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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.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Find W.J. May



[image: ]




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...

Be careful what you wish for...

Since setting out from the ashes of her village, Kiera has kept her mind on the quest and her eyes on the dragon—never wondering about the mysterious token guiding her every step. But the fates don't bestow gifts lightly, and a dragon might not be the most dangerous threat to the realm.

Kiera gives herself over to the power of the stone, hoping for answers, but all she discovers is that trouble may be closer than she feared. For the enemy has many faces, and true friends seem harder and harder to find. With dragon fire scorching the horizons, the gang finds themselves faced with a terrible choice. One that may change the very course of history.
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BE CAREFUL WHO YOU trust. Even the devil was once an angel.

––––––––
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Chapter 1
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“Kiera!”

The voice lifted out of the ether, rousing the young woman and making a painful crease between her eyes. She didn’t know how it was she’d ended up beside the river, both hands planted on the ground in front of her, as though she’d been dropped from the sky. The last thing she could remember was stumbling wearily into the tent, but even that had become somehow distorted. Like she’d already left the waking world. Like the voice in the distance was calling her back to a dream.

She lifted herself slowly, feeling like someone had dropped a boulder upon her head.

The sky was bright gold, caught in the parting flush of a summer sunset. The mist rose high off the river and a million tiny particles reflected the waning light, making it seem as if the entire shoreline had been doused in the same magical dust. To look up was lovely. To look down was mud.

“Seven hells,” she muttered, prying her hands slowly from the seep.

It was a gentle place, they had come. The hills melted softly into the fields, and the fields melted softly into the river. Whichever way you looked, the world was carpeted in either flowers or grass. All except the place she was lying. The earth had been carved deeper there, drenched with a pooling of last season’s rain and thick with a layer of sludge.

“Kiera!”

It was Jesse, she could hear him better now. Judging from the sound of his voice, clipped and breathless, he was moving at a quick pace—combing the countryside to find her. At that point, she was surprised he hadn’t shifted. The others would no doubt be searching as well.

She pulled herself up higher, flinging drops of stagnant water from her sleeves. The one patch of mud in all the low countries, and she’d landed flat on her face.

Disgusting.

A belated chill had begun to take hold, seeping through the layers of her clothes. Her long hair was tangled and slick with grime, and she was painfully aware that having submerged herself so completely, at least part of the general stench had to be coming from her.

And from this.

Her eyes tightened with another wince, sweeping the crater that had claimed her.

She had assumed it was a quirk of geography—the jagged hollow left by a tree felled in a storm, or perhaps the scrape of a boat as it was dragged onto the shore. But it was more deliberate than that. It was too finely cut a shape. She lifted to her feet and rotated slowly around, trying to get the full picture. It took a few tries, then in a single heartbeat, all the color drained from her face.

It wasn’t a dream. I am standing in the proof.

This is the print of a dragon.

Jesse found her a moment later, windswept and utterly relieved.

“There you are!” he exclaimed, taking a second to find her beneath the mud. “I’ve been calling for ages. What did we tell you about wandering off!?’’

She stared up at him, wide-eyed and open-mouthed.

Don’t you see it?

“Did you find her?” The fae arrived a moment later, the silver gleam of a knife clutched in his hand. He stopped at the edge of the grass, looking as relieved as Jesse and personally offended by the mud. “What are you doing down there? And what did we tell you about wandering off?”

She forced in a breath, reeling with shock. “I was just—”

There was a gust of wind, and the vampire appeared among them. Oddly enough, he was the only one to notice the print. But he dismissed it just as fast.

“Kiera, stop playing games,” he chided. “Some of us were having supper.”

Unbelievable!

She made a strangled sound of frustration, somewhere between a profanity and a scream, but the vampire’s attention had already been diverted to the twin crescents on his lover’s neck.

“Mi lios,” he murmured apologetically, “I didn’t think it was so hard.”

“It wasn’t so hard,” Eden said dismissively, pocketing the knife. “It was fine.”

The vampire stepped closer, his brow furrowed in concern. “Can I get you something for the pain?”

She threw out her hands, gesturing to the massive footprint that encased her with something that bordered on hysteria. If it wasn’t so terribly serious, she might have thought they were all playing a joke. She might have thought she was still dreaming. But the day had stretched long, the sun was slipping into the distance, and each one of them was turned inward to their own troubles.

