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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...

With the flip of a coin, everything can change...

Against all the odds, the friends have outrun the danger chasing them and reached the tower. The ravens have been sent and the plan is underway. It seems as though the tides are finally changing, but when a stunning ultimatum shakes the fellowship to its core, Kiera finds herself in the last place she ever wanted: caught between two men. And caught between two stones.

As news of their quest spreads like wildfire, the people of the realm come alive with excitement. War is coming, and the darkness that’s been approaching is finally here. When the enemy makes the first strike, the kingdoms must answer. But not everyone is fighting on the same side.

It’s the things you take for granted you miss the most.

Be careful who you trust. Even the devil was once an angel.
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I can’t believe this is happening...

Kiera stood without expression by the window, her body frozen into permanence, her eyes glazed with the glow of afternoon sun. Hours had passed since she’d taken up position. Shadows passed slowly across the floor behind her. Her knees had been throbbing, now they had stopped.

More time passed, but she didn’t notice. Her mind was consumed with a single thought.

For the first time in almost a year...we’re not under the same roof.

It seemed a simple condemnation, almost trivial, under the circumstances, yet it summarized things perfectly all the same. Month after month, season after season, the friends had travelled in each other’s company. Sleeping together, bleeding together. Crossing great seas and mountains, forests and rivers and frozen plains. Month after month, season after season. Often in complete isolation, leaning only on each other, as the rest of the world faded away. A part of her was simply reeling; a puppet who’d lost its strings. It felt like someone had cut away two of her limbs. The others idled aimlessly at her sides, not certain what it was they were supposed to do.

How is THIS what breaks us?

The question had been somersaulting through her mind for the better part of the day, battling against the hinges, and pounding against the inside of her skull. A thousand dangers they’d come across, over the course of their travels. Blisserin and kraken, foul weather and sorcerers, the army of an angry god—and all his wicked plans. It should have been enough to end their fateful journey; it should have torn them to pieces a thousand times. But it hadn’t. They’d managed to fight their way to the next morning; clawing through the wreckage, bloody, yet alive.

While each day brought forth a new adventure, it was the only thing that remained constant, a certainty—deeply-rooted and profound—that they would face it side by side. She would never have considered anything different, that that their family would split up the middle. That their paths would diverge, and some of them would be facing the next adventure alone.

A quiet breath raised her shoulders as her gaze spilled aimlessly over the street, seeing without seeing, tracing mindless patterns. By now, she’d been staring so long, she could draw the place to perfection. The crooked weathervane that sat atop the apothecary, the broken pieces of pottery from a pitcher someone had dropped. A cat was curled in the flowerbeds beneath her, licking rhythmically at its paw. Every so often it would drop back its head and crack a yawn.

She stared a while, then turned away. A tear rolled down her cheek.

No, she couldn’t believe it had happened. She didn’t think theirs was a bond that could fracture, let alone break. Once it had, she’d expected the fae to fix it. And indeed, he had tried.

“Do not do this,” he’d said with quiet urgency, standing in the doorway and watching as Jesse stormed through the bedroom, throwing things into a bag. “Please, let us speak on it—”

“Why?” the wolf snapped without looking, never breaking his stride. There was no logic in what he was packing. A fist of clothes from the bureau, a vase of flowers that had been sitting atop the hearth. “You have already decided. I will march with the love my life into battle, and you will cower in the sunshine with yours. It’s settled. There’s no need to discuss it further.”

There was a tinkling of glass, as the vase shattered somewhere deep within his satchel. As he whirled around to the table, a trail of shredded petals floated to the ground just behind.

“Your love has only to fear the enemy,” Eden countered, a blazing fire still sparking the blues of his eyes. “She can keep her gaze forward, and not be checking over her shoulder at every turn.” He tried uselessly to stop the wolf’s momentum, placing himself in his path. “This is not an overabundance of caution, Jess. Evander will die,” he said flatly, “my father will make sure of it. He will be a commander in this great army. I cannot...I cannot walk him straight into the lion’s den.”

It was quiet a moment as the two men stared at each other.

“So you have said,” Jesse answered shortly, knocking past him.

It had been like that since the fae had made his fateful declaration. If the mortals were to travel on to Saveen, it would be journey they would make alone. The path had not changed, but the destination was not the same for the both of them. He and the vampire would be forced to remain.

