selected a piece of 

cheese and bit into it. “I think about her. And 

yes, I miss her. But more than anything I’m 

grateful to her for allowing me to have this life… 

with you.” 

Vladimir leaned in to nuzzle Roksana’s neck. 

“I’m grateful, too. And I’m certain Pavel is 

happy. Even before Karina bewitched him, he 

longed to be the brother sitting on the throne. 

And now he is.”  

Roksana laughed and kissed her husband. “I 

wonder if he realizes he married Tatiana instead 

of me. Tatiana told me he hasn’t breathed a word 

of the switch to her, but he still mourns Pavel’s 

disappearance and desperately misses his 

brother.” 

“He does, I’m sure,” Vladimir said. “I doubt 

Pavel had a true appreciation for the challenges 

he’d face as king. And without his trusted 

advisor, he carries that burden alone. Even so, I 

won’t expose the truth.” Vladimir pulled 

Roksana into his arms. He held her close as he 

brushed his lips against her cheek and whispered, 

“I’d never do anything to risk our happily ever 

after.” 

 

THE END
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