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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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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

[image: C:\Users\Wanita\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\W.J. May Logo Black.png]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Beginnings Blurb:


[image: ]




[image: A picture containing text

Description automatically generated]

​​​​​​​

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 do you answer, when the devil comes to call?

When a swarm of monsters crashed out of the forest, Kiera thought it would be a struggle just to stay alive. But it's not enough to survive, one must also defend. And as fate would have it, there was an ever greater danger lurking in those trees.

Old enemies surface and ancient grudges come to light, as a new player enters the field. One that could bring ruin to them all. One whose intentions are never quite what they seem. The newfound fellowship is shaken to the core, but as they are constantly reminded, time is not on their side.

Other places in the realm have felt the burn of the dragon. A strange change is coming over the land, creeping like a shadow, silent as a dream. With no kingdoms there to stop it, no massing armies to fight back, such a darkness could consume them.

The friends need answers. But will they get them in time...?
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BE CAREFUL WHO YOU trust. Even the devil was once an angel.

––––––––
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And the fox and the hen ran into their den, at the sound that the fiddlers played

But never did they see such love, such love as Carnassas did that day

And the sun shone bright, well into the night, when the monsters came to play

But never did they see such blood, such blood as Carnassas did that day
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Chapter 1
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In times of stress, most people tended to freeze.

It was that lesser-known option. The silent cousin wedged between fight and flight. There was no controlling it. Once a certain threshold had been reached, the body simply locked down. A surge of adrenaline quickened the heartrate, the muscles locked into place. The stomach abruptly vanished, leaving behind a sense of being hollow, while pinpricks of dread rippled along the scalp.

There wasn’t a single person in the meadow who didn’t freeze that fateful morning, staring toward the forest with the same breathless emotion reflecting in their eyes.

The monsters froze as well.

Where they’d come from, no one could guess. They seemed to have dragged themselves straight from the depths of hell. In hindsight, there weren’t that many. No more than a dozen. But what they lacked in numbers, they made up in sheer, unadulterated size.

The ones in the front resembled some kind of bloated jungle cat. But there was a thickness to them, and none of the inherent grace. Where there were meant to be eyes, tiny black orbs darted across the meadow like those of a snake. Where there was meant to be fur, chunks of ragged, greyish spikes patterned across their bodies instead. The ones standing behind were much bigger.

In a moment of mindless betrayal, Kiera realized that all the gossip she’d heard in the tavern and all the stories she’d heard as a child had gotten it wrong. There were not simply ogres, and trolls, and giants, but a wide stretch of harrowing creatures that loomed in between.

These creatures were as tall as the blisserin, their sinewy bodies brimming with just as much brutish strength. A few were simply nameless terrors—demons in a state of living-decay—while others bore an odd resemblance to animals, though each stood upon two legs like a man.

Kiera truly didn’t know which was the most terrifying. Her eyes roved ceaselessly between them, unable to decide which was worse. For a split second, they drifted to all the people as well.

They will not survive this. None of us will survive it.

Then a little girl pointed to one of the creatures in front. “Look, Mama...a kitty!”

For a suspended moment, there wasn’t a single person in the meadow who didn’t follow her gaze. Even the death-cat she’d been pointing to cast a quick glance around, as if confused that such a description could ever be levelled against something that resembled itself.

Then the freeze lifted, and that sunlit meadow was ripped apart.

“RUN!”

A single shout echoed from the crowd, but it was quickly overtaken in a clamor of barbaric snarls and demonic shrieks. Like a shadowy tide, they swept across the grass at a speed that defied even Kiera’s stricken expectations, trembling the ground beneath them as they crashed into the happy festival with enough force to tear skin from bone.

Tables overturned and tents vanished—ripped from the ground like oversized flowers, then shaken violently to spill out any people lingering inside. A swarm of skeletal birds flew out of the forest behind them, each strong enough to lift people straight into the sky, and there was a wild cry from the merchants’ wagons, as one of those hulking beasts turned out to breathe fire.

Kiera stared in horror, still rooted in place.

Carnassas was dead. He hadn’t even left his chair. That wide belly of his had been split straight across the middle by a demonic talon, staining the table in front of him with a sickening mixture of ale and blood. There were many more like him, people who had been struck down before they even had time to rise to their feet. But life had not been easy for anyone who had gathered at the festival, and even more of them were starting to rally. A sudden hand yanked her onto her feet.

