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‘A    long time ago, in a kingdom far, far

  away, there lived a girl. And, even 

though the girl was humble and poor, she was 

as kind as she was beautiful and, whenever 

she passed by, all the townsfolk would say she 

was—’

‘Incredibly boring?’ 

A young girl with messy hair and bright 

Chapter One
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eyes stood in the doorway, yawning so hard 

her head almost fell right off her shoulders.

‘Good morning, Cinders.’ Margery, the 

storyteller and the girl’s stepmother, gave  

her a stern look. ‘Have you finished all your 

chores already?’

‘Yes,’ said Cinders.

‘You’ve chopped the wood?’

‘Yes,’ said Cinders.

‘You’ve fed the pigs?’

‘Yes,’ said Cinders.

‘Done all the dishes?’

Cinders looked back at 

the pile of plates, bowls and 

saucepans stacked up in the 

sink. She had not done all the 



dishes. She had not done any of the dishes.

‘Yes,’ said Cinders, swiftly stepping to the 

side to block her stepmother’s 

view of the kitchen. ‘May I 

go outside now?’
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‘No,’ replied Margery, turning back to her 

book. ‘Ladies don’t play outside.’

‘Ladies stay inside and sit nicely,’ Cinders’s 

stepsister, Agnes, announced from her seat on 

the sofa. ‘Like us, listening to Mother reading. 

Ladies don’t ruin their dresses in the mud as 

you always do.’

‘I like reading but I like reading for 

myself, not listening to Margery,’ Cinders 

muttered, scratching at a stain on the hem of 

her dress. What had she spilled on it that was 

purple? ‘She doesn’t do all the voices. And I’d 

rather read outside, not cooped up in here. 

Sometimes it gets a bit muddy – I can’t help 

that.’

‘I wouldn’t mind reading outside,’ piped up 
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Eleanor. ‘It’s a lovely day. Maybe I’d like it.’

‘You wouldn’t like it at all,’ Agnes informed 

her little sister. ‘There are bugs everywhere, 

and it would be no good at all for your 

complexion. You want to stay inside with me 

and Mother.’

‘Do I?’ Eleanor replied with a shrug. ‘If you 

say so . . .’

‘As I was saying before I was so rudely 

interrupted,’ Margery said, turning her back 

on Cinders, ‘there was a beautiful girl in 

a faraway kingdom and she was loved by 

everyone she met. She was good and truthful, 

and she never lied to her stepmother about 

finishing her chores when there was clearly a 

sink full of dishes waiting to be washed.’
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Cinders sloped back into the kitchen, 

turned on the tap and stared out of the 

window. Not for the first time she wished 

the elves would make some kind of device for 

washing dishes instead of just useless things, 

like phones for playing games. A washy-dishy-

thingy. Hmm. The name might need work.

Cinders sighed. Trust Eleanor to side with 

Agnes. They always ganged up against her. 

Before her father had remarried, she’d dreamed 

of having a loving mother and a sibling to 

play with, but instead she’d been saddled with 

Miserable Margery and the Terrible Twosome. 

Margery wasn’t so bad, but she thought about 

nothing but herself and how she looked and 

what people thought of her and her girls. 
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She was always nagging Cinders, punishing 

her messiness and forgetfulness with chores, 

chores and more chores. It hadn’t been so 

bad when they’d first come to live in her pink 

cottage at the edge of the woods, but, as they’d 

got older, Cinders had realised her stepmother 

was always going to be bossy and boring, and 

that she and her stepsisters had absolutely 

nothing in common.

When she was inside, Cinders was always 

covered in glitter and glue or had paint in 

her hair. When she was outside, she loved to 

climb trees and chase her dog, Sparks, around 

the forest. Elly and Aggy hated to leave the 

house unless they were absolutely forced to 

do so. Their idea of a dreamy afternoon was 
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poring over pictures of Prince Joderick before 

discussing the very latest trends in ribbon 

tying, or taking photos of themselves. More 

than anything, they hated the idea of any 

activity that might get them dirty. Cinders 

couldn’t remember the last time she wasn’t 

head to toe in mud by the end of the day. 

All she wanted was an adventure. All her 

stepsisters wanted was a new elf phone.

Staring at the stack of dirty 

dishes, she sighed. ‘I’m 

going to be stuck here 

forever,’ she muttered 

under her breath, fixing 

her big green eyes on the 

bright blue sky above. 
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‘I wish these dishes would wash themselves.’

