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

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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CAN LOVE CLAIM A PERSON by force? 

Phaedra’s worst fear has been confirmed: She’s a vampire’s mate. But just because he needs her doesn’t mean she needs or wants him, right? Then why can’t she stop worrying about Syn and whatever he’s up to with her sister? She should feel betrayed, but being able to sense the vampire’s emotions make her doubt everything she thought she knew. 

Still, there are bigger worries to consider—like how to escape a self-obsessed sorcerer, or to come to terms with her long-lost sister being a creature of evil. Some things you can’t change, a fact Phaedra had long accepted as true. But she’s amazed to discover that she isn’t as unchangeable as she thought. 

Some things still surprise her, it seems, and it looks like love is one of them. 
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PHOEBE’S LACELIKE FAE wings kept her suspended over the gritty, green sand of the ridge in the desert realm her beloved had chosen. She tipped the frilly white parasol shielding her vampiric skin back and peered up at the sky. Just barely visible through the thick haze of clouds, twin suns burned. Vultures circled lazily in front of one, waiting for their next meal in this barren nightmare.

She adjusted her parasol back into position, unfolded a fan to combat the oppressive heat, and started down the ridge. Only one meal awaited the hungry scavengers, and it certainly wasn’t her. Even though some atmospheric force Vykyr said she didn’t need to worry about protected her from bursting into flames, she didn’t intend to mar her perfect skin with burns. He liked her best when she was pristine. If only she hadn’t needed to sneak away for this particular trip. Her golden hair, pale skin, and white dress cut a striking figure against the dark green wasteland, and the only one here to enjoy it was a ruin of a vampire she could barely stand to look at.

Syn, her sister Phaedra’s mate, lay chained to a flat rock at the base of the rise. No expression twisted his scarred face, despite the mottled, angry sunburns coating his bare skin. As her beloved had promised: not enough sun to kill him, just enough to outpace his healing. She wrinkled her nose in disgust. Perhaps she could spot the occasional sign of the once-handsome Fae below Vykyr’s torture—high cheekbones, a strong nose, a finely shaped mouth—but the deeper, darker burns obscuring half his face marred him permanently. At least she could finally look at him with the disgust he’d always evoked instead of the pity she’d feigned for Phaedra’s sake.

She giggled as she waltzed up to him. A crow fluttered away. One of the many things she adored about the vampire she’d promised her life to, Vykyr, was his ability to find amusement in so many things. Cruelty, of course, being chief among them. Her own delight in his cruelty being another. When they had talked about this plan, naked in bed together, it had seemed so wonderful. She could swim in the light that filled his eyes as he explained how Fate smiled upon them, to make Syn and Phaedra mates. It gave him so many opportunities to torture them both. To enact the revenge she so desired upon her much-lauded sister and to extend the damage he’d wrought upon Syn during the Fae’s turning. But here, faced with the drawn stoicism of a creature obviously used to pain, she shivered through another pang of the strange, sick sensation that had kept her up after Vykyr had fallen asleep last night. She couldn’t quite put a name to it. She was sure she’d never felt it before. But she knew how to deal with unsettled feelings; they nearly always came from the same source.

“Enjoying your sunbathing?” she asked Syn lightly, twirling her parasol in one hand and fanning herself lightly with the other. Light played through tiny holes in the lace, creating interesting patterns on his destroyed skin.

He stared ahead, eyes dull. His tolerance for pain was impressive, and she didn’t merely mean the physical sort. She resented her own tie to Phaedra the Relentless, hero of Valantia, and she wasn’t fated to love her while knowing Phaedra would never love her back. No matter what her sister had said during the brief time she’d spent with Phaedra and her friends, Phoebe knew the Fae warrior would never be able to overcome her marrow-deep hatred of vampires. She couldn’t love Syn.