“You need to run!” Jesse shouted directly at her, though they were standing only a few inches away. “Do you hear me, Kiera? You need to take out your blade, and—”

He cut off suddenly, as a monstrous bird swooped down from above and fastened onto the back of his cloak—curling those wicked talons and lifting him into the sky.

“JESS!”

She reached desperately after him, but those birds were fast as lightning and it was already too late. In a matter of seconds, he was nothing but a shadow, lifting higher off the ground.

That being said, the shifter had no intention of letting himself be carried away.

If it had grabbed any other person, it might have been successful. Its brethren were certainly having great success further along the field. But Jesse wasn’t like most people, and he’d been holding a blade of his own when it grabbed him. In a single reflexive movement, he swung violently upward, separating the rest of its body from its scaled feet. It veered away with a wraithlike screech, as he landed back upon the grass, taking a moment to right himself, before grabbing her once more.

“Did you hear me?” he shouted again, as if they had scarcely been interrupted. “You need to take out your blade, and run!”

Eden was already sprinting across the grass, not toward the monsters, like she might have imagined, but toward the abandoned arena at the other end of the field.

The archery ring, she realized. He’s going for the bows and arrows.

It seemed an almost laughable sentiment, given what they were up against, but he wasn’t the only one fighting back. It was a fervor that had swept across the meadow just as quickly as any dark tide. And as she quickly discovered, those gentle festival people were not as gentle as they seemed.

“All together!”

She whirled around as some of the barrel-chested men who’d been tossing boulders just a few minutes before loaded a few onto the broken axel of a wagon, then catapulted them full-force into the ribs of an approaching monster. The creature let out a hideous roar, stamping its feet like an enraged bull, then in a moment that defied all reason and understanding, it tried to dig the stones out of its body, using nothing but a pair of its own razor-sharp claws.

There was another howl, followed by a shower of blood, as it fell to one knee—quickly overwhelmed by a pack of shifters that appeared from nowhere and ripped it to shreds.

Jesse tensed at the ready, aching to shift himself. But Kiera was gaping in astonishment.

How did it just...?! Does it not feel pain?!

Another beast picked up on the excitement, trampling closer to finish the dying creature itself, only to be instantly overrun by those same wolves. What began as a small group had expanded into something more, as every pack who’d come to the festival had merged together into a single force—one that was strong enough to annihilate virtually anything in its path.

For everything else, there was magic.

Kiera’s eyes blossomed with light, as a coven of witches used a collective spell to entrap one of the giant cats racing toward it. While it wasn’t enough to destroy the creature, it slowed it down enough that a hefty dwarf made short work of it with an axe.

One of those delicate nymphs she’d been marveling at earlier had put what looked to be an ogre into a kind of trance—giving a group of elderly people the time they needed to run back to the wagons and escape. The spell lasted only as long as it was needed. When the ogre whirled around in a rage, she turned promptly into a flowering willow. The tree was smashed to bits, there was no saving it. But a single warlock levitated one of the splintered branches, and drove it straight into the ogre’s mouth. It choked once, then died badly. The warlock stared a split second, then limped away.

I don’t believe it. They’re actually turning the tide.

None of the different factions would have stood a chance on their own. If they’d chosen to scatter, they would have been chased down in the forest, or picked off by all those circling birds.

But when all of them stood together? That was something else entirely.

And the wolves...never had Kiera seen anything like the wolves.

Perhaps it was simply the fact that they were so sudden. Human one moment, and beast the next. There was no time for delicacy or the removal of clothing. The little fairground was strewn with the remains of tunics and strips of leather shoes. But more likely, it was the sheer ferocity.

Never could Kiera have pictured herself indulging in such savagery. Nowhere in her entire body was a hint of that primal urge. Before her very eyes, a group of what had recently been men leapt upon the back of one of those terrifying beasts, and started ripping into it with their mouths.

Jesse was quick to join them, adding his boots and tunic to the rest.

Run!

His parting words echoed in her ears.

If it weren’t for the fact that many of the beasts had been subdued already, he likely would never have left her alone. But there were other people in more desperate need of protection. The festival was a place for families, and there were still plenty roving nightmares to go around.

“Papa!”

She took three steps toward the forest, then whirled around as a pair of shadows streaked past. It took a second to realize they were the same feline-monstrosities she’d seen earlier. It took another second after that to realize that she was not the intended target. Those yellowed eyes had fixed upon a boy in his late teens—one who was screaming in desperation for his father.

Not to come and save him. But to run the other way.