Cinders reached out for another dirty 

plate, but before she could even touch it she 

felt a jolt shoot through her hands. The plate 

jumped off its pile, plopped into the sink and 

disappeared under the bubbles with a splash. 

Margery, Elly and Aggy all

looked up at once at the sound. 

‘Nothing to see here,’ Cinders 

called to them, smiling like a 

loon. ‘Just me, washing the 

dishes – same old, same old.’

Fishing around in the sink, 

she hunted for the missing 

piece of china in a panic.  
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If she broke another plate, she’d be scrubbing 

the toilet for a month. Suddenly it flew up out 

of the sink and set itself on the kitchen table, 

squeaky clean and bone dry.

‘But I didn’t even touch you,’ Cinders 

whispered, pulling her hands out of the water. 

‘What is happening?’

One by one, all the dirty dishes whizzed 

themselves into the sink and out again, piling 

up neatly on the table.

Cinders gazed at her fizzing 

fingertips, holding them up in the 

sunlight. Were they sparkling?

‘Good morning, good

morning and a good day to all.’

It was her father. 
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Margery closed her book and presented 

him with a heavily powdered cheek for her 

morning kiss. He patted Elly and Aggy on the 

head and bumbled over to the kitchen to wrap 

Cinders up in a great big bear hug.

‘And a special good morning to you, my 

little princess,’ he said, pushing his spectacles 

all the way up his nose. ‘On dish duty again, 

are we? Whatever did you do this time?’

‘Nothing,’ she replied, sticking her 

suspiciously sparkly hands deep in the pockets 

of her apron. ‘Honest.’

‘She set the kitchen rug on fire, left my 

riding boots out in the rain and Agnes caught 

her feeding her vegetables to the dog,’  

Margery corrected.
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‘Did he like the vegetables?’ her father asked.

‘I think he would have preferred sausages,’ 

Cinders replied.

‘Me too,’ he agreed. 

Margery sighed. Cinders smiled. 

‘Well, well, well, I have a very busy day 

ahead of me,’ her father announced. ‘If the 

king wants to throw a ball, he’s going to need a 

ballroom, and most ballrooms, as I understand 

it, have a roof.’

‘It is traditional,’ Margery agreed.

Cinders’s father was the royal builder. 

Every day, he left their little pink cottage and 

travelled through the woods all the way to the 

palace. At night he would show Cinders his 

plans and sketches for towers and turrets, but 
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she was never allowed to accompany her father 

into town. She dreamed of seeing the palace 

he had built for King Picklebottom, the place 

where her mother and father had met.

‘If you left off the roof, we could dance 

under the stars.’ Cinders twirled in a perfect 

pirouette and immediately crashed into a stack 

of tea towels.

‘You won’t be dancing under anything,’ 

Agnes said. ‘I hardly think the prince would 

invite someone like you to the ball.’

Cinders looked down at her stained, ragged 

dress, then over at her sisters with their glossy 

brown hair, painstakingly applied make-up 

and gorgeous, grown-up gowns. All before 

9am on a Wednesday.



‘We’ll make a lady out of Cinders yet,’ her 

father said, planting a kiss on the top of her 

head. ‘She is my little princess, after all.’

Aggy and Elly pretended to stick their

fingers down their throats before turning on 

sweet smiles for their 

stepfather.
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‘Do you think I might be able to go to the 

ball this time?’ Cinders asked her father. ‘I’d 

love to see the palace.’

‘Not this time, little one,’ he replied with a 

sad smile. ‘Maybe next year.’

He always said that.

‘You always say that,’ she said. ‘Aggy’s 

been to the palace. Elly’s been to the palace. 

Why can’t I go?’

She planted her hands on her hips and fixed 

her father with her most serious stare.

‘Oh, Cinders,’ he said with a sigh. ‘You just 

have to trust me. You’ll get to the palace one 

day, just not yet.’

It was the same story every time she asked 

– he always had a reason not to take her: there 



wasn’t room in his carriage; she wouldn’t like 

the food they served; everyone was far too 

busy to show her around. If she didn’t know 

better, she’d think her father was trying to 

keep her away from the palace altogether.