Whether or not Evander agreed with this, it was impossible to say. While the others were in constant motion, circling around each other in a quick-moving orbit, the vampire had been standing silently in the corner, his back pressed against the wall. His dark eyes followed everything, jumping from one person to another, catching onto the slightest of details, but he said not a single word.

Twice, Kiera had tried to catch his gaze. But his eyes were fixed upon Eden.

“You cannot be serious in this,” the fae exclaimed, watching as the shifter rummaged roughly in his pack and grabbed a bunch of random tonics. Half of them were mostly empty, the others were a mystery. He stuffed them into his satchel just the same. “Jesse, just wait—”

“You don’t mind, do you?” Jesse answered curtly, snatching an immortal dagger off the table as well. “It’s not like you’ll have any use for them. And who knows? It may save mine and Kiera’s life.”

She’d flinched internally, feeling as Eden’s eyes flickered her way.

It had never been openly discussed, whether or not she would be leaving with him. Truth be told, since the wolf had grabbed his pack from the bureau and began stuffing things inside, she’d yet to get over the plain shock. It could not be possible that things had unraveled so quickly. There must be a way to stop them somehow, to turn back the tide. Yet even as she stood there, wringing her fingers and trying to breathe, she knew it wouldn’t be that simple. The match had struck quickly, but the fire had been carefully gathered. For weeks now, the pair had been stacking their side with kindling, building it higher and higher. The ensuing blaze seemed inevitable, just a matter of time.

The fae was still watching, but for once, she couldn’t bring herself to meet his gaze.

Is this truly going to happen? Are we about to walk out that door?

Jesse seemed to think it was; he seemed almost relieved it was out in the open. For weeks they had been playing shadow games, lingering in the sunlight, writing letters instead of swinging their swords. His blood ran hot, and there was no time for such delays. The army was assembling on the western shore, preparing for the fight. He was damn sure going to be fighting with them.

“You would be flippant with this?” Eden said quietly, eyes burning a hole in the back of his head. “Do you know how much it costs me to say it? I am not blinded by love for Evander. If my father wished harm upon either of you, my answer would be the same.” He paused, waiting for an answer, only to be met with that manic rage. His composure cracked and his eyes flashed again, a hint of impatience leaking through. “This is madness—why can you not see it?”

The shifter knocked past him again. “Screw off—”

“Jesse.”

“We have been at this from the beginning,” Jesse cried, whirling suddenly around. His finger jabbed in Kiera’s direction, pointing at her stricken face. “That dragon appeared in the sky over her village. She crawled out of the ashes, and has been fighting her way forward ever since. We met an immortal in the hollow, he gave her a sacred talisman. The son of our greatest enemy gave her the same. We have talked with gods, and rallied the people of the realm together. We have journeyed farther than anyone in history, and returned to lead the way.” The momentum built to a rising crest before hovering at its peak, ready to break either way—but ready to break all the same. “You wish to change all that,” he said at half the volume, shaking his head. “You wish to walk away and pretend that it never happened...because you’re worried there might be danger along the way.”

The room fell abruptly quiet, filled only with the sound of their quickened breaths.

It was a wild simplification. So terribly wild, if Eden were feeling more like himself, he might have broken the shifter’s jaw. But there was truth, buried at the core of it. A troublesome needle that had burrowed its way under his skin. His eyes flashed suddenly over the wolf’s shoulder, resting a fraction of a second upon the vampire’s face. It wasn’t until much later, Kiera would realize Evander had said something. Silent words, whispered through the bond between them. Words that only the fae would ever be able to hear. Their eyes locked the span of a heartbeat, then Eden shook his head.

“This is not an abstract danger,” he answered softly, breaking into pieces but unwilling to surrender an inch of ground. He couldn’t bring himself to do it. Not with the stakes so high. “You know me better than that. Evander is sentenced to die,” he said simply, “his name, written on my father’s blade. You say we have journeyed farther than anyone in history, that the stars themselves seemed to have been guiding the way. I do not disagree; the beacons are lit, we are the ones who’ve done it. But you say we now return...to lead the way.”

He stared a moment, then shook his head. “I seek not to lead anything. We have shown them the path, that is enough. If things were different, I would be there on the front lines, Evander at my side. But this story is bigger than us now, and we do not always get to decide the way the game is played. If these are the rules, as they are written, then I will not be a part of it. I will not see him dead, so you can play soldier by the sea.”

Another simplification, and the wolf did not have the immortal’s patience. There was a tight clenching in his jaw, and for a horrible moment, Kiera thought he might throw himself upon the fae right then and there. He didn’t. He merely nodded curtly, and continued filling his bag.

