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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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      I woke up in a cold sweat and flailed at the air. The strength of someone’s grip tightened on my arms and their musky odor filled my nose with stink and fear. The ground spun beneath me and the darkness pressed in on every side, each shadow holding a new and horrifying possibility.

      I clutched, searching for purchase amid fur and feather, and my hands closed over rough fabric.

      No, not fabric.

      Blanket.

      I was in bed. I had slept here.

      The dream still clung to me, made worse by the way it mingled with memory. Everything that had happened last night--that had been real. Wrong, and real. Terrifying, and real.

      I held onto the blanket, like its flimsy weight would be enough to tether me to the ground if the monkeys came again.

      I took several slow, steadying breaths, the way my mother had taught me. I’d been prone to panic attacks as a little boy, sudden bouts of beating heart and gasping lungs that convinced me I was at the very edge of death. Ma had always held me close and patted my back.

      “Breathe, Jakon,” she had said. “In, two, three, and out, two, three. Breathe with me. That’s it.”

      I closed my eyes and listened for her voice in the gloom of my cell. I could almost hear her, just beyond the shadows.

      She was an angel now, or so she’d told me. Angels were a Kansas concept, something people talked about in church or cross-stitched onto pillows alongside comforting phrases. Some angels were fierce with burning swords, Ma had told me, but others were kind and loving and watched out for the people they left behind. She’d be both kinds of angel, she’d promised, because much as she intended to watch over me, she always ended up in some battle or other and a flaming sword sounded like a nice kind of weapon.

      Memories of my mother crowded in on me, each bright strand of my past replacing the images of the flying monkeys from last night. The sky lightened outside, visible only from a tiny rectangle high above. It was too far out of reach to climb to, and the wall seemed to be made of solid cement or maybe stone, too strong to break.

      And of course it was. This was the Grand Prison, so nick-named, not because it was particularly luxurious, but because it was reserved for the worst criminals from all across the twelve kingdoms. Every nation had its own jails, but for serious offenses, there was the Grand, otherwise known as Urbis Prison, though it was nowhere near the walled city of Urbis, but off the north coast of Badalah. I’d never seen it before now, but everyone knew it was impossible to escape from. High, thick walls, magical and mechanical technology from around the kingdoms, and a veritable army of guards should have been enough, but this prison had the added security of being way out in the ocean, connected to the Badalah mainland only via a long, narrow bridge that was covered with guards day and night.

      I knew about Urbis Prison. And I knew how I’d gotten here. I’d never seen flying monkeys. They’d been gone from Oz since I was an infant. But the flying monkeys that had stolen me away last night had been impossible to misidentify, and I wouldn’t soon forget the sight of the earth and then the ocean speeding far below.

      What I didn’t know was why. 

      I pushed my blankets aside and stood. The thin socks I’d been given last night provided little protection from the cold of the floor. I changed from the drab gray prison pajamas into the drab gray prison uniform that didn’t look much different and hurried to put on my shoes. These weren’t much good, either, but at least they were thicker than the socks.

      I put the used clothes on the cement bench across from the other cement bench, topped with a mattress that didn’t quite deserve the name, which served as my bed. And then I banged on the heavy metal door. It rattled in its frame.

      “Let me out,” I shouted, hoping against hope that someone was out there to hear me.

      I banged on the door again.

      And then, to my surprise, it opened.

      A guard glared down at me. I’d only ever seen a few ogres in Oz, but there was no mistaking this fellow as one. He hulked over me, tall and broad, and bared uneven yellow teeth that made my stomach turn.

      “What?” he demanded.

      I took a deep breath and stood up straight. Excellent posture, Ma had always said, could cover a world of insecurities.

      “Why am I here?”

      The guard glared down at me, but didn’t answer.

      I tried again. “What am I being charged with?”

      The guard sneered. “Why should I know?”

      The corridor behind him was as dreary as my cell, all cement walls and dim lights with a sickly greenish tint. Another door like mine was across the hall, no doubt holding another prisoner.

      “I’m in prison and you don’t know why?” I said.

      “You think I keep track of the rap sheets of every piece of trash that comes through here?” the guard said.

      “I’m not a piece of trash,” I said. “I’m the mayor of Oz.”

      “Only trash ends up at the Grand,” the guard said. 

      He cleared his throat, bringing up what sounded like a thick drag of mucous. He spat it at me, and the hot glob landed on my face and slid wetly down my cheek.

      I furiously wiped it off with my uniform sleeve. “I demand to see the warden,” I said.

      “Ooh, he makes demands,” the guard said.

      I remembered rumors I’d heard here and there about how ogres liked to eat people. They’d capture lone travellers, the stories went, and string them up and roast them over a spit. I’d always chastised my little sisters for repeating the stories, asking them if they thought it would be right to talk about Munchkins or Winkies like that just because of their races.

      Now, I wondered if I’d been too quick to come to the ogres’ defense.

      “I am the mayor of Oz,” I repeated.

      “Yeah, well, I got the king of Fancyland here two cells down.”

      It was a mediocre joke at best, but he laughed uproariously, baring his teeth. Lines of saliva stretched between his flabby lips and revulsion stirred in my throat.

