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Book I - Rae of Hope is FREE!

BOOK TRAILER: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gILAwXxx8MU

How hard do you have to shake the family tree to find the truth about the past?

Fifteen year-old Rae Kerrigan never really knew her family's history. Her mother and father died when she was young and it is only when she accepts a scholarship to the prestigious Guilder Boarding School in England that a mysterious family secret is revealed.

Will the sins of the father be the sins of the daughter?

As Rae struggles with new friends, a new school and a star-struck forbidden love, she must also face the ultimate challenge: receive a tattoo on her sixteenth birthday with specific powers that may bind her to an unspeakable darkness. It's up to Rae to undo the dark evil in her family's past and have a ray of hope for her future.
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USA TODAY BESTSELLING author, W.J. May, continues the highly anticipated bestselling YA/NA series about love, betrayal, magic and fantasy. 

Learn to fight—it is the only option...

Sometimes the end is only the beginning...

After reaching the great tower of Wren and sending out their message, Kiera and her friends find themselves at a crossroads. War is coming, the armies are gathering, and for the first time since setting out from Farion, not everyone is on the same side.

Spurred by the actions of his father, and a desperate need to protect Evander, Eden wrestles with his loyalties. The wolf is primed for battle, and Kiera finds herself at the center of a revolution she never intended to create. Caught between the pull of two stones, she begins to question things she’d always thought were certain. A sign from the gods could provide the answer, but is she ready to hear what they have to say?

The spark’s been lit, and the fire is spreading. Only the fates know what’s coming next...

Be careful who you trust. Even the devil was once an angel.
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Julius is an old friend...

That was how Eden introduced him. It occurred to Kiera at some point during the evening, the fae could likely introduce any of his friends the same way. Wouldn’t they all be old friends by her comparison? Her eyes swept constantly between them, trying to decide whether she felt or merely imagined they were the same age. It was a skill one was said to develop, over time. The ability to gauge immortal lifespans. Perhaps that time was measured in centuries. They certainly acted the same age, despite the differences between them.

And they certainly acted like old friends.

“Eden, tu esprie!”

The fae were known for their composure, but this one was clearly stunned. He’d boarded a ship himself not long after their departure, leaving the dock before any of the ravens could return, before he could hear the news of whether one of his oldest friends had bled out on the deck.

It was a shock he was managing in pieces.

At times, he would nod along with the conversation, perfectly enigmatic. But every so often, the echoes would catch him, and he’d take a sudden breath, or grab lightly for Eden’s sleeve.

It was heartbreaking to watch from a distance. And impossibly sweet, at the same time.

As for Eden himself, he was apologetic, borderline protective, leading his friend back to the table and beckoning the place by his own. The tapers were low, but still brightly burning. Another chair was dragged to the rest. Of course, that was when everything went quite tragically wrong.

That was when Julius noticed the vampire.

“Maharet!” he cursed, leaping suddenly backwards. It was so quickly done, the chair he’d been reaching for tipped over, yet so graceful, it landed on all feet. He threw his arm across Eden’s chest in the same movement, determined not to lose him twice. “Nankest sa toesa maerkos—”

“I know,” Eden interrupted, stepping hastily between them and catching the man’s gaze. He caught his wrist at the same time, already reaching for a silver blade. “He is here in my company, and at my most insistent request.” He paused to slow things down. “I’ll see no harm comes to him.”

Kiera watched alongside the shifter, both of them sitting rigid at the table.

Maerkos.

Vampire.

It was a word the rest of them hadn’t heard in a long time, not since those first days on the fae ship, when it whispered around corners and slithered up the walls. Eden delighted in calling his lover a vampire, especially when chiding. But for whatever reason, he used the common tongue.

He used the common tongue now, waiting for the surprise to settle. 

And waiting...

As many years as Julius might have been alive, he’d need almost double that time just to recover from the sight of a vampire sitting at a tavern table. It seemed like the beginning of a joke, or a nightmare. And the fact that he was under immortal protection...?