‘Fine. I’m going outside to feed Sparks,’ she 

said quickly, hugging her father goodbye and 

running outside before her stepmother could 

stop her. ‘But you’d better take me next time!’
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Slamming the back door behind her, 

Cinders ran down the garden and cut 

into the forst as fast as her legs would 

carry her, until her father, her stepsisters, 

her stepmother and her dashed dreams 

of attending the king’s ball were left far, 

far behind. Sparks, her big, red fluffy dog, 

leaped to his feet and hurtled after his best 

Chapter Two
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friend. Once she was far enough away from 

the cottage, she plopped down on to the soft 

ground and examined her hands. Not a trace 

of sparkles, not even the slightest suggestion of 

fizziness.

‘What was all that about?’ she muttered to 

no one in particular.

‘I’m sure I don’t know,’ replied a snooty 

voice. ‘Could it possibly have had anything to 

do with sausages?’

Cinders jumped up and looked all around. 

‘Who said that?’ But there was no one to be 

seen. 

‘I don’t mean to harp on, but I’m terribly 

peckish. I haven’t had any breakfast yet, you 

see. I don’t suppose you’ve got anything in 
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your pockets? A frankfurter? A hot dog? 

Even a chipolata would do the trick.’

Cinders blinked and rubbed her eyes. If she 

didn’t know better, she might have thought 

Sparks was the one talking.

‘Brilliant,’ she said with a big sigh. ‘I’ve 

gone mad. First I’m imagining flying dishes, 

and now a talking dog.’
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Sparks wagged his large, shaggy tail.

‘What’s so mad about that?’ he asked. ‘A 

talking dog is a lot more sensible than leaving 

the house without so much as a single sausage, 

if you ask me.’

‘You’re talking!’ Cinders yelled.

‘Clearly,’ Sparks replied.

‘But dogs can’t talk!’ she shouted.

‘Well, I can,’ he said.

‘Everything all right over there?’ 

Cinders looked up to see her neighbours, 

Jack and Jill, walking towards her. Sparks stuck 

out his tongue and panted happily.

‘Oh, yes,’ she said, keeping one eye on her 

dog. ‘Although I’m starting to think I might 

have bumped my head in the night.’
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‘Nasty business that,’ Jack said, pointing 

to his own bandaged noggin. ‘You want to be 

careful.’

‘Try wrapping it up with some vinegar 

and brown paper,’ Jill suggested. ‘That always 

works for us.’

‘Thanks,’ Cinders said, waving them off as 

they disappeared down the path. ‘I’ll do that.’

‘Vinegar also happens to go very nicely with 

chips, which go even better with sausages,’ 

Sparks commented, making his friend jump. 

‘Just a suggestion I’m putting out there.’

Cinders stared at the big red dog in front of 

her. ‘You can talk,’ she whispered.

‘Apparently so,’ he replied in a woofy yet 

dignified voice.
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‘But you’ve been mine since I was a baby,’ 

Cinders said. ‘How come you’ve only just 

started talking today?’

‘Never really felt like it before,’ he said, 

scratching his ear with a hind leg. ‘To be honest, 

most of the things you lot talk about are very 

dull. Ooh, the prince has got a new cape. Ooh, 

they’ve painted the castle blue. Ooh, it’s raining 

– no it’s not, yes it is. Blah-blah-blah.’

‘Well, there’s no need to be rude,’ Cinders 

replied, looking at her hands again. If Sparks 

really was talking, perhaps those dishes really 

did fly into the sink earlier. Or maybe she 

really had hit her head. ‘I wish there was 

someone who could explain what’s going on.’

‘Maybe there is,’ Sparks said with a wink. 
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‘Though I wish we had some sausages.’

‘Me too.’ Cinders rubbed her hand against 

her rumbling tummy. ‘I wish we had a 

whole plateful of sausages.’

Before she could even blink, her

hands began to tingle and a giant 

platter, piled high with 

plump pork sausages,

appeared in front of them.

‘Whatever you just did,’ 

Sparks said as he dived towards the pile of 

porkies, ‘please do it again.’

‘What is going on?’ Cinders demanded, 

waving her glittery hands in the air. ‘I wish 

everything would just stop for a moment!’

And everything did.



Everything and everyone was silent and 

still. Sparks was frozen in mid-air, a family 

of bluebirds hovered overhead and a pair of 

butterflies hung happily in the sky as though 

time had stopped completely.

‘Oh, dear me,’ Cinders said. ‘This can’t 

be good.’
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‘Hello?’ Cinders waved a glittering hand 

in front of Sparks’s face. He didn’t move. 