“There is no pain,” Eden was insisting, tilting his chin obligingly as the vampire’s long fingers found those bloody marks on his neck. “Please, stop your fuss—”

“Oh, were you talking about his neck?” Jesse asked in false surprise, his eyes sparking with mischief. “I thought it was something else.”

The immortals paused, then Evander turned with a glare.

“Shall I show you?” he asked dangerously.

Eden cast him a quick look. “That’s a strange threat.”

The vampire shook his head, looking abruptly unsettled. “Yes, I didn’t really think it through.” He tapped Eden lightly on the chest. “That is your doing, I’m sure. I’ve been drinking too much of your blood—”

“Are you blind?!”

The others glanced down in surprise, as Kiera actually stomped in frustration, waving her arms like a lunatic and flinging splashes of mud from her hair.

“Look. Down.”

There was a beat of silence, as their eyes found it at the same time.

For a moment, all three of them just stood there. No talking, no expression. No idea what might come next. 

Then Jesse stepped back with a shiver, tightening the clasp of his cloak. “What did we tell you about making scary footprints in the dark?”

*   *   *
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“I CANNOT BELIEVE IT would be this far south,” Eden said for the third time, staring pensively into the forest. “We started over a hundred leagues from here. And what of the desert?”

After hauling Kiera unceremoniously from the crater and making a tense sweep of the forest to scan for additional tracks, the friends had moved their camp farther into the forest. For a full twenty minutes, they’d argued about whether it was safe to light a fire. But between her intense shivering and the estimated ‘age of the print’, they’d decided to go ahead and risk it.

Jesse’s bright eyes found her across the flames. “Maybe it’s following you,” he said quietly. “There isn’t a single person who’s stumbled upon the creature and lived. You’ve happened upon it twice. Two separate villages...you survived.”

It was Evander who answered. “Is that likely? Has a dragon ever done such a thing?”

At that point, she wasn’t sure if either were teasing. But given the fact that she’d spent the last hour scrubbing river brine from her hair, she wasn’t in the mood for suggestions either way.

“Would that be so strange?” she challenged. “A monstrous creature mysteriously sparing my life, then stalking me across the realm?” She flashed a caustic glare. “Maybe it’s in love with me.”

The vampire met her gaze, but wisely chose to hold his tongue.

“At any rate, it was not the dragon who led me here,” she continued, reaching instinctively into her pocket. “It was the stone.”

Her fingers wrapped around it immediately, finding the seam running down the middle and curling it into her palm. They were never far away, the pair of them. She was startled to discover, she now thought of them as two separate entities—instead of a carefree girl who’d been gifted a charm.

“It looks different than when you showed me earlier.” Eden spoke softly, leaning closer for a better look. “The blue is nearly gone—it looks almost like glass.” He studied it a moment longer, not knowing what to make of this, then lifted his eyes to her face. “Tell me what happened.”

She drew in a steadying breath, trying to sort through the story herself. “I was having a dream. But different than a dream, more like...a trance. It led me to the river. I saw each of you.” She paused, remembering the bloody crowns. “...you were not well.”

There had only been two sets of footprints on the shore that evening. One massive track, left by the dragon, and her own stumbling towards it. The men had knelt in silence beside the edge, seen the precise spot where her boots had slipped and she’d fallen inside. There was nothing else beside it—as though the dragon had touched down a single foot, and lifted back into the skies.

“Alright, well...what are we going to do about it?”

She lifted her head in surprise, staring across the flames.

It was in those moments, she loved Jesse more than ever. The way he so easily adapted and stayed the course. The way he’d started framing every problem in terms of a collective we. A problem shared. She rarely knew how to respond. No one had ever done that for her before.

He spoke again before anyone could answer.

“Why don’t we just get rid of it?” A hush of silence fell over the camp, as the others turned to him incredulously. He met their gaze, then shrugged. “Throw it in the woods. Problem solved.”

Eden stared a second longer, then turned to Kiera. “You asked me once why I despise the world of men...”

The soft-spoken words still managed to carry, but Jesse was completely unashamed.

“I’m serious, Eden. It glows and burns, it leads her to monsters. If this is dangerous for her to be carrying, then I don’t care if it’s some celestial talisman, I don’t want it hanging around her neck. Throw it into the forest, bury it at the base of a mountain...and let us be done.”

The stone went cold in her fingers, like it had somehow heard.

I don’t think it’s that simple.

Like an echo of her own thoughts, the fae shook his head slowly, his lovely face flickering in the light of the fire. “I don’t think it’s that simple.”

Jesse’s eyes flashed and he pointed an accusatory finger. “Put it on your own neck, then.”