“Eden, di fore—”

“No harm comes to him.”

There wasn’t a trace of menace, but it was a clear warning at the same time. One strong enough to stay the fae’s momentum, though his fingers stayed firmly wrapped around the blade. A look of sheer consternation twisted the handsome lines of his face, and his eyes couldn’t stop darting over Eden’s shoulder, like he was mad to have turned his back.

“Ni stera ne lotus,” he answered in clear defiance, pulling reflexively on the hilt. His bright eyes flashed in the firelight, as he gestured angrily. “Te une issarette di canto, toe mia—”

At that point, Evander lifted his eyebrows, as Eden caught the fae quickly by the elbow and steered him the opposite direction, casting an apologetic look over his shoulder. The vampire merely shook his head, smiling faintly at the floor. Whatever the fae had said must have been truly terrible—though it would probably have never occurred to him that the vampire could understand.

He seemed the kind to have been surprised they could speak at all.

I wonder which word was so unforgivable.

She saw Jesse in her periphery, silently aching to ask.

There were a few awkward moments as the fae conversed quickly at one side of the tavern, their long hair tangling together, as their voices hissed back and forth like swords; while the friends sat around the table in perfect silence, sipping their drinks and examining their nails.

“If it’s any consolation,” Jesse offered diplomatically, “I wasn’t able to catch much of that, but I’d wager I’ve called you the same thing. I’d even wager it’s been recent.” He caught Evander’s eyes across the table, shrugging politely. “Maybe it’s just you.”

The vampire stared a moment, then cracked an actual smile. “I’ll work on it.”

At long last, the fae released his death-grip on the blade. Even then, it looked like he was seriously considering trying to talk his friend out of it. Then remembered the friend in question, and seemed to accept this new strangeness with a sigh. It was a point of commonality with everyone around table. They had worn the same expression many times; Eden seemed to collect them.

The immortals walked back to the table, and introductions were made.

Julius was an old friend.

But it was hard to walk the conversation back from: your father thinks you’re dead.

“You are sure?” Eden asked after the man was settled, raising his hand for the waitress to bring another drink. It was a coming on the evening rush in a busy tavern, but she dropped the cup in her hand and hurried for the pitcher, eager for an excuse to return to the table. Eden studied his friend intently, trying to keep his voice even. “You are sure he thinks I’m...”

He trailed off, unwilling to say it.

Unable to say it?

It was a strange thing to imagine, the sudden clash of realities.

A part of Kiera rose up with vindictive glee. Good—if the man thought that. So much the better if he carried the guilt of it, for whatever length a time. The man had shouldered the bow, why shouldn’t he shoulder the blame? Then she remembered the look on his face, when they’d fled the ivory city; the hungry lashing rage as he’d drawn back a string and fired an arrow into his son’s heart. 

He feels no guilt. He is incapable of shame.

Julius nodded slowly, his bright eyes perfect saucers. He was perched on the edge of his chair, like a bird about to take flight. It was hard to say whether that was entirely due to the presence of a vampire. Eden often perched the same way. Though his eyes darted that direction quite a lot.

“He walked straight into the citadel,” he answered quietly, “confessed freely to everyone what he’d done. He gave some reasons for doing it...” At that point, his eyes flickered uncertainly to Evander, like there were parts of the story he wasn’t meant to hear. “But yes, he thinks you’re dead.”

His eyes lifted slowly, measuring the weight of the impact.

The weight of the crime.

“Amoliet, cio. Nieastra.”

I’m deeply sorry.

Eden nodded vaguely, a million leagues away.

As usual, it was impossible to guess what he was thinking. His eyes seemed always to reflect only what he wished. But it took hold of him for a moment—that much was clear. Lissiana had sent no ravens, the skies were clear. As they sailed into the ether, his father had stood on the dock with the bow raised to his shoulder. The last thing he saw was his child crumbling into a pool of blood.

