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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 yellow brick road stretched out like a ribbon of sunlight before us. The day was bright and warm, the sky a dazzling blue and the air filled with the scent of early autumn flowers. It was a perfect day, and Glinda's shoulders looked so tight they were ready to snap.

      "Someone's coming," she hissed.

      I couldn't see anybody on either side of the winding yellow road, but then, I wasn't a powerful Witch of Oz.

      "Hide in the bushes," she ordered.

      I hesitated.

      She gave me a piercing look. "Some monster or other has your siblings and a whole village full of Munchkins under lock and key. I’d rather that monster didn't learn the Mayor was back in Oz just yet."

      I couldn't argue with that. Nor could Clement, walking beside me. We left the brick path and ducked behind a stand of shaggy bushes heavy with flame-red leaves and bright orange berries. Behind us, the forest here at the edge of Munchkin Country was dense and full of shadows.

      Glinda stood like a statue on the eerily silent road, her hair as red as the leaves and her flowing white coat as immaculate as the puffy clouds overhead. She stared into the distance and waited. Finally, a young Munchkin man came into view over the crest of the nearest hill. He wore a sky-blue shirt and navy-blue trousers held up with suspenders, and his navy cap shielded his face from the sun. He stopped dead when he saw Glinda, paused, and then marched forward with renewed purpose.

      "Your Witchiness," he said as soon as he was close enough to be heard. He whipped his cap from his head and lowered into a deep bow, his figure partially obscured from my view by the thick branches. When he straightened, his eyes were bright. "You heard what happened in the villages, then? That the Winged Monkeys attacked? Did you come to save us? We thought you were in Quadling Country."

      "I was in Quadling Country," she said. "I only just arrived. You said ‘villages.’ Is it more than one, then?"

      The man's face fell. "It's all of them, My Lady."

      My stomach twisted into a knot. No wonder the vast Emerald City dungeons had seemed so cramped when we'd viewed them through Glinda's crystal ball.

      Glinda narrowed her eyes. "Then how are you here?"

      He twisted his cap in his hands. "I was selling my wares in Gillikin Country, My Lady. I heard the news and went to the Emerald City to demand something be done." His face reddened, with embarrassment or anger or something else I couldn't begin to guess at. "That ended in disaster, of course, so now I'm going home. I hoped at least a few people from my village escaped the raid."

      Glinda's face softened. "If your village is the one down this road, then no, I'm afraid not."

      His face crumpled, but he fought hard to keep his tears at bay. My heart ached for him. I shared his fear. My loved ones were locked up, too.

      "What happened in the Emerald City?” Glinda asked.

      "Nothing, My Lady.” He sounded almost surprised. "I couldn't get in."

      She frowned. "What do you mean? Did the Guardian of the Gate refuse to let you enter?"

      The man didn't answer for a moment. He searched Glinda's face, as if unsure what she was asking. Then, slowly, he said, "My Lady... The Guardian can’t do anything. Not anymore."

      If Glinda had been standing like a statue before, now she was ice. She radiated power without moving a muscle. "Explain that."

      He folded his cap in half and wrung it. "The gates are closed." He shuffled from foot to foot. "No one can get in or out, not even the Guardian.” He stared up at her. "I thought you knew."

      "Who closed the city?" she demanded.

      "No one knows," he said. "It just happened."

      "When?"

      "Yesterday, My Lady."

      "And is it every entrance?"

      "There's only the one, My Lady." He hesitated. "Well, aside from the back gate."

      Glinda's already pale skin blanched.

      "But I've never put stock in such rumors, My Lady." The man eyed her, cautious but curious.

      I'd never heard of a back gate, but it was clear it meant something to Glinda.

      "I see. Thank you for the information." She considered him for a long moment, then added briskly, "You'll not find anybody waiting for you in the village. I suggest you turn at the next fork and head toward Quadling Country. Things are relatively safe there, at least for now, and you'll find shelter and protection at my palace."

      He bowed again. "Yes, My Lady. Thank you, My Lady."

      She gestured him forward. He shuffled closer, and she bent down and kissed him gently on the forehead. When she pulled back, a bright, star-like mark gleamed.

      "It's a witch's mark," I whispered to Clement. "Only the Witches of Oz can give them. It won’t protect him from everything, but people don’t usually bother people wearing a mark.”

      "Go quickly," Glinda advised the man. "Things are quiet in Munchkin Country for now, but there's no telling how long the peace will last."

      He bowed for a third time, and, at Glinda's nod, hurried past her and down the yellow brick road. He glanced over his shoulder several times, as if checking to be sure she was still there.

      Then he disappeared over the crest of the next hill and was gone.

      Glinda watched after him for a long, silent moment before gesturing at us to come out from behind the bushes.

      "Did you hear all that?" she asked.

      I nodded. "What was that about a back gate?"

      Glinda pursed her lips. "It's a piece of information far bigger than he thought he was delivering."

      I waited for her to explain, but she only put her hands on her hips.

      "We can't travel this way anymore," she said after a moment. "We'll have to cut through the forests. If the Emerald City's been closed she'll be keeping a close eye on the yellow brick road."

      "Who's she?" Clement asked.

      Glinda strode between us as if he hadn't spoken and disappeared behind the bushes. Clement and I shared a glance, then hurried to catch up.

      The thick canopy of trees soon blocked out most of the light, and the scent of the Munchkin's autumnal fields was quickly smothered by the dense odor of damp earth and fragrant pines. Ferns and saplings crowded underfoot, and thick patches of emerald moss and mint-green lichen crept up the trunks of the trees.

