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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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USA TODAY BESTSELLING author, W.J. May, continues the highly anticipated bestselling YA/NA series about love, betrayal, magic and fantasy. 

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

​​​​​​Be careful what you wish for...it might just come true.

When the friends were shipwrecked along a frozen tundra, they didn’t know whether they would make it home again. When they were attacked by savage beasts, they had no plan to survive. When Kiera threw up her hands to defend them, they had no idea what might happen.

But in that moment, the gift of the dragon sparked to life.

Only a few weeks they’ve been gone, but the tides are already changing. A raven carrying their fateful news soars into the distance, and they wait desperately for a reply. They had believed their quest to be almost finished, but discover that a new chapter of their journey is only beginning.

The fates do not bestow gifts lightly, and great power must be handled with great care. But Kiera was not the only mortal chosen for such greatness. Her stone has a twin.

A twin that has fallen into dangerous hands...

Be careful who you trust. Even the devil was once an angel.
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The legends say when a fairy dies, they ring a bell you can hear for miles. It travels across mountains, echoes over streams, clangs over bright hillsides. They say it catches the ear of everyone who ever knew her. The foxes shrink back in their burrows, the larks go quiet in the trees. For the length of a solitary chime, the whole of creation remembers, and the world goes momentarily still.

Then the sound fades to silence. And everything is a little colder than it was before.

That was how Kiera felt after the fire.

What...just happened?

She stood in a melted patch of the snowbank, little trickles of icy water running into her boots. The flames had vanished, but the corpses were still smoldering—flickering like a circle of giant embers in the darkness, shadowy columns of smoke drifting into the breeze.

Thoughts chased after one another, each more disoriented than the last. Death had been coming on swift wings. Her friends had promised her that. They had even prepared for it, saying their goodbyes and squaring their shoulders like the ageless warriors they were. She had prepared for it as well, drawing in shaking breaths and hiding her face in Eden’s tunic. That was the last moment she could remember with any degree of clarity. Then, everything went hazy and dark.

And bright.

In a daze, she looked down at her hands—still half-stretched in front of her. They were absolutely ordinary, nothing but smooth, pale skin. With little curls of smoke rising from her nails.

A breath snagged in her throat, and she stared for an unending moment—bracing with a quiet tension, like they were something unfamiliar, like they could no longer be trusted to remain simply hands. A minute passed, and nothing happened. Then another minute after that. Then she cast a hesitant look over her shoulder, only to be met with three pairs of silent eyes.

The immortals were motionless behind her, still as carved marble. Each looked as though they’d opened their mouth to shout something, then froze before the words could pass their lips.

Even Jesse had paused in confusion, hitching onto his elbows and staring around in disorientation. There had been daylight when last he’d opened his eyes. They’d been debating which of their belongings they would sacrifice to make a fire. Now, it seemed, they had made... several?

Please, say something.

She parted her lips, but her tongue felt thick and foreign, unable to perform the task. It scarcely mattered. Any words she might have found withered in her mouth, dissolving into a series of impossibilities, each more outlandish than the next.

Something else had made the fire. There never was any fire. She was still trapped beneath the snowbank, screaming for help and sucking in those last gulps of air.

Her eyes leapt desperately from one to the other, but for one of the first times since they’d met, her infallible friends didn’t have any answers. They had been stunned to the core, staring with an expression she had rarely seen—one that had never, not once, been directed at her.

They are afraid.

A note of silence struck between them.

...of me.

Her stomach lurched and she took an instinctual step towards Eden, but the fae stepped back just as fast. He did so without thinking, staring with a frozen mix of astonishment and fear.

“How did you do that?” he breathed, white as the surrounding snow.

With one simple question, the last of her protections unraveled. Yes, this had actually happened. It had not been a dream or hallucination. Waves of liquid fire had poured from her hands. A dull pang of realization tugged somewhere inside her, forcing an unwanted truth to light.

She had been dragged up a mountain by a magical talisman. She had been attacked by a dragon and walked away unharmed. Why should this new calamity come as any surprise?

That comes second. You know what comes first.

“Jesse,” she whispered, staggering towards him.

The others parted instantly before her, creating a clear path to where the shifter was still lying upon a cloak. Almost discreet enough to escape notice, Evander stepped protectively in front of Eden as she rushed past. His eyes were bright with readiness, his fangs were bared.

“Put those away,” Eden said softly.

“I cannot.”

“Evander—”

“I cannot,” the vampire repeated quietly. “I have tried.”

She pretended not to hear them, falling to her knees at Jesse’s side.