And then he walked into the citadel and confessed...?

When the waitress returned a moment later, he jumped in his skin.

“Would you care for something different?” she asked sweetly, dangling the handle of an empty flagon as her eyes swept over the table. “Or just the ale, tonight? The kitchen was shutting down for the night, but I could have them stoke the coals if you’re hungry?”

The stunning fae went blank for a moment, then glanced swiftly at Eden. A few murmured words passed between them before he glanced around the table. His eyes paused when they got to the cup of juice at his friend’s place. 

He stared for a moment, then tilted his head. “Are you unwell?”

“He’ll have some ale,” Eden answered wryly, leaning past him to the woman, “a summer brew, if you have it. And whatever was in that bottle we sent over a few minutes before.”

It took a second for Julius to remember. Another for him to place the blame.

“I could gut you for that.” He laughed, knocking into Eden’s shoulder after the woman sailed away. “Why must you play these childish tricks? I nearly strangled that boy.”

“You showed admirable restraint.”

Julius smiled again, then his eyes flicked to Evander. They lingered a few seconds longer than he probably realized. His knee was bouncing, there was a restless twitching in his hands.

“Ti atten spor nue—” he began, but Eden raised a discreet hand, gesturing around the blank-faced table. The fae paused a split second, then let out a tired sigh, raking back long tresses of hair. “I will be terrible at this...” he muttered, searching his memory for the common tongue.

Eden smiled brightly. “You said that well enough.”

The others flashed tentative smiles, as the group resettled at the table, ignoring the stares from the other patrons and the trail of wreckage that had followed the fae across the room. It was a good thing most of them already had drinks, because conversation was slow to come, after nearly escalating to blades. The ale made things easier. The whiskey made things easier, still.

“Are you newly arrived to the settlement?” Kiera asked in a tone she hoped was pleasant. It was a question she had saved until after the bottle arrived at the table. The danger appeared to have passed, but she knew how quickly those things could change. “We only just got here ourselves.”

The fae lifted his eyes, a deep green shining amidst a cascade of dark waves. He wore his hair loose, unlike most of his brethren, not a single braid to be seen. But there was no mistaking him. If it wasn’t the unearthly beauty that haloed around him, it was the silver bow strapped to his back.

“I have...yes,” he replied a bit awkwardly, struggling more with the language than he’d anticipated. “I came this morning on the eastern path. There is trouble stirring in the mountains,” he added, aiming this at Eden. “A group of villagers found a blisserin roaming the peaks. It was the first of what turned out to be many such creatures.” He started to say more, then merely shook his head, looking abruptly exhausted. “Gods alive, cio...you would not believe these beasts. The kind of things we have not fought in centuries. I had almost forgotten the knack of it.”

He flexed his wrist without thinking; it was wrapped in a brace.

Eden nodded slowly, reflections of the fire dancing in his eyes. “Hellish beasts, you don’t say...” He reached for the cup in front of him, remembered what was in it, then set it back and took his friend’s instead, pouring from the bottle. “We’ve run into a few of those ourselves. The council sent you alone? Or was it—”

“I was with the eastern brigade,” Julius replied, tracing a groove in the table with the tip of his finger. It seemed the nature of every fae, an inability to hold still. “We had just put down a fire in the Simmerese, then a boy came running with tales of this monster. By the time we arrived, there were already five more. We tried to pinch them in the valley—”

He caught himself suddenly, staring at a ring of blank faces.

Pinch them?

Eden murmured a few words in fae, which were answered with a trace of confusion. A moment passed, then he corrected with a smile, “You tried to pin them in the valley.”

Julius nodded wearily, truncating the rest. “But the woods opened with a pack of weavers.”

Eden flinched and bowed his head, even the vampire grimaced. Kiera flashed a quick look at Jesse, but he was staring with wide eyes between them, waiting for someone to explain.

