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A FRIEND TURNED ENEMY is the most dangerous sort...

After an attack on their president leaves the Privy Council reeling, it's all hands on deck. Guilder University is shut down, and agents are called in from every corner of the world. Aria and her friends begin the dangerous task of interrogating the prisoners, but in a terrible twist of irony, the greatest threat to the Council is coming from within.

When her little brother is arrested by a taskforce intent upon seizing power, Aria finds herself searching for allies in the most unlikely places. From the depths of the past, to the uncertainties of the future, the stakes have never been higher and the world is up for grabs.

The clock is ticking and not one, but two lives hang in the balance. The Xavier Knights are growing restless, and there's trouble at the gates. Can Aria manage to put the pin back in the grenade?

Or were some alliances always meant to break?

Nothing is predestined. The obstacles of your past can become gateways to new beginnings...
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“She’s not healing the right part of him. And it doesn’t need healing,” James said, bouncing up and down. “We just need to...” He trailed away suddenly, staring at something over her head.

With a flicker of dread, Aria and Alexander followed his gaze and saw a troop of men walking towards them across the lawn. They were dressed in the same dark clothing, and moved in lock-step. Weapons glinted in the light at their hips, and one of them was carrying an inhibitor in his hands.

They moved in lock-step until they reached the trio, coming to a stop.

“James Wardell?” The one in front stepped forward. “You’re under arrest.”

You’re under arrest?

It was a strange thing to hear such harsh words in such lovely snowfall. The moon gleamed silver on the frosted lawns, the gothic spires of the school rose dark and stately towards the winter sky. Two sets of tracks had met in the middle of the frosted grass; one leading from the mess-hall, and the other from somewhere across campus. A third had linked to join them—wild and quick with excitement, heading from the library and coming to a stop at a teenage boy’s feet.

Short gusts of breath clouded in the air, but everything was strangely quiet.

“Did you hear me?” a gruff voice asked again, sounding almost awkward.

Aria stared back across the hard ground, feeling every muscle in her body stiffen. A kind of thrumming had started beneath her skin. If she took a step, it was likely her legs would crack.

There were twelve of them, an even dozen. They were dressed identically, in the same dark, nondescript clothes worn by every PC agent. A weapon shone on their hip, ink gleamed on their arms. But these men weren’t agents; they belonged to a taskforce, and it answered to someone else.

Wesley Harden.

She let out a slow breath, scanning down the line of them. Was it really possible she’d been eating dinner with the man’s son just an hour before? A heavy, expectant silence fell between the two groups; but her brother was in shock, and she found herself too angry to speak. Fortunately, there was a third member of their party who’d never had that particular problem.

“He’s under arrest,” Alexander repeated, standing tall and dangerous at her side. Since the moment the troop of men had started crossing the frozen grass, he’d taken up a tactical position, framing James between them, as his bright eyes leapt from person to person. There was more than open menace, he was memorizing faces. “On what possible charge?”

It was impossible to miss the sarcasm in his voice, and it was equally unwise to upset a tiger, especially one with such a long and volatile record. It was something of a miracle, two outcasts from the Abbey, orphaned and from no established family, would have risen so high as to reach the inner circle. Yet the twins had claimed a seat at the table. The shifter was like a brother to James.

But the men had their orders, and were nearly twice his age. 

The one in the middle spoke with an unlikely confidence.

“That’s none of your concern, Hastings. What matters is we’ve been told to bring him in for questioning, and we have every intention of doing that right now.” He paused a moment, like he was waiting for someone to contradict him. When that didn’t happen, he made the supreme mistake of misinterpreting their silence as some kind of assent. “James Wardell, you’re coming with us.”

This was the part when most people would start running, or they’d start fighting. Or they would throw up their hands and surrender themselves to the mercy of the court.

James froze where he stood, snowflakes catching in his hair.

It wasn’t the first time he’d witnessed an arrest; it wasn’t the tenth. But it was most certainly the first time those words had been directed at him. More likely, it would have been his sister who’d strayed on the wrong side of the law. Or more likely still, he’d have been the one doing the arresting.

In his secret fantasies, it was a little of both.

His lips parted with some faltering reply, but he merely blinked in shock—staring at the troop of people in front of him, unable to comprehend those cuffs might be for him. None of them were strangers. They might have been a peripheral part of the magical community, but they were a part of it nonetheless. He’d grown up seeing their faces. They spoke in passing in the halls.

“On what charge?” Alexander said even louder, completely unfazed by the assault squad in front of him. These were trained men, yes. But they weren’t agents, and that training they vaunted was incomparable. In all honesty, it would make very little difference. “And by whose authority? I happen to know everyone in a position of giving that order, and most are sitting vigil by a bed.”