The burst of strength that had propelled him to speak was already fading, and the shifter was lying on the ground once more—shivering a little, as the nighttime breeze blew wisps of ash and flurries across the barren plain. He glanced up when she leaned over him, those green eyes locking onto hers, but there was none of the relief she’d been expecting—only more confusion.

“What’s the matter?” he asked in bewilderment, glancing past her to see the immortals standing rigid just a few steps behind. “Why are they looking at you like that?”

Because they think I’ve been touched with dark sorcery. Because they think I’m an abomination.

“That doesn’t matter now,” she soothed, removing her cloak and draping it over him. The man had survived an avalanche, his head was torn open to the bone. And no matter how the world had imploded in the last few moments, a part of her had never expected to see those green eyes again. “What matters is you’re awake. Can you follow my finger? Can you tell me your name?”

He ignored her trailing hand, staring back with a touch of impatience. “Kiera,” he answered with a pointed emphasis, “tell me what happened.”

For the second time, everything seemed to suspend—like the world itself was holding a breath, waiting to see how she might reply. But the answer was as obvious as it was utterly elusive; it felt almost ridiculous to tell him—to see the flash of impatience, the spark of disbelief.

She pulled in a breath, feeling the others’ gaze raking across the back of her head. Finally, when the silence could last no longer, she tucked back her hair and flashed a tight smile.

“I may have started a little fire.”

*   *   *
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SLEEP DID NOT COME easy that night, even though they were all desperate for it. Instead of trying, they pushed themselves a little farther—towards that distant seam where the snow bled into the hard pack of the forest, away from the glow of those flickering fires.

Jesse was unable to walk, so Eden carried him. It was an indignity the shifter would never have allowed under different circumstances, but his head was still spinning with words like dragon fire and death. When the fae lifted him from the ground, he scarcely noticed. As they walked, he was silent and withdrawn—casting occasional looks at the red-haired woman drifting beside them.

What must he think of me?

She glanced down at her hands—stuffed safely inside the folds of her clothes.

What do I think of myself?

It had been a blinding image, torn straight from the pages of a story. The kind of image that inspired songs and fables, that sparked young imaginations to life. If she’d heard whispers of such a thing back in Cattaling, she would have been consumed with the idea of it—torn equally between fits of jealousy and awe. But trudging through the snow, she felt no trace of excitement. There was nothing about the revelation to covet, nothing to inspire wondrous tales. A single moment, but it had set her apart from the rest of them. It had made her something different, something unsafe.

If she had any delusions of this, she needed only to look at Evander.

Since the moment those flames burst into the night, the vampire had been unable to retract his fangs. They lingered like a drawn weapon, pressing faintly into his lower lip. In the beginning, he attempted to hide them. As the moon lifted into the sky, he actually apologized. But no matter his efforts, it seemed there was no removing them. His body was saying what his mind could not.

This is something dangerous. This is something not right.

“We should stop for the night,” Eden called quietly, one hand cupped delicately around the back of Jesse’s head. The shifter’s eyes might have opened, but for the last few miles, he’d been bleeding into the snow. “This grows worse the longer he’s moving. We should let him rest.”

The others complied without question, stopping where they stood and dropping their scant possessions on the ground. There had been few enough when they reached the mountains. By the time those peaks crumbled on top of them, they had little more than the clothes on their backs.

Kiera glanced around helplessly, then sat down next to her satchel. The miles had passed in silence between them. Not a word had been spoken, and never had a night been so quiet. There was nothing but a whispering breeze, trailing along the tundra. Nothing but the scent of distant smoke, watering her eyes. She wasn’t even sure where to sit. Normally, the friends would gather together for warmth. She’d spent the last two nights cocooned between them, lost in a tangle of cloaks and arms.

Now by accident or intention, there was a careful barrier of space.

“This should be packed with fresh snow,” Eden murmured under his breath, kneeling to the ground beside the shifter. “Try to hold still—”

Jesse caught his wrist without looking, his eyes locked on Kiera. “You killed a pack of snow-monsters with dragon fire,” he said flatly, reciting the same words she’d said to him. “The flames shot out of your hands.”

It was the kind of thing that sounded worse the more times you said it. Instead of forcing herself to answer, she nodded in silence—biting hard on her lower lip, tears spilling freely down her cheeks. It was very like him to ignore the rising tension and cut to the core of things. Even when he was broken and bleeding. Even when those things were fantastical and beyond his control.

He regarded her without expression, those lovely eyes taking in every inch of her face. A few seconds went past, then he glanced without provocation towards the sky—as though he might find better answers in the heavens, as though that elusive explanation was written somewhere in the stars.

Another moment passed, then he shivered. Then he shivered again. Then he propped himself a little higher, drawing in a steadying breath.

