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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The Chronicles of Kerrigan

Book I - Rae of Hope is FREE!

BOOK TRAILER: 

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

How hard do you have to shake the family tree to find the truth about the past?
Fifteen year-old Rae Kerrigan never really knew her family's history. Her mother and father died when she was young and it is only when she accepts a scholarship to the prestigious Guilder Boarding School in England that a mysterious family secret is revealed.
Will the sins of the father be the sins of the daughter?
As Rae struggles with new friends, a new school and a star-struck forbidden love, she must also face the ultimate challenge: receive a tattoo on her sixteenth birthday with specific powers that may bind her to an unspeakable darkness. It's up to Rae to undo the dark evil in her family's past and have a ray of hope for her future.
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Website:

https://www.wjmaybooks.com

Facebook:

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

Newsletter:

SIGN UP FOR W.J. May's Newsletter to find out about new releases, updates, cover reveals and even freebies!
https://www.wjmaybooks.com/subscribe
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HOW FAR DOWN DOES THE rabbit hole go...?

When Liv and her friends are sucked into a magical portal, they emerge on the other side of the map in a strange and dangerous land. Guided by dreams, and under the wings of a friend, they discover a secret group of people living in the heart of the kingdom. But appearances can be deceiving, and this was no ordinary abduction. It was a homecoming.

Faced with the truth about her parents, and the weight of the past, Liv struggles to find herself in the aftermath. After a lifetime of witchcraft being a death sentence, she'd finally found a place she could live free. But freedom comes at a cost, and prophecy is a double-edged sword.

Two kings stand before her. There is but a single crown.

The time has come to choose.
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Chapter 1
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My entire life, I’ve wondered how it might feel to drown. It might have been a streak of morbid curiosity, or just the natural consequence of someone orphaned by that very thing. A river ran along my childhood village, and the distant splashing crept into my dreams. I’d be walking on a bridge that would crack, or perhaps leaning too far over the water, trying to retrieve something I’d dropped. There would be a slip and a gasp. A single moment that allowed for surprise before the inevitable plunge into icy water. Sometimes it would be day, sometimes night. Sometimes, there would be a crowd of people on the shoreline, chanting the same fateful word.

A thousand times, I’d imagined it. A thousand times, I’d woken up shaking in the night, drenched in water from sweat.

I never pictured anything like this...

My eyes widened in panic as the water rose over me, pouring into the tiny closet with the strength of a river and splashing over our legs. It had come so fast, we’d barely had time to look down before it was upon us. By the time we convinced ourselves we weren’t dreaming, it had risen to our knees. A chorus of panicked voices rose into the air, crying to the gods, realizing at the same time, they must not be listening. Our boots scuffled in panic, and shoulders bumped into shoulders.

This would end, wouldn’t it? The water would seep out through the cracks in the wood?

There was a sound like hurricane, and the water came faster. A sharp scent of resin filled the air, and those voices changed to waterlogged screams.

“By the gods!”

I could feel Erik pressed tight against me, his racing heart pounding into my back. A hundred battles my bannerman had fought, but there was nothing here to fight against, nothing to parry with a sword. The world had turned to jelly, and reality was fraying at the seams.

I couldn’t understand how it was happening. I couldn’t understand...any of it.

The street was filled with soldiers, and Ingrid’s bureau was filling with water. And the bells were ringing for the death of the king. And Erik found a job, my mind tagged this on randomly.

We were going to die in this closet. But at least we’d do it, employed.

“Ingrid!”

I couldn’t tell who was screaming. We were all screaming—it might have been me that called her name. How could she have done this? It wasn’t possible. It was a mistake. Surely she would return, and open the door, and set everything right. A water chest, she’d called it. An ancestral bureau passed through the women in her line. It had caught my eye, finer than the rest of her simple furniture. When the guards started pounding on the door, it had seemed a natural place to hide.

“Break it!” Erik’s voice came from behind me, panting and rough. He was already reaching above my head, smashing his fists against the door. “We need to break it down!”

