
  
    [image: Heiress of Melody]
  


  
    
      HEIRESS OF MELODY

      KINGDOM OF FAIRYTALES CINDERELLA BOOK 2

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

    

    
      
        MARGO RYERKERK

        J A ARMITAGE

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Enchanted Quill Press]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Reading Order

      

    

    
      
        1. 22nd July

      

      
        2. 23rd July

      

      
        3. 24th July

      

      
        4. 25th July

      

      
        5. 26th July

      

      
        6. 27th July

      

      
        7. 28th July

      

    

    
      
        A note from the author

      

      
        About J.A. Armitage

      

      
        Also by J.A. Armitage

      

      
        About Margo Ryerkerk

      

      
        The Kingdom of Fairytales Team

      

    

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2020 by J A Armitage

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      
        
        Please contact the publisher Info@enchantedquillpress.com for translation and audio rights

      

        

      
        www.enchantedquillpress.com

      

      

      

      Edited By Rose Lipscomb

      Cover by Enchanted Quill Press

      Proof Reader: Tina Merritt

      [image: Vellum flower icon] Created with Vellum

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            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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      It was my last shift at the boarding house, which meant that I had to accomplish several things. First, tell Madam Fontaine that I was quitting. Second, figure out why the silent woman in the kitchen, whom I had named Doris, looked like our missing Queen Ella.

      With these goals in mind, I stopped at the reception desk first before going into the kitchen and scrubbing the never-ending amount of dirty pans and dishes. “Any idea when Madam will be here?” I asked the young man who had started working behind the front desk a week ago. I would have been ashamed to not know his name hadn’t Madam’s staff-turnover been legendary and if this wasn’t my first time meeting him. If he lasted more than a few weeks or a month, he would get to join the ranks of what was considered long-term employees. My friend Tia and I had lasted nearly three months before deciding to quit.

      The young man shrugged. “Madam won’t be in until later. She told me she had several things to take care of.”

      “Could you let her know that I need to speak to her? My name is Halia.”

      “Sure.”

      I thanked him and headed toward the kitchen. I didn’t like the conversation with Madam hanging over me like a black cloud, yet I was also relieved that I wouldn’t get to talk to her until later. She wouldn’t be pleased that I was quitting and would make my last shift miserable.

      I entered the kitchen to find Doris was already there, scrubbing away at greasy pans.

      “How are you today, Doris?”

      She nodded in acknowledgment and gave me a smile. So far, I hadn’t pushed her to speak to me. She had piqued my curiosity because she looked so much like our Queen Ella, who had suddenly disappeared over a week ago. But because this was my last shift, I  no longer had the luxury of waiting for Doris to come around.

      Sensing that demanding that Doris talk would get me nowhere, I decided that I had to trick her. It felt a bit cheap, but I didn’t have a choice. She might know something that could help our kingdom, which had seen a lot of strange activity lately.

      I started singing a song that was extremely popular and catchy:

      The sun is out; it’s summertime. Let’s come together, in this beautiful weather; let’s have some fun. Throw away all your worries; let’s have some fun.

      Fun, fun, fun in the sun. The days are long; the nights are even longer.

      Forget your worries and come out with me to have fun, fun, fun in the sun.

      I repeated the chorus and the first verse and then pretended to leave the room. I was by the door mid-chorus and stopped singing. Doris kept on humming.

      I whirled around. “I knew it!” I hurried toward her.

      With her mouth wide open and eyes even wider, she looked like a terrified doe.

      “It’s all right. It’s fine to speak.”

      She shook her head.

      I took her hands. “I don’t know what happened to you, but I can only guess it was something horrible.” Her face contorted with pain, and my heart swelled with compassion. “I can’t erase the past, but I guarantee you that you will feel much better once you share your sorrows.”

      She shook her head rapidly.

      This wasn’t working. I needed to slow down. “Are you from Arcadia?”

      In response, she extricated herself from me and took a step backward. I sighed. I wasn’t getting anywhere. It was time to lay my cards on the table.

      “Listen, I found a new job. I’m going to work at the post office. Today is my last day at the boarding house. I’m sure I’ll come by here occasionally to drop off the mail, perhaps even daily, but I won’t have much time.”

      She gave me a smile and an approving nod as if she thought it was good for me to leave this place.

      “My friend, Tia, also quit. She’s going to work at Daydream, the bar. I’m sure they could use more people if you want to switch jobs.”

      Her eyes widened again, and she shook her head vigorously.

      All right, clearly, she wanted to stay here, even though I didn’t understand why. The only explanation was that she was trapped, same as I had been, in believing that working at the boarding house was the only other option besides living on the streets.

      “I promise other employers would be happy to have you. You’re dedicated, hard-working, and sweet.”

      She turned away and grabbed a fondue pot.

      I bit my lip. None of my approaches were working. Perhaps I should simply ask her the question that was haunting me. It couldn’t get worse than her not talking to me.

      “When I performed last night at Daydream,” I began, “I had a chance to study the ice sculptures that decorated the space.”

      She glanced up at me.

      “They’re beautiful. You should come and see them sometime. You don’t even have to stay at the bar or get a drink, just come inside and have a look at them.”

      She tilted her head sideways as if considering my offer.

      “The owner is very friendly. Anyhow, two of the ice sculptures were made to look like our king and queen.”

      She stiffened at that, and I took a step closer, needing to see the expression on her face when I made my next statement. “The queen looked a lot like you.”

      Doris inched away from me until her back hit the wall.

      As much as I didn’t want to intimidate her, I needed to know. “Queen Ella has the same cheekbones, the same face, the same eyes as you. It’s like you two could be twins or at least sisters.” I searched Doris’s face, which had gone blank. Her arms trembled. “Please, tell me what you know. The queen has been missing for over a week now, and bad things have been happening in Arcadia. People are disappearing, while others are aging overnight. The queen’s disappearance is connected to this. I think the queen had some magic that protected us, and now that she’s gone, Arcadia is falling apart.”