“Then it’s as you’ve said. This is where we part ways.”

Eden came to a stop in the middle of the floor, watching him pace back and forth. His lips were slightly parted, but he was like a man who had reached the end of his breath. His piece had been said, and all that remained was to witness aftermath. His eyes tightened at the corners, and though some part of him was straining forward, he was standing very still, like he’d been staked in place by an invisible blade. A moment passed, and he wilted ever so slightly.

“Where will you go?” he asked softly, voice nearly cracking.

Jesse almost stopped at that. The men weren’t just friends, they were like brothers. And he didn’t need to be looking to know the exact look on the fae’s face. He pulled in a breath, knuckles tightening on a blanket, looking as though he’d been pierced himself. Then he crammed it into his pack, swinging the strap over his shoulder.

“What do you care, Eden?” he answered tonelessly, striding to the hallway. “You said it yourself, our journey together is finished. This fellowship has come to an end.”

The vampire stirred in the corner as the fae winced at the venom in his voice, looking like some inner part of him had actually begun to tear. He stood there a moment longer, staring at the wolf’s dark hair, before the impulse became too strong, and he swept suddenly after him.

“I have said only that I cannot take Evander to Saveen,” he argued quietly, placing a hand on the wolf’s arm. It was shaken off quickly, and he circled around in front. “There are many other things we might do, paths we might take. I understand your reasons, but please...don’t do this.”

Their eyes locked together, blue upon green.

“Please,” he repeated, almost pleading, “it doesn’t need to be this way.”

Time suspended, as the others ghosted silently into the hall. Like actors in a play, they had taken subconscious positions, lips pressed shut and hands at the ready, staring bracingly towards the middle, with the door framed in between. The only one who seemed determined not to notice it was Eden himself. His eyes remained on the shifter, holding on for all his worth. A second passed, and it looked like he was about to say something further, then Jesse pulled back, shaking his head.

“It’s already done.”

The door had slammed, and that had been the end of it.

And then there were two...

Kiera let out the quietest sigh, pressing her forehead against the window. It had rained in the night—poured, really. One second the stars had been twinkling, the next, the sky had opened and the city was drenched in rain. A freak summer storm, the townsfolk were calling it. Children were playing in the puddles, the river had swelled its banks, lapping at the narrow strip of shore.

Jesse will probably find a way to blame Eden for that as well.

For the first time in hours, she cast a fleeting look over her shoulder. It was only a few hours from sundown, but the shifter was sprawled beneath the covers, asleep on the bed. A part of her wasn’t surprised. The night before had been terrible, and he hadn’t slept more than a blink.

They had left the tavern immediately after, bags heaved over their shoulders, tramping dejectedly down the stairs. Eden’s eyes had caught hers upon leaving. The anger was gone, so completely gone. His lovely face was stained with grief. For a breath of a moment, she thought he might ask her to say, but he merely inclined his head, offering a heartbreaking half-smile.

It was the vampire who broke the stalemate, vanishing in a wisp towards his bedroom, before returning a moment later with a pouch of silver coins. He pressed them into her hand without a word, reaching through the open door. It was impossible to know what he was thinking, his enchanting face was a perfect mask. Those dark eyes met hers for a fleeting moment.

Then the door shut in between.

She would like to have said things got better once they left, that the ice had cracked, allowing room for one to breathe, but it wasn’t the case. They had roamed the streets for almost an hour, looking for a new place to stay. It should have taken so long, they passed many places that would have been perfect. But Jesse didn’t want a tavern that was owned by a fae.

They had finally stumbled upon one not far from the river, pressed between a blacksmith’s workshop and a ramshackle apothecary shop. It wasn’t anything near as fine as they were used to, but that was to be expected. Jesse had stared at the ceiling for hours, then finally fallen into bed.

Dreaming, no doubt. Of different ways to murder Eden.

Her chest tightened unbearably as she thought again of the fae. The look on his face wasn’t one she’d soon be able to forget. Even worse, she had no idea when she might see it again.

He tried to tell us. He’s been trying a long time.

Her breathing hitched as she thought of all those days in the forest; the imperceptible hesitations, the quiet looks at the vampire when he thought no one could see. There had been a night by the fire when he’d almost come clean with it. I saw him poisoned and imprisoned. I saw him commanded to take his own life, then he picked up a blade. Do I not feel powerless? Any one of them would have been enough. But those things were nothing compared to the promise of his father.