“How many were lost?” Eden asked softly.

“Five,” the fae replied, suddenly brisk. He’d spent the last few days building pyres, and singing hymns. He had no desire to relive it now. “All things considered, it could have been much worse. We had thought—” He stopped suddenly as Evander leaned back in his chair, the muscles in his arms tensing for a blade again. Whatever he’d been going to say was forgotten as his eyes flicked between the fae and the vampire. “I heard a rumor of this, back in Taviel. I had not thought...”

...it was true?

Eden reached over calmly and took the vampire’s hand, kissing him across the knuckles. It was a gracious way to answer the question, while spurring a host of others.

The fae’s eyes tracked every moment, seemingly incapable of looking away.

“What happened to the villagers?” Jesse asked abruptly, changing the subject. All eyes of the table flew towards him, but he was looking steadily at the fae. “Your brigade lost four souls, and I’m sorry for it. But you never said what happened to the rest.”

Julius regarded him with a touch of surprise, eyes touching a moment on the braids.

He’s probably trying to identify his pack.

“We lost over half the village,” he answered in a quiet voice that sounded horribly out of place in the wild revelry of the tavern. “By the time we got there, the southern wall had already been destroyed. The weavers soon dispensed with the rest.”

A belated shiver flew up Kiera’s arms, and she cupped both hands around her glass. Over half a village destroyed, exacerbated by the loss of the southern wall. Only the wealthiest and most populated settlements even had walls. She couldn’t imagine how quickly her own village would have crumbled. And what of the weavers? In all her life, she’d never heard the name.

“I grieve to hear it,” Eden murmured, pouring a libation on the floor. He passed the bottle, and the fae did so as well. “But I fear the fight is only beginning, cio. We have passed many such creatures on our travels. There will be many still to come.”

She might have thought this would make more of an impression, but the fae merely let out a slow breath, looking unbelievably tired. It was a common expression, she suddenly realized. When they’d stood in the ivory citadel, she’d seen many in the audience look exactly the same way.

“If a problem arises,” he answered tonelessly, “if there is an enemy to fight, then the fae will fight it. Just as we’ve done for hundreds of years.”

Thousands, probably. And you’re tired.

“Did you not ask the villagers for help?” Jesse asked hesitantly, wary of treading on sore ground, yet thinking the same thing himself.

Eden shot him a look of warning, but Julius merely sighed. 

“They were helping already. Why do you think so many died?”

It was a rather tragic place to leave the conversation, but the battle had already happened and there wasn’t a way to bring it back. The friends finished their drinks, and touched briefly on some lighter subjects, before the taper finally snuffed out and they pushed back their chairs.

“I should have gone to sleep hours ago,” Julius murmured to himself, forgetting already he was speaking in the common tongue. “It’s been too long since I’ve seen a bed.”

Eden nodded thoughtfully, looking him up and down. “Shall I check your wrist?” he asked.

The fae glanced down in surprise, like he’d forgotten, then shook his head. “I’ll find a healer in the morning. It will have most likely mended by then.”

He started to say something else, then looked suddenly at Evander. The two hadn’t spoken, since the fae arrived. Not directly, at least. It had seemed the only way that neither of them would end up bleeding. But there was nothing hostile in his expression now. If anything, he was contrite.

“I am sorry, for the way...” He trailed off, unsure how to say it. A few seconds passed, then he looked at Eden instead. “You seem contented, cio. I have not seen it in a long time.”

A true smile warmed between them, and they embraced.

“Safe travels, Eden.”

“Safe travels.”

Kiera watched as the lovely fae tossed a few coins on the table, then began weaving through the tangle of ale-slicked tables and chairs. The crowd parted in front of him and closed behind, whispering eagerly and talking behind their hands. He was an excitement, nothing more. They would never know he’d spent the last weeks of his life battling monsters at the edge of the world to save a mortal village. They would never imagine, he still had grave dirt under his nails.