There was a mindless scramble as the Rider extracted himself from the crush and raised his hands as well, battering uselessly against the polished wood. All his strength, but the boards held firm. The swirling eddies rose to our waists, and our breath came in explosive gasps.

Again and again, they struck it. I felt the impact in my shoes.

Please, I prayed to anyone listening. Not like this!

There was another violent surge and Sage let out a scream, clawing hysterically at the fitted boards. I wanted to help, but found myself unable to move. Only a few seconds had passed. The water had touched my chin. Still, my eyes fixed on the door to the bureau, staring in quiet hysteria.

Any second, I expected them to break through. Any second, I expected it to give way.

“Hadrian—”

“I’m trying!”

They sloshed back and forth in the churn, throwing their bodies against it. Both were shouting at the top of their lungs, loud enough to make ears bleed, but while we’d never know it, outside in the room, things had never been so quiet and still.

“Come on,” Erik gasped in desperation, water splashing into his face. His body froze for a single instant, before he raised his hands once more, unwilling to admit defeat. “Again!”

Under any other circumstance, a single strike would have been enough. I’d seen these men raise arms against wild boar, they were more than a match for antique furniture.

But the closet held firm. And the water kept coming.

What in the heavens...we’re actually going to drown!

There was a great battering, that was the last thing I remembered. Frantic hands beating against planks of wood. The water rushed up beneath us like a swirling tide, and my boots lifted towards the ceiling. It was over my mouth, then over my eyes. A scream vanished into bubbles.

That was when everything seemed to change.

The lights flickered, and the world took on an eerie hue. There was a feeling of weightlessness, almost a swoop, followed by a sudden and final drop.

My ears popped, and something cold whipped across my face.

Freya help us!

Everything went dark.

*   *   *
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IF THE GODS ARE REAL...they’re definitely laughing.

When I awoke, sometime later, the world I entered was not the one I left.

The water was gone, it was the first thing I noticed. The air around me was bright and clear, tinged with a fresh-scrubbed scent that I nearly remembered, yet slipped from memory at the first thought. Gone was the press of the closet, those impossible boards hemming me in. My first instinct was to throw my arms open, if only to savor the freedom of the sensation, but movements were tricky at the moment and the rest of me was slower to wake.

Am I...dead?

It was troubling how many times the last few months I’d thought those words.

A tiny breath stirred in my chest, small and coaxing, and my fingers crunched on something soft and wet. Almost spongy. My body was in stasis, and it felt like a mountain was sitting on my head, but strangely enough, that was what roused me—the sponginess. Such an odd texture, when before, there had been nothing but swirling water and hard planks of wood.

With an effort that stole my breath, I pried open my eyes; first one, then the other. Drops of water clung to my lashes, and I was staring at something green. I blinked several times, unable to do anything more. It wasn’t just pressed to my nose, spread under my fingers, the entire world was green, like I’d been plunged into a vat of the color. That fresh smell was teasing me again, stirring the edges of consciousness and seeping like a balm into my lungs.

I was not dead, I decided. I was something better.

Slightly.

“Twisting hells...”

With a quiet moan, I raised my head a few inches from the ground, blinking around with the disorientation of one emerging from a cave. Not only was the closet gone, but the cottage itself and everything in it. The whole city had vanished, taking the mountains and the frost-tipped forests.

I was somewhere warmer now. Lost in a vibrant profusion of strange, and twisting trees.

But how is that possible...?

Again, my brain answered with tragedy. I remembered my feet lifting into the water, those frantic banging hands. The sounds of city bells had been clanging outside the window. The voices of a thousand people, all ringing in confusion and despair. How could it all just be gone?

Or had it stayed exactly where it was? And I was the one who’d gone missing?

Erik!

The cobwebs fell away, and my heart quickened in panic. I hadn’t gone into that closet alone, there had been people screaming at my side.

Where’s Erik?!

Like he’d somehow heard, there was a movement somewhere to my left, and I spotted him a moment later—lying beneath a heap of splintered boards. It was so jarring a sight, amidst the flush of nature, it took me a moment to identify what it was.