She clicked her fingers up at the bluebirds, 

but they just stayed exactly where they were, 

floating right above her head. 

‘Oh, dear me indeed,’ she said again. ‘This 

isn’t good at all.’

‘I don’t know . . . it’s nice to have a bit of 

Chapter Three
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peace and quiet sometimes, isn’t it?’

A tiny red-haired woman appeared as if 

from nowhere. She gave Cinders a little wave 

and snagged some sausages from the plate in 

front of Sparks’s nose, munching away happily 

while Cinders stared. Like most people with 

at least one half-decent parent, she had been 

brought up not to stare, but it was hard not to 

gawp at this woman. Her hair was almost the 

exact same shade of red as Sparks’s fur, and her 

skin was so pale that it almost glittered. She 

was a very stare-at-able person. 

And that was before you even considered 

the fact that she had a pair of wings sprouting 

out of her back.

And was floating. 



In the air.

‘Okay, someone’s going to have to tell me 

what’s going on,’ Cinders said, looking her 

new friend up and down, from her big black 

boots and bright blue tutu to the floppy purple 

bow in her hair.

‘Cinders, is it?’ the flying woman asked.

Cinders nodded.
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‘Brilliant.’ She finished off a sausage and 

licked her fingers before starting on another. 

‘Having a difficult day?’

‘You could say that,’ Cinders said. She 

wrapped her arms round Sparks, trying to pull 

him back down to the ground, but he wouldn’t 

budge. ‘Don’t suppose you’ve got any idea 

what’s going on?’

‘I could hazard a guess.’ The woman looked 

up at the floating dog. ‘Magic isn’t always 

terribly reliable, especially when you’re just 

starting out.’

‘Magic?’

Cinders let go of Sparks and looked down 

at her fingers.

‘What else did you think was going on?’ 
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The little pale lady held out her hand. ‘Hello, 

I’m your godmother.’

Remembering her manners, Cinders took 

the hand in her own and her skin began to 

tingle again. ‘I think you might have the wrong 

person,’ she said. ‘I haven’t got a godmother.’

‘Actually, you have –’ the woman fluttered 

her wings – ‘because I’m it. I realise I’m a 

bit late, but, in my defence, you were very 

difficult to find. You’re not on any kind of 

social media, are you? What’s that all about? 

Oh, I should have introduced myself properly 

– you can call me Brian.’

Cinders looked down and realised she was 

still shaking the woman’s hand. 

‘Where I’m from, Brian is generally 
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considered a man’s name,’ she said as politely 

as possible, letting go of Brian’s hand.

‘Says who?’ Brian replied. ‘It’s a perfectly 

good name. Why on earth would you stop half 

the people on the planet using it?’

‘Beats me,’ Cinders said. ‘That’s just how  

it is.’

Brian shook her head in disagreement. ‘You 

make no sense, you people. Doesn’t really 

matter, does it? I do love the way it rolls off 

the tongue.’

To be fair, Cinders couldn’t really argue 

with her.

‘Anyway, I’m not sure you’d be able to 

pronounce my real name,’ Brian went on.  

‘So let’s stick with Brian for now. I’m  
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guessing you’ve got some questions.’

‘One or two.’ Cinders nodded. ‘Mostly 

about the whole magic thing. And the 

godmother thing. And the talking dog. And 

the wings.’

‘The last one is easy. I need the wings to 

fly,’ Brian replied, speaking very clearly, as if 

Cinders might not understand. ‘And I’m your 

godmother because your mother chose me to 

be your godmother. That’s usually how that 

works. As for the magic, I don’t know why it’s 

decided to show itself today, but, if you want 

to tell me what you’ve been up to, that might 

give me a clue.’

‘You knew my mother!’ Cinders’s eyes 

opened wide. ‘Oh my goodness, please can 
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you tell me about her?’ Whenever she asked 

her father about her mother, he went all quiet 

and got a faraway look in his eyes.

‘I can.’ Brian nodded. ‘But shouldn’t we get 

your dog back on the ground first?’

‘I suppose we should,’ Cinders agreed. 

‘I don’t know what happened. One minute 

he was just an ordinary dog and the next he 

started talking. Then I wished things would 

stop for a moment and everything froze.’

‘Ah, there you have it,’ Brian said with a 

wise smile. ‘You made a wish. Wishes are very 

powerful, you know.’

