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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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      Sunlight touched my cheeks, waking me from my bed of moss. I blinked, unable to remember when I’d fallen asleep. Last night was fuzzy. I recalled reaching the Nixies and greeting their leader before they led us to the pile of moss I now rested on. An eerie song filled the air.

      I felt as rested as I had when I’d woken in the sirens’ garden, and I lifted my arm to find the bandages, and my wounds were gone. Whatever laced the air around creatures like the Nixies and the sirens had healed me again, fortunately. I would need my strength, and so would Bay.

      Sitting up, I peered around. The glimmering pools of water remained where they had been, every weeping tree’s branches skimming the reflective surfaces in a light breeze. Calm as it seemed, something ominous lurked. My heart thumped.

      Bay and Whisper. They weren’t in sight.

      “Worry not.” A voice rose from one puddle orifice, and a Nixie followed, the same from the night before, I think. But it was difficult to tell. They all looked so similar with large, regal foreheads, scaly green and blue skin, and glowing eyes. “Your friends have gone on ahead.”

      Ahead? Ahead where?

      Nerves bundled in my stomach as I glanced at the golden temple. In the sunlight, it looked even more imposing. At night, gleaming with silver and swallowed by darkness, it hadn’t appeared quite as large. Now, just looking at it directly was blinding.

      “Why didn’t they wait for me?” I asked, throat tight.

      “It would not have mattered. They must face their nightmares alone for now, though only you must succeed alone.”

      “Wow. Thanks,” Skye droned, and I jumped, finding him hovering beside the Nixie, arms folded. She looked at him, meeting his nasty frown. “Am I or am I not going with her?”

      The Nixie’s lips pursed, and some spattering of knowledge flashed through her eyes before she smiled. It was a moist, dreadful thing. “Yes, well. You will see what I mean.”

      He flinched, flitting to my side and standing on my shoulder. “I’m not sure we want to…”

      Her laughter was like a bubbling brook, soft and cheerful, but a film closed over her eyes when she blinked, and a chill shot down my spine. “I agree with Skye.”

      “You have done this before.” She tilted her head, and her wet hair slapped against her cheek like seaweed. “These temples were erected by the first natives with a magic more powerful than what this world or yours remember. The souls of any who have stepped foot within linger in fractals, ready to test the next guest. You will face your own mind in a quest each of you must overcome if you are to make it out alive with the answers you seek.”

      “It relies on all of us?” Air stuck in my chest.

      “Yes,” she said, “but mostly you, Lyric.”

      “No pressure,” Skye mumbled.

      I was feeling all the pressure. I was a demigod who didn’t know how to use my powers, tasked with saving my home and then the world. And I was staring at a quest that my friends had already started and could perish from unless I somehow passed.

      Why couldn’t they have waited? We could have talked about this more, maybe found a way around taking more chances with our lives. I shook my head. No, I had to stay strong. The Nixies had protected us through the night and healed me. The woman before me, though unsettling in appearance, didn’t appear unsettled by the fact that Hook and whoever else the Enchantress had gathered to her side would have fewer people to stand in their way if we failed. If I trusted these powerful creatures and they trusted me, could I trust that meant everything would be all right?

      “Don’t overthink it, child.” Her brows knitted delicately, and for the moment, she appeared less monstrous. “You may enter the temple when you are ready, but realize the longer you wait, the longer your friends must face their demons.”

      She had said nothing about demons. Skye stiffened, shifting uncomfortably. We looked at each other, and worry darkened his blue gaze, but he didn’t press me. He only nodded, offering his support.

      I leaned on that, took a deep breath, and nodded, standing. “Let’s get this over with…”

      “You mean to say you are ready?”

      “As I’ll ever be…”

      She laughed again, but this time other voices joined in her mirth. They pooled together until the sound was akin to the rush of a waterfall. “That is simply not true, but you are on your way. You have all you need, and that will be enough.” She extended a webbed hand toward the temple entrance, and I squinted against the sun at the pit of darkness she expected me to enter.

      It was not a gradual descent into the pitch. I stepped forward, stopping before the wall, and lifted my hand. It disappeared into the blackness, and my breath held. The second I entered fully, I wouldn’t be able to turn back.

      “We’ve done this before,” Skye murmured near my ear, but his hold on my hair tightened.

      “You have to promise not to leave me like last time.”

      He stayed silent a moment, and my heart pounded with every second he delayed. At last, he whispered, “If the Nixies are hinting at what I suspect, I don’t believe I’ll have a choice. However, for as long as I can, I’ll stay with you.”

      That was as good as I was going to get. Glancing back at the Nixies one last time, I met the woman’s glowing eyes, shoved down a shiver, and stepped into the temple. A blinding light consumed me whole.

      
      Night curled around me in an unusual way. Like I was a part of it. I stood firmly, but my feet were not visibly on the ground. I checked for Skye and found him still perched on my shoulder. His tiny presence calmed me enough to take in the rest of the dream-like surroundings.

      Home. It was home. Peter’s tree stretched before me in the forest, the same limbs and plateau I had grown up in yawning into the sky. Pixies darted around like they didn’t see me at all, like this was a normal night for them. I swallowed, waiting for the twist, the moment when everything changed, the moment when what I loved disappeared before me, and then an impossible task presented itself.

      That hadn’t happened in the first temple. But that temple hadn’t ripped me away into a vision the second I stepped inside either.