Her mind drifted back further, to those heart-stopping moments aboard Lissiana’s ship.

It was like some part of him always thought the vampire was infallible. That it would be his own misstep that would end things, the reckless impulsiveness the others were always chiding him about. Those were things within his control, trusted to the grip of his own hands.

He had never imagined it might go the other way. That something bigger than themselves would take the vampire from him, snatched like a dream from which he could never full wake.

There was a stirring on the bed, as Jesse blinked slowly into consciousness, staring blankly at the ceiling before finding her standing in the window frame. He stared a moment, then hoisted himself onto his elbows. His gaze drifted farther, to the sun sinking into the river.

“How long was I asleep?” he asked roughly.

She shrugged, having no idea herself. “A few hours maybe.”

It was quiet a few moments as the room filled with a throbbing kind of tension, then he nodded curtly and swung his feet onto the ground.

“I’m going out,” he said shortly, pulling a tunic over his head. “There was an assembly I found a few days earlier, people orating along the sides. City-gossip can travel faster than a raven, I should start spreading our message along.” He paused. “Then we can see about booking passage.”

Her stomach clenched as she glanced again out the window, looking over the shopfronts to the sails of the passing boats. He’d said before, it would be the quickest way out of the valley, taking the winding path of the river instead of striking out on foot. He’d said it several times, though Eden had been determined not to listen.

“With the fishermen?” she asked lightly, buying herself time.

He caught the strain in her voice and flashed her a quick look before nodding in answer, rifling blindly in the depths of his bag. The coins were somewhere inside, and he didn’t know when he might need them. He didn’t know much of anything, but they’d been swept up in the tide.

“Or one of the merchant vessels,” he replied. “I’m not sure which would be faster, that’s something I can ask at the assembly as well. Realistically speaking, we should probably—”

He broke off with a quick gasp, jerking back his hand.

His fingers had been sliced, torn open on the pieces of the vase he’d thrown into his satchel the day earlier. He’d forgotten about it completely. The blood shone brightly on his hand.

Her lips parted slowly, as her eyes welled with tears. “Jess...”

He wiped his hand determinedly on the inside of his cloak, setting his face in a fixed smile, before kissing her on the cheek and striding to the door. His boots were on, and a pair of daggers hung from his belt. He pulled it open with great purpose, then paused a moment in the frame.

He stared into the hallway, before looking over his shoulder.

“Thank you...for coming with me.” Their eyes met and that surety cracked a hundred different ways, cracked but refused to fully break. “I should have asked.”

She bit her lip, shaking her head quickly. “You never need to ask.”

Why did I say that?

Their gaze held a little longer, and he nodded a little. Looking profoundly unsettled, yet grateful at the same time. A moment passed, then he stroke abruptly out the door.

It swung shut behind him, leaving her in silence.

So what am I supposed to do now? Wait for him to return? Pretend that half the family I have left in the world isn’t sitting in a room somewhere on the other side of town?

She hesitated a moment, then picked up her cloak.

Not in the seven hells.
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With a lot less coordination than the day before, Kiera rushed down the wooden steps and pushed open the tavern door, bursting into the fading sunshine and hurrying into the crowd. It had been easier, somehow, when she’d been numb to it. There must have been something on her face to cue in whoever saw her: this is something damaged let her glide by. She didn’t remember faces or wagons, streets or shops. She had merely followed in Jesse’s shadow, holding lightly to his fingers.

It was a different experience today.

“Excuse me,” she panted, again and again, “excuse me, I must get by.”

The crowd didn’t open before her, but seemed to push back at every turn. Businesses were closing and people were heading inside for dinner as the day came to a gradual end. The busy streets seemed more chaotic than usual, filled with the sounds of grinding wagon wheels and squawking birds, the random bleating of goats, and the buzz of a thousand different conversations.

Eventually, she pulled herself out of the throng and hoisted onto a lamppost, trying to get her bearings and feeling as though she’d stumbled into some kind of hive.

It was closer to the tower than this. By the second bend in the river.

A vague memory rang in her ears as she remembered Eden telling her this. He’d done so with the patience of one who was checking a box, but had no actual confidence she would remember the directions themselves. It had become almost a joke, when they’d been walking on the trail. Since discovering the ability to shoot dragon fire from her hands, she had been allowed to take the lead. But only when it was a path they were following. On the few times they’d permitted her to trek wild through the forest, they’d inevitably ended up at the crusted edge of some perilous ravine.