Eden glanced over without thinking, his eyes finding the stone. For a fleeting moment, that ancient blue seemed to stir again in the center. Then he turned his face away.

“It was not given to me,” he said simply. “It was given to her.” He glanced again towards the river. “And it led you here...why?”

The friends glanced around the marshy bank. 

Evander flicked at one of the reeds. “...perhaps it wanted you to bathe.”

Most days, she would have savaged him with threats. Most days, she would have recruited the others to drown him, as she stood laughing upon the shore. But whether or not the dream had officially ended, she hadn’t fully awoken from it just yet.

“We cannot yet sail to the badlands,” she murmured, saying the words before she’d given them any conscious thought. “We need to go somewhere else first...”

She leapt to her feet a second later, ignoring their joint looks of astonishment, as she began rummaging in Jesse’s pack. Her fingers closed down upon the familiar parchment and she pulled it to the surface—smoothing it on the ground, before jabbing her finger into a particular spot.

“We must go here instead.”

The others leaned forward, gazing down at the map.

It hadn’t been hard to find—the valley was wide and encompassed a huge swath of the low country. The coast bordered the furthest edge, while the bottom ended in the dwarven mines and the northern most point rose into towering mountains crusted in snow. It wasn’t far from where they had been traveling. It was the quickest and most direct route to the western sea.

There was only one problem. The place in question had already been banned.

Eden took a single look, then his eyes flew to the vampire. Jesse was merely tense and uncertain. Evander had gone very still. For a long time, he stared at the parchment.

“Why?” he asked softly. “You have no reason.”

“You have no reason for avoiding it,” she countered. “At least none that you’ve shared.”

The fae glanced again between them, easing forward involuntarily, as though he wanted to angle himself in between. Twice, he tried to get Evander’s attention. But those eyes came up blank.

“We have all indulged each other without reason,” he answered quietly. “Since embarking upon this journey, we have all acted upon faith. Why must it be this valley—”

“Your friend told me to be open to this,” she interrupted, holding up the stone. “He told me it’s a guide, meant to illuminate the path. It led me here and I’m telling you with all the certainty I can muster...we must go into that valley. That is my reason. What is his?”

Eden tensed, then glanced again at Evander.

He didn’t tell you. You don’t know.

The vampire braced beneath the weight of their combined stares, wishing so desperately that instead of that particular place, she’d pointed to literally any other. His lips parted with a look of profound hesitation before he looked at the fae—speaking under his breath.

“Can they not go together? Can we not meet them on the other side?”

Eden stared back helplessly, wishing so desperately he could make it so. “No, we cannot,” he answered softly. “We are a fellowship, playing with forces too great for any of us to understand. If Kiera is being led somewhere by a powerful magical token, I cannot deny her that because you wish to avoid the valley...for reasons I don’t understand myself.”

Evander looked at him in silence, his dark eyes reflecting the flames.

“Why do you not wish to go?” Jesse asked bluntly.

Kiera tensed, then glanced swiftly between them. She couldn’t’ believe he would ask the question so directly. Neither could Evander, because he merely stared in shock.

When the silence could stretch no longer, he finally forced himself to speak.

“It is a personal matter—”

“Eden is right,” Jesse interrupted, “we are a fellowship. We have no secrets here.”

The vampire lifted his chin. “You have no secrets?” he challenged. “The boy without a home? The wolf without a pack?”

Jesse hesitated, then decided to come clean. “Has Eden already told you the story of my brother? How he was murdered and I was banished on pain of death for killing the men responsible?”

Eden shook his head quickly behind him. Evander refused to give anything away.

“...maybe.”

“Then we have no secrets,” Jesse concluded. “Why do you wish to avoid the valley?”

The vampire stared a second longer, then let out a defeated sigh. It was an unusual emotion for him. No matter what the situation they found themselves in, he was always so contained. But a mere look at the valley had unraveled him, erasing those immortal centuries until he suddenly looked very much his age. A beautiful man in his early twenties. Unable to meet his friends’ eyes.

“Not long before we met, I was travelling in the valley—on my way to the villages along the western shore. I met an old man in the woods...a man unlike anything I’d ever seen.”

“Another sorcerer?” Kiera pressed softly.

He shook his head, eyes on the fire. “No, something much older. We got to speaking, and the things he said—” He cut off suddenly, like the words had been torn from his throat. “I promised myself I would never return.”

It was quiet for a while, then Jesse leaned forward.

