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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The Chronicles of Kerrigan

Book I - Rae of Hope is FREE!

BOOK TRAILER: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gILAwXxx8MU

How hard do you have to shake the family tree to find the truth about the past?

Fifteen year-old Rae Kerrigan never really knew her family's history. Her mother and father died when she was young and it is only when she accepts a scholarship to the prestigious Guilder Boarding School in England that a mysterious family secret is revealed.

Will the sins of the father be the sins of the daughter?

As Rae struggles with new friends, a new school and a star-struck forbidden love, she must also face the ultimate challenge: receive a tattoo on her sixteenth birthday with specific powers that may bind her to an unspeakable darkness. It's up to Rae to undo the dark evil in her family's past and have a ray of hope for her future.
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USA TODAY BESTSELLING author, W.J. May, continues the highly anticipated bestselling YA/NA series about love, betrayal, magic and fantasy. 

Learn to fight—it is the only option...

An arrow flies over the water...and two lives hang in the balance.

After delivering their warning in the ivory citadel, the friends think their part of the story is over. Little do they realize, the adventure has only begun. While fleeing the island, a shocking act of violence brings heavy casualties. But every disaster has a silver lining, and the fellowship finds itself stronger than ever before. Stronger, but different. War is coming, and not everyone stands on the same side.

The immortal army is gathering its forces, but the battle has already started on the other side of the sea. Darkness has struck, and the realm is bleeding. A thousand rising voices, and a thousand ready swords. Is there anything that can unite them? Is there anything that can cross the immortal divide?

Or have some wounds struck too deep?

Be careful who you trust. Even the devil was once an angel.
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For a single drop of time, the arrow hung over the water.

There were those who said it felt much longer. To hear the bards tell it, entire generations passed. There was time enough for prose and shouting, time enough for verses to spring to life.

At the very least, there was enough for a poetic introspection.

Ah, that is how they kill you. You say this wisely to yourself, becoming increasingly aware it will probably be the last thing. I understand it now—so sharp and fast. Nothing could survive it.

On that point alone, men and poets agreed.

There wasn’t a single person on board who didn’t see the angle of that shot—puncturing towards the ship like a needle. There wasn’t a single person on board who didn’t know exactly what it meant. And in truth, it did seem to hover for a while, melting into the shimmering haze castoff from the water. There were times, it seemed almost to vanish—flickering in and out of sight.

A small eternity, but it was a mere fraction of a second. The only surprise came at the end, when the arrow did the impossible. When it managed to strike not one man, but two.

After that, there was nothing but blood.

“Evander!”

Eden was screaming himself hoarse, lying inside an impenetrable circle of his brethren. The wooden planks beneath him were soaking wet, and despite the long shaft of an arrow still jutting from the center of his chest, he kept trying to scramble to his feet—fighting everyone in his way.

“Let me see him!” he cried in desperation, clawing to make a space in the crowd. The picture was already darkening around the edges, but he was thrashing like a wild animal, trying to lift off the deck. No less than a dozen immortal hands pressed him back. “Lissiana—let me see him right now!”

The enchanting fae had been across the ship, when an arrow defied the laws of nature and flew over the railing. It had been such a paralyzing shock, she could do nothing but stand there and watch, arms limp at her sides, as it spiraled towards the heart of one of her childhood friends.

She’d felt the impact through the floorboards. And now she couldn’t stop the bleeding.

“I’m sure he’s all right,” she said for the hundredth time, forcing him down and motioning discreetly for one of her crewmen. He knelt immediately beside them, pinning Eden’s cloak beneath his knees. “You need to stop moving—”

“Let me see him!”

“I—” She threw a quick glance over her shoulder, unable to make out anything past the swarming crowd. “I’m not sure where he is.” Her bright eyes lifted higher, scanning the deck for a different face. “Eden, you must keep still. The healer is coming—”

“Evander!”

He made another frantic attempt to rise, but collapsed almost immediately with a heart-wrenching cry, curling around the arrow like a wounded bird. His breath came in short bursts, and his forehead pressed against the deck. Lissiana took advantage of his distraction to roll him gently onto his back, her slender fingers pressed against the base of the arrow.

