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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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https://www.wjmaybooks.com
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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
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COME TO ME...

After Liv is nearly abducted through a magical portal in the woods outside Brita, the gang abandons their plan to settle, and instead, barricades themselves behind the gates. But the city is overrun with people who’ve come for the Rites, and a drunken crowd of Vikings is a terrible place to hide. As the festival builds to a dramatic conclusion, the place is like a powder keg, and only the gods know when it might ignite.

The end of their journey may be in sight, but the gang has come to a crossroads. The promise of a simple life is beckoning, but the Fates have other plans. The discovery of an ancient prophecy changes everything, except that portal is still beckoning, creeping into dreams and whispering into ears.

The seasons are changing, and the bells are ringing in the citadel. Two futures are calling, and one of them ends in flames. When the moment of decision comes, will Liv and her friends escape the danger that's overrun the city? Or will they learn the age-old lesson: you can't outrun the Fates.
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Chapter 1
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Erik

It probably should have scared me.

Looking back on it later, that was one of the things I remember most. There I was, standing in a wood at night, waist-deep in freezing water. I’d been lured there by a disembodied voice, and now, as I reached for the moonlit waves, I realized there was something beneath me, reaching back. It should have scared me. It should have sent me screaming.

Yet, never in my life have I felt such peace.

The bonfire was gone. The festival, forgotten. So quickly it must have happened, yet those quiet moments in the darkness seemed to last forever, swelling and suspending, coddling and swaying, stringing themselves in a single, unending breath. There was just the moon, and the pool, and the dark, and I was wrapped up in all of it.

I wasn’t scared.

I felt like I’d come home.

*   *   *
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WHERE’S LIV?

It seemed to me later, when I was stretched beneath a threadbare blanket, playing it all back in my head, there was never a moment that night when I stopped asking the question. Even when I didn’t give it breath, it was always ringing in my mind. And I gave it breath, without hesitation. By the time the last of the bonfires had crumbled to ash, I must have asked a hundred times.   

Where is she? Where has she gone?

It didn’t strike me immediately—I’d always hate myself for that. Between the dancing and the ale, the churning crowds and the smoke rising from the fire, it took some time to realize she was even missing. I remember curling my fingers, smiling absently at the driftwood fire, before closing them upon sudden, jarring emptiness, and realizing she was no longer holding my hand.

My head whipped back and forth, not finding her.

“Liv?” I spoke aloud, but the sound was swallowed by the festive din.

The same youths who’d kindled the bonfires had just reappeared and dumped an armful of new logs on top. They crashed, and sparked blue, and a hundred people lifted their voices in delight, leaping to the sky in what felt like slow motion, before their feet pounded back against the ground.

I stood alone amidst the churn of movement, a sole point of stillness.

The sight should have been a happy one, the kind one came to expect from a festival. The kind one found themselves joining without thought, a single voice and a single people, throwing praises to the gods. Yet sounds and colors dimmed, and the spectacle faded from my eyes.

I was looking for a particular girl, one who should have been dancing with all the rest. 

Where are you?

I stood there dumbly a few seconds longer, scanning manically through the crowd, before my eyes fell upon Sage and Hadrian, standing not far away. She was leaning contentedly against his chest, his arms circled round her, tapping absentmindedly on his wrist the same rhythm of the fiddles. The flames were high, and though the crowd was thick, they stood in an untouched pocket.

Both were glazed and smiling. That stopped when they saw me.

“I can’t find Liv,” I blurted before they’d properly turned.

Sage’s eyes widened in silent acknowledgment, as Hadrian stared blankly back. They had been indulging in the festivities like all the rest, but only to the extent of our limited budget and the fact it would probably be better if people didn’t notice who we were. The crowd had grown messy and unbalanced around them, but their balance was good and their eyes were clear. Hadrian glanced around a second later, as if despite the rising panic in my chest, I might have simply missed her.

There was nothing, just bodies and flames.

“Where did you last—”

“She was right next to me,” I interrupted, past all manners now. “She was right next to me, standing right over there. And now suddenly, she’s gone.”

Just a few days before, the girl I loved had been trampled by a boar. Before that, some hateful spirit had coaxed her to the edge of a cliff. I’d kept a hand on her nearly every moment since—despite her repeatedly slapping me for it. I couldn’t imagine how at this moment, of all the untimely moments, she’d somehow vanished from my sight. It was not random or accidental.

I saw only conspiracy.

‘Calm down.’

There was a chance Sage sensed this.