But thinking about Phaedra like that reminded Phoebe of everything she’d said about her childhood after Vykyr had rescued Phoebe. Very little of it lined up with the perfect paradise Phoebe had imagined for her. There were no parades of new dresses, no parties thrown for every minor accomplishment. Phoebe remembered her parents mostly as smiling smudges, but she had a vague sense they’d been the supportive sort, and without Phoebe around to soak up half their attention, all of it should have gone to Phaedra. But the warrior’s edge, the ease with which Phoebe had been able to manipulate her suspicion of everyone around her, suggested that Phaedra had her own difficulties.

Phoebe didn’t like thinking of her sister like that, and Vykyr had ingrained one truism into her very early on: unless he ordered it, she shouldn’t do anything she didn’t like.

“I’ve come for a reason,” she said as she circled around Syn. 

“Torture, I assume.” Dried blood clotted the slash across his neck and turned his voice to little more than gravel. Normally, the line of her claws would’ve healed long ago, but the sun diluted and distracted his healing abilities as well.

“I’m not so short-sighted,” she replied. “I have a proposition.”

When Phoebe had tossed and turned in the bed next to Vykyr too often, he’d sent her back to sleep in the harem like he always did and selected another woman to join him. In her own bed, the feeling behind her breastbone had crystallized into its usual form: searing, devouring jealousy. Securing the location of the Nindra Bidala, the life-giving artifact Phaedra and her useless friends pursued, from the ridiculous talking computer they used to do all the hard work and capturing Syn should have earned her a full evening of Vykyr’s attention, even if she couldn’t sleep. She had gone well above what her beloved had asked of her. She hadn’t even broken her cover by confronting Phaedra like everything in her ached to do. So she’d decided she needed something bigger. Instead of dropping the pieces of a plan at Vykyr’s feet, she concocted them and started executing the plan on her own. It might be good enough that he dismisses the rest of the harem all together!

Syn shook his head. Strands of his black braid snared on the rock, making him look even more disheveled.

“You haven’t even heard it yet!” Phoebe pouted. “I’m offering to release you. Unlock the chains, even give you a lift off-realm. I only need you to secure the Nindra Bidala for me.”

“Perhaps you’re not short-sighted, but you are a fool,” Syn rasped. “The second you release me, I’ll teleport away. Before or after snapping your neck, depending on my mood.”

Phoebe giggled, her bell-like laughter ringing across the green desert. Yet another moment she wished Vykyr had been here to see. She hated working behind his back like this. He got to enjoy so much less of her presence when she did.

“You think you could touch me?” she asked, voice light and teasing. “I gave you the opportunity, in that awful little cottage, and you turned me down. Offers like that don’t come a second time.”

He narrowed his eyes and sneered at her. “I wouldn’t touch you like that if you were the last creature alive. But to spill your blood, I’d spend the last strength in my limbs.”

“You don’t have much to spend.” She snapped her fan shut and poked one of his arms with the tip. His burnt skin turned briefly white, and he hissed in pain. She laughed again. “And I’m equally curious where you think you would teleport to. There’s nowhere to hide here.”

“Not here,” Syn muttered, averting his gaze back to the horizon line.

Phoebe spun in a small, delighted circle as she realized what the other vampire meant. “Oh, I’ve never met an immortal so dedicated to his own death. You truly would go back to my sister?”

Syn didn’t look at her or reply, but the corners of his mouth tightened so visibly that he may as well have screamed his answer. Of course, he would. He was a kicked dog dragging his bruised body back to its owner, still believing that this time he would get table scraps and a spot by the fire instead of another beating. He didn’t know anything else. 

“She doesn’t want you.” Phoebe lingered over every word. “I wouldn’t be surprised if she had the little pack of her friends kill you after what you did.”

“What I did?” Syn’s voice snapped in the middle, jagged and ready to cut. “I seem to remember you attacking me and dragging me to this hellhole on her behalf.”

Perhaps Vykyr was right about Fate’s hand in their plans. She could think of no better carrot to dangle in front of the scarred vampire than the apparently hidden truth.

“I didn’t do that for Phaedra.” She leaned closer to Syn with a hungry smile, close enough that the smell of cooking flesh teased her nose. “She has no idea that you’re here.”