      There was no path here, but Glinda didn't need one. She picked her way as lightly as a bubble through the undergrowth and around branches, and Clement and I bumbled after her as best we could.

      Finally, after I'd given up on her telling us anything about what we were doing and why, she stopped and waited for us to catch up. She surveyed the forest, her eyes sapphire-dark in the dappled shadows.

      "The Wicked Witch of the West is back," she announced.

      My mouth fell open, but no words came out.

      Clement's eyebrows furrowed and he looked at me, then her. "Isn't she dead? Jakon told me the story. His mother killed her." He searched my face, as if it held his memory of the tale. "She melted her with a bucket of water."

      "Yes, that was supposed to be the way of things," Glinda said. "Filthy old hag."

      I had never heard Glinda speak so unkindly of anyone.

      "I wondered about the water thing," Clement confessed. "It doesn't seem like that would be powerful enough to hurt a witch, let alone kill her."

      “Oh, the water hurt her," Glinda said. "You try not bathing for hundreds of years and then see how you feel when someone dumps a bucket of suds on your head." The corner of her lip twitched. "Of course, Dorothy had infused the water with Goodness, same as I've infused my ring." She held up her hand, where the two witches’ rings sparkled side-by-side, her emerald burning with a deep inner light, the Wicked Witch of the East’s murky like mud. "I'll admit I was never entirely sure she was dead, but as the years passed and she stayed gone I suppose I got complacent."

      She started walking again, and I rushed to keep pace with her.

      "How did you get all that from what that Munchkin said?"

      “He reminded me of the back gate," she said.

      "There is no back gate."

      "There most certainly is."

      “Then why have I never heard of it?" I scrambled over a fallen log thick with moss. The decaying wood crunched under my foot but didn't give. "I'm the Mayor of Oz."

      "There's no reason for the Mayor to know about the gate," Glinda said. "You were unlikely to ever use it. Nobody had in decades. It never crossed my mind to bring it up."

      Clement darted around a sapling too tall to trample. "But what is it? And why does it mean the Wicked Witch is alive?"

      Glinda sighed. "The gate is a secret entrance into the Emerald City. It's almost directly opposite the main gate and entirely concealed within the wall. The only people with keys are the Witches of Oz, and neither Locasta nor I have needed to use it since before the Wizard's time. The city was always open to us. The Wicked Witch of the East is well and truly dead—" she raised the muddy emerald ring "—and I happen to know that Locasta is in Gillikin Country protecting it from the Winged Monkeys, just as I was in Quadling Country until yesterday. If the Emerald City gate is closed, and if the city is being controlled by someone who does not have Jakon's best interests at heart, and if the Munchkins and Gale siblings are being held in the Emerald Dungeons..." She waved a hand airily, ordering us to draw our own conclusions.

      “That doesn’t mean she’s the one who closed it,” I said. “Whoever it was could have closed the gate after they were already inside.”

      “Yes, that’s probable.” Glinda narrowed her eyes and stepped lightly onto a flat boulder, then hopped off the other side. “But it’s the Witch. It just is. I feel it in my toes. There’s been a nasty flavor to the magic in Oz for a while and it tastes like sulfur and rot.”

      I glanced at Clement, who shrugged.

      “Let’s assume it’s her,” I said. “Did she come back to life?”

      "I doubt she ever died," Glinda said. "Dorothy weakened her, there's no doubt about that. But she's a Witch of Oz and magnificently powerful. I suspect she knew she'd met her match in Dorothy and wasn't interested in going head-to-head with her again. She's most likely been hiding, biding her time."

      "Until she could come for me."

      Glinda's slender eyebrows drew together just a hair, and she pursed her lips.

      She wasn't about to say it, but her silence told me the truth: The Wicked Witch of the West didn't see me as a threat.

      And, given the situation in the Emerald City, she'd been right to not be concerned.

      Dread settled in the pit of my stomach and guilt settled on my shoulders. This was the kind of catastrophe Ma had always been able to keep at bay, and exactly the kind of crisis I wasn't ready to handle.

      She had died too young. She had left me too soon. She had given me the most wonderful kingdom in all the world, and I’d done nothing but fail to protect it.

      "I don't think the Witch is working alone," Glinda said after a few more minutes of walking. She spoke softly, as much to herself as to us. "I've heard whispers that the Wizard has returned to Oz.”

      “The Wizard?”

      I'd never met him. He'd gone back to Kansas when Ma was a little girl, of course, then ended up in the Land of the Mangaboos some time later, where he'd met up with Ma again. Eventually Glinda had invited him to stay in the Emerald City and had taught him something of real magic, but he was restless. After Princess Ozma had left Oz and handed the city over to Ma, he'd had taken off again, this time on journeys unknown.

      I'd always assumed he'd died in the years between then and now. He'd been an old man when Ma was young, and even after becoming a proper Wizard, he was no great Witch. He was still susceptible to age and illness and accident, or so I'd thought.

      "Why would he work with the Wicked Witch?" Clement asked. "I thought he was good."

      "He's supposed to be," Glinda said. “Unfortunately, one can never be quite sure when it comes to Oscar Diggs."

      She marched deeper into the forest, her white coat a beacon amidst the shadows.

      Traipsing through the forest was a good deal more pleasant than walking across the deserts of Badalah had been. The ground was uneven here and it took some attention to avoid twisting an ankle, but I didn't mind so long as the shade was deep and the breeze was sweet.

      We walked in silence through much of the day, lost in our thoughts. Occasionally one of us would pipe up with a thought: "Maybe
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