“I am calm,” I countered, whirling in a tight circle at the same time, in case my lovely witch appeared from some corner I’d otherwise overlooked. I should have made her change into the new dress we’d bought earlier, a distinctive robin’s egg blue. She was still wearing earthen colors, ripped to rags, and the smoke painted everything the same. “Did you two not hear what I said?”

“We heard you,” Hadrian answered quietly, searching as well. He grew steady, in moments of tumult. This was something I was coming to understand. Perhaps it had been all his time spent on horseback. “You were just over there? You were holding her hand?”

Each question was light, but directed. They’d been there with the boar, on the cliff. They had the same triggers as me. But they were not so quick to fear the worst. We weren’t stranded with beasts in the middle of nowhere, but at a festival crammed with the most hospitable people in the world. There was a chance she had simply wandered. Gods knew she’d done it enough times before.

This is different. I would have seen that.

“I should have tied her to my wrist,” I muttered in reply, straining past my height to get a better view of the crowd. More people seemed to have flooded into the woods in just the time we’d been speaking. There was no end to them, everywhere one looked was writhing bodies and slashing smiles. A tavern maid caught me looking and made eyes, but I’d already moved past her, scanning in a useless circle. Eventually, I simply grabbed the Rider by the arm. “Come on, we must find her.”

Without having any idea which direction to look, I picked one at random and headed away from the fire, towing Hadrian and Sage along with me. It wasn’t easy working against the crowd, no sooner could we take a step than at least three people were pressing against us. Most of them never even noticed. Some of them spilled drinks and laughed, thinking it a game. By the time we reached the other side, there wasn’t a single one of us who wasn’t drenched in a significant helping of ale.

And still...there was nothing.

“Liv!” I shouted, cupping both hands around my mouth.

Hadrian’s arm flew out to stop me as Sage cast a terrified look around, but they needn’t have worried. Yes, it might have been foolish to call, but there wasn’t a person in the world who was going to hear me. This included the girl I was looking for, the one with the troublesome bird who tended to wander. The one I was going to unceremoniously murder the instant I found her again.

“This can’t be happening,” I muttered, shaking my head. “Not again.”

Sage made a few gestures beside me, but I was too distracted to notice. Hadrian translated for her, stepping deliberately into my line of sight. “Did she mention anything?” he asked. “Wanting to sit down for a spell, or find a drink? We’ve been dancing a long time, maybe she—”

“No, that isn’t—” I caught myself suddenly, hands fisting into my hair. It felt like I was always doing this, always asking the same question. Always looking for the same beautiful eyes, thinking some force beyond my control had done her harm. “She wouldn’t just leave, not like this.”

Hadrian stared for a moment without speaking, like he was scrolling past all the things he’d decided not to say. I was being paranoid. I was being possessive. I was talking good sense.

At last, he merely nodded.

“Then we’ll find her.”

It was a kindness I’d think on later. At the time, there was nothing but panic.

“Hurry,” I replied, seizing his sleeve once again. Another thing I would remember later, but he followed along without a word. Sage trailed behind us, glancing occasionally over her shoulder in case we missed something in the trees. “The bonfires will last for hours, and they’ll be sacrificing until dawn. We’ll need to find her before the families bed down, and the woods are overrun.”

And take her...where?

I’d made no plan for nightfall. I’d made no plans concerning the festival at all. When the dark fell heavy, we’d be just one of hundreds looking for somewhere to sleep in a place already packed with more than its share. The forest would be crammed with drunks and late-night revelers, no place for a woman. The city itself, while packed with taverns, had likely been booked for days.

It made me deeply uneasy, in direct contradiction to how I was raised. Spontaneity was saved for bards and the battlefield, and one must make preparations for themselves in between.

Not that it mattered. I’d already lost the girl.

“This way,” I murmured, though it was unlikely anyone could hear me. “She might have returned to the storytellers, or perhaps...perhaps to sacrifice a dove.”

I’d already bled one bird myself, though not a drop had landed on the altars. My offering had been meant to serve a different purpose, and I was still wearing the ash on my cheeks. By the time I’d returned to the bonfire and found the rest of them, I’d half-thought Liv had already seen through me. She’d looked at me so strangely, and between the smell of the incense and the heat of the flames, my excuses had been better fit for a child. Instead of answering her questions, I’d simply demanded a dance and ignored everything beyond. She’d gone with me willingly. Trustingly.

And now she was gone.

Of course she’s gone. Haven’t you been warned?