Emotions flickered over Syn’s face like a kaleidoscope, too quickly for even Phoebe’s trained eye to parse. Eventually, he said, “Then I’ll just tell her that, and she’ll realize I’m not the problem. Her dearest baby sister is.”

She laughed and leaned back. “You think she would believe you over me? Especially after I pick up a few bruises of my own? I’m your only option, sugarplum.”

“For what?” he snarled. “Running your errands? Ruining Phaedra’s plans? Leave me here, if that’s all you’re offering.”

“Has the sun already liquified your mind?” She rapped on the front of his skull with her fan. “You retrieve the artifact, you deliver it to Phaedra, she forgives you.”

Wind swept across the desert, stirring a cloud of sand into the silence following Phoebe’s pronouncement. Syn stared at the horizon again, obviously trying to find the trap in her words.

“You want the Nindra Bidala.” He wasn’t asking, just stating a truth. “Otherwise, you wouldn’t have done any of this.”

“Obviously!” She grinned down at him. “Did you think I would let you attempt this mission on your own? I’m just offering you all potential rewards.”

“So I would have to kill you to bring it to Phaedra.” 

“You’re certainly welcome to try.” Phoebe tilted her head, letting the sunlight catch her fangs. She was older than him, stronger, and far better trained. “But we have to retrieve the artifact first, and it’s not like the thing will be lying around, waiting for anyone to pick up.”

Syn shook his head. “Why bother with me? Why not just kill me here and now?”

“I’m not killing you for the same reason I don’t kill anyone,” she said pleasantly, as if discussing wallpaper or the weather. “I need you, for now. With this much confusion and misinformation around the Nindra Bidala, I’m certain something powerful is trying to keep it. But there aren’t many things in the Web that can stand up against the onslaught of two Fae vampires.” She looked at his shoulder, where she knew the scars of his severed wings hid. “Nearly Fae vampires, that is. And you’re not killing me because I’m the only creature in the world who knows where the artifact is hidden.”

“The only one?” Syn’s single eyebrow rose, incredulous. “What about...him?”

In this abandoned place, he could only mean Vykyr. Phoebe smiled at the very thought of her beloved and how pleased he would be when she dropped the artifact at his feet.

“Don’t worry yourself about him,” she trilled. “Do we have a deal?”

Syn stared at her for a long moment. Long enough that Phoebe almost wanted to squirm, though she’d rather die than have a smudge like the scarred vampire know anything about her. She didn’t care for the look that crossed his face, either. Something in the tugging down of his lips and the furrowing of his brow looked far too much like sadness—or, heavens forbid, pity—for Phoebe’s comfort.

“The man you’re working for is truly, genuinely evil,” Syn said. “You’re a monster, but even you should stay away from him.”

Something cold and sick crawled over Phoebe’s skin. How dare a thing like him condescend to a miracle like her? He didn’t know anything about Vykyr.

“I don’t take romantic advice from slugs who couldn’t get their mates to touch them with ten-foot poles,” she snapped. “And I don’t waste my time repeating myself. Are you in or out?”

“I’m going to regret this,” Syn said, shaking his head. “But, hells, you’re right. You are my only option. I’m in.”

Phoebe produced the rusted key that would unlock the chains with a grin. One step closer to making Vykyr hers and hers alone. 
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THE MURMUR OF FRANTIC conversation hit Phaedra’s ears almost before she re-entered Melindra’s cottage on the edge of the Rough. Clearly, Hollie and Maz had joined the rest of the group around the smoking ruin of Windy’s body in the dining room. Phaedra let that fuel the rage keeping her afloat as well. Who had dealt the killing blow to the little bot? Her traitorous sister, or her traitorous ex-best friend? She stormed past the still-locked door that connected the living room to the dining room and headed through the kitchen. Grayish smoke still lay low on the floor, but someone had propped Windy up against a wall like he was sitting. 