No matter how many times she rearranged them, she couldn’t stop the blood.

“I swear to the gods,” she muttered under her breath, “if that man finally broke you, I’m going to turn this ship around and murder him myself.” Her eyes flashed once more around the deck, blazing with anger and sharp as any blade. “Where the seven hells is my healer?!”

Kiera blinked in astonishment, feeling like someone had torn a page from her book.

One moment, she’d been standing on deck with the rest of them, watching as Sindriel made a rather passive-aggressive gesture with his bow. He was too far away to use it—too far for it to be anything more than symbolic. But for a fraction of a second, she could have sworn he actually tried.

The air went still, and there was a great rushing in her ears.

Then all at once—

“Evander!”

She had been standing beside the vampire when it happened, but it happened too fast for mortal eyes to see. She could measure only in the aftermath, the reactions. The look on Evander’s face as the arrow passed in and out of his body, painting the sails on both sides. His quiet exhale of breath, and the flicker of surprise as he saw the crimson stain blossoming over his tunic, stunned that any arrow could travel so far. He stood there a moment, like he hadn’t yet realized he should start to fall.

Then his eyes flew up with a second impact, as that same arrow buried into his lover’s flesh.

“Eden—”

He was already turning when it happened. He was already starting to fall.

Jesse lunged but failed to catch him, and he landed hard on both knees—striking the boards with a sharp crack. An involuntary cry burst from his lips and a hand flew to the delicate hollow of his shoulder, those pale fingers seeping over with torrents of bright, gushing blood.

Seven hells!

The others froze in mindless horror, unable to reconcile the image, unable to imagine what could be done. There was a hole, torn straight into him. Large enough, they could see sunlight from the other side. It seemed impossible he was still conscious, impossible he was still kneeling.

Then he let out the softest whimper, and they scrambled to orient on either side.

“It’s all right,” Kiera gasped, reaching both hands to steady him. “It’s all right, just breathe!”

It was not all right. She didn’t know why she’d said that. She didn’t know how anything would be all right again. The ship was roiling beneath them, the vampire had been spitted like a holiday bird, and the arrow that had done it was mysteriously absent. Her eyes darted around the deck, searching.

It went through him, didn’t it? But wasn’t Eden standing right behind?

“What can we do?” Jesse was steadying him as well—scared out of his mind, but trying his level best to remain calm. “I’ve never seen a wound like this before, Evan. But I’m sure that you have. What do you need?” he repeated with a touch of desperation. “Tell us what to do.”

Evander opened his mouth to answer, then bowed his head as a rush of sensation crashed over him. He knelt there a moment, unable to speak with the pain. A thousand times, they had seen him hurt, but it was nothing close to this. His eyes were squeezed shut and his lips fluttered.

Offering reassurance? A silent prayer?

“Eden is hurt,” he finally answered, barely able to push the words past his teeth. A violent tremor shook through him, and his lovely face went rigid with pain. “Can you see him?”

Jesse’s head whipped around in surprise; he hadn’t yet realized the fae was missing. But even his sharp eyes were unable to see anything past the tangle of cloaks and legs. The healer had arrived, but it had done little to soothe the general chaos. If anything, it had made things arguably worse.

“Get your hands off me!”

No, they couldn’t see Eden. But they could hear him just fine.

Despite the torrent of shouting on the other side of the ship, one voice had risen loud and clear above the rest. It echoed across the salt-slicked boards like it had been made for nothing but screaming. Even at such a painful distance, they were able to make out every word.

Most had been violent threats, but the fae had proceeded to bargaining.

“You must let me see him first!” he demanded, struggling against those restraining hands. A man knelt over him with salves, calm, despite his thrashing. “Let me see him first—or I will take nothing from those vials!” He kicked out desperately, trying to break them. “Let me go!”

There was a violent tussle, followed by a muffled cry.