An eerie voice crackled in my ears and I stopped abruptly short, causing the others to tangle behind me. My head was ringing and my eyes were wild. The night air had chilled as we stepped into the forest, heavy with smoke and pine, but I smelled only scorched feathers and blood. In a kind of daze, I lifted a hand to my face, my own fingers feeling rough and strange on my skin. Hadrian was saying something, but I couldn’t hear over the crowd. Sage was nodding along, signing. And then—

“LIV!”

I was running before the echo faded as the name was still leaving my mouth. It had only been for the briefest of moments. I couldn’t even say with confidence that it was her. And yet, I would know that shape and those eyes anywhere. In total darkness, on the edge of my dreams.

My feet quickened as I barreled forward, unconcerned with anyone who might have been unfortunate to cross into my path. There were shouts and angry voices, threats and waving fists, but by the time they saw what had happened, I’d already streaked past. She’d been right there, beside an overturned barrel. I’d seen the tips of her fingers grazing the wood as she tilted a dreamy smile towards the sky. It was the smile that almost stopped me. Perhaps she truly was wandering, deciding to take in more of the festival. Perhaps this was an overreaction, come from trauma and ale. I tripled my pace regardless—that desiccated voice still haunting me, needing to see it for myself.

There was a split second, I thought she might have turned—

“Streð mik!”

The ground slipped out from beneath me, as I collided with a cloaked figure at such terrible velocity, I felt the cave of it in my ribs. At last, something great enough not to give way. Pain blossomed and my senses scattered. My fingertips touched the ground for balance, and I was still staggering to my feet, gasping slightly for breath, when two hands seized my collar, pulling me the rest of the way. The world steadied a second later, and I found myself staring into the face of a man.

Staring up into the face of a man. And on second thought, man was being generous.

“Have you gone mad?” he shouted, inches from my face. The force of the collision had knocked back his hood, revealing a balding pate and a beard grown double to make up the length. A pair of beady eyes found mine in the dark. “What has possessed you, running around like that?”

I blinked, thinking this a very good question. “Sorry,” I panted, straining without thought against his grasp. A laughable sight to be sure, like a child tugging against their parent’s grip. “But I must—”

“You’re sorry,” he scoffed, not seeming to notice my efforts. A hand came up to his face, cradling a misshapen jaw. “I could have lost a tooth.”

Yes, in my skull.

Hadrian and Sage caught up with us a second later, drawing up short when they saw the creature that had captured me. There was a fleeting moment it looked like they might challenge him anyway, before they reconsidered at the same time, and took a very deliberate step back.

“He’s drunk,” the Rider called from a safer distance. “You have our apologies.”

The man lifted his eyes before returning to mine. “You’re not drunk.”

I chopped my hands down upon his, hoping to break that impossible grasp. She was there, I was sure of it. Only a moment had passed, there was still time. If this wretched ox would release me!

“Let me go,” I panted, thrashing against him. “Let me go—I must get by!”

He watched with a slightly puzzled expression, head tilting to the side.

“He’s addled,” Hadrian clarified, shaking his head sadly. He and Sage were still lingering a few paces away, though his eyes were sharp and a hand drifted to his blade. “We thought it kind to bring him to the festival, allow him to make peace before the gods.” He paused a little, proceeding with caution. “We’ll just be taking him back now—”

But the man was no longer listening. Something had changed over the last few seconds and those beady eyes fixed on mine with unnerving attention, like a predator who believed it had caught one thing before realizing abruptly it was something else. His fingers were still curled around my collar and his face was so close, I smelt his sour breath upon my face. There was a horrifying second, I thought he might actually bite me. He did something nearly as strange. At the last possible second, he leaned closer, sniffing blindly at the side of my face.

I froze perfectly still, every other thought temporarily displaced. When he pulled back, his eyes were closed, but they opened soon after, lighting with a peculiar kind of triumph.

“Ah...but you’ve had quite a night, haven’t you?”

What?

The others shared an unseen glance, as I stiffened in his hands. He was smiling. It didn’t seem to fit his face. Yet there was something undeniably keen in his expression. Despite his size and weapons, despite his reason for offence, it was this keenness that filled me with a sudden dread.

“Let me go,” I said more clearly, having decided my delay and captivity to have been payment in kind. “That is the last time I will ask you.”

He chuckled then, a low, rasping sound. Instead of answering directly, he merely tightened his fingers on my cloak, pulling me just a hair closer, as he leaned down his great head in confidence.

“I have done as you did,” he spoke in a lowered voice, like we shared some secret, “I have knocked upon that door myself. It’s a desperate man who goes to such places, looking for answers.”

How did...?

I felt my face go white as my fingers lifted once again to my cheek. It was a reflex, one I would have taken care to hide, if my wits hadn’t been so completely scattered. I realized now, why he’d been sniffing me, and nearly choked again on a sudden resurgence of blood and burnt feathers.