The remains of the water chest.

I tried to call him, but my throat was raw and brackish. I scrambled towards him instead; half-slipping and half-crawling on limbs that weren’t entirely awake. It was a slow process, made infinitely more difficult by how slick the ground was beneath me. It wasn’t the grass I might have been expecting, not the soft crunch of pine needles. It was a carpet of moss. Shining with moisture, nearly phosphorescent in hue. Thick enough to suck down the sharp points of my knees.

“Erik,” I gasped upon finally reaching him. My heart thudded unevenly and I dropped clumsily to my knees. The broken planks weren’t heavy and I threw them quickly to the side, prying them off one after another, and unearthing the man that lay beneath.

It stopped my heart at first. He was so pale, so dangerously still. Like he’d been lying in a coffin already, but it had shattered at my touch. For a wild moment, I thought the gods might have taken him. But it had been the flutter of his hand that caught my eye. Already he was waking.

At the very least, he was trying.

Come on...that’s it...

His handsome face screwed into a grimace, and a quiet groan escaped his lips. A single hand lifted halfway to his temple, before falling back to his side. I had seen him hungover and I had seen him injured—it wasn’t a dissimilar expression. But never had I seen such manic confusion as when he opened his eyes.

It happened slowly, twin rings of blazing blue.

“...what?”

The word jumbled on his lips, soft as a whisper. For a moment, he merely lay there, blinking up at the strange canopy. His eyes were blank and staring. It was a dream, surely. The entire thing must have been a dream. Then he felt my presence beside him. The claustrophobic memory came rushing back. He sucked in a quick breath, like it might still be happening, like we might still be submerged. Then he grabbed at my hand, holding on for everything he was worth.

“Liv,” he panted, scrambling onto his elbows. They buckled a few times, but he didn’t seem to notice. Nor did he notice himself crushing my fingers to a pulp. “The closet, I can’t—”

“It’s okay,” I soothed, gripping him in return.

“I can’t break it—”

“I know.”

“I tried, but—”

“I know.”

“I can’t break the—”

“Erik.” I spoke in the loudest voice I’d yet to manage, wrapping my other fingers deliberately around his hand. Our eyes locked, and I said each word clearly and distinctly. At that point, it was as much for myself, as for him. “We’re not in the closet anymore.”

Somehow...we’re here instead.

For a fleeting moment, he simply stared, like I’d spoken some language he was unable to understand. Then without a hint of warning, his eyes flew round in a wide circle.

No, we most certainly were not. Neither were we anywhere he recognized. While it should have been a comfort—we’d been drowning just moments before—each moment spent beneath that twisting canopy seemed to further unravel him. His gaze leapt from branch to branch, from flower to flower, wide and feral, before coming to land on the haphazard pile of broken planks.

These seemed to hold him. He’d been attacking them just moments before.

“Shit!”

Another gasp tore out of him, and he scrambled backwards—like they might reach out and suffocate him once more. Unfortunately, he was still clutching my hand when it happened, and the two of us went toppling over, coming down in an ungainly heap atop the carpet of moss.

“What happened?” he panted, trembling and wild. “What happened—how did we get here?”

I shook my head, his racing pulse against my collarbone. “I don’t know,” I rasped, trying to delicately extract my fingers. “I woke only a few seconds before you did. I’m not even sure where...”

It was only then, I saw the others, sprawled not far away.

“Sage!” I called in the same instant, pushing shakily to my feet. They were working now, that was encouraging—though the ground tilted the second I managed to stand up straight. “Hadrian!”

The Rider stirred at the sound of my voice, lying on his stomach a few yards away. The sun was shining above us, but his black hair was drenched and plastered across his face. His dark eyes fluttered open and he blinked once at the moss, rubbing it with his finger, like it might not really be there. When I called again, he looked up slowly, as lost and confused as a child.

“You guys...?” He spoke tentatively, then bowed his head with a sudden convulsion—like there was a chance he was going to be sick. It passed swiftly, and he raised his eyes a few seconds later, staring around the clearing like it had walked straight out of his dreams. “What is this place?”