Safe travels.

The words echoed back, and her throat tightened.

Why do we always say that?

They never are.
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“Why did he do it?”

Kiera flinched internally as Jesse’s voice drifted into the bathroom. She had hoped to escape it by placing a closed door between them. But it found its way through the wooden planks.

It was doing the same thing to her patience, finding its way into the cracks.

At this point, he scarcely expected an answer. Since the sun had cracked the horizon, he’d been asking the same question, never to receive a satisfactory reply. She’d hoped, after the lengthy discussions had failed, that simple silence might dissuade him. But when set upon something, wolves could rival even the stubbornness of dwarves. Silent or not, it didn’t mean he wasn’t going to try.

And so long as he’s trying...

“Sweetheart, I’m going to pretend you’re not talking now,” she called back sweetly, flicking her fingers along the surface of the water before adding another dollop of oil from the jar. It was the most lavish place they’d stayed since the ivory city, discounting their desert prison, and she was determined to take full advantage. “You can feel free to keep going, I’ll just...be in here.”

Convincing myself not to drown.

It was the same lecture he’d started on the previous night.

No sooner had Julius and the friends parted ways, than he’d launched into his endless dissertation. It was probably the reason the fae and the vampire had left so quickly; some immortal instinct had warned them, and they’d vanished into their own room before he really had a chance to start. She would have given anything to have gone with them, but both had made it clear that wasn’t an option. She would have given anything to simply make her boyfriend stop talking, but he was lost in another world. A world consumed by a single question.

“I’m serious, think about it for a moment.”

I will cast you into the seven hells...

There was a break in the pacing as he paused in the middle of the floor. She could picture the window frame in the wall behind them; white and crested with swirls of wood that reminded her of shells. It was lovely, this place they were staying. It would be lovely. Now, it was nothing but a cell.

“Sindriel cares nothing for Eden,” he continued flatly, “he lives for nothing but power. What would he possibly have to gain by resigning his seat on the council? It doesn’t make any sense.”

‘It doesn’t make sense.’

This was where he always concluded.

Yet does he conclude...?

She closed her eyes, wondering how long she could stay underwater.

Probably not long; she’d always had a low tolerance for that sort of thing. The panic was immediate, arresting. She’d emerge, thrashing, only seconds after going under—if put to a blade she’d swear that minutes had already gone by. Besides, there was little chance Jesse would allow her to leave his never-ending lecture. He’d kick down the door when he no longer heard her breathing.

Bastard wouldn’t even let me drown.

“I don’t know, darling,” she called in reply, “why don’t you let me think on it?”

It was the response she’d taken to giving—after debating the subject already and dissecting it a hundred different ways. The wolf had been looping various iterations of the same question since ‘accidentally’ waking her that morning. But something about his latest query made her frown.

“You say he cares nothing for Eden?” she asked.

There was a creak in the floorboards.

“I think he shot Eden in the heart,” the shifter finally replied.

Inconclusive.

“I found myself thinking the same thing,” she murmured thoughtfully, “after what Julius told us last night at dinner. I was glad Sindriel thought it had worked, because I wanted him to feel the pain of it. I was glad...but then I thought I had been wrong—that he was incapable of shame.”

She rose from the tub, abandoning the idea entirely.

Most of the places the friends had stayed were of a similar layout: a shared chamber with an adjoining washroom that consisted of a single basin, and if they were lucky, a well-used tub. But the city of Wren was older than most, and there had been time for refinement. Instead of the sparse and efficiently-hacked furniture to which they’d grown accustomed, the pieces here had flourish and frills. There were adornments on the bedposts, paintings on the walls. The tub stood on the clawed feet of a lion, and sitting atop the nearby vanity was a mirror of hammered bronze.