“Your vampire is all right, Eden!” Lissiana cried in exasperation, using the weight of her entire body just to keep him on the deck. Her sailors were on the verge of knocking him unconscious; a few others were eyeing a coil of rope. “You are tearing the—”

“Bring me to him.” He seized abruptly onto the front of her cloak, clinging like a child. “If that is the truth, then bring me to him. Please, Lissie, I can’t—” He broke off with a fractured gasp, touching his fingertips to the arrow. “I can’t breathe until I know for sure.”

She froze a few inches above him, shattering at the look on his face. “Cio, I’m sure he’s fine. He’s a vampire, you know how they—”

“He’s not fine—he is dead!” he wailed, sobbing wildly into his free hand. “He is dead, or else he would come to me!” Another attempt to rise, blood and tears. “Evander!”

The vampire went utterly still, kneeling on the other side of the ship.

It was not just words to him, not just echoes and shouts. He was able to feel each cresting emotion, as if they were his own. The shocks of pain, the rising panic. And beneath it all, a quiet dread—cold and unavoidable. After so many centuries, Eden trusted his father’s hands.

“Someone must tell him,” Evander panted, clenching his teeth against the pain. “Someone must tell him I’m all right. He won’t know it otherwise. He doesn’t have—”

But at that moment, everything seemed to change.

It happened gradually, then all at once—like sunlight breaking over water. Even as he said the words, believing them to share a single tether, something else crept into the vampire’s awareness, hovering just beyond his immediate recognition, like the distant call of a friend. For the space of a heartbeat, he forgot the grisly wound and looked around, like he might find it. A touch of confusion settled over him, questions and clouds, before everything went suddenly, unmistakably clear.

His face went still, then. He pushed to his feet.

What is happening now?

Eden came to the knowledge only a few seconds after, all his screams falling silent and his struggles going abruptly still. His eyes lifted slowly, wide and brimming, and an expression came over him unlike anything his immortal companions had ever seen. They no longer mattered. His attention had narrowed to a single person. A dark-haired man, standing at the back of the crowd.

Their eyes met for a suspended moment, and the rest of the world fell away.

Then the vampire backed slowly into the railing...and toppled right over the side.
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Drip...drip...drip...

The fae and the vampire sat at opposite sides of the cabin, motionless as twin statues, staring in perfect silence across the divide. There were many parts of the image that might have been called strange. The blood-soaked bandage wrapped around Eden’s chest. The drips of saltwater pooling beneath Evander’s chair. But perhaps more than anything else was the inherent stillness. It was the kind of stillness no mortal could ever achieve, having the same quality as a held breath. It was a room in suspension, a line of sight that couldn’t be broken. There was just one, and the other. And that silent gaze. It would have been strange enough to have lasted beyond a few moments.

They had been sitting for the better part of an hour.

Their friends were leaning against the wall in between them, so deeply curious and wildly uncomfortable, they had quite forgotten how to leave. In the beginning, they’d kept waiting for something to happen. A break in the quiet, a single spoken word. They’d long ago given up any hope of that. There was nothing to punctuate the stillness, save for that single incessant sound.

Drip, drip, drip...

Kiera’s mind drifted, as her eyes started to glaze.

It seemed like only moments earlier, she’d been standing on the deck—watching as the crew swiftly routed the ship and hauled the vampire out of the water. He’d done little to help them, his arms and legs disjointed like a doll. When they finally dragged him over the banister, he’d spilled into a messy puddle on the deck, speechless and panting, tendrils of black hair swishing around him.

She’d knelt beside him a moment, resting a hand on his back, before her eyes lifted to the open water—dilating with intensity, like she was still able to see the distant shore.

“I can’t believe he did that,” she whispered, thinking no one would hear.

Oddly enough, she wasn’t talking about the waterlogged vampire, or the blood-spattered fae, or the fact that her lover had transformed into a wolf, just to drag one of them from the water. It was a different face that filled her mind. A lone figure in the distance, hefting a mighty bow.

Lissiana knelt on the vampire’s other side, following her gaze. “I can.”

Her voice scraped like rocks on the seashore and she had an expression to match, weighted by history, by centuries of dark understanding. Those staggering eyes stretched across the water, reaching back towards that distant shore, simmering with a silent promise of vengeance and blood.