Maz glanced up as she joined them. That same contemplative look flashed in the vampire’s eyes, and Phaedra looked quickly away. She didn’t want to see it. It threatened to send her back into the ocean of grief and hurt she’d discovered inside herself after finally admitting not only that Phoebe and Syn were missing, but that they’d worked together to betray her again. She was much better off staying angry.

“Windy?” Hollie asked, her voice already breaking with worry.

The silence that followed rippled through the group. Phaedra watched Hollie’s fear infect Maz first, then Lina, then Gilly, then their partners. Tayla had been that worried since she first screamed upon finding the little bot, but everyone else became upset as the sunshine of their group stumbled.

“Dad?” she asked even more weakly.

“Holl...ie...” the bot wheezed like the round-faced older human Phaedra had always imagined for Hollie’s father like he was sitting in the room with them.

Hollie threw herself on the floor and wrapped her arms around the sparking wreckage of the robot, tears streaming down her face. She started to say something, but Phaedra lost herself in a wave of hatred and anger. She clutched the back of an overturned chair so she didn’t just collapse under the invasion of her mind. Her usually strong knees wobbled, and the strength of her warrior’s arm threatened to abandon her when she needed it most.

Under the anger and hatred lay a dense thicket of pain, blurring her vision with brilliant orange. Syn’s emotions, worming their way into her and bludgeoning her own senses aside. A conquering army inside her very own skull. But every metaphor she came up with felt like it barely scratched the surface of how deeply she felt invaded. His emotions twitched her responses like she was halfway to becoming a heartless leech like him. Her stomach churned with disgust, and she tried to force her attention back to the conversation at hand.

“Sorry,” Frank said haltingly. “The circuits...I don’t need them, but the sparks—hah—don’t help.”

“It’s okay.” Hollie stroked the dented metal, now shining with tears. “Take your time, Dad. We’re all here.”

“All?” A note of fear crept into Frank’s awkward, almost robotic voice.

Maz glanced at Phaedra again. Damn near all of them did.

Phaedra dug her nails into the wood of the chair. Splinters jutted into her fingertips, and she unearthed her own rage from beneath the morass of Syn’s emotions. “Not Phoebe or Syn,” she said through gritted teeth. “They’re gone.”

A tinny sigh of relief rattled out of the metal casing. “I can’t—I can’t—I mean, I can’t—”

Hollie hiccupped, and Maz rubbed her shoulders the second before a new wave of sobs started up. Dread dawned, cold and sour, in the pit of Phaedra’s stomach. Maz was able to preempt Hollie’s emotions like that because he could feel them through the mating bond.

Frank coughed, breaking the cycle. “I know Windy found something before, but I don’t know.”

Solomon nodded. “You cannot access his memories for the final location.”

“Glad you found such clever friends,” Frank said tiredly.

Hollie rocked back on her heels. Their one lead to the Nindra Bidala, gone. All because Phaedra had seen fit to bring two leeches into their mix. Her friends had warned her ever since Drago, a Prince of leafing Darkness, dropped them at their feet. Somehow, she’d been tricked into trusting two leeches. One she hadn’t seen in millennia, and the other who’d been hunting her for millennia.

And the other, her mate.

Finally acknowledging the realization rocked her to her core. A scream built in her throat. Her hands itched to reach into her own chest and tear out whatever was connecting her to Syn. Her stomach knotted around itself in complex, sickening patterns. The tea. Phoebe must have dosed it...with Syn’s blood. There was no other way to create this bond, yet more proof her little sister was nothing like the girl she’d once known. How long had the two of them been working together? Had they really even met on Scorian?

“Maybe Gresh can fix him,” Lina said softly, rubbing Hollie’s upper arm in comforting circles. “He built him, right?”

“He did.” Hollie sniffled and stared forlornly at the little bot. “But he also treated him awfully. I don’t want to bring Windy back there.”