She’d always claimed this had been her intention.

The fae had calmly replied, it didn’t help her cause.

Her heartbeat quickened at the mere thought of him, and she threw herself back into the churn—elbowing past merchants and irritated farmers, tripping wildly over a caged chicken, before finally ducking between two shops and surfacing on the other side. It was slightly quieter there, away from the heavy foot traffic on the other side. For a hanging moment, she actually paused, looking around with vague curiosity at the quiet row of shops. There was a jeweler and a healer, a display of such exquisitely crafted blades, they could only have been forged by the hands of a fae.

That’s why it’s so quiet, she realized. I’ve come to the immortal part of town.

She slowed her pace a bit, feeling the sudden need to be respectful, and wandered down the middle of the street, wondering why they’d never been there before. Eden had to have known about it; the memories may have been fading, but the fae remembered the settlement much better than he’d originally thought. There were bakeries with cakes and frosted bread stacked in the windows. A dressmaker with rows of shimmering gowns that cascaded weightlessly to the floor. A silver fountain tinkled quietly in the courtyard, and the birds themselves seemed to have sweetened their evening song. She passed the blossoming flowers and slender trees before making a sudden turn and coming to a stop in front of a strange-looking store the likes of which she’d never seen.

It bore no likeness to the dignified booths around it. Indeed, it must have been a constant frustration, having been exiled behind the jutting curve in the street. Instead of smoothed stone, the sides were made of wood, thatched with a crooked roof, and speared with a mismatched chimney.

She smiled in spite of herself, looking at veins of ivy climbing up the walls.

But what is that smell?

Never had she encountered such a thing; she would have remembered. There was something of herbs, and something of earth, and something else—simmering below the surface—that was a fragrance all to itself. She stood there a few minutes, sniffing absentmindedly at the wind. Then she remembered her business with a start, and hurried on her way.

It took a long time to find the tavern where the friends had been staying; the sun was nearly fully set by the time she arrived. The barkeeper knew her, and nodded politely as she wove through the tables and chairs, to the wooden staircase that ran along the side. She took the steps in threes, leaping awkwardly in her skirt, before remembering the people inside were able to hear her coming a mile away. At that point she slowed abruptly, realizing all at once, she had no idea what to say. If they were waiting, they would surely expect something. But as it turned out, the immortals weren’t waiting. Nor did they notice her coming. They were locked in a deep discussion of their own.

“—mi iroset carson. Te lamma nos sulefine—”

“—iroset na meh dos, Evander. Nesterka luminast.”

She froze on the landing, one hand half-raised to the door. For the first time, she suddenly wondered if they only spoke the common tongue when she and Jesse were around. Eden spoke the language well enough, but preferred his native words. By now, the vampire was completely fluent.

Their voices were quiet but ceaseless, like a quick-moving current sweeping along down-stream. It was like this sometimes, if something was troubling them. They would stay awake from dusk to dawn, discussing it from every angle, forgetting the need to sleep. This had gotten markedly more absurd since their bond had progressed into telepathy, but today, they were speaking out loud.

“Noh mistril anos! Noh mistril dae!”

Twice, she considered knocking. But her hand froze, as if stuck in mud. When she raised it up the third time, the door pulled suddenly open, revealing the vampire in the frame.

His face was tired, but his eyes were bright, like he’d indeed stayed up the whole night talking. They rested upon her a moment, brimming yet silent, before he pulled the door open wider.

“We have a visitor,” he said with perfect nonchalance, stepping back to allow her inside. “It has been so long, I’d nearly forgotten the look of her.”

She sucked in a quick breath, feeling uncertain around him for the first time in a very long while. But Evander merely flashed a little smile, escorting her down the hallway to where Eden was sitting on the terrace. His feet were bare, and his hair was uncharacteristically loose—falling in gentle waves down his shoulders. There was a bottle on the table, but it was unopened. He checked a moment upon seeing her, freezing like a startled bird, then pushed immediately to his feet.

“You’re back,” he blurted, catching himself a moment later. “I mean...why have you come back? Is everything all right? Do you bring some message from Jesse?”

The words fired out like quick-shooting arrows, scattershot and without clear focus. Most unlike his usual eloquence. He seemed to realize it a moment later, and his cheeks flushed with color. Or perhaps someone told him. His eyes flashed once to the vampire, before he crossed the room in three swift strides, pressing welcoming a kiss to her cheek.
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