“I have half a mind to turn the ship around right now,” she continued in a low murmur, rubbing her fingers distractedly on the hilt of her blade. “But Eden wouldn’t want that.”

The words were crisp, already decided. There was a reason they’d continued tacking east, losing sight of the immortal port. Whether Sindriel would give chase was another matter entirely, but if Kiera had to guess, she would think not. She wouldn’t force a confrontation with Lissiana.

Not for all the gold and silver in the realm.

There was movement on the ship behind them. Out of centuries of habit, the immortal crew had already started cleaning the deck—scrubbing the long planks with a careful lack of expression, as if they often witnessed such acts of violence, as if fathers often shot arrows at their sons.

Kiera watched in a kind of daze, mesmerized by the repetitive motions. The brittle scrape of the holystone. The swirling buckets of seawater and blood. So very much blood.

It was only then, she understood what had happened: what had dragged the fae back from the brink, and pushed the vampire over the edge. It was only when she saw their blood pooling together, she remembered what could happen if a person shared blood with a vampire.

It was only then, she remembered the bond.

Drip...drip...drip...

A circle of light pooled on the floor of the cabin, drifting slowly from one side to another, mirroring the afternoon sun. The mortals had tracked its progress, watching as it crept from one floorboard to the next, but their companions had lost all concept of time.

They were fixed solely on each other, tumbling through worlds the rest of them could scarcely imagine. There was nothing but their bright eyes and quiet breathing. Nothing but a little smile—curling every so often at the corners of their mouths.

Don’t focus on the rest, just be grateful they’re still breathing.

As it turned out, the vampire’s injuries weren’t as terrible as they’d feared. The arrow had cut straight through him—painful, but clean. It wouldn’t heal, of course. Not entirely. Not without a generous offering of blood. But the ship had left in a hurry and carried no animals on board. At any rate, the blood of an animal could only feed, and not restore. He would need to wait for Eden.

He would be waiting a long time.

Once it became clear his lover was still alive, the fae had taken those salves after all. He’d even allowed Lissiana to perform a small ritual, placing her hands over the arrowhead and raising her voice in a quiet song. The sailors had chorused behind her. He was propped against the pillows now, wrapped tight in a bandage, and staring across the cabin with an almost dreamy expression. Like the clouds had suddenly parted. Like the stars and all those free-wheeling destinies had finally aligned.

I wonder what it’s like...

Kiera had asked the vampire to explain it once, not long after Eden had confessed the bond already between them. It had sounded like something out of a fairytale, or perhaps one of the drunken ramblings she’d overheard so often when working in a tavern. A magical blood connection to span the eternities? An invisible tether, binding together two souls...?

It was powerful, Evander had told her; quietly, and staring at whatever was in his hands. It was powerful in a way derived from some higher place. But it was only that way for him. He was the one who’d consumed Eden’s blood, while the fae was incapable of doing so in return.

Perhaps it was only a partial connection. Perhaps there was a way to make it complete. But it was only a theory. Never in the history of the realm had such an endeavor been attempted.

Until now.

The sun drifted lower in the sky, another floorboard glowed to life.

The immortals weren’t just staring, they were searching—probing the depths of each other for all those treasures that had been lost until now; the hidden truths and quick flashes of feeling, the doubts and dreams, the certainties and fears. A pool of raw emotion, so untested and new in its creation, there hadn’t yet been time for it to crystallize into anything else.

And beneath it all, that singularly undefinable thing that can only be described as self.

There would be no more secrets now. Not intentional, or otherwise. The bond had laid things open, drawing them together in a single line. There was no space within one that was barred from the other. No place so distant, they could not abide. It was together, or it was nothing.

It was together, until the farthest reaches of time.

After another long period of silence, there was the slightest flicker of movement. The fae arched an eyebrow. The vampire flashed a boyish grin. The stillness held just a moment longer before Eden burst out laughing, the bright sound drifting out the window and into the open sky.

“I am so happy, Evander.”

For a suspended moment, there was nothing beyond it. No clouds or complications. No tide of rising darkness, or fire-breathing dragons bearing vengeful gods upon their back.

