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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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Website:

https://www.wjmaybooks.com

Facebook:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Author-WJ-May-FAN-PAGE/141170442608149

Newsletter:

SIGN UP FOR W.J. May's Newsletter to find out about new releases, updates, cover reveals and even freebies!

https://www.wjmaybooks.com/subscribe
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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...

How long can you hold back the tide?

When Kiera and her friends reach the hollow, they think they're finally going to get the answers they so desperately seek. How can they kill a dragon? How can they even find it? But instead of answers, they're left with riddles and even more questions.

Instead of returning to civilization, instead of rallying more people to their side, the friends make a decision that sets them upon an even more dangerous quest than the one they were on before.

They're going after the dragon themselves.

The will is strong, but the journey is fraught with peril and their newfound fellowship isn't as stable as it seemed. The world is changing and those turbulent forces are getting stronger every day.

How do you hunt such a monster? What can you do if you find it?

One way or another, they're about to find out.

––––––––
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BE CAREFUL WHO YOU trust. Even the devil was once an angel.

––––––––
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Prologue
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The fae’s breathing was low and even. It seemed almost a shame to disturb him.

The day had been racing, but now all was still—caught in the misty golds between late afternoon and the crest of twilight. It seemed for anyone watching, as if the world itself was taking a breath, finished with one task and slow to begin another. A summer breeze idled along the soft grasses of the meadow, smoothing them first one way, then another. The slumbering birds tucked into a lacework of branches, too high and quiet for anyone to see.

The vampire crept ever-closer, struck with a reverence that silenced his footsteps and captured his breath.

Had he been the laughing type, he might have laughed then. There was something preposterous about it, like stumbling upon a painting someone careless had left in the grass. The immortal was stretched in perfect recline, drifting in and out of dreams, every line of him curving gently against the ground, as if he’d been made to complete just that part. His sunswept hair fanned loose in a halo and his lashes casted slanting shadows across his cheeks, while his body was cast in a celestial glow. The sun didn’t bear down upon him the way it did so many others. It caressed him instead—warming his features and illuminating from within, so all that light seemed almost to spill right out of him.

To leave his presence, was to step into shadow. Venture close enough, that warmth was catching.

The vampire was standing very close. About to get closer still.

He took a step, then froze—staring as though lost in a dream. The fair folk were a dangerous enemy, at times even more lethal than his own kin. He carried no illusions of this, and yet, he could not help but approach. There was a slight hitch in breathing, but otherwise, the fae didn’t stir. His quiver and bow were lying in the grass beside him, well-used but polished to a shine. The vampire edged them carefully away, then knelt down beside him.

He smiled then. It was impossible not to smile.

His people were of the shadows, the farthest thing from all that light. Never would he be permitted to live alongside one of these creatures. To wander the forest, share a meal. Or even know his name. The sun and the stars, the laws of nature had decreed it so. But then why the temptation? Why make them so utterly impossible to ignore?

Had he the control, he might have tried to defy those laws. Striking an acquaintance with this ethereal creature, running a finger along his brow, trying to coax a breathtaking smile.

But the mastery eluded him. And beneath that sunlit skin lay the greatest treasure of all.

He lashed out with the speed of a snake, striking the fae across the temple and dazing him before he had a chance to open his eyes. There was a quiet gasp as his pulse quickened. A touch of pain rippled across his face.

Then came the blood. It was always going to be the blood.

A pair of fangs sank into the fae’s neck the moment he opened his eyes, drawing a look of panic and a soft cry. His arms came up of their own accord, trying to dislodge the vampire as his legs began scrambling, but there was little that could be done. Before a full minute had passed, his famed strength was already beginning to falter—draining like liquid gold into the vampire’s thirsty mouth.

“Mios...”

It was the only word the vampire could identify, and in a moment of dizzied intoxication, he actually pulled back to stare at his prize. What he saw changed everything. There wasn’t any fear—that was what he’d been expecting. The shock had already faded, and there wasn’t any anger or surprise. If anything, the fae looked...melancholy.

There was something tragic about it. To see such sadness on such a beautiful face.

“Mios,” the vampire repeated, and the word felt unfamiliar on his tongue. “What does it mean?”

The fae gazed up at him, slipping in and out of consciousness.

He didn’t answer, perhaps he couldn’t. He merely lifted a trembling hand, placing it in the center of the vampire’s chest. Their eyes met, and in that suspended moment, there was a profound shifting, as if the vampire’s very rooting had been torn from the ground and planted someplace else.

