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        You all know the fairytales, the stories that always have the happy ending.  But what happens after all those storybook characters get what they wanted?  Is it really a happily ever after?

        In this prequel, you will find out what happens next,  be transported back to those lands you fell in love with and be prepared to meet some new characters along the way.

        

        Kingdom of Fairytales is a new way of reading with one chapter a day and one book a week throughout the year beginning January 1st

        

        Lighting-fast reads you won’t be able to put down

        

        Read in real time as each chapter follows a day in the life of a character throughout the entire year, with each bite-sized episode representing a week in the life of our hero.

        Each character’s story wrapped up at the end of every season with a brand new character and story featured in each season.

        

        Fantasy has never been so epic!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            READING ORDER

          

        

      

    

    
      Kingdom of Fairytales is a 52 book series split into thirteen seasons. Each season has a four book story arc of a fairytale character with the last season seeing them all coming together. You can read any series first with the exception of thirteen, however it is recommended that you read in the order below…

      

      PREQUEL

      

      SLEEPING BEAUTY

      1. Queen of Dragons

      2. Heiress of Embers

      3. Throne of Fury

      4. Goddess of Flames

      

      LITTLE MERMAID

      5. Queen of Mermaids

      6. Heiress of the Sea

      7. Throne of Change

      8. Goddess of Water

      

      RED RIDING HOOD

      9. King of Wolves

      10. Heir of the Curse

      11. Throne of Night

      12. God of Shifters

      

      RAPUNZEL

      13. King of Devotion

      14. Heir of Thorns

      15. Throne of Enchantment

      16. God of Loyalty

      

      RUMPELSTILTSKIN

      17. Queen of Unicorns

      18. Heiress of Gold

      19. Throne of Sacrifice

      20. Goddess of Loss

      

      BEAUTY AND THE BEAST

      21. King of Beasts

      22. Heir of Beauty

      23. Throne of Betrayal

      

      ALADDIN

      25. Queen of the Sun

      26. Heiress of Shadows

      27. Throne of the Phoenix

      28. Goddess of Fire

      

      CINDERELLA

      29. Queen of Song

      30. Heiress of Melody

      31. Throne of Symphony

      32. Goddess of Harmony

      

      ALICE IN WONDERLAND

      33. Queen of Clockwork

      34. Heiress of Delusion

      35. Throne of Cards

      36. Goddess of Hearts

      

      WIZARD OF OZ

      37. King of Traitors

      38. Heir of Fugitives

      39. Throne of Emeralds

      40. God of Storms

      

      SNOW WHITE

      41. Queen of Reflections

      42. Heiress of Mirrors

      43. Throne of Wands

      44. Goddess of Magic

      

      PETER PAN

      45. Queen of Skies

      46. Heiress of Stars

      47. Throne of Feathers

      48. Goddess of Air

      

      URBIS

      49. Kingdom of Royalty

      50. Kingdom of Power

      51. Kingdom of Fairytales

      52. Kingdom of Ever After
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      Even here in the desert, well outside the walls of the great city of Urbis, civilization made its presence felt. The lights of the city burned at all hours, difficult to see during the day but illuminating the sky with a pearly glow from dusk until dawn. Out on the sand, where Clement and I traveled, bits of refuse teased at the life going on within those towering walls.

      We passed shards of broken bottles that suggested someone had come out here late one night to drink. Twenty minutes of walking later, birds pecked at a cluster of fruit rinds and chicken bones. A bit after that, a broken wagon wheel stuck halfway out of the sand, its wood already warping and splitting under the hot Badalahn sun.

      "I'm sorry I'm making us walk all this way," Clement said, for what had to be the fifteenth time. His memory of me had faded which burned at my soul, but he knew he could trust me and he knew we were walking away from Urbis because of him.

      "I wasn't about to continue this journey without you, especially not with your cuffs preventing you from being able to shift.

      Clement was good for me that way. I still felt terrified most of the time, but I'd come to realize over the past week that I'd rather be scared out of my wits with him than alone.

      "How long do you think it'll take us to get to ...er...Aboria?" Clement said.

      We could see hints of the forested nation up ahead. No trees were visible yet, but there, on the horizon, when we stood at the very top of one of the dunes that filled this part of Badalah, the ground far ahead steadied. The soft, undulating swells of sand gave way to solid land, dotted with specks I took for boulders and parched shrubs.

      They were a ways yet, but looking toward that distant horizon gave me hope that the aching in my calves might someday subside and that our memories would be returned to us. Now that we were off the brick road between Kisbu and Urbis, every step required twice the effort, and I felt as if the dry particles that had invaded every crevice of my shoes would never be fully shaken out.