“Did he threaten you?” he asked, gentle but firm. “Did he threaten to harm you if you met again? Is there an actual danger for you if we return?”

Evander tensed, then shook his head. “I would not call it such.”

“Then we are going to the valley,” the shifter declared.

A flash of anger lit the vampire’s eyes.

“Because Kiera’s rock told her so?” he asked sharply.

Jesse stared a prolonged moment, then flashed her a sideways glance. “Sweetheart, it really does sound terrible when he says it like that—”

“Yes, because my rock told me so.” She slipped the stone into her pocket, determined to save face. “It also says we should probably get some fish for dinner. Some of us have not yet eaten.”

*   *   *
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ALTHOUGH IT WAS PROBABLY unwise to leave them alone, Evander and Jesse left the fire soon after and retired into the tent—leaving the fae to conduct the first watch. He was in no hurry to do so. The fire was still bright and the day seemed reluctant to end. Too much had happened. He was still spinning beneath the weight of it. A single look at Kiera, told him he wasn’t the only one.

“Where is your head?” he asked after a long silence. She glanced up and they shared a little smile. “I can usually get a read on you. But tonight, you seem worlds away.”

Not worlds. Just over the next mountain.

“I can’t get your friends out of my head,” she admitted with a grin. “Trystan and Sanna. Tiny Leo. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to forget.” She paused a moment. “You were all soldiers?”

He nodded calmly, eyes on the flames.

“Yes, for a time. My people have a saying...felia tarsec ne rowe, mia sankering te votev niressa. Every fae is a warrior, they just busy themselves in between.”

Over the years, Kiera had heard that exact saying more times than she could count. While the fae probably meant it one way, the people she’d grown up with heard it another. There was a great comfort in the words. A protection. Like those silver bows were never far from their hands.

“It is not the natural state for my people,” Eden continued softly. “None of us wanted to be there. But at the time, it was necessary. Trystan left the moment he could, right after Stalle. The day those bells started ringing, he got on his horse and rode to the middle of the country. Built himself a house, found himself a wife. Made himself a family. He was brighter than I’d seen in a long while.”

She smiled faintly, remembering when his friend had confided the same thing.

“A happy family,” she murmured. “Where I come from, happy families are in short supply.”

Eden merely nodded and stared into the fire. Since they’d left, he’d been willing to speak about so many things, but it was those things he kept silent that she caught her interest most.

“Tell me of your parents,” she said curiously. “You never speak of such things.”

“And it is rude to ask—”

“Tell me of your mother,” she pressed, sensing this might be the easier path.

“My mother...” He warmed in spite of himself, softening and brightening all in the same instant. “My mother was like the moon on a gentle night. All silvers and whispers and shine. We would often go walking late in the forest. She would spirit me from my bed, teach me the names of the flowers, the trees, the stars.” His smile stilled, then faded. “She was killed in a raid. I was five.”

Kiera stared back in silence, the breath caught in her chest. “I’m so sorry,” she murmured. “And your father?”

Eden glanced up suddenly, as if the question had caught him by surprise. “My father lives.”

He stood up a moment later—slinging the bow over his shoulder and pacing away into the night. She stared after him until he vanished, then picked herself off the ground.

Goodnight, Eden.

The others were already settling down for bed by the time she got into the tent. Whatever quarrels might have set them apart earlier had been laid to rest, and instead of the cold silence she’d been expecting, the vampire nodded in greeting and the shifter pulled her in for a sudden kiss.

Then he leaned back, and started braiding.

“What’s this?” she asked in surprise, pulling back with a smile.

He tugged her closer, adding a strand of his own hair into the weave. “I don’t want you wandering off,” he answered with a grin, lowering them awkwardly onto the bed as his fingers continued fluttering. “You’d be absorbing some celestial instructions, while a coyote made you his dinner. Best we stick together until we know what we’re dealing with.”

There was a little pause.

“Are you okay with that?”

She blushed with a grin. “I’m okay with that.”

On some strange instinct, they both looked automatically to Evander—who rolled his eyes and turned immediately to face the opposite wall.

“I’m sorry,” he said caustically, “did you wish me to add my hair as well?”
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Chapter 2
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Once the decision had been made to cut across the valley, the friends did everything they could to put it from their minds. There was still a week of travel between them, and no one seemed particularly eager to broach the subject. Not given the look on the vampire’s face.

While Evander may have confessed to having an unsettling conversation, it quickly became clear that none of them would ever know precisely what was said. Aside from the general mystery, that left them with nothing to do but stew in the possibility of what might be unsettling to a vampire.