He stared the way one looked at oceans and constellations. He stared the way one looked at angels and glimpses of the divine, understanding the existential draw of such wonders for the first time.

He stared as if it was his first and only sunrise, watching the celestial light flicker in those eternal eyes.

There was a quiet exhale of breath and the fae died in his arms, blinking out like a candle caught in the breeze. The vampire held him for what felt like an eternity, then closed his eyes and lay him gently in the grass.

The sun had set, and the shadows had come. His relentless tormentors, chasing him from one night to the next. For the space of a heartbeat, he had cast off their heavy burden, escaping into a fleeting moment of light.

But such freedom could never last. They would chase him much further.

He wasn’t sure they would never stop.
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Chapter 1
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“What are you reading?”

Kiera startled, then closed her book—glancing up with a forced smile as Jesse strode back down the path. They were in a brief respite of a never-ending hike, a moment of unexpected calm as the immortal members of their party scouted further ahead for the best route through the forest.

“It’s nothing,” she said quickly, tucking her hair behind her ears, “a poem written about a fae and a vampire. Kind of heartbreaking stuff, really.”

Kind of striking too close to home.

His face brightened with a teasing smile.

“There is poetry about such things?” he quipped, tossing an apple into her hands and taking a bite of another. “Nothing too lyrical, I hope. I’d imagine it to be more of a limerick. There once was a fae from Ardell, who gathered his friends by a well. A vampire walked by, they took out their knives, and sent that fool straight back to—”

There was a rustling of leaves, as both immortals appeared in the clearing.

They had come from separate directions, having wandered down opposite sides of the wooded slope, but arrived back at precisely the same time. Evander’s eyes went as always for Eden, while the fae greeted his companions with a sparkling smile.

“What are you speaking about?” he asked brightly. “I could have sworn I heard a rhyme.”

They froze a moment, then Kiera slid the book into her pack.

“Nothing.”

“Nothing.”

Upon leaving the hollow just a few days before, the journey facing the friends had been wildly uncertain. While they had already travelled a perilous road searching for answers, there was always meant to be an end to it. A collection of more people, with more weapons, and more strength to add to their own. There was always meant to be a solution, a well-earned finish to their precarious isolation, as they folded themselves into the waves of others flooding to their cause. That had been the intent. But their savior had provided nothing but riddles and vague promises of despair.

You cannot kill a dragon. You need a dragon to kill a dragon. 

Many times as the sun beat down on her shoulders, Kiera had remembered Marrow’s easy smiles with a pang of true hatred—pressing her lips together and grinding her teeth.

It was death, he offered. Nothing more.

The only reason they were still trudging through the forest, still heading towards the grisly unknown, was that someone needed to do it. And despite being rather wickedly removed from the situation, the fates had provided the smallest glimmer of hope.

Or maybe the fates had nothing to do with it. Maybe it was the sheer will of a fae.

“Come on—tell me,” Eden insisted, stealing the shifter’s apple and taking a large bite for himself. “I always include the pair of you in my own compositions.”

“And I wish you wouldn’t,” Jesse replied crossly, swiping for it. “As I’ve said many times.”

When he missed the first time, he tried a second. When Eden held it out of reach, eyeing him with a devilish grin, he vaulted off a nearby poplar and attacked the fae from behind.

Kiera watched their antics with a faint smile.

There had been no hiding the fae’s excitement since they’d left the hollow. Unlike the rest of his companions, who tread carefully and glanced over their shoulders with every step, the man acted as though he’d been unleashed—bounding from one place to another, casting those sparkling eyes to the horizon, and lifting the others’ spirits with every liberated breath.

It was nothing strange to him, chasing after monsters with nothing but the sun on his cheeks and the bow on his back. He’d dreamt of nothing else since he was just a boy.

“Were you able to find anything?” Evander finally prompted, arms folded across his chest.

He, too, had been watching the shifter and the fae attack each other, but held back with his usual reserve. There had scarcely been a moment since they’d left the hollow, when he hadn’t been watching the fae. Always with the same silent worry, always with his eyes flickering to the clouds.

The only solace he seemed to find was his personal invitation to join the fellowship.

“Sorry?”

Eden detached himself with a tousled grin, still clinging to the stolen apple. Fresh blood had been drawn and the poplar had not survived the assault, but the fruit remained in his hands.

The vampire stole a lingering glance before pursing his lips and trying again. “Did you find a better way down the mountain?”

“Oh—right.” The fae tossed him the apple.  “Yes, there’s a decent path that winds along the ravine we spotted earlier. There’s a stream that transects one part, but it’s shallow enough to easily cross. We could reach it in a few days.”