The lights of the infirmary shone bright across the frosted lawns. Not since the fallen headmaster had been carried inside, had they ever dimmed or flickered off. Even now, there were silhouettes gathered inside, seen only by those gifted with heightened senses. It was a miracle none of them had noticed what was happening outside the window. It was late, and they were talking. The psychic made his cursory checks every few minutes. The squad had chosen their moment well. 

“There are other people who can—” The man caught himself, frustrated he’d actually begun to reply. Impatient now, he took a step forward, an inhibitor dangling from his hand. “Boy,” he barked, stopping just short of snapping his fingers, “I’m not going to tell you again.”

Boy.

Aria’s eyes blazed to life, casting a faint light in the darkness.

For a solitary moment, she’d been as paralyzed as her brother. Not out of shock, but in the purest kind of rage. It had been enough to steal her senses, rendering her ironically mute, given all the molten words ready to leap from her mouth. She found them easily now.

The man had taken a step forward. She took two.

“Speak to him again, and I’ll burn out your tongue.” She spoke slowly and deliberately, placing each word with terrible precision. “Touch him, and you’ll lose that hand.”

There was a restless shifting amongst the men, a growing anxiety. It was bad enough they’d been sent after the kid. He might have been newly graduated, only eighteen years old, but already, people spoke of his power in whispers. It was bad enough his parents were somewhere on campus, vengeful and unpredictable, along with his clairvoyant uncle. They hadn’t counted on his older sister.

The one who didn’t make threats, just terrifying memories.

The one who was pregnant with her first child.

“Arie,” James said quietly, turning his head to the side.

There was a metallic jangle, and a pair of keys slammed into his chest.

“Get in the car,” she answered tonelessly, never taking her gaze from the line of men.

By now, the training had kicked in, and they no longer had faces. She was seeing them only in terms of numbers, tallying up the casualties. Twelve. It was well within her range.

It’s well beneath my range.

There was another restless stirring, as a few of the men exchanged glances. They recognized that predatory expression; same as the tiger was wearing by her side. Most of the time, they’d read about it later in redacted case reports, or listen to whispering gossip around the water cooler.

Some of them half-reached for weapons. Others wondered why they’d come along.

“Listen,” the man in front spoke again, raising both hands peaceably between them. He was confident, but not suicidal. The ink on his arm was tingling, but it was no match. “There’s no need to escalate things. We just want to talk to the boy. If he has nothing to hide, he has nothing to fear.”

Why does that sound like a slogan?

“Well, that’s catchy,” she said bluntly, eyes blazing with a feverish blue. “Alex, don’t you think that’s catchy? I mean, it doesn’t exactly rhyme, but it sticks with you.”

He nodded wordlessly beside her, staring at the line of men. “We should put it on a tee-shirt. Set the tee-shirt on fire.”

“Guys,” James interjected softly, still holding the forgotten keys. He alone wasn’t engaged in some kind of staring contest. He scarcely seemed to realize one was even happening. The men were already forgotten and his eyes were locked on the infirmary, his pulse still racing from everything he’d just read. “If I could just...” He trailed off, seeing the inhibitor dangling between them. He stared at it for a moment before lifting his eyes to the man. “We can deal with this later, but I need to see my grandfather. If I could just get five minutes—”

“You want to go to the infirmary,” the man interrupted with a harsh laugh, one designed to disorient and startle, “where your entire family is gathered? The infamous Kerrigan gang, right there in the flesh? You’d rather go there than get arrested? You must think I’m crazy.”

James stared back at him, quietly appalled. “This isn’t about that—”

“I couldn’t care less what it’s about,” the man continued with a rather performative impatience, seizing upon the boy’s hesitation to push his claim. While the others’ gaze was still darting back and forth, he took a large step forward, extending the inhibitor. “Now, you’re going to put this on—”

There was a noise like a cyclone and he flew suddenly across the lawn, landing about thirty feet away on his back. It was so swiftly done, his men were still looking for him. Only three people in the world remained steady. Two of them were seething, the other had gone frightfully pale.

“I told you,” Aria said quietly, “don’t touch him.”

A terrible silence fell over the clearing as the two sides regarded each other. There wasn’t a hint of movement, just the occasional cloud of breath gusting over the lawn. After a few moments, the man picked himself up and started limping back over. The inhibitor had fallen into the grass.

Please—stop this.

Aria tensed ever so slightly, casting a swift look to the side. If it hadn’t been for the last two years of telepathic warfare, she might have gasped aloud to hear her little brother’s voice echoing in her head. He was looking at her square-on, those blue eyes shining in the darkness.