“It might be our only option,” Maz said, looking over his mate’s shoulder at the now-quiet body. Hollie sighed and nodded in agreement. It seemed like Frank had exhausted himself while Phaedra was lost in her own thoughts, but she’d much rather face this problem than anything going on inside her.

“One problem there,” she said, slowly extracting her nails from the chair and trying to gather herself. “Didn’t you steal Windy?”

“No!” Hollie shook her head resolutely. “If anything, he stole himself.”

“Somehow, I don’t think that’s going to go over a lot better with Gresh,” Phaedra muttered. She hadn’t spent long imprisoned by the technomage on BeLafonte, but she remembered the possessive way he talked about Windy very well. 

“Can we fight him right now?” Braken asked, eyeing the group. “If he decides to be trouble.”

Phaedra swayed on her feet. Normally, she was one of the best fighters in the group. Right now, she had to spend so much energy keeping her lunch down that she didn’t know if she could land a punch, even on the wiry-haired old man who’d captured her.

“I’m sure I can convince him.” Iron edged Maz’s voice, a threat and promise rolled into one. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for his mate. Distantly, Phaedra wondered what that felt like.

“We’re trying to fix the wrong problem,” said Gilly, always the more matter-of-fact of the twins. “Windy getting hurt is awful, but even if we fix him, there’s no guarantee we’ll get the location back, and the vampires will already be miles ahead of us. We have to catch up.”

Everyone turned to look at her, confused. Phaedra alone didn’t. She had a sinking feeling she knew exactly what Gilly was about to suggest.

“Maz said he could smell blood upstairs,” Gilly continued. “Vampire blood, right?”

He nodded. “Or at least, there is a very good chance that’s what it is. And I last saw him entering a room upstairs by himself.”

The urge to scream built inside Phaedra again. Her legs muscles tensed like she was about to bolt from the room. The next wave of Syn’s anger and pain barely rocked her because it blended so well with her own, a fact she badly didn’t want to think about.

“I know we agreed not to say anything, but Phaedra, Syn is your mate.” Gilly met Phaedra’s gaze, her rose-quartz eyes burning with the determination Phaedra had long ago come to respect. “Maz figured it out. So if you ingest a drop of that, we’ll be able to track him.”

Like flipping a switch, a beacon began throbbing in Phaedra’s mind. A glowing point on a map she could follow to Syn if she wanted to. All she would have to do was open her mouth, tell everyone it had already happened, and lead them to the Outer World she could feel on the edges of her notice. 

Everything in Phaedra rebelled at the idea. As soon as she said it out loud, there would be no way to take it back. Everyone would know, not just suspect but really know, that she was tied to a leech by some kind of leafed-up fate. Something in her soul called to him. And what did that make her? She’d spent her whole life hating and fearing things exactly like him. How could she end up the perfect companion to one? How come Maz and Hollie get to have a happy ending with a mate who loves them, and I get a monster who betrays me every time I let him close enough?

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Phaedra spat.

Gilly raised her eyebrows in surprise. “I thought you, of all people, would rather finish the mission we’re on than start another.”

“You thought wrong.” Phaedra cracked her knuckles and rested her hand on the stake in her belt to steady herself. “If we had a real way to do it, maybe, but I’m not licking some leech’s blood off the floor on the tiny chance it might give us a way forward.”

“It’s not a tiny chance.” Maz stood and looked her dead in the eye, that contemplative look that made her skin crawl back in his ice-blue gaze. “I know he is your mate.”

Phaedra shuddered and let her disgust leak out onto her face. “I don’t care what you know. There’s no way.”

“You said you wanted to help.” Hollie’s voice sounded small and fragile. “I think we should save Windy first, but maybe we could split up if—”

“I’m not doing it,” Phaedra said, crossing her arms. Syn’s emotions throbbed somewhere in her ribcage, still a roil of hate and pain. She ignored the faint pleasure of his suffering, the additional pain every thought of him caused. He had betrayed her, worked with Phoebe behind her back, and put them all in this situation in the first place. She didn’t care if she already had the blood bond. She was never using it, as long
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