Evander stared a moment longer before looking into his hands. “Why did you give me this?”

Eden’s lips curved in a sly smile. “Because then I win.”

Kiera cast a glance between them before letting out a snort of laughter.

It was an unlucky fool who would dare to retrieve their prize from the hands of a vampire. From the varied looks on the faces around her, the others were coming to realize this as well.

Jesse backed away with a sullen glare, while Evander froze in shock.

He continued staring at the fruit, then lifted his eyes to where the fae was patching a hole they’d discovered in the tent—whistling ancient victory tunes under his breath. There were many sides to such a creature, and he was coming to learn them all. The cheerful warrior, the restless dreamer. The immortal guardian, determined to embrace the potential of each new day.

But this new version? This mischievous prankster?

The vampire was all the more besotted by him.

He hesitated a moment, then joined him silently by the tent.

Without seeming to think about it, he picked up the thread the fae had been holding, pulling the canvas taut. Without seeming to think about it, the fae made a space, knotting the other side.

“I wanted to thank you,” he said softly.

Eden glanced up in surprise. “For what?”

The vampire kept his eyes on the tent. “For what you said back at the hollow. That you wished for me to come along.” His fingers stilled and his cheeks burned in the fading light. “I wish to stay, for however long you will have me.”

A quiet hush fell over the campsite as their eyes met across the tent.

A strange series of emotions passed across the fae’s face, too quickly to make sense of any of them. They rose and fell one after another, like waves cresting upon a tide.

In the end, he was simply blank.

“I’m glad to hear it. We could use the help.”

He paced into the twilight without another word, pausing only to give Evander a friendly clap on the arm. It was for the best that he was facing, as always, towards the horizon.

He never had to see the look on the vampire’s face.

*   *   *
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IT FELT GOOD TO BE getting back to normal. A suicidal mission with astronomical odds. A simple stew beside a crackling campfire. Only there was nothing normal about it.

That night, something special had transpired.

“Seven hells!” Jesse stepped out from the curtain of trees, a sprig of freshly picked rosemary in his hands. “Did you actually cook something edible?”

Kiera flashed him a withering look, but couldn’t in good conscience disagree. The friends had spent many tenuous nights chewing what she’d claimed to be root vegetables. While the fae made his opinion well known, the shifter had never offered a word of complaint.

“It’s my own creation,” she answered daintily, stirring around in the bubbling caldron. “The working title is Kiera’s Wilderness Chowder, but I’m open to other suggestions.”

He came up behind her, pressing a kiss to her cheek.

“Seriously, that smells amazing. And here I was going to smother it in this.” He gave the rosemary a twirl before tossing it over his shoulder. “I’ll find us some bowls.”

The packs were already inside the tent, but he found the correct one quickly—rifling around inside for a brief moment before returning with everything they might need.

“You’re just hungry,” Evander said quietly, watching from the other side of the fire. He hadn’t spoken much since the fae’s casual dismissal. But he was watching the same as always, those dark eyes reflecting the dancing flames. “We were in that man’s house for three days.”

The stew was instantly forgotten, as the others turned to him in shock.

“Three days?” Kiera repeated in bewilderment. “What are you talking about?”

The vampire lifted his shoulders in a shrug.

“Time seems to move differently in such places. I thought you knew.”

Seven hells!

In a flash, her mind replayed every second—trying to understand how it could have happened, trying to reconcile the shift. It had been afternoon when they arrived, and afternoon when they left. They could see the sun outside the window each moment. And yet...?

Eden tilted his head curiously, catching his gaze across the fire. “How did you know?”

Not for a moment did he question it was true. Despite whatever troubling undercurrents might plague them, he trusted the vampire implicitly, in a way he didn’t even trust his own friends.

Must be an immortal thing.

Evander shrugged again, though for the first time, he seemed reluctant to meet the fae’s gaze. “I felt it when we left, saw the shifting of the moon that night. Could you not sense it?”

The fae shook his head in silence, wondering why that might be.

“Three days,” Kiera muttered indignantly, feeling strangely offended to have been robbed of the time. “Thank the gods we didn’t stay for beets.”

Jesse settled down beside her, placing a bowl in her hands. “Since we’re finally speaking of the hollow,” he began slowly, throwing the others a cautious glance, “I have a question about Marrow...”

Kiera nodded knowingly. “Why so tall?”

“Alright, two questions.”

Eden rolled his eyes. “What is it, Jess?”

