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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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      The kingdom of Badalah shone like a crown in the desert, and Kisbu was the jewel in the center. The sun glinted off the domes of the palace as we came in to land. The giant airship of the Urbis Express lowered slowly in the sky, finally resting with a slight bump on the ground at the station.

      All around the station, people were running, fear etched onto their faces.

      “What’s happening?” I said to the conductor who merely shrugged. I craned to see what everyone was running away from through the small windows. All I could see were people, all running toward the center of Kisbu. Hesitantly, I stepped down from the airship, and almost immediately, I was swept out into the crowd.

      “Go home,” I whispered to Asher. “I’ll see you there.” Asher rose into the sky as I was jostled along, caught up in the tide of fear. It was only as the gates of the palace came into view that it became apparent that these people weren’t running from something but to something. They were crowding the palace, banging on the gates, shouting at the guards who stood at the other side of the gates. I pushed through to the front.

      “What’s happening here?” I shouted through to a guard, but he didn’t even acknowledge who I was, let alone respond. Whatever was going on, I wasn’t going to get answers here. Nor was I going to be let into the building. Fortunately for me, I’d been sneaking out of the palace at night for a year. It meant I’d also been sneaking into the palace. Pushing through the swathes of people, I heard them chanting for food. They were hungry, starving even. Young children were among them, the elderly. All the people my parents had sworn to protect were now crammed together in anger. The back of the palace wasn’t as crowded as the front, but there were enough people there that would see if I climbed the vines I normally used to get over the walls. All it would take was one person to see me, and then they’d all follow. The palace would be swarmed with people. Angry people who were currently muttering threats about my mother.

      As I continued on around the perimeter, I remembered another way into the grounds. A way my father had taught me not too long ago. He’d crawled through a gap in the wall, invisible to everyone as it was hidden behind a bush. I picked up my speed, keeping my hood up so no one would recognize me. Not that I knew if they would if I walked through them wearing full ceremonial costume and shouting my name, but I wasn’t going to chance it.

      When I was sure no one was looking, I dove into the bush and through the gap. Before anyone had the chance to see me, I followed the path my father had shown me down to the underbelly of the palace. From there, it was only a matter of walking into the main cellars and up to the palace. It was eerily quiet, a stark difference to the bedlam outside the walls. Fear gripped me as I wondered if anyone would remember me. My mother flitted in and out of her memory so often, and that was before I’d left for days.

      As I walked through the palace, the sound of my shoes echoing off the marble floor was a poignant reminder of my situation. I was alone. The noise of the crowds outside remained, though, a distant chanting getting louder, the closer I walked to the front of the palace. I headed to the one man I needed to see more than anyone. Maybe he wouldn’t remember me, but I remembered him. I was halfway down the corridor that housed his suite when someone called my name.

      “Jamal!” I said when I saw who it was. I ran to him and almost fell into his arms. Almost, but not quite.

      “What’s happening?”

      He pulled me away from the window that looked out over the front of the palace.

      “I don’t want them to see you,” he said by way of explanation. “They aren’t very happy with the monarchy at the moment.”

      “I can see that. Why? What’s happened? Are they still mad that my mother held a party in the name of the out of towners?”

      “I wish it was that simple,” Jamal replied. He pointed to a set of stairs to the second floor. “Come on, I should show you the extent of the problem before I tell you what the problem is.”

      The stairwell was dark, and it was only as we began to climb the stairs that I realized why. The curtains covering the windows that opened out onto the royal balcony were closed.

      At the top, Jamal pulled them back an inch to give me a view of the people outside. It was much worse than I feared. The balcony had been built for the royals to stand on and wave to the people during special occasions. From it, the view stretched on down Kisbu’s busiest street for miles. It had been designed that way to allow as many people as possible to see us. It also meant that from here we could see them...all of them. People by the thousands filled the streets in every direction.

      “Everyone in Kisbu is out there!” I exclaimed, stepping back from the curtain.

      “Not quite,” Jamal added, “but most of them. They are hungry. There’s no food.”

      I ran my hand over the back of my neck, rubbing it to comfort myself. “We fed them a few days ago. Kisbu has plenty of food. They can’t all be hungry.”

      “We fed the poor a few days ago.”

      “These aren’t the poor?” I asked, confused. If they weren’t poor, why were they protesting for food?

      “You said it yourself. Most of Kisbu is out there—rich, poor, and everyone in between.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      Jamal took my hands in his. “When you left, there was food in the shops. Now the shops are closing. They cannot buy food from the farmers. People who can afford food cannot get access to it. The whole of Kisbu has shut down. The gates are closed. The people of Kisbu closed them to stop the out of towners, but now they can’t get food in.”

      “You mean the people did this to themselves? Why doesn’t Mother just demand that the gates to the city be opened again?”

      Jamal slowly shook his head. “It was your mother that ordered them shut in the first place.”

