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            KINGDOM OF FAIRYTALES

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        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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      “Make me the beast.”

      I gripped the sides of my dresser as the tingling burn started in my chest and radiated through my limbs. I no longer feared the feeling but embraced it, so now it almost tickled as it surged through my bloodstream. Coarse, brown fur sprouted along my arms then down across my hands before growing thick and wild around my face. I smiled at my reflection in my brand-new mirror, except the sharp canine teeth gave my satisfied expression a darker, menacing look.

      Perfect.

      I closed my eyes and concentrated again.

      “Now go back to normal.”

      The familiar rush of power trickled through me. I glanced at my reflection again and my own beautiful face stared back. No sign of the monster I was only seconds before, except the deep blue-black circles that hung around my eyes that seemed to grow darker every time I forced a change.

      I lay back on my plush bed and stared up at the ceiling. The soft bedding attempted to lure me in, but even though my body would gladly comply, my mind kept running like an amateur thief with a fear of getting caught.

      Last night, I'd been afraid. When my reflection changed to an old man before my eyes it punched me in the gut and left me weak in my knees. But as the panic grew my reflection kept changing. Replaced each time by someone or something until I begged it to stop.

      When I finally calmed and was able to think somewhat clearly, I sat on the floor with a shard of my broken mirror and intentionally willed myself to change. I grew my hair then shortened it again. I colored it blond, red, green, even blue. The golden rings around my eyes disappeared as they took on the form of everyone and anyone else. By morning, all I had to do was wish for it and my entire body instantly morphed into a completely different person.

      If this curse turned out to be the same as my father’s, maybe he just needed to focus hard enough to bring himself back. Except it didn’t seem right that this would be the same thing. This thing, this power or curse, or whatever it was seemed to manifest differently between the two of us. When I became the beast, I still had full control of myself. Like I’d dressed in a costume that I could take off and be myself again. So maybe these two things weren't the same, or maybe Dad had become the beast for too long and it started changing his insides too?

      I shuddered, the thought of becoming a beast forever seemed like a death sentence. I needed to make sure I didn't stay in one form for too long. Or perhaps work on not changing at all to avoid the risk.

      Another challenge also arose. I had to keep this curse, or power, or magic, or whatever it was in check when I wasn't using it. After spending the entire last night experimenting with my powers, I wanted nothing more than to try it out in the real world, except my duties as king came before any of my own extracurricular activities. Attending court, and being on stage in front of hundreds of people caused my palms to sweat. What if my mind wandered during yet another boring account of feuding neighbors and I turned into something else? The extra energy required to make sure I didn't accidentally turn on another face didn't help the exhaustion from my busy days.

      But now, even though sleep would be the smartest choice, I needed to go out and play. I craved it. An obsession with what I could do with this new trick consumed me until I could think of nothing else. I jumped up and headed to the mirror again. Who could I be tonight? An old man? With the thought my skin began to wrinkle, my hair graying before my eyes. A beautiful woman? The gray hair took a blonder tone growing long and flowing from my scalp. Long curly eyelashes framed a sultry stare as full lips puckered at my reflection. I shuddered, suddenly attracted to myself and disturbed by the thought. I flipped out of the gorgeous face. Probably safer if I blended in anyway.

      I changed into a dark pair of pants and a heavily worn shirt. From my wardrobe, I selected a hunter green cloak, plain and simple without any embroidery around the hems or hints of the royal crest, and fastened it at my neck.

      Tiptoeing into the hallway, it appeared that most of the servants had left the castle proper for the night. I hurried down the corridors, winding closer toward the front door and freedom.

      “Good evening, Your Majesty. Is there anything I can assist you with this evening?”

      I skidded to a stop, my heart pounding hard as Griswold appeared beside me. I grabbed my chest and fell against the wall.

      "I swear sometimes I think you might be a ghost. Why do you need to sneak up on me like that?"

      "Why did you need to try to sneak past me, sir?" He folded his hands politely in front of him as a proud smug grin curled across his mouth.

      I straightened my stance and splayed a hand across my chest, willing my breath to slow. "I wasn't sneaking. I have every right to come and go as I please."

      "Of course you do. But that doesn't mean I didn't just see you creeping through the foyer like a felon."

      "Fair enough. I've decided to go out for the evening and didn’t want to have anyone pull me into another matter. I am getting tired of being cooped up in this castle all day."

      "And you should leave the castle, sir. Balance is an important factor in maintaining your health for a long, successful reign. Would you like me to order some guards to accompany you?"