“Papa—no!” he cried, lifting a blunted sword as the deadly cats raced closer. His father was barreling toward him at the same time. “I can handle it! I can handle—”

There was a muted thud, as the young man was tackled out of the way by an older version of himself. Soon after came a series of sickening noises Kiera would remember as long as she lived.

The boy fell to the ground, stunned. Then he sprang back up with a scream.

“Stay back!” she cried frantically, grabbing hold of his shirt “It’s already over! I’m sorry, you cannot save him!”

He gave her a fierce shove, knocking her backward onto the grass, then raced forward once again—waving that sword with a terrible scream. She scrambled to her feet, ready to either help or restrain, before realizing all at once that something very important was missing from the picture.

...where’s the other cat?

For a split second, everything was quiet. Then she heard the first of the screams.

When the monsters had first rushed out of the forest, the older generation had pushed the children back—instructing them to run toward the forest. Some of them had obeyed. Some of them had made it only as far as the abandoned wagons before panicking and ducking underneath.

Kiera spotted them just a second after the creature, watching in silent horror as it stalked slowly forward with its chin lowered to the ground.

There was no time to think about the next steps. There was no time to shout for someone better or make a plan. Without a second’s hesitation, she sprinted straight toward them.

Throwing her body into the beast’s path.

Now what?

There was no way to fight it, she had lost her only blade. There was no way to divert it—the creature had already selected its prey. She could try to catch it by surprise, but it was already stalking slowly forward, snickering under its breath. At the same time, she was hyperaware of the children crouching beneath the wagon, staring in silent terror through the spokes of the wheels.

I should have gotten that mace after all.

“When it jumps at me, you’re going to run,” she instructed softly, without ever taking her eyes from the beast. “You’re going to run into the forest, alright? Just as fast as you possibly can.”

There was a whimper of assent, as a few scanned the open field behind them. Most of the others had silently resolved to never leave the wagon. The danger was apparent, but their bodies could not be coaxed into such a vulnerable expanse. Better to hide...even at the risk of those fangs.

Those terrible fangs were something weighing heavy on Kiera’s mind as well. She stared at them without thinking, easing slowly forward, keeping herself directly between the cat and the cart.

Come on, you brute. Keep your eyes on me.

She lifted her arms ever so slightly. For what? She would never know. There was no skill she could level against such a creature that would make a bit of difference. At this point, they were most likely just to shield her face. It was a terrible reminder, she had never felt quite so acutely.

It’s why I should have worked harder with my lessons.

She swallowed.

Already speaking the past tense. Not a great sign.

“On my count, do you hear me?” she called out softly, knowing the second it was anything more sudden, the creature would lunge. “One...two...three!”

There was a blur of movement, as several things happened at once.

The beast sprang into the air, and most of the children did run after all—scrambling out from beneath the wagon and heading toward the forest in a chorus of screams. Kiera threw up her arms, vowing to get in at least a few good punches, only to watch in what felt like slow motion as that gaping jaw opened and those yellow eyes fixed in dilated concentration on her neck.

There would be no time for punches. The creature was much faster than she. In the end, she could only brace for the impact, one leg angled back into the grass behind her.

Only a second before it could touch her...a giant wolf leapt in between.

Jesse!

Her heart caught in her chest, as she watched the two collide with terrifying force, spiraling in dizzied angles across the grass. Even amidst so many others, there wasn’t a doubt in her mind that it was him. Not because he jumped in front of her, but because of the look in his eyes when he did it.

Seven hells!

He was no match for the beast in size, but it didn’t seem to matter. There was a fire inside him and a brighter kind of magic that paired equal with all the rest. Perhaps it even rose a bit higher, because no sooner had the beast found its balance, than he pivoted in a hairpin turn and knocked it right back off its feet. At that point, things became almost difficult to watch.

For aesthetic reasons, if nothing else.

The creature had never presented as fully ‘intact,’ not since the moment it had stepped into the clearing. There were odd gaps in the matted spines that covered it, areas that looked as if they had been so repeatedly scarred that the skin beneath may no longer have been technically living.

Jesse did not improve upon that image.

With a blistering roar, he threw himself right one top of it—artfully dodging the claws that were leveled back at him, and digging as though he was building castles at the beach. Each swipe tore away wide strips of that mottled carcass, sending them flying into the air behind him as he shifted his weight forward and began ripping away whatever might be left.

The creature did not go down willingly—that much was certain. It had taken a full pack to subdue most of its brethren, and even then, they had lost friends in the process. Jesse was a single man. A single wolf. But Kiera didn’t think the notion had ever crossed his mind.