      Tears welled in Doris’s eyes, and she wiped at them quickly, but still, she didn’t speak.

      I stepped closer. “Please, I need your help. Arcadia needs your help.”

      Doris rushed past me and out of the kitchen.

      I sank to the floor. “That went well. Not.”

      Doris returned half an hour later. For the next few hours, we worked side-by-side, but now, she wasn’t even looking at me as if I didn’t exist.

      I didn’t dare to broach the topic of Queen Ella’s disappearance or Doris’s resemblance again. The last thing I needed was for Madam to blame me for distracting her employees or for Doris running away. She knew something, and, sooner or later, I would find a way to uncover her secrets and help Arcadia.

      I had just finished cleaning my last plate when Madam entered to inspect our work. She nodded her approval at the clean dishes. “Very well. However, you’ll have to do the after-dinner clean up as well since your friend quit.”

      This was all directed toward me. Madam acted as if Doris was invisible. “I’m quitting too,” I said. I wasn’t prepared to work a double shift for the meager salary she was paying us. “Today was my last shift.”

      Madam’s generous chest heaved, and a vein popped out on her meaty neck. “You can’t do this to me!”

      “My contract states that I can quit at any time.”

      “Unbelievable!” She pointed her finger in my face. “Don’t come back begging for your job when your singing doesn’t work out.”

      I tried hard to hide the smile that threatened to erupt on my lips. “I’m not just relying on my singing. The post office hired me as a newsgirl.”

      Madam huffed. “You’ll be walking the streets, rain or shine, snow or heat. I’ll give you a week, max.”

      “I don’t think so. It can’t be worse than here, and I’ve survived months here.”

      Madam’s upper lip curled back into a snarl, revealing big, uneven teeth. “I’m not going to pay you your salary for mouthing back at me!”

      “Fine.” I wasn’t about to beg for today’s pay. “I’ll be back soon to check on you,” I whispered to Doris. Grateful for Tia’s foresight to collect our meager belongings from the attic room, I stalked out of the kitchen. It looked like for the next few nights, I’d be sleeping on a barstool. It might be uncomfortable, but it was preferable to being in a snake’s den.

      Outside the boarding house, a carriage pulled up, and a round man climbed out, heaving a trunk that was almost as big as he was. He waved at me. “Excuse me, do you know which room the sisters Bernadette and Georgette occupy?”

      “Room one.” I held the door open for him, disgust welling up in me. The trunk of clothes was probably why Madam was so greedy. She squeezed her employees dry so that her daughters could afford countless dresses they wore only once.

      After being cooped up for the whole day in the dark kitchen without any sunlight, I decided to wander the streets of Arcadia before going to Daydream. Plus, if Tia and I were to sleep at the bar, we would have to wait until the last customer left, which was hours away.

      I headed toward the night market. It always cheered me up, not because of the countless goods one could purchase, which were interesting to look at, but unaffordable for someone like me, but because of the artists congregating there.

      Tonight, there were several painters, caricaturists, and pottery makers at one end of the market. I walked between their displays, enjoying the beautiful views they had captured. Some of them had painted the king’s castle with its high turrets, heavy gate, and dark-blue roofs. Others had painted beaches and seas, or mountainous and forest landscapes.

      Those that could afford the paintings probably didn’t find any of the depicted places exotic, but I found them fascinating. I had never ventured outside of Arcadia. All I knew was this city and the outside of our castle, never having been allowed to step foot past the gate.

      I had never felt the sand between my toes, swam in the salty sea, or hiked through a luscious forest.

      Would I ever get to see other kingdoms? Arcadia was gorgeous and my home, but suddenly, the need to see the world overwhelmed me. And then loneliness hit me. If I wanted to see those places, I would have to go on my own.

      With a bit of luck and convincing on my part, I could join a traveling group of musicians, but Tia wouldn’t come with me. As a bartender, it was best for her to stay in one place and establish herself.

      Could I leave my best friend behind? She was like a sister, and we had spent every day together in the eighteen years of our lives.

      “What about Lorenzo?” a quiet voice inside my head asked.

      I wanted to snap back at the voice and say he didn’t matter, that I barely knew him. Yet, even though I had met the teleporting demon less than a week ago, he did matter, and I didn’t want to leave him. Lorenzo brought out the best in me, my playful, carefree side. He helped me believe in myself. He supported my singing ambitions.

      I had never come across anyone like him. I wasn’t ready to leave him. I wasn’t ready to throw away whatever was growing between us. He made me feel alive. With him, I was the best version of myself.

      “Let me go! Let me go!” A boy’s screams pulled me back to the present. I scanned the market to find a scrawny boy who couldn’t be older than ten years of age cuffed and being dragged away by none other than Victor, my ex-boyfriend and one of the patrolmen of Arcadia.

      I didn’t want to talk to Victor. We hadn’t exactly parted on amicable terms, but I couldn’t just stand by and do nothing while he dragged a young boy to prison. Whatever the kid had done, it couldn’t justify getting a mark on his record.

      I pushed past the market-goers until I reached Victor and his partner Thomas. Thomas, with his wispy brown hair and average height, looked like a friendly schoolteacher compared to Victor, who was very tall and all sharp angles. As luck had it, Thomas noticed me first. I nodded at him in acknowledgment.

      “Why are you arresting this boy?” My question was directed at Victor since he was the one holding the boy.

      “He’s a thief.” Victor showed me a loaf of bread.

      “He was probably hungry or trying to help his parents.” I leaned down to the level
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