      "No, thank you. I'd rather try to be inconspicuous." And I knew I could be if I could just get past his watchful eye.

      He shook his head. "You do know that as king you are even more of a target than as the prince. Especially since you have yet to claim the crown. I would feel better knowing that you were safely guarded. The Council and your parents would likely agree."

      I shifted my weight from foot to foot and Griswold's movements mimicked mine. Loyalty was his greatest virtue, but right now it was also the biggest pain.

      I tossed my hands up in the air and dropped my shoulders in defeat. "All right, go fetch some guards. I guess things around here need to change."

      "Very well, sir. I think that is most wise." He scurried down the hall, his head tweaked over his shoulder to watch me until he couldn't any longer. The second Griswold broke contact I ran for the door and slid out into the night. I nodded at the two guards by the main door, slowing my steps to avoid suspicion, then slipped off into the garden.

      The moon hung full and bright and cast an eerie blue glow over the slumbering flowers. Not a whisper of wind blew through the trees. Even the stars hid their faces to avoid seeing too much. A perfect night for a perfect plan.

      I sat on the edge of the lion fountain and stared down into the water. My handsome features stared back, a hint of apprehension in their glare. I closed my eyes.

      "Be inconspicuous."

      Looking back down into the pool I watched the change overtake my face. My hair grew three inches, straighter, stringier and hanging limp in my near-black eyes. My nose developed a small upturn as my thick jaw slimmed in the rippled reflection below. In the water, stood a different person. An exciting newcomer. One I might pass on the street without even noticing. The ultimate disguise.

      I fidgeted with my cloak, the operation of the clasp odd with my recently adopted more slender fingers then took one last look at my new self. The large white moon ringed this stranger's head like a halo and I chuckled, the sound falling dead in the calm night. I wasn’t anything close to an angel, and a feeling twitched in my bones that tonight would be anything but good.
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        * * *

      

      As I crossed the golden bridge to Mosa, the entire city lay out in front of me, shiny and new through my stranger’s eyes. The lantern lights blazed brighter. The colorful shutters and awnings popped against the rows of stone buildings in a fresh way, the simplistic beauty sinking into my borrowed skin and leaving a tingling sense of awe in my blood.

      I walked down the cobblestone streets with my head held high, and not one person cared. Other then the occasional polite wave or nod of recognition, everyone went about their way unfazed by the acting king walking among them.

      No one moved out of their way for me to pass or stared when I walked by. Even the reporters, standing vigil near the castle for any glimpse of potential gossip, ignored my presence. This strange magic turned me into a ghost, haunting the city with only a select few able to see me as I floated past. The pressure lifted from my shoulders. A relief. A freedom. A glorious vacation from myself--even if it only lasted one night.

      Eventually, my feet led me down a familiar road. The sign for Takka’s Tavern swung above the door as the sounds of music and laughter poured out into the street. I hesitated with my hand on the door handle. The last time I'd cross this threshold I'd run away like a coward. This time needed to be different.

      I held my breath and swung the door open, the smell of hops and smoke twisting around me like a charmer’s snake. Bodies packed around the bar, the room already more than half full with still so many hours of night left to drown. It seemed a bit early for the crowd this size, but maybe I'd been roaming the streets longer than I thought. Veda’s regular corner table sat empty. My shoulders dropped a bit as even though she'd gone into hiding part of me hoped I’d look over and see her face scrunched in concentration, pouring over her books. But I didn’t know why I bothered hoping anymore. She wouldn’t appear again until she wanted to be found. Until then, I’d just have to wait.

      I squeezed my way up to the bar and waited my turn as Mr. Takka raced around slinging glass mugs to the impatient patrons. Eventually, he made his way to my side of the bar. He pointed at my face, his shirt already rolled up to his elbows with spots of water or ale dotted on the front.

      "What can I get you?”

      I smiled. The unamused look on his face meant my disguise was still in place and working exactly as it should.

      "A pint of ale, please, kind sir.”

      He raced away before I barely finished my order, his hands working quickly to pour the drink from the tap and slide it back down toward me. I slipped a bill on the bar and he quickly stuffed it into his pocket then moved down the line. I lifted my glass and took a deep swig in celebration. I’d become a nobody and it felt amazing.

      “Haven't seen you around here before?"

      I froze, glass in hand, hovering it just above the wooden bartop. An all-too-familiar voice. Kalmin.

      I ran my hand through my long hair and let it fall over my features, masking any possible chinks in my magical armor. "Pardon me?”

      Kalmin nudged up next to me at the bar and
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