There was another horrifying impact as the creature dislodged him and staggered back to its feet. The two regarded each other for a moment—one leaking greyish blood, as the other literally pawed the ground in anticipation—before they crashed into each other once again.

Kiera scrambled out of range as they somersaulted past, backing ironically toward the very same wagon under which the children had been hiding. But no sooner did her hands touch upon the rough wood, than the fight was over. The wolf had most decidedly won.

With a final cry, he ducked between those deadly claws and sank his teeth into the creature’s throat, ending its gurgling snarls with a single, decisive movement. The beast went suddenly quiet. He stared down a few seconds to be sure, then backed away—looking around for a beautiful girl.

He found her near the wagon, looking like she was going to be sick. “...is it over?”

In a shimmer of air, he actually shifted back—forgetting the danger around them, needing the human reassurance of holding her in his arms.

“What the hell were you thinking?!” he demanded, clasping her against him. “Were you just going to stand there?! I distinctly remember telling you to run!”

She trembled in silence, pressed against his bare skin.

His heart was pounding, but it wasn’t anywhere near as fast as hers. Despite the fact that the immediate danger had passed, she found herself still caught in the middle—like she’d reached some new height of terror and was unable to come down. After a few quaking seconds, she took a breath.

“I lost it,” she finally stammered.

He glanced at the top of her head, wondering if she’d been damaged after all. “What?”

“My blade.” Her eyes flashed around the grass, as if she might find it. “I wasn’t just going to stand there. But there were these children, Jesse. And I couldn’t...I couldn’t find my blade.”

It was a good thing he was holding her. From such an angle, she wasn’t able to see the exact look that swept across his face. That being said, he made his opinion rather clear.

With a venomous glare to match anything he’d flung at the monster, he stormed toward the nearest body and ripped a blade from its hand. A cursory wipe, and he thrust it into hers.

“Do. Not. Lose. This.”

She nodded silently and wrapped her fingers round the handle. “I won’t.”

From that point on, the two of them stayed close together—facing every new danger as a unit, and attacking every new monster as a team. He made her feel braver, she hadn’t counted on that. And not just in the confidence that he would always protect her. This went further than that, drawing out something deep inside her, making her brave in her capacity for action, not just fear.

When a flock of those skeletal birds attacked a group of teenage warlocks, she threw herself right in the middle—hacking them to pieces with her blade. When a demonic jackal leapt upon the back of a witch, she flung herself upon it—stabbing and slashing and screaming with all her might.

Perhaps she had some of that savagery after all. Perhaps it was simply a primal need to protect. Whatever the reason, she wasn’t the only one stirred with the feeling. The entire festival had come together at the same time, uniting against a common enemy, determined to drive it back.

Not that there’s much to be fighting.

A sudden noise caught her attention.

At least, not over here...

When she’d first looked around the clearing, she’d believed that most of the creatures had been vanquished; few were still moving, various pieces of their bodies had been littered across the trampled grass. But she saw now that while some of them had been killed, most had merely been diverted. And at that point, she really shouldn’t have been surprised where they’d been diverted to.

The man loves playing the odds.

Eden was standing like a pillar in the middle of the field—a lone point of attention for every roving monster and unearthly demon still prowling about the grass. His arms were lifted and those bright eyes never stopped moving, as he fired a hailstorm of arrows into the air. In a dark twist of irony, he’d actually perched atop one of the archery targets—presenting the world’s most obvious bullseye to each of the nightmares that approached. A rather chilling image for anyone watching.

Knowing the fae, it was probably intentional.

By the stars...

There was something utterly surreal about watching him. Something that made the bloodied and battered festival-goers stare in perfect silence, instead of indulging the instinct to flee. It was as though they’d been fighting a battle in the real world, and he was showing them how it might look in a song or on paper. Every breath was painted in emotion, every silver arrow flew fast and true.

Jesse made a compulsive movement toward him, then eased back to Kiera’s side. There was no point in trying to help him. The fae had no need for assistance, and those monsters had made an impenetrable crescent in between. Nevertheless, he was making short work of them. No matter how fast they ran toward him, no matter how loud their growls echoed in the sky, they fell to the ground like spent leaves at his feet, rolling forward in momentum, before sliding to a final stop.