Perhaps the fae was hoping for some valid curiosity, an enlightened insight, that would lead to a thoughtful conversation, that might in turn lead to something else. But if that was what he’d been expecting, he was sadly mistaken. Because the shifter had his mind on something else.

“Evander...would you fight him?”

Kiera let out a breath of laughter, while the vampire glanced up in surprise. Eden stretched out his legs with an exasperated grin, though he seemed genuinely curious to know the answer.

“Would I fight him?” the vampire repeated slowly. He weighed the question a moment before his eyes suddenly cooled. “I am not your gauge for all things dangerous.”

Jesse flashed a mischievous grin while Kiera answered apologetically.

“You kind of are.”

“Let him be,” Eden instructed.

“I’m just asking—”

“I would never wish to fight him,” Evander interrupted, stopping the conversation in its tracks. “He is...different. It would never cross my mind.”

It was quiet for a moment, as all four of them considered this—staring into the crackling flames and replaying the fateful encounter in their minds. To be perfectly honest, they’d all taken great pains not to think about Marrow since leaving the cottage. The business with the dragon was unsettling enough—as was his casual instruction to consult the dead—but it was those moments immediately after, when he’d taken each of them aside in turn.

Those were the moments that lingered, festering like a burn.

The fire crackled in between them, popping and hissing as the logs glowed with heat. Three spoons scraped quietly against bowls. Four people silently asked themselves the same questions.

Then Jesse lifted his eyes. “But if you had to fight—”

“Eat your soup.”

A spattering of laughter broke the tension, as the friends settled back once again, content to leave those troublesome queries for another day. The bowls were refilled, as the caldron was quickly emptied. The vampire was right, their bodies were still playing catchup. They just hadn’t known why.

“You’re not even tempted?” Kiera asked with a smile, wafting it towards him.

He turned his head stiffly, taking in a breath of clean air. “I can’t begin to tell you how much I’m not tempted.”

“Don’t take it personally, love.” Jesse pushed to his feet with a grin, stretching his arms above his head. “It’s one of your best. I couldn’t find a single bone in mine.”

Kiera started to smile, then flashed him a quick look.

Love.

Since the night of their fateful reading lesson, a great many affections and endearments had slipped into their vocabulary. But that one was quite different. That one was new.

“That’s, uh...that’s good. About the bones, I mean.”

Eden’s eyes drifted between them. Evander couldn’t physically have cared less. The only one who remained oblivious was the shifter himself. He yawned widely, then headed for the tent.

“I vote the fae keeps first watch, seeing as this disaster was his idea and all of us will likely be killed for it. The rest of us should savor the memories and dream while we still can.”

Charming.

He flashed a sweet smile and offered Kiera his hand. “We’ll see you in the morning.”

Eden nodded indulgently as the two headed to bed, too openly excited to take offense. He, too, had been contemplating what he now considered a rather fortuitous turn of events. It took him a moment to notice the one person who made no attempt to go inside.

“Why don’t I just take the watch?” Evander asked quietly. “I’ll be here anyway.”

The fae’s eyes flashed up as the others paused by the door.

“No, that’s—”

But it was too late. The vampire was already gone.

*   *   *
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NEEDLESS TO SAY, IT wasn’t the easiest of nights.

The silent argument was already brewing as the three companions settled down to sleep as they always did. And though it came as no surprise, not everyone was one the same side.

“Are we really going to keep doing this?” Kiera demanded as soon as the others had lain down, folding her arms tight across her chest. “Making him sleep outside like some kind of animal?”

It had bothered her the first night after the hollow. She’d almost been moved to speak in the two nights since. But for whatever reason, that evening had proven the final straw.

“We slept together on the boat,” she reminded them before anyone could answer. “Nothing happened. Nothing even started to happen. We’re trusting him with our safety right now, making him keep watch. But we still won’t let him sleep with us in the tent?”

The men shared a look, neither wanting to speak first.

“There’s isn’t any room—” Jesse began tentatively.

“After he saved us from those monsters,” she interrupted frankly. “After he saved me from the river. After he volunteered to journey into the unknown and help us find the dragon. After all of that, you’re still going to make him sleep outside?”

“He can hear you,” Jesse mouthed, pointing to his ear.

She let out a frustrated sigh. “Eden, back me up.”

The fae pointed to his ear as well. He simply used a different finger.

While he’d asked himself the same question many times, considering whether he should sleep outside in a show of solidarity, he didn’t appreciate others asking it now. The same way a part of him had been strangely anxious when Jesse had given his approval to allow the vampire to travel alongside them. The same way all words had failed him, when they were standing by the fire.