      We traipsed across the dunes, up and down, over and over, until I was almost dizzy from it. It didn’t help that Clement and I no longer had the easy banter I’d gotten used to over the past few days. He walked beside me, but his memory was so fractured, that he remained silent most of the morning. My memory was almost as bad, but I remembered what we were doing and I had to hold onto that. We stopped during the hottest part of the day and used our hands to dig. I was beginning to sense water, not just in the air but in the ground, too. The sand was cooler a few feet down, and held moisture from some none-too-recent downpour. 

      We made a hole a couple of feet across, and I drew water from our surroundings to fill it. I closed my eyes, relying on some deep instinct that had nothing to do with vision, and reached out for the ribbons of air and water that made up so much of the world. Silently, with my concentration narrowed to a pinpoint, I wove strands of water together to hold the liquid together and prevent it from seeping into the soil. 

      Then I lowered my hand into the water. I ordered it to slow down and grow colder, and it did, responding to my thoughts almost as quickly as I could think them.

      I opened my eyes. The small pool of water sparkled in the sunlight. Tragically, I hadn't yet figured out how to create shade, but this would prevent us from overheating until the sun fell a little.

      "Stick your feet in there," I said, already pulling off my socks.

      Clement did, and hissed sharply as his toes touched the water.

      "Too cold?"

      "Way too cold," he said. "It's perfect." He closed his eyes and lowered his feet down to the bottom of our little pool.

      I plunged mine in, too. Our toes brushed against one another, and we didn't pull away.

      We arranged the hoods of our robes far enough over our heads that no direct sunlight could reach our skin, and then we sat and waited for the day to cool enough that we could keep walking. Not long after we first sat down, Clement winced and bent over.

      "Another wave?"

      It wasn't really a question. We'd kept our distance from Urbis's walls, but the magic emanating from the city still managed to overwhelm him a few times every day causing him pain.

      He nodded. I reached for his hand and held it as he breathed through the pain. When it was over, he let out a long sigh. Whatever life had been in his face before the magic had hit was gone, leaving his cheeks hollow and his skin tight across his forehead.

      "You should slee--"

      "I know," he said, before I could finish.

      Clement mounded a pile of sand next to himself and draped his body over it. He was asleep in moments, his dark eyelids twitching as he dreamed.

      I wondered what he dreamed about. Would he lose more of his memories in his sleep as I did? It felt that every time I closed my eyes, something else went missing from my mind and yet I couldn’t ever remember what it was I was losing.

      I wiggled my toes on the water and splashed some of the icy liquid on the back of my neck as I silently recited my siblings names again. Perhaps I could form the water into different shapes--into ice we could suck on as we walked, or maybe clouds that could shield us from the harrowing sun.

      Yes, that would be worth trying.

      I raised my hands, closed my eyes, and began to work.
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        * * *

      

      Clement opened his eyes, then squeezed them shut again.

      "Where are we?" he murmured, nestling further into his pillow of sand. He'd pulled his feet out of the icy pool sometime during his nap. Now, he stretched and plunged them back into the water. He shuddered, but it seemed to be more out of pleasure than discomfort.

      "Still in Badalah, “ I said. “Look." I nudged his knee with my bare toes.

      He opened his eyes again, unwillingly.

      I gestured up. He blinked, trying to make sense of the thing hovering over us, and then he sat bolt upright and stared upward.

      A single, fluffy cloud hovered directly over our heads, close enough that we might have been able to brush it with our fingertips if we'd stood on our toes.

      Clement looked from the cloud to me. "You made that?"

      "You bet your magic wand I did." I stretched my arms out and cracked my knuckles, more from a sense of showmanship than because anything actually needed cracking. "I can't get it any bigger without it falling apart, but still, it's a start."

      "I'll say. Can you move it?"

      I reached out for the ribbons of air that floated all around us. I tugged one, then another, and the cloud danced from side to side.

      Clement's face broke into a wide grin. "Now that's a trick worth having."

      "What, pulling water from the air wasn't?"

      He scrambled to his feet and reached up. I jerked the cloud just out of his reach, then swept it down and around him. He spun in a circle, trying to keep pace with it.

      My stomach growled. A sharp pang ricocheted through me, a hunger like I'd never felt.

      Clement stopped spinning and frowned at me. "Your magic's making you hungry."

      “We haven’t eaten in days,” I reminded him. My stomach wouldn’t let me forget that in a hurry.

      He acknowledged this with a rueful smile, but shook his head. "Magic takes energy. You need energy to use it, same as you need energy to keep hiking up and down these hills."

      I let go of my hold on the cloud. It disappeared into wisps that melted away against the blue of the early evening sky.

      "I wish I'd gotten the gift of creating food out of thin air."

      “I’d kill for an apple pie right now.”

      I tilted my head. "Apple pies. Are those your favorite?"

      "Apple anything," he said. "Fresh, baked, jellied, dried, I like them all."

