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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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      I stared at the ceiling, heart racing and fingertips twitching against my thin coverlet. Clement was still asleep, and would be for another hour. Dawn had barely begun to shift the deep blue outside the high, rectangular window of our cell, and it was far too early for anyone to be awake.

      But I’d opened my eyes half an hour ago, and I could barely close them again long enough to blink.

      I’d been in prison for a week now, and that had been a week too long. I wouldn’t stay here any longer. I didn’t have to stay here any longer, because I had an idea, one that would get me out of here and back to the Emerald City before another day was out.

      That, of course, assumed Silas felt like cooperating.

      Everyone at the prison besides my little group of friends called him Psycho, although he was anything but. Silas was a mountain of a man, but even so, something about him felt as delicate as one of the birds that flocked around him every time we were out in the prison yard.

      He could talk to the birds, and that--beyond even my own newly discovered magical abilities--might be my salvation.

      I rolled over and tried to sleep, then tried to read, but I was too restless for either. Finally, after I thought I was about to go mad, Clement opened his eyes.

      I realized too late I’d been staring at him as he slept.

      He blinked at me, his eyelids heavy with sleep, and raised an eyebrow.

      “Well, that’s not creepy at all.”

      I propped myself up on my elbow. “I know what we have to do.”

      He rolled onto his back. I thought he’d fallen back asleep, but then he yawned and turned back to look at me. “About your magic? You’ve got to practice.”

      “Not my magic.” I sat up. The cool morning air bit through my thin gray pajamas. I liked the air; it felt sharp and awake, like me. “Clement, we’ve got to find Silas.”

      He was clearly still half-asleep and it took him a few minutes to process my words. Finally, he blinked. “All right. Is he missing?”

      I frowned. “No. What are you talking about?”

      “Well, we’re in jail,” Clement said patiently. “We do everything with our cell block group. Silas is in our group. So we’ll probably run into him sooner or later.”

      “Yes, but I need to talk to him.”

      Clement’s eyes fell closed again. “I’m not stopping you.”

      He did fall back asleep this time, his breathing steady and deep.

      I couldn’t fathom how anyone could sleep at a time like this. Then again, Clement hadn’t been the one to come up with my brilliant idea, nor had he stayed awake long enough to hear it.

      Well, I could be patient. He’d helped me through every day of the past week. I could let him get a few more minutes of rest.

      Because after this, if my plan worked, we weren’t going to have time to sleep for a while.

      I fell back down onto my mattress and watched the growing daylight shift across the contours of his face. His skin, which was dark and velvety and rich, went through subtle changes as the sun rose. The shadows in the corners of his eyes and under his cheekbones dulled as the light grew brighter, and at the same time, his forehead and the tip of his nose seemed to warm at the first hint of real sunlight. His lips stayed dark, slightly parted and revealing just a hint of his beautiful, even teeth.

      I wiggled my foot, ready for him to wake back up.

      Finally, he opened his eyes again, and this time, he seemed like he might actually have a shot at remembering anything I told him. I waited in impatient silence for him to say anything to me.

      It didn’t take long.

      He grinned across the room. “What?”

      I sat up, feeling like I could just as easily throw myself to the ceiling.

      “I had an idea,” I said. “Get up. Get dressed. As soon as we’re let out for breakfast we’ve--”

      “Got to find Silas,” he finished. “I have a vague recollection of you shouting something about that a bit ago.”

      “I did not shout.”

      “You kind of shouted,” he said. “It’s fine, I don’t mind. Everyone loves that when they’re trying to sleep.”

      He grinned, his smile easily the brightest thing in the room.
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        * * *

      

      By the time the ogres came to let us out of our cell, I was about ready to crawl out of my skin. Clement followed me gamely as I plowed through breakfast and marched out to the sparse patch of grass that made up the prison yard.

      Silas was already there, sitting in his usual spot. Before I’d gotten to know him, it had seemed strange that he’d sit in the same place day after day, surrounded by birds and talking to no one. I’d wondered if he ever got bored, or had perhaps gone mad.

      Now that I knew his secret, it was a wonder he ever did anything but sit there and talk to the birds. They were good company, better than most in the prison.

      I approached him, barely able to slow my steps to avoid frightening the sea birds that sat on his knee and covered the ground around him. I picked my way between the birds’ compact bodies, careful to avoid stepping on a webbed foot here or a splayed wing there.

      Silas watched me approach, his face impassive but his huge shoulders drawn up toward his ears just a hair.

      “Silas,” I said, keeping my voice low so as not to disturb the birds--or be overhead. “You’re from Skyla, aren’t you?”

      “Good morning,” Clement said from behind me, his tone a veritable lecture.

      “Good morning,” I repeated. “You’re from Skyla, right?”

      Silas stared at me, then, slowly, gave me a single reserved nod.

      “You can fly, then, can’t you?”

      He looked down at the silver cuffs on his wrist that held his powers captive. “Not anymore. Not without pixie dust and not with these on.”

      “Nobody’s going to fly you out of here,” Clement said, clearly addressing me. He deflated a little; it seemed he’d thought I really did have some idea that could get us out of the prison.

      But he hadn’t heard my idea yet, not the half of it.