      “Thing is,” he said, leering down at me. “Thing is, no one here cares who you are. Not anymore. You’re at the Grand now, boy, and that makes you garbage.”

      “I trust your superiors will disagree.” I considered adding that everyone, including the rats that were sure to find their way to my cell eventually, counted as superior to him, but the satisfaction of saying it wasn’t likely to be worth the consequences. 

      I folded my arms and glared up at the ogre, doing my best impression of someone who thought he had any chips to bargain with.

      The guard saw right through my charade. He cackled and wheezed. I started to wish I’d just stayed quietly in my cell.

      But that wasn’t an option. I’d been stolen away by flying monkeys. Who could say what those evil creatures were doing now? If they’d grabbed me from the street, there was no guarantee my little brothers and sisters were safe from similar attacks.

      I had to get back to them. I had to protect them. And then I had to figure out how the hell flying monkeys had ended up back in Oz, anyway.

      I switched tactics.

      “Come on,” I said, lowering my voice. “A smart guy like you? I’ll bet you know everything that goes on in this place.”

      The ogre blinked at me.

      “I’ll bet we could make a deal. You tell me what I’m doing here, maybe I can make it worth your while.”

      He burst into another long peal of discomfiting laughter.

      At least I was making someone’s day more interesting.

      “There’s nothing you can offer I don’t already have,” he said. “I thought you were just ugly, but seems you might be stupid, too.”

      I bit the inside of my cheek and tried not to point out the irony in him calling anybody unattractive.

      “You’re a prisoner,” the guard said. “Prisoners don’t got nothing worth having.”

      I kept biting my cheek so I wouldn’t point out the double negative.

      “You sure could try to bribe me with that handsome suit you got on there, though,” the ogre said, clearly finding himself hilarious. “Or maybe all those jewels you got.”

      I glanced down. My mayoral ring was gone, no doubt stolen by the monkeys or confiscated by someone at the prison.

      “Or maybe you think you’re going to do me some favors with all the power you’ve got here,” the ogre said, cackling.

      I fixed him with a stony frown. “If you’re not going to help me out, why’d you bother opening the door?”

      His face clouded over. “To tell you to shut up,” he snapped. “The banging’s giving me a headache.”

      I took a step back into my cell and swung the door shut. There was no point trying to reason with him, and I didn’t fancy the idea of another gob of spit on my face as punishment for trying.

      A thin slot set into the metal door slammed open. The ogre’s bloodshot eyes peered at me through the gap.

      “You’ll see the warden soon enough. You don’t like what I got to say, you can go up against him.” 

      He guffawed, and my stomach sank. His tone wasn’t promising. If anything, it held a downright warning.

      “Better put on your fanciest clothes,” the guard said. “You being the mayor and all.”

      He indulged in another grating laugh and slammed the opening shut again.
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        * * *

      

      The hours slipped by, and I had no way to track them except by the subtle changes in the blue outside my tiny window. I paced the cell, then laid on the thin mattress and stared at the ceiling, and then paced the cell again. A few times I heard footsteps and voices outside in the corridor, perhaps guards changing shifts or new prisoners being brought in.

      I wondered how many of them had been brought here by flying monkeys. Perhaps I wasn’t the only person from Oz. Maybe the monkeys had returned and gone rogue, and we’d all be released with apologies in a day or two.

      It was a futile daydream, but I indulged in it anyway, if only to keep myself from panicking at the thought of my little siblings being locked in a place like this. Margaret could handle herself here. She could handle herself anywhere. In fact, Margaret probably wouldn’t have let herself be taken by flying monkeys in the first place. If anyone in all of Oz could have fought them off single-handedly, it was my fierce, grumpy, wonderful sixteen-year-old sister.

      Frank would be all right, too, or at least he would pretend to be all right until I could figure out how to rescue him. Frank had always tried hard to be a man, and ever since Ma had died he’d seemed even more determined to be strong and rise to every challenge.

      But the twins, Gertrude and Ethel, would struggle. Little Chester still woke up with nightmares about spiders most nights; a place like this would just about do him in.

      And Lucy…

      My heart clenched at the thought of anything happening to sweet little Lucy. She was only six, and she’d already faced too much loss. I couldn’t bear the idea of her ending up in this austere prison--or worse. Who knew what the flying monkeys were up to? For all I knew, they’d eat someone as little as my baby sister.

      Goosebumps prickled all across my skin, and I marched back and forth across the cell with renewed vigor. This tiny square was barely three steps wide, and my head soon spun from turning around that often.

      I dropped back onto the mattress, and then, finally, a key sounded in the metal door.

      I jumped up, heart pounding. A new guard, also an ogre, opened the door and stared at me without much of an expression on his lopsided face.

      “The warden wants you,” he said gruffly. He turned and walked out, leaving the door open.

      Was I supposed to follow him? I waited for a moment, then darted out the door. I looked both ways down the corridor. On the left, the guard trudged with a club slung over his shoulder. On the right... 

      Nothing.

      I could run.

      “Don’t think about it,” the guard said without turning back. “There are more guards, and that hall opens right out onto the ocean anyway.” He shifted the club to his other shoulder. “Guess you could go that way. If you want the man-eating sea dragons to get you.”

      I weighed the possibility of a lie against the threat of man-eating dragons and decided to give
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