“You would truly feel comfortable?” Jesse asked quietly, looking at her in surprise. He’d been right about there not being any room—the three friends were pressed against one another as it was. “You would truly be able to sleep with him so close?”

Probably not.

“Of course I would,” she answered stiffly. “And I want you both to consider it. It’s not fair that we ask him to take the same risks without offering the same comfort in return.”

Jesse regarded her a moment before softening with a faint smile.

“The same comfort, huh?” His eyes flickered ever so briefly to Eden. “If that’s really the way you feel, I’d be willing to consider it. I’m just not sure how comfortable we all wish him to be.”

The fae said nothing in reply. He merely rolled over and pretended to sleep.

*   *   *
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AS IT TURNED OUT, KIERA wasn’t able to sleep that night anyway. She tossed and turned for a while, unable to get comfortable, before finally opening her eyes and staring around the tent.

It was after midnight and Eden was already on watch, prowling in the darkness somewhere with a bow at his side. But Jesse was still nestled right up against her. One arm was flung around her waist and his dark hair spilled across their shared blanket, fluttering with each shallow breath.

She smiled in spite of herself, staring from just inches away.

Love.

It was probably unintentional. It was probably just a pet name. If she racked her brain, she could probably remember a time that Eden had said the same thing. So why did it feel so different? Why did she remember the exact tone of his voice? Why did she keep playing it back in her mind?

She lifted the tip of her finger, tracing it along his lips.

It wasn’t the easiest time to be thinking about such things, and yet, there was something quite natural about it as well. Something that defied their circumstance and made her think about only the good things—as if the mere sight of him made all the rest of the world simply fade away.

Perhaps it was merely their unsteady position. For the last few months, they’d been roaming the wilderness with nowhere to lean except on each other. Or perhaps it was something different.

Perhaps it was that he was exactly the person she would have chosen for herself.

With a surge of mischief, she leaned a little closer—wondering if he’d wake up with a soft kiss. Then a sudden pain shot down her leg and she reached between them, digging into her pocket.

Her hand came up with a stone.

It looked as lovely then, as it had hanging in Marrow’s window—that clear blue somehow untouched by the shadows of night. She rolled onto her back, holding it thoughtfully above her head. There hadn’t been a moment since they’d left when she hadn’t been touching it. Her fingers found it with each passing step, with each mountain trail, turning it absentmindedly in her cloak.

Why did he give it to me? she wondered, examining it anew. Why did he have it in the first place?

A sudden wave of restlessness swept over her, and before she stopped to consider what she was doing, she eased free of Jesse’s arm and slipped quietly outside the tent.

The moon was still hanging overhead, but its light was already fading—brightening into the soft pinks and brimming golds of a new dawn. She paused at the remains of the fire, nothing more than smoldering embers, and saw Evander wrapped in a blanket just a few paces beyond. His eyes were closed and that lovely face was completely relaxed, making him look younger than she’d seen.

So vampires DO sleep.

She smiled to herself, wandering away from the camp and into the trees.

Such a thing usually wasn’t permitted, but those rules had eased somewhat with the addition of a vampire. A great many things had eased. Strange, given the tension of his arrival.

The ferns parted with a quiet rustle as she waded through the middle, rubbing the stone absentmindedly in her pocket, as she considered the poem she’d read earlier.

Was Jesse right? Was there an inevitable conclusion to such a thing? Or were the forces that had brought them together, greater than the ones that threatened to tear them apart?

There are exceptions to every rule, why not something like this?

She chewed pensively on her lips, breathing in the clean night air.

Why couldn’t a fae make peace with a—

Something hard smacked into her face and she came to an abrupt stop—rubbing painfully at her nose and lifting her eyes to see what she’d run into. They kept lifting. And kept lifting.

Until finally, they reached the top.

Seven hells.

She swallowed hard, as the stone went limp in her hand.

This is why we don’t wander after dark.
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Chapter 2
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“Eden?”

Kiera froze where she was standing, gazing upward like a silver-lit sapling, trembling in the breeze. Her arms and legs had gone numb the second her eyes made sense of what was happening.

A second after that, her brain presented a muddled assessment.

That is a cave troll.

She couldn’t tell you how she knew it for certain. The only point of reference she had were the poorly-drawn illustrations from her childhood books. No one really knew what a cave troll looked like, because no one who’d ever encountered one had survived to bring back the tale. They were so far down on the list of peripheral possibilities, it almost failed to register—as if when her eyes swept the forest, they didn’t see the hulking giant, but a blank space where it stood.
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