      Everything stopped. The pixies halted as one and peered at each other with wide eyes. Their voices were questioning, but my ears only picked up bells. “Do you understand them?” I asked Skye.

      “Understand who?” His brows lowered.

      “The—” My heart skipped. A baby. The soft wails of a child cut through the trees, and from the corner of my eye, a form appeared garbed in a cloak. My heart rate picked up when I caught a snatch of orange hair peeking out of the bundle in the woman’s arms. Me. That was me. And if that was me, and this was here, then…

      Desperate for a glance of my mother, I tried to fight through whatever held my feet on a solid plane, but my body remained suspended in the air, feet firmly planted against the barrier.

      “Lyric,”—Skye’s voice pitched—“what is it? What’s going on?”

      “It’s my mother and me and my home. You can’t see it?”

      “I’m seeing something completely different,” he replied but didn’t elaborate. Only a touch of anxiety tainted his tone, but he gripped my hair tighter, and his heels pressed into my shoulder.

       Any question I was going to ask Skye died when the woman lifted her hand and knocked on the tree. Every second waiting was torture. This was the moment she left me, abandoned me, decided I wasn’t worth keeping, and that a twelve-year-old would be good enough to raise me.

      Who was she? How dare she?

      Peter peeked out of the secret entrance and lifted a brow. His eyes narrowed, and something inaudible mumbled past his lips.

      I hoped, and I prayed that the woman would hesitate, kiss my cheek, show that she didn’t want to give me up, but when Peter stopped speaking, she held me away from her body without reservation. He floated over me, disgust scrunching his nose. The woman, my mother, said something, and his eyes widened. His head shook. He reeled back.

      By now, the other lost boys were fighting at the secret entrance for a glimpse of what was going on. My eyes were filled with tears.

      Peter looked horrified when the woman urged him to take me. His head shook again, and his arms folded. Tinkerbell zipped out of his hat, hovered over me, and then laughed, disregarding me. Both of them nodded their dismissal and turned to leave.

      A tear fell, a sob wracking my chest, and I covered my mouth.

      “Hey, Lyric, what’s going on over there?” Skye asked.

      This had to be a lie, I reasoned. Peter had taken me. This was just a matter of the temple getting into my head. Nothing more. Peter would walk away here, and I’d have to confirm it was a lie. What a simple, insipid little test. “I’m fine,” I choked. “It’s stupid. Are you okay?”

      “Well enough,” he mumbled, and even I could hear the lie amidst my clogged head, but neither of us addressed it further.

      I waited for the scene to end. It didn’t. Peter’s retreat stopped, and he looked over his shoulder, listening to unheard words my mother spoke. His eyes narrowed, but he faced her again, peering at me. I continued to cry, both presently and in the scene.

      Peter stuck his finger in his ear and toyed with whatever she had said. When she offered me to him again, he sighed, glanced at the Lost Boys, then took me into his arms. A tiny frown marred his lips, and he held me like I was something filthy, but my gold-rimmed eyes opened, the deep brown meeting his, and the expression drifted away into something of surprise.

      Baby me sniffed, and my wails ceased when Peter poked my forehead.

      A deep sigh filled his chest like I was a burden he couldn’t care less about, but he said some final thing to my mother, then turned back toward home. She turned away as well, and I watched her, waiting.

      She didn’t so much as slouch.

      The scene dropped out of my sight, and I blinked at a long cave tunnel lined with glowing moss. At least, it looked like moss, but it breathed. The whole of the stretching path before me swelled and deflated with breaths like I was standing within a living creature, and panic filled my chest.

      Peter hadn’t wanted me.

      The thought entered my mind when the creature surrounding me inhaled. It left with my shuddering exhale. My lips trembled as they parted.

      Peter hadn’t wanted me.

      He had taken me, but he hadn’t wanted me either. Only whatever my mother had told him convinced him I was worth the trouble.

      “Skye?” I choked, squeezing my eyes shut.

      “Yeah…?” Torment filled his soft voice, but he was here; he was still here.

      “What do you see now?”

      It took him a second, but he mumbled, “Creepy cave.”

      “Glowing, mossy walls?”

      He half-scoffed. “That’s not moss, but sure.”

      “Well, at least we’re in the same place now,” I snapped, not needing the reaffirmation that the walls were indeed not harmless moss. “I just saw my mother abandon me with an unwilling Peter. So that’s nice.”

      “Peter’s twelve, Lyric. He’s stuck in an eternal cootie phase. Of course, he wasn’t thrilled to be handed a baby girl, but the point stands that he kept you when he could have given you to any number of people on Skyla.” He tugged on my hair, and I winced. “Don’t let this place get in your head, Daughter of Pan.”

      Daughter of Pan. I hadn’t heard that for so long.

      He’s right. Peter kept me. Because of what my mother told him that made him take me? I opened my eyes and glared at the tunnel. I would have shaken my head if it wouldn’t have sent Skye flying. Skye was right, I confirmed again, harsher. Besides, it doesn’t matter now; Peter’s forgotten you. The new thought sliced a deeper gash, and I swallowed, blurting, “What did you see, Skye?”

      “Bay.”

      The vague answer led to a rush of annoyed thoughts. Just as well since they pushed out the darker ones.

      “Let’s get moving,” he said.

      “We’re going deeper into this thing?” I tensed, eyeing the monster.

      He sighed. “What else can we do?”

      I glanced behind me, immediately wishing I hadn’t. At my back, the moss closed off wherever we’d come from, and it was closer than I’d ever want to be to the breathing
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