A few of the birds tried swooping from above. But when he made a game of trying to hit more than two with a single arrow, they shifted direction without provocation, and took off into the sky. The rest of them would probably have wished to retreat as well, but such instincts didn’t come naturally to a monster and they continued pouring forward instead—dropping to the ground, one after another, until after a few deafening minutes, just a single creature was left.

This one was bigger than all the others. It was the reason it had survived for so long. It took a single look at its fallen comrades, then it lifted its eyes to the fae standing across the grass.

A peculiar expression drifted across its face. A kind of abstract caution it had never once felt in the hundreds of years it had been alive. Then without any warning, it turned on its heel and ran.

“Come on!” he shouted behind it, picking up a fallen tent pole and twirling it like a javelin in his hands. “Come on and finish it!”

Oddly enough, when people spoke of the festival later, that was one of the things they remembered the most. Not the initial fear, or the chaos that followed. Not the frantic screams, or the flashes of metal, or the way the air was scented with hazelnut brandy and blood. They remembered the moment when the deranged fae lifted his bow and laid waste to the creatures of darkness. They remembered when he picked up a spear and shouted a challenge to the gods.

And so a new legend is born...

Most people imagined him to be some kind of a god himself. Others believed him to be mentally unstable. But it was worse than any of them could have possibly known.

Because when the dust settled and the others began the slow process of taking stock, finding their loved ones, staunching the bleeding, and burying the dead, Eden lifted his eyes to the creature retreating into the trees. They lingered a split second before lightening with a spark of adventure.

When he spotted his friends, that spark grew into a blinding smile.

“Come on!” he called with excitement. “It’s getting away!”
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Chapter 2
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“Eden—wait!”

The fae strode purposely toward the forest, while his friends hurried after him. One was struggling to clothe himself in the process, the other was stumbling along in a daze.

The fighting might have stopped, but Kiera’s ears were still ringing with those ghostly howls and those wailing screams. She couldn’t take a single step, without crushing the pieces of something that was left behind. A splintered talon stamped into the grass. The tattered remains of a shoe.

What will happen to it all? Will it simply be worn by the wind and the rain, until there is nothing left?

Jesse’s attention was a bit more directed.

“Eden!” he called again, circling in front of the fae and forcing a stop. “Can you stop being yourself for a single moment and look around you?” He threw open his arms, gesturing to the chaos enveloping the field. “We cannot leave, we need to deal with this. We need to stay.”

Eden allowed him to finish speaking, but he never turned from the woods.

“Are either of you hurt?” he asked instead, looking from one to the other. “Do either of you want to let that creature massacre some other group of unsuspecting people? Or perhaps you’d like to wait until it gathers its senses and comes back for the ones right here?”

He waited for a response, but there was nothing but silence.

“Good. Then we are in agreement.”

The others had time for a single moment of shared exasperation before racing to catch up with him once again. No, they were not in agreement. And given some of the visuals still rattling around in Kiera’s head, she would like nothing more than to run screaming the other way. It was pure madness to go after one of the creatures on their own. Let alone that particular beast.

But in his entire life, Eden had never been accused of being sane.

“I’m hoping you have at least some kind of plan?” Jesse asked begrudgingly.

The fae warmed with a secret smile before glancing back in mock alarm. “What are you still doing with hands?” he exclaimed disapprovingly, cuffing the wolf for good measure. “Shift back immediately! It is your only asset, Jesse!” He twirled the broken tent pole, lifting it to his shoulder like a spear. “And yes, I have a plan.”

Seven. Hells.

The shifter glared, but did as he asked—casting Kiera a look of helpless frustration before transforming from man to wolf. She needed no help being angry, but she also wasn’t the faintest bit surprised. As long as there was breath in his body, the fae would feel called upon to do such things.

And if ‘such things’ happened to involved slaying monsters?

All the better.

“What about me?” she asked with a scowl, falling into pace at his side. “Must I take part in your little suicide as well? Or may I simply hire mourners and pretend to grieve?”

The wolf snickered beside them, as Eden cast her an indulgent grin.

“You, my dear, are indispensable. We shall be requiring your assets as well.”

She maintained that fixed scowl, but the closer they got to that shadowy forest, the more she was having trouble remembering what any of those assets might happen to be.

“Oh yes?” she asked stiffly. “And what are those?”

The fae regarded her for only an instant before clapping her kindly on the back. “You have a lovely smile.”

She froze mid-step, glaring openly at the back of his head. The wolf hesitated a moment, torn between them, then shrugged his shoulders and gestured her forward with a weary sigh.

If that monster doesn’t manage to kill you, I’m going to do it myself.
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