It was the kind of place you’d never find in a settlement that wasn’t fenced, a lure for bandits and thieves across the realm. But behind the high fences, couched among so many others, there was no immediate danger, no dystopian monsters prowling around every bend. She stood a lingering moment and considered her reflection, touching the sides of her cheeks, and turning back and forth.

I look different, she decided. I look older.

It wasn’t anything obvious. If she’d spent the last few months walking past a mirror, instead of hiking along a forest trail, she probably wouldn’t have noticed anything herself. But having not glimpsed herself in anything steadier than the rippling face of a river, she saw the changes plainly.

The slight lengthening in her limbs, the smooth hardening of her muscles. Her hair was longer too, and brighter, falling in crimson spirals to her waist.

She stared a moment longer.

And prettier.

With a little smile, she pulled the drain on the tub and wrapped herself in a towel, impulsively smearing the steam as she sailed past.

Jesse was standing by the window, arms folded in front of him, listening attentively for whatever she was going to say next. His ears pricked and he glanced over his shoulder as she stepped into the room, clouds of sweet-scented steam wafting around her.

She paused a moment in the frame, hair spilling freely to her hips. 

“Do you think it’s possible?” she asked. “For such a person to exist?”

Unfeeling, unaffected.

It was a silly question, she knew it was. But sometimes it helped a bit to say it. It was the kind of question that didn’t have any answer. There would always be darkness in the world, there would always be people in which it was easily planted. There would always be a need to fight, which in a way, made the fight entirely hopeless. She felt it wearing on her sometimes. In moments she was ashamed to admit. But when set upon something, women could rival the stubbornness of wolves.

She stared through the steam, catching his eye. “A person who cannot love?”

The arrow would seem to prove it. An unnatural lack of attachment, even for the sake of their own child. Eden had said it himself, months earlier, when they’d first set out on their journey. Not all fae love their children. Of course, she would never have imagined it stretching to this.

Jesse’s gaze softened the longer she stood there, the sight of it draining that relentless pacing right out of his shoes. He knew it was a silly question himself, but a part of him loved her for asking.

She was always asking things. All those questions he never thought of himself.

“I think it’s not for me to say what’s in another man’s heart,” he answered softly, the glow of an early sunrise creeping over his shoulder. “But yes, I believe certain people are incapable. Whether or not they can recognize it themselves. I believe Sindriel would love any children only as extensions of himself. It is a self-love, nothing more. And such a ravenous thing can only destroy.”

Taking everyone around them down with it.

Jesse seemed to be thinking the same thing, because he looked away, caught off guard with a sudden gust of rage. It stole his breath for a moment, setting everything beneath it ablaze.

“Normally, I would pity him. But after what he did to Eden?”

He shook his head slowly, staring into her eyes.

“I could kill him.”

She held his gaze in silence, understanding this perfectly—having thought the same thing many times herself. There were times she was so angry, she thought it might actually consume her; leave nothing for the others to find besides a pair of weathered shoes. Any time she tried to calm down, the images would flare up again. The fae crumbling to the deck, breathless yet screaming. The mist of blood as Evander looked down at the arrow, letting out the softest gasp of surprise.

Yet, beneath the rage, there lay an incredulous disbelief. She could not believe that Sindriel had actually fitted the arrow. She could not believe that he’d loosed the shot, knowing where it would fly.

And he could do it again.

She thought again of the conversation she’d had with Eden, one of their last nights in the forest. They’d been sitting on bluff, a rare break in the tree-cover, and the tower had been in sight.

The fae had been free with his words, his eyes roving distractedly across the stars.

‘When the armies have gathered, my father will be among them as a general. I cannot have Evander anywhere close when that happens. I can never be anywhere close to the man again.’

It made perfect sense, given everything that had happened. But while Julius had reluctantly shared the tale of Sindriel’s public confession, he’d said nothing of the repercussions, much less any mention of an arrest. Whatever ‘reasons’ the man had given before the council must have been damn persuasive, because he’d escaped his noose and was free and clear as the rest of them.
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