      “I would if I could,” Silas said. “I’d be glad to take you home. I hate being grounded.”

      “I know how difficult it is for you to be trapped here.” Clement knelt carefully between a few of the birds and reached out his hand toward a curious gull. The gull considered him with one beady eye, then bent his head and allowed Clement to gently scratch the top of it. “It’s hard to be grounded when you know what it’s like to fly.”

      Silas hesitated. “You’re from Skyla?”

      “Enchantia,” Clement said. “But I’m a shapeshifter. I used to love shifting into a bird a bit like these.”

      No wonder the birds seemed to love him. They liked me, too, but approached me with more caution than they did Clement. They must recognize him as somehow being one of them.

      “I miss the Skylands,” Silas said. He had a deep, gravelly voice, but it was gentle somehow, too, and held barely concealed longing. “I miss the birds back home.”

      “But you can talk to any birds.” I gestured at the creatures all around us. “Not just the ones from Skyla.”

      Silas nodded.

      I glanced from him to Clement, then checked the yard behind us. Nobody was close enough to listen in to our conversation. They were all scared of Silas, and after I’d accidentally knocked a few prison yard bullies to the ground with a small tornado, they gave me room, too.

      “There are huge birds in Arboria,” I said. “I remember my Ma telling me about them when I was little.” I glanced at Clement. “Bear could tell us about them if we asked him. They carry people around. Ma said they don’t even have paths up most of their mountains because they rely on the birds so much.”

      I turned back to Silas and searched his face, silently urging him to go along with my crazy plan.

      “Can you call for one?”

      He blinked, his eyelids slow and heavy. The rest of his face didn’t change, but even so, I saw the thoughts in his head.

      Still waters run deep, the Scarecrow had once observed wisely. Ma had rolled her eyes and told him that clichés didn’t qualify as intelligence, but the words had stayed with me. Silas was still, and I suspected his waters went deeper than anyone imagined.

      “I’ve never tried shouting that far before,” he said.

      “That has to be thousands of miles,” Clement said. “He’d have to call out all the way across Badalah. That’s not physically possible.”

      Silas shook his head. “It’s not like shouting to people,” he said. “Birds talk differently. The wind carries the sound.”

      Ma had told me that, too, and that was the key that I thought might make this whole plan just crazy instead of outright absurd.

      “I seem to have some affinity with wind,” I said.

      Silas’s heavy eyebrows tensed. “I can try. I don’t know what birds will hear me. I can’t always choose who shows up.”

      “It’s worth a try, though, right?” I said.

      Clement shot me a look like I’d lost my senses, but he didn’t keep arguing. Silas considered the look for a few minutes while he absently stroked a gull’s back. A small black bird on his shoulder hopped and chittered, as if providing its input on my idea.

      “I’ll try,” he said at last. “It’s better than being here.”

      I had already planned out the next steps. We inmates had full run of this wing of the prison during this time of day. The ogres who guarded this place were too lazy to lock all the cells up after us. Besides, there was nothing to do indoors except go into each other’s cells and mess with each other’s stuff, and the ogres always loved when inmates got into that sort of trouble. It provided them with a great excuse to knock us around.

      When the guards were changing shifts and had even less reason than usual to pay attention to who was in the yard and who’d gone inside to nap or escape the sun, we slipped indoors.

      “Do you have anyone you need to say goodbye to?” I said.

      Silas’s nostrils flared. “There’s nobody I’ll miss here.”

      “What about Bear?” Clement said in an undertone. “What about the others?”

      I’d already spent half the night thinking about this. “The second I get back to Oz, I’m using my authority as mayor to offer them political asylum. Then I’m going to Urbis to figure out what the hell is going on with this place.”

      This was enough for Clement. He nodded and ducked into our cell to collect one of his books. It was the only thing any of us seemed inclined to try to take from here.

      I led the way down one of the long cement hallways, Silas trundling behind me and Clement following behind him with lots of cautious glances behind his shoulder.

      The hallway terminated in a window, barely low and large enough for a person to scramble through. It would have been a prime avenue of escape if the window hadn’t opened onto the narrow edge of a cliff, full of craggy boulders that dropped almost immediately down to the churning ocean below.

      Nobody escaped this way, Clement had warned me when I’d first arrived at the prison. The sea was full of dangers, from hidden whirlpools to sea monsters that would tear a man to pieces.

      It was perfect.

      
      I climbed out of the window first. My stomach swayed as I crouched and tried to find purchase on the narrow shelf of jagged rocks outside the window. Two more steps out and I’d fall off the edge of the cliff.

      Sometimes, courage is feeling fear and acting anyway, the Lion’s voice reminded me in my head.

      I had plenty of fear to go around. I’d have to match it with just as much action. I turned and helped Silas out of the window. Clement scrambled out after him, and the three of us stood at the edge of the cliff with our backs against the prison wall and our hands clinging to the boulders that rose up around our knees and made sure footing impossible.

      “You sure about this?” Clement said, reaching up to place a hand on Silas’s shoulder. “Maybe we can figure out how to sneak to the yard at night and you can call the birds there, when the guards are all indoors.”

      Silas’s face had lost all its color, but he shook his head. “The sooner we go the better.”

      Clement
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