      I stored this information away with everything else I'd learned about him over these past few weeks. That collection of facts was becoming increasingly important to me in spite of my attempts to avoid getting closer to him than I was already. I just needed to hold onto them and not lose them like I was sure I’d lost other things since stepping into the desert.

      My magic tingled in my hands. It had a tendency to spring to life whenever Clement was in danger. I had to keep my emotions under control, at least until I knew better how to wield my powers.

      Clement's face twisted. I reached out a hand to steady him before he could begin to sway. The wave of magic coming from Urbis seemed to fade almost as quickly as it had arrived, and he shook it off.

      "That one wasn't bad," he said. "Let's get moving. Maybe we can put the city behind us by nightfall."

      I nodded my agreement, but it turned out that we had both underestimated how enormous Urbis was. The wall that wrapped around the city like the outer rim of a wheel stayed steady on our left as we walked, and its circular shape made it impossible to gauge when we might expect to be past the city and its brutalizing magic. We used the sun and our shadows on the sand to keep our direction steady, and marched across the dunes until my legs were screaming out for rest.

      Finally, the sun set. The city still hulked to our side, the light from within warming the dark sky like cream in coffee.

      Clement stopped abruptly at the top of a dune and grabbed my arm. His fingers tightened and he held his breath.

      I looked out to where his gaze was fixed and saw it: flickering orange lights in the valley between dunes, and a ribbon of smoke rising from a campfire.

      Slowly, silently, we sank to our knees and watched the people below. There were almost a dozen of them, mostly adults but also a couple of young children who played in the glow of the fire.

      I surveyed the men in particular, looking for armor or weapons. One man had a bow slung on the side of the large pack he was using as a back rest, and I caught glimpses of a few things that might have been scabbards for swords or daggers. Overall, though, these folks didn't look like warriors. They were family men, travelers like us.

      "Should we go around?" Clement asked, his voice under a whisper.

      I watched the group. They weren’t as emaciated as the family we'd passed on the road before. These children were rosy-cheeked and happy, and the adults didn't seem as guarded as I might have expected.

      Most importantly, they held bowls of steaming stew on their laps, and there was more in the pot hanging over the fire.

      "We need food," I whispered back.

      "We don't have any money."

      "No, but we're not too proud to beg."

      We stood and walked slowly down the dune, keeping our hands visible. It wasn't long before the group of travelers noticed us, and their demeanor shifted instantly. A few of the men and one of the women sprang to their feet, and another man gathered the children and put himself between us and them.

      Clement and I raised our hands, showing they were empty.

      "Good travels, friends," Clement called, his voice full of a carefully calculated warmth. I was beginning to understand how intentional he was about presenting himself. It was remarkable to watch especially as his memory had fled him, the essence of who he was remained.

      The group let us approach, but those with blades kept their hands tight on the hilts. The woman with a sword strapped to her waist stepped forward, chin high and eyes as sharp as her blade was likely to be.

      "We're sorry if we startled you," Clement said, his voice warm and his steps slow. "We're on our way to...

      “Arboria,” I whispered in his ear to remind him.

      “...Arboria. We didn't expect to run across anyone else out here."

      I did my best to match Clement's demeanor. He'd told me he managed to stay calm in situations like this by remembering what it was like to shift and become a powerful creature that nothing could harm. I couldn't shift, but I did know what it was like to command a tornado with the twitch of my fingers. Silently, I reminded myself that I could whisk us away from this situation in an instant if it became dangerous. I was safe. These people couldn't hurt me.

      The tension in my shoulders melted, and I let out a long sigh.

      "We're hoping you might be willing to share your meal," I said. “We hope to walk trough Arboria to Oz where my family lives.” 

      The smell of the stew was thick in the air by now, a scent full of meat and spices and herbs. This was no meager hunk of rabbit cooked in water. This was food.

      The woman narrowed her eyes.

      "We were planning to go to...er...the city," Clement said, pointing to Urbis’s city walls..

      I glanced sharply at him. I hadn't planned on telling these people our full story. But Clement's gaze was clear and calm. Whoever these people were, he had decided honesty was best, and I was prepared to trust him.

      "There appears to be some kind of magic in the city that isn't compatible with my abilities. We've decided to go around the city instead, but we didn't plan on our journey being this long. We ran out of food a few days ago."

      The woman watched us both for a long moment. Clement kept his shoulders loose and his face pleasant. I did, too.

      After a while, she took her hand off the hilt of her sword. The others relaxed, and she gestured at us to join them.

      The people sitting around the fire made room, and soon we were chatting amiably with big bowls of stew on our laps.

      I could barely focus on the conversation. The meat in the stew melted in my mouth and golden globs of fat shimmered between chunks of vegetables. The spices overwhelmed my senses, reminding me of times before
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