“This might be insensitive to the moment...but could you do it again?”
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Everything changed after that moment. 

...Or perhaps, everything changed back.

Jesse was the first to crack a smile, his eyes twinkling in the glow of the moon. Kiera stared back in astonishment, still not entirely convinced they weren’t all dead. It wasn’t until he arched an eyebrow that she let out a breath of laughter. A single breath, but it was enough.

The impossible silence that gripped them shattered as they gave themselves over to it, surrendering to waves of relief and hysteria, as their voices echoed loudly into the night.

It was not the first time the young wolf had performed such a miracle. The first was only a few months before, when she’d gazed up at him in silent terror and said that a three-headed dragon roamed the skies. He’d been impassive, then thoughtful. Then he accepted it with a fleeting smile.

Not because he necessarily believed what she was saying. Not because he understood how such a thing might be possible. But because she had been the one to say it.

Against his feelings for the young woman, no other miracles could compare.

The barrier vanished as she rose quickly to her feet and closed the distance between them, reaching for his hand and holding on as tightly as she dared. In hindsight, she would always regret doing this first. Her hands were not what they used to be; she should have kept them safely in her cloak. But he gripped her fingers without thought or consideration, letting the waves of emotion crash over them both, until the worst of it passed, and they were sated, quiet, and calm.

The immortals were incredulous, then strangely unsurprised. Of all the wonders they’d seen throughout their endless years, few things could compare with the shocking resilience of mortals.

Evander merely sank into the snowbank, running his tongue over his teeth, while Eden let out a quiet breath and covered his face with both hands—inadvertently smearing his cheeks with bright stains of the wolf’s blood. At that point, there was a good chance he was silent-screaming into his palms, but when he looked up again, he was smiling. Tired, but smiling.

“I am unused to being the sensible one. We have travelled together too long.”

We have travelled together too long.

Kiera bit her lip, trying to hold back a smile.

That should be our group motto.

“No one would ever call you sensible,” Jesse assured him, flashing an irascible grin over his shoulder. Another drip of blood spilled from his hair. “And I would have thought you were quite used to the peculiarities of mortals, given the almost embarrassing span of time you’ve been alive.”

The others chuckled obligingly, but the humor was gone. Their senses had been stolen by that burst of dragon fire, but a trail of Jesse’s blood had followed them from the mountain.

The wolf was in need of his own miracle.

“The peculiarities of mortals,” Eden repeated under his breath, lifting from the snow and settling casually behind him. With gentle fingers, he parted the shifter’s dark hair and tilted forward his head. “One is shooting fire from her hands, and the other cracked open his skull. If I had known what trouble you would bring, I would have requested a manual...”

He trailed off upon seeing the damage that lay before him, those lovely eyes widening in silent astonishment that the wolf was able to speak at all. Jesse felt the change and stiffened beneath his hands, turning his face ever so slightly to the side. “How bad is it? You can tell me.”

Kiera looked for herself, then turned ghostly pale.

Don’t tell him.

“I have seen worse,” Eden replied lightly, easing them closer together. “Lean back a little, and look forward. It is difficult enough to see in this light.” The shifter obeyed and he worked a few seconds in silence, probing the edge of the wound as he tried to gauge its depths. “Like I said, many have come back from worse.” He meant it to sound reassuring, but his voice was tighter than it had been before. He flexed his fingers, watching carefully. “Does it hurt more or less, when I do this?”

Jesse sat there a moment, then glanced back in surprise. “Have you started? I feel nothing.”

There was a slight pause, then Eden flashed a quick smile. “That’s good.”

No, it really isn’t.

The minutes dragged slowly past, as the fae continued working in silence. His hands were calm and steady, but his panic must have been rising, because after only a minute more, the vampire rose to his feet and settled beside him. He lifted a comforting hand, resting it on his lover’s back.

“This is beyond my skills,” Eden said quietly, glancing around with a hint of desperation for anything that might be used to help. “I’m not a healer.”

It wasn’t the first time he’d said such a thing, and this was a wound unlike any they’d dealt with before. A hurt that affected not just the body, but the mind. A coma, Evander had called it, before they’d been beset with monsters and were trekking through the snow. Something beyond the reaches of modern medicine. Something even a draught of vampiric blood couldn’t fix.

“Do you see this?” Eden murmured, angling his body so the vampire might have a better view. “It must be closed, but I haven’t...” He lowered his voice, eyes flickering anxiously to the back of the shifter’s head. “I don’t know what it might cost him.”

Cost him?

There were a few words one didn’t want to hear, when dealing with a head injury. Cost was near the top of that list. Kiera’s eyes darted between them, desperate for any clues as to what exactly it meant. Would it cost him blood? Would
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