‘I wished for the sausages as well,’ Cinders 

said slowly. ‘And I wished that the dishes 

would do themselves. Are you telling me  
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I can grant my own wishes?’

‘Who else do you expect to grant them?’ 

Brian asked. ‘I might be a fairy, but I’ve got far 

better things to do with my day than produce 

a plate of sausages out of thin air every time 

someone clicks their fingers. Although, that 

said, these are very tasty sausages.’

‘You’re a fairy?’ Cinders asked, saucer-

eyed.

Brian fluttered her wings. ‘These things 

didn’t give it away? You know your mum was 

a lot cleverer than you.’

‘And you really knew my mother?’

‘You could say that,’ Brian replied, turning 

a somersault in mid-air. ‘You look a lot like 

her, you know.’
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Other than her father, Cinders had never, 

ever met anyone who had known her mother, 

and every time she asked her father to tell her a 

story about their life together he looked so sad 

she couldn’t stand it. Brian was the first person 

she’d ever met who had so much as heard of 

her mother, and she was real-life, flying fairy.

Cinders really needed a little sit-down.

‘I’ve never met a fairy before,’ she said 

slowly. ‘I didn’t think they were real. I 

mean, I know there are elves and I met an 

exceptionally disagreeable troll who lives 

under the bridge once upon a time, but I 

thought fairies were . . . well. From fairy tales.’

Brian looked slightly concerned. ‘I think 

I’m real,’ she replied. ‘At least I’d better be. 
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I’ve left the oven on at home and there’ll be 

hell to pay if I accidentally burn the house 

down.’

Brian, Cinders decided, was definitely real.

‘Any more questions?’ her fairy godmother 

asked. ‘I haven’t got all day, you know.’

‘How do we get him back on the ground?’ 

Cinders asked, turning her attention to Sparks. 

Her stepmother had been furious when she 

shrank her favourite jumper in the wash, and 

she would not be happy if Cinders left the dog 

hanging around in mid-air.

‘Wishes are tricky things,’ Brian said. 

‘Sometimes they stick; sometimes they don’t. 

Depends how much you mean it when you 

make the wish. Your magic definitely isn’t all 
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there yet, so, if you can wait until midnight, 

the spell should undo itself. Magic always runs 

out at midnight.’

‘I think we should try to get him down 

before then,’ Cinders said, patting his big red 

head. ‘This is literally the worst day for him to 

start talking. I’m never going to hear the end  

of it.’

‘As your magic grows, you’ll have more 

control over it,’ Brian promised, helping 

herself to more sausages. ‘But while you’re 

learning you’ll have to speak your wishes out 

loud. And they must be very, very specific 

wishes, otherwise, well, I don’t need to tell you 

what could happen.’ Brian waved her hand at 

the frozen bluebirds and the flying dog.



‘All I have to do is make a wish?’ Cinders 

asked. 

Brian the fairy gave a nod. 

‘I wish things would go back to normal,’ 

Cinders said. 

Her fingertips started to sparkle then glow 

and, in the blink of an eye, the birds began 

singing, the

butterflies 

flapped away 

into the sky 

and Sparks 

dived face first 

into the now-

empty plate

of sausages.
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‘All right, someone’s got some explaining to 

do,’ he grunted, rubbing his snout with a paw. 

‘Who is this? What’s going on?’

‘I think the first thing you need to do 

is have a chat with those two,’ Brian said, 

pointing across the clearing to where Aggy 

and Elly were staring, slack-jawed, at Cinders, 

Sparks and her fairy godmother.

‘Oh, good grief.’ Cinders clapped a hand 

across her forehead as Elly grabbed her 

sister’s hand and legged it back through the 

forest. ‘I’d better try to explain before they 

tell my stepmother what they saw. Will you 

wait here, um, Brian?’

‘No,’ said Brian with a big, cheery smile. 

‘But I will see you later. Now get back  



home before the messenger leaves.’

With that, she vanished.

‘Messenger?’ Cinders said to Sparks. ‘What 

is she talking about?’

‘Haven’t the foggiest,’ Sparks replied, ‘but 

can you please explain one thing?’

‘I can try.’ Cinders sighed. ‘It’s all a bit 

complicated, isn’t it? What with the magic, 

the fairy godmother and you talking all of a 

sudden.’

‘Who cares about any of that?’ Sparks 

gestured at the empty plate. ‘What on earth 

happened to all my sausages?’