Despite the smiles and sunshine, it was a question that rarely left their minds.

“Perhaps it was a sorcerer after all, and he just didn’t tell us.” Jesse was speculating a few days later, whispering in Kiera’s ear. The sun had sunk deep in the afternoon sky, and they’d fallen in pace a little way behind the rest. “Perhaps it was a prophet, with a future he didn’t want to hear.”

Her eyes flashed up the trail, settling on the vampire’s dark hair.

“Perhaps you should ask him,” she hissed, motioning for him to be quiet. “Or perhaps Evan could just wave his hand and remind you that he can definitely hear everything you have to say.”

The vampire lifted a choice finger, never glancing back.

In the days that they’d been walking, he’d grown increasingly withdrawn. At first, it was only with his mortal companions. He was distant with them on the best of days, but now, he barely made an effort to speak at all. But it wasn’t long before he started to shut out the fae as well.

Instead of walking side by side, as had become their habit, there was space between them on the trail. At first merely an arm’s length, then it began to get farther. No matter how many times Eden tried to strike up a conversation, the vampire would smile dismissively and nod. No matter how many times the fae curled towards him in the night, both arms remained tightly folded.

It had been a startling transformation, one that caused Kiera no small degree of guilt. But for one of the first times, the fae didn’t seem to notice. His attention had been drawn somewhere else.

“What is it?” Jesse called ahead. “Did you see something?”

The fae had come to a sudden halt at the crest of the trail, staring with a peculiar expression into the forest. He didn’t answer right away, but stood there listening—as if the song he’d been following had gone quiet. Twice, his eyes swept the woods. Three times. Then he shook his head.

“No...I suppose not.”

They continued onwards, venturing further up the trail.

Whatever was troubling the fae continued to plague his every step, but the others were not so sensitive to things and remained blissfully immune. The day stretched longer as they chatted and teased each other along the path—dodging pockets of nettles and scampering up the rocks, stealing bites of apples and stretching stories until they cracked. Even Evander had chuckled quietly at some joke before leaving them to circle the curve of a mountain and search for the easiest route ahead.

Eden stared after him with worried eyes, on the verge of calling him back.

“You are jumping at shadows,” Jesse chided good-naturedly, offering out a flask of water as he sunned upon the rocks. “You are making me feel like I should be doing the same.”

The fae nodded mutely, but found himself unable to smile. His arm reached halfway for the water before falling distractedly to his side. Jesse paced over kindly and pressed it into his hand.

“I’m serious,” he murmured. “There is nothing alive in these woods.”

A breeze stirred up around them, then quieted just as fast.

“That is what troubles me.”

They milled about in silence for a while longer, trying to reclaim some of that former levity, trying to shake off the fae’s misgivings and ignore how oppressive that silence had become. It wasn’t the easiest task. Especially because they were starting to have those same misgivings themselves.

Eden’s right...there’s something wrong with this place.

There was nothing overt, rather the lack of things expected. The desolate chill to the air, which should have been warm with sunshine. The unsettling quiet that had overtaken the natural chorus of woodland sounds. She watched as the fae drifted away from them, those impossibly bright eyes fixed upon the green spaces in between the trees. Instead of tracking his reasoning, it was easier to follow the emotion. At first, he was merely searching. Whatever it was, he did not find it.

“Come,” he murmured, venturing onward, “Evander will find us along the trail.”

They continued forward, staying close together on the path.

After a few more minutes, they were startled by a pair of foxes sprinting in the opposite direction. A few minutes after that, they came across a grove of hemlock that had withered to the root. Then it was a riverbed—a ribbon of parched earth, where a stream had run not long before.

They stopped then, too unsettled to continue any further.

Packs were discarded in silence as they waited for the vampire. When Jesse leaned against a pine, it cracked deep inside, like he had struck it. He shuddered and straightened quickly to his feet.

“The light has gone out of this place,” Eden murmured, glancing with a faint frown towards the sky. “Even the trees...I cannot hear them.”

Kiera threw him a sideways look.

Filing THAT away for later.

He crossed over to the pine and ran his hand along the lower branches, the way a healer might examine one who was sick. A flicker of confusion swept across his face, paired with an instant concern. Whatever he’d been expecting to find had long since departed, replaced with a barren chill.

Evander appeared a moment later, flushed with a windswept grin. “It’s lovely in these woods,” he declared. “We should stay the night.”
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