They WANT you to attack. It would be a gift.

She held his gaze a fleeting moment, then turned back to the squad.

“Get in the bloody car,” she answered aloud.

The man was halfway across the lawn by now, saying nothing, but signaling to his troops with a slicing wave of his hand. It took her a second to understand why he was keeping quiet. The infirmary lights were still shining behind him. In unison, the team slid an inhibitor around their necks. No more ink to harm them, no pesky psychics showing up in the nick of time.

Unless I scream...

The thought drifted briefly through her mind, but it was dismissed nearly as quickly. She was tired of standing on the sidelines, trying to remember ways to be useful, as someone else took up the reins. Her little brother was under arrest. These people had come to drag him away in chains.

A muscle tightened in her jaw as her fingers curled into fists.

If anyone’s going to do that, it’s going to be me.

“Alex,” James said, with a hint of desperation.

The tiger ignored him, staring with the same feral expression across the lawn. When the team had reached for their inhibitors, he’d done nothing but shrug. His ink wasn’t something one could protect themselves from. It was teeth and claws, and a whole childhood of pent-up rage.

The man reached them a moment later, streaked with wet blades of grass. He was red-faced and fuming, but there was an unsettling kind of triumph in his eyes. Instead of fixing upon the girl who’d made the cyclone, he turned with deliberate calculation to her little brother instead.

“There’s going to be trouble now,” he murmured on the verge of an actual smile. “And I think you know it.” He tilted his head towards the infirmary. “Do you know how hard they’re trying to keep things together with the council? And now this? Their own children attack a company task-force right in the middle of the lawn? Do you know how many problems that’s going to cause?”

James stared bracingly back, his cheeks flushed pink with the cold.

There was a reason they’d hoped to get him alone. For the last three days, they’d been watching for an opportunity, but his parents never let the boy out of their sight. Once he’d slipped away to the library, their time had come at last. He was reasonable, that was what people said. At the very least, he was young. He shivered involuntarily as the words echoed through his mind.

‘Do you know how many problems that’s going to cause?’

“That’s a good point,” Alexander cut in smoothly. “How about we ask them?”

Even with a conservative pint of ice-cream churning in his stomach, the tiger was much more difficult to rattle. Already, he was secretly itching to get out of his skin.

“How about we don’t,” Aria muttered, scanning again down the line.

The die had already been cast, and she had no interest in talking. If they were determined to haul her little brother off for questioning, she’d moved on to the planning stages instead.

If I take the six on the right, and Alex takes the six on the left, that will still give me time to concuss the guy doing all the talking. At least twice. Granted, my dad will have heard us by then, so I’d better—

James stepped right in front of her, turning his back to the men.

“I don’t want any trouble,” he said softly.

She opened her mouth to answer, but there was something about his expression that held her back. As much as she hated to admit, her little brother occasionally made some sense. And much as she liked to refer to him as her little brother, it was getting harder and harder to make the title fit.

She raised her chin a little, looking up into those staggering blue eyes.

I don’t know anything about the inhibitors, he said telepathically, completely unconcerned with whatever might be happening behind him. They can question me all they like, there’s nothing I can possibly tell them. But this will absolutely cause problems for Mom and Dad. You know it will. More than that, it’s wasting time. He cast a fleeting glance at the infirmary. I’ll go with them now, then get back to Grandpa.

His eyes glowed as they met hers.

I know how to save him, Arie. He’s going to wake up.

She stared at him a long time, equally unconcerned with the anxious muttering in the background. It sounded utterly ridiculous. She wanted to shoot it down about a thousand different ways. Under no possible set of circumstances would she allow him to be dragged off to some interrogation chamber. And yet, there was something oddly compelling about that quiet calm.

It helped he’d been gifted the powers of a supernova.

But they’ve got inhibitors.

“No,” she said flatly, as if the rest of the world had melted away, and this was a decision between just them two. “We can clean it up later. You’re not going anywhere by yourself.”

There was a muted profanity behind her.

“Mrs. Alden, you are getting dangerously close to—”

She fired a bolt of lightning without looking at whichever of the meddlesome taskforce had spoken. James moved even faster, catching it in his hand. The two regarded each other in silence, neither of them willing to surrender an inch, both of them smoking faintly from the hands.

After a few seconds had passed, he shook his head with the slightest of smiles.

“Are you truly that oblivious to consequences?” 

She stared back without expression. “Yes.”

There was movement beside them, as Alexander took a step closer. He’d been around the group long enough to recognize a telepathic showdown when he saw one. And baffling as they might have appeared, it wasn