      Now I was really confused. “Why would she do that?”

      “She’s gone, Gaia. Or at least, the memory of who she is has. Completely. Since you left, I’ve seen none of the woman I once admired. She was sad that you’d gone, but when I asked her about it, she couldn’t articulate the cause of her sadness. When I said your name, there was no flicker of recognition.”

      This was my fault. Talking to my mother wouldn’t help. If what Jamal said was true, the only way to bring her back was to solve this whole problem. The problem of the magical curse that was blighting our kingdom. I just wish I knew how to fix it. I sneaked another peek through the gap in the curtains. So many unhappy people. How had we spiraled into this in a matter of weeks? Then I saw something that tore my heart in two. Right near the gates, at the front of the crowd, was a man dressed in rags, not the Sultan’s uniform I was used to seeing him in.

      “My father is out there!” I said, turning to Jamal.

      “Aladdin?”

      He joined me at the window, and I pointed out the pathetic looking figure at the front. My father was practically eye-to-eye with one of the guards. The men he had personally hand-picked to serve the royals.

      “Do we have food?” I asked.

      “You don’t need to worry on that score, Gaia. The kitchens are well stocked.”

      I turned and began to run downstairs.

      “Where are you going?”

      I paused, turning my head back to face him. “I’m going to open the gates. I’m going to let them all in.”

      “Are you serious?” Jamal said, chasing me down the stairs. But I was too quick for him. I knew what I was about to do was insanity. We’d be swamped, overrun with people, but I’d made a pledge to serve my kingdom. I might not be the Sultana, but I was the only royal in the palace who hadn’t lost their mind.

      In the main entrance, a lone figure stood at the doors. Peering through the glass.

      “Freya!”

      She turned around. Her face lit up immediately when she saw who it was. She ran toward me, but stopped short about five feet from where I stood. Her face lost its excitement, and her expression turned to one of worry. Her eyes darted to the side, just over my left shoulder. When I turned around to see what had gotten her attention, I saw Jamal just behind me shaking his head. When he saw me looking, he stopped.

      “What?” I asked.

      “You can’t open the gates, Gaia. Look at the people out there. They are out for blood.”

      “They are out for food, and I’m going to give it to them.” I turned back to Freya. “Can you go down to the kitchens and tell them to bring everything we have into the main hall?”

      “Everything?” she asked quietly, looking more at Jamal than me.

      “Everything!” I reiterated. “Jamal, find a guard. Take them to my mother. I’m assuming she is in her room. I want to make sure she is safe if things do turn nasty.”

      Jamal walked around me to stand between me and the door. Just behind him, Freya watched on with tears in her eyes.

      “Turn? Open your eyes, Gaia. Things are already nasty. If you’d have stayed here to deal with this mess rather than go off gallivanting to Urbis, you’d know how bad it’s got.”

      “I can see for myself how bad it is, but my father is out there.”

      “Your father doesn’t even know who you are!” Jamal shouted.

      I stood stock-still, not used to the way he was speaking to me.

      “I know who he is,” I replied, standing my ground. “Now, please do what I ask you. I’m still in charge here.”

      He put his hands on his hips, blocking my way.

      “Move...now!” I looked into his eyes, which had taken on a hard edge. He was taller than me, so I had to incline my head slightly, but I wasn’t going to back down.

      When it became apparent he wasn’t going to move, I casually walked around him and opened the door to the palace. No one was going hungry while I was in charge, no matter what Jamal said.

      The crowd jeered as I walked down the stairs to the gates. The noise rumbled through my ears, making me wonder if I was making the right decision, after all. But then I saw my father. While all those around him were shouting, he was still. He looked at me with such sadness that my heart broke.

      “Open the gates!” I said to the nearest guard. At first, I thought he’d forgotten who I was, but then, I realized the look of incredulity he was giving me had more to do with my request than who I was.

      Inside the guards’ hut, was a horn. It was used to announce ceremonial affairs to the public. Today was far from a ceremony, but if I could get at least some of the people’s attention, then it would have to do. I ducked in, found the horn, and ran back up the stairs to the palace doors. Inside the open door, the entrance hall was empty, which meant either Freya and Jamal had acquiesced to my requests, or they had gone and hidden somewhere. I held the horn to my lips and blew with as much force as I could muster.

      Immediately, the crowd quietened.

      “People of Kisbu,” I shouted. “I know you are hungry. I know you are scared, and I know you are angry. I’m going to open the gates of the palace to feed as many of you as we can. I hope to open the gates to the city too and solve the problems we are having. Until then, I invite you all to come and have a meal on us. I only ask that you line up in an orderly manner and take only what you need. We also have a limited supply of food, and I’d like as many of you to eat as possible. I want you to be assured that I’ll be doing everything I can to solve the situation so that none of you go hungry in the future. Guards. Open the gates.”

      My heart almost stopped as the guards did what was asked of them. Despite my assurances
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