Their eyes met again, awash in the most tender love.

“We are so screwed.”

The moment shattered as they looked away from each other and turned to Jesse, blinking swiftly, as if noticing he was there for the first time. The wolf shrugged, like it couldn’t be helped.

“Sorry,” he added bluntly, “but we gave you the day.”

Kiera’s eyes snapped shut, but at the same time, it was hard to entirely blame him.

Only a few hours earlier, they’d been delivering a rousing speech in the heart of the ivory citadel, having survived a thousand perils to warn the immortal kingdom of the dangers to come.

It should have been a victory. At the very least, it should have been a rest.

Now, with a sudden twist of the fates, they were leaving the eternal army behind and setting out once again on their own. No money, no possessions, and not a prayer of what might happen next.

There was also that bit with Eden’s father and the bow.

It seemed to strike the immortals at the same time, penetrating the blissful bubble that had surrounded them and letting inside a gust of cold air.

Eden’s face went still, as the memory washed over him. It had dimmed with the blood-loss, been blunted by the drugs. But the shock was fading now, replaced with a dawning sense of horror.

He glanced at his own bandage, then raised his eyes slowly to the vampire, coloring with a violent blush of guilt. Evander lifted in a heartbeat, perching on the edge of the bed.

Just a few hours earlier, he would have made a flowery speech. You are not responsible for your father’s actions, mios. There is no need for shame. Now, he simply found the fae’s ankle under the blankets, giving it a silent squeeze. There was no longer any reason to speak.

“He will come after me,” Eden finally managed, lifting his eyes to the window. The waves were shivering in the wind, tiny white caps upon the clearest blue. “Lissie has a fast ship and a good crew, but my father has amassed an entire navy. It is only a matter of time—”

Evander squeezed him again, shaking his head. “If he comes,” he said calmly, “we will face him together. Just as we did before.”

And look how well that turned out.

They were all thinking the same thing, even though no one could bring themselves to say the words aloud. Not even the fae, who was beginning to wonder if the iridescent birds that had flown into the room shortly after he was given a draught of poppies, were actually real.

He opened his mouth to ask, then reached for the vampire’s hand.

“Let me feed you,” he said quietly, drawing him closer. His eyes swept the gauze packed into the vampire’s shoulder, tightening once again. “You need blood, Evan. I’m feeling up to it, truly.”

We should fetch you a mirror.

Evander merely smiled, tucking back his hair. “Why do your eyes keep drifting to the corners?”

The fae stiffened, wondering again about the birds. “...no reason.”

The vampire smiled again, pressing a kiss to his forehead. “Rest, my love. Everything will look brighter in the morning.”

The others nodded quickly behind him, warm and reassuring. None of them had the heart to say otherwise, not with him lying in a sickbed. None of them were remotely convinced it was true.

*   *   *
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EDEN WAS WRONG ABOUT one thing: his father wasn’t coming after him.

In order to send a ship, the great fae lord would need to admit he’d lost control of the situation, lost control of his son. And despite having taken a shot at him in broad daylight, that was something he was clearly unwilling to do. The ship drifted on, and the friends drifted with it; at times pacing the deck, and at times staring numbly through the window.

Trying to reconcile what had happened, trying not imagine what might happen next.

There were plenty of ways to occupy themselves in the meantime.

Jesse had taken to walking the length of the ship—often leaving first thing in the morning, and not returning until after the sun had already set. At first, the others had thought he was merely distracted, but there was an edge to him that seemed to sharpen the farther they strayed from Taviel, a dark momentum that propelled him back and forth across the windswept deck. The immortal crew had learned to work around him, parting as he passed, then flashing looks at the back of his head.

Kiera and taken a page from the vampire’s own book, and appointed herself a healer.

She sat by Eden’s bedside for hours every day—checking his bandages and mixing his tonics, forcing sips of water and glaring down anyone who dared to linger too long. It had become something of a joke amongst the sailors: the doe-eyed mortal guarding the great warrior’s cabin.

Of course, there was someone whose authority superseded her own.

“Just a little bit farther...”
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