“You’re...” I stopped myself, unable to say he was wrong. Instead, I pulled once more against that impossible grip. “You are speaking nonsense. Release me at once.”

“Let him go,” Hadrian called from behind me, closer now. I was unable to turn, but didn’t imagine the warning in his voice. “He was running too quickly, we have no quarrel with you.”

The man gave him a look before returning to me. “Nonsense, is it?” he asked in a purr. “Is that what those words are to you?”

It was such a different voice than the one he’d used to speak with before, I found myself momentarily undone, the same as when he’d smelled me. Those eyes of his had looked small and beady in the dark, a kind of trollish portrait. But they flickered now something that hadn’t been there before. Unable to answer, I tried to step back, only to be locked in place by the collar. My pulse jumped and my hand was itching for my blade, but strange as it was, I was suddenly convinced this would be no help to me. I drew in a quiet breath, forcing myself to meet his eyes.

“Release me,” I answered, nearly a whisper.

He ignored this and smiled again, like we were two dear friends, reunited after a long separation. In the space between words, I could hear my own breathing, the sound of my heart.

And then, something else.

‘...a golden crown, in beak and talon...struck dead in breathless flight...”

A silent gasp caught in my throat, torn from somewhere deeper inside. We stood in a dark clearing, hordes of people and smoke-filled trees on every side, yet for a moment, I heard it so clearly—that desiccated voice crackling in my ears. A hundred lifetimes, I’d never stop hearing it.

The man’s eyes glinted in the moonlight as he tilted his large head. “I can see it has unsettled you.”

A kind of jolt went through me, and I wrenched myself violently from his hands. In the same precise moment, he decided to release me—sending me staggering backwards into Hadrian, before I once again found my feet. Two hands came up to catch me, and it was only through their steadiness, I realized I was trembling. Trembling without any hope of being able to stop.

It can’t be possible. Such things are mere stories.

And yet...?

“I told you,” I panted, feeling each breath catch in my chest, “I must go.”

Instead of answering, he merely lifted his eyes to the canopy. We had neared the edge of the woods, close to the adjoining meadow, and there were gaps in the tree cover large enough to see the sky. It had been a boon for the festival, all the merriment lit prettily by the light of the moon. But it wasn’t the moon, or the stars, or even the approaching clouds that had captured his attention.

It was the outline of a hawk, soaring far overhead.

No!

My lips opened in silent horror as my eyes followed its direction. No doubt, not far below, a beautiful girl was making her way across the grass. It seemed impossible this could have anything to do with the man standing in front of me, but when my eyes lowered, he was staring at me again.

“There’s no point in running, boy.” He spoke almost kindly, gazing at me with a distant pity that sent chills racing up my spine. “One way or another, it will catch up with you.”

What kindly god it was who stopped me from screaming, I never knew. Most likely, it was one of the goddesses. Our gods are not kindly. Nor do they help terror-stricken mortals at feasts.

Without stopping to answer, I grabbed my friends and sprinted in the opposite direction, away from the forest and the fires, and towards the moonlit meadow. The sounds of the festival grew dim behind me. I was ripping off Hadrian’s arm. Yet for everything, I kept moving forward.

For a long time after, I heard the man laughing.

Dear gods...don’t let me be too late!
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Chapter 2
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Liv

I could have been so happily dreaming when I stepped into the water. It was near freezing, with the winter storms only a few weeks away, yet I was in such a state as to barely feel it’s cool embrace. I remember it seeping up my legs and thinking, in a vague afterthought, I probably should have removed my cloak. And my shoes, for that matter. But none of that occurred to me in the moment. There was only the voice. And the water.

And that hand, reaching for mine.

Come to me.

It seemed my entire life had been leading to the very moment. The people I’d known before, the places I’d gone, none of it bore the slightest significance. If anything, I was struck with the notion that I should have come much sooner. What had I been doing, wandering the mountains and wasting my time? Had I really fancied myself a farmer? Those old things fell away like flecks of ash, revealing the glowing core still underneath. This had always been my destination. The bird had told me clearly enough. Even as I thought the word, my eyes lifted to see it flying above me.

Like it felt my gaze, it swooped in a sudden dive and alighted on a rock, tilting its head and studying me with a large golden eye. Over the last few months, I’d grown used to its presence, even coming to think of it as a distant friend. Erik made jokes and said pets were bad for long travel, but since the morning of the king’s birthday, when I’d rescued it from a tangle of brambles and the cruel hands of the village youths, we’d reached a kind of accord. It had landed on the sign post, pointing us to Brita. It had regarded me quite sharply after we’d turned the other way.

Now, it was merely waiting.

But for what, exactly?

For the first time, a flutter of nerves broke through the blissful trance that had led me from the festival. I had been sure of every step, even if I wasn’t quite aware I was taking them. But there in the crystal pool, with the water splashing against me, I felt a sudden tinge of doubt.

“What should I do?” I whispered, staring back at it.

At that point, I would scarcely have been surprised if it opened its beak in speech. But it merely sat there—waiting, as I was—and watching though that golden ring of its eye. I turned back to the water, searching for some answer, for the thing that had brought me, the voice in the flesh.

Given that truth, I shouldn’t have been so surprised to find it.

Oh, gods!

It was like something choreographed in a dance. As my slender fingers reached for the water, I saw the deep reflection of another hand, reaching up for mine. At first, I thought it must have been my own, shining back to me in the silvery moonlight. But while similar, this was larger and stronger, moving with more purpose through the water, like a leaf rising to the sun.

The gasp caught in my throat as my fingers stilled above the water. The inexplicable pull that had drawn me from the festival and into the nearby wilds seemed to swell like the last burst of sunlight before it fell behind the western hills. There was a peace in me unlike anything I’d felt before. And a kind of recognition I didn’t understand until it was looking me in the face.

For there was someone there, inside the water. Amber eyes, familiar as my own. When the voice came again, his lips were moving. I saw at last who’d been calling to me all this time.

‘Liv.’

He was so close, I could almost touch him. Just a few sparing inches hung between our fingers, and that was only because I’d frozen in a kind of shock. My name, in that mouth, with those eyes, had thoroughly undone me. The hawk squawked impatiently, glancing towards the woods.

“I’m here,” I replied, in a voice unlike my own. My breath came hard, and then shallow, as I leaned even closer to the water. Those glittering eyes looked up at me, catching the moonlight, even from the murk. “I don’t understand this. I’ve heard you calling a long while...”

The eyes warmed with a smile, I wondered as to their face.

“Come to me,” he said again, clearer than before.

His fingers stretched upwards, and mine reached towards them. The inches vanished and there was only a breath between us, a single propulsion of thought. I spanned the gap, decided.

“I’m here—”

And that was when everything changed.

An arrow sliced the air, so quick, I might have imagined it. It brought with it a quiet buzzing, then a muffled hiss. The hand that had been reaching so intently for mine drew back with a jerk, pierced at the wrist, as though someone had staked it precisely so. A second later, it vanished.

It all vanished. The voice, the hand, the man with the amber eyes. I found myself staring in a daze, unable to reconcile what must have happened. Then a pair of arms grabbed me by the waist.

“LIV!”

My name again from a very different voice. By the time I lifted my head, I was already falling to the ground, tackled in desperation by a manic Viking—one I might not have recognized were it not for the flying tangle of ivory hair. His hands clenched, and we fell to the ground together; one pinned under the other, and both of us gasping. My head hit the ground, cushioned by a hand.

“Get back!”

Someone else was shouting, I didn’t have the sense to recognize who. There was a raging squawk, as my hawk took off into the air, and then every last semblance of that surreal tranquility was shattered. A pair of footsteps flew into the clearing. I lifted my head slowly from the ground.

“...Erik?”

“It’s all right,” he gasped, though his body screamed the lie. Every inch of it was curled over mine—like we’d been overrun with adversaries, like it was raining and he would keep me dry. “It’s all right, I’ve got you.”

He’s got me.

I blinked in a daze, unsure whether I wanted that or not. By strange instinct, my eyes lifted to the pond and then a little bit further, to the spent arrow lying in the grass. From where I lay, pinned beneath him, I couldn’t see more than the feathers on the shaft. But already, Hadrian was racing towards us, another arrow notched and the bow in question raised to his chin.

“Is she all right?” he called, not daring to take his eyes away from the water. At this point, there was nothing I wanted more in the world than to ask him what he’d seen. “Is she speaking?”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image012.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image010.png
V4
HARMONY

W.]. MAY





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg
THE VININD

)-U\@MHHV

ANV U
w. ] MAY





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.png
B~
>
0.'~ g





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
THE QJEEN N ALPHA NN
w MAY

H\;\I IWLMIM MI?;“I@
AT
it Forer i Mm-;'m. Feiniih i)





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image003.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image004.png
77 usa tonay
BESTSELLING AUTHOR

W.J. MAY |

\\»\ Jontasy o .. )






OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image008.jpg