It was a fair question, even for one who wasn’t half-drowned and concussed. I’d spent half my life outdoors, and still, the image was a complete mystery. Knobbed trees, whose twisting trunks spiraled into plump branches. Vivid blooms and strange fruits clinging to the glossy leaves of bushes, all of it cushioned atop that rolling blanket of moss.

Even the birds were different, I realized with a start. Never had I heard such melodies. As I was looking, one landed on a rock not far away, cocking its head and staring with odd green eyes.

“I don’t know,” I murmured, feeling half-dizzy at the sight of it, “there might—”

But Hadrian was no longer listening. The shock had passed, or perhaps been set aside, and his eyes had fallen on the beautiful girl lying not far away. He pushed to his feet with a shout and tore across the clearing, swallowing up the distance between them. In a second, she was pulled into his lap—her head tilted back to the sun, and her dark curls strewn across the moss.

“Come on,” he whispered, tapping frantically at her cheeks. “Wake up.”

With a feeling of dread, Erik and I drifted instinctively closer—holding onto each other for balance, or in case some mischievous god started messing with us again. As the smallest in our group, Sage had been the first to go into the water, the longest held under. It had only been a few seconds, but I could see each one of them measured in Hadrian’s eyes.

“Come on,” he said again, “please.”

There was a slight shifting as she pulled in a deep breath, letting herself lay there a moment, before slowly opening her eyes. The first thing she saw was the Rider. That was perhaps fortunate, because the next thing was the jungle, and I could practically see her heart jolt in her chest.

Her eyes widened in astonishment before she grabbed instinctively onto the folds of his shirt. A second later, she saw us standing there, saw the broken piece of furniture.

A strange expression flitted across her face, and she lifted her hands weakly to sign.

“Yeah,” he answered wearily, “we’re all going to get fired.”
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It took some time to piece ourselves together.

Mostly, because we didn’t know where to start.

“I lost my sword.”

My eyes flicked across the clearing to where Erik was performing a silent assessment of himself, cataloguing every inch and muttering like a healer who taken his own herbs. It had been like this for some time now, I no longer felt the need to intervene. Nor did I feel the slightest bit of surprise when he started making etchings in the ground with the toe of his boot. Such things were better left in the hands of the gods. It was they who were responsible for his derangement.

At any rate, it was an improvement. He’d started by doing an identical assessment of me.

Nine years later...

The clearing might have been the traumatic point of our arrival, but though the balmy sun had continued slicing a slow path above us, we’d been reluctant to leave. Perhaps it had become an ironic security blanket. Whatever magic had brought us was centered at this point. Might it not be reasonably expected to return? The boards scattered across the moss were all that remained of the place we had been. If we left them behind in the forest, the final tether would be severed.

There was also the fact, we had no idea where we’d landed.

We were also in a state of shock.

“I have never seen these mountains.”

I threw a glance over my shoulder at the sound of a quiet voice.

Hadrian had released his girlfriend in a much more reasonable timeframe and had planted himself a short ways away, standing tall against the trees with his foot on a fallen log and his eyes on a rare break in the canopy. In contrast to the Viking’s manic pacing, the Rider had gone exceptionally still, the way an animal will freeze when assessing some new danger. Every now and then he would pull on the neck of his tunic, like the laces were drawn up too tight.

“That might mean nothing,” he admitted in the same quiet voice. “I have never been this far south. And I assume...” There was the slightest pause. “...we have gone south?”

It had quickly become clear, these soft-spoken questions weren’t meant for anyone but himself. He had startled in alarm when I tapped him on the shoulder. The man was simply talking things out, the way one raised their hands for balance or confided in their reflection. It was a valiant effort, especially given the circumstances of our arrival. Only at the very end could you hear a flicker of panic, when his voice turned up in a question and a belated tremor went through his hands.

He was calm, the way an icy river is calm. The moment before it breaks.

It was the kind of thing Sage would have picked up on in a second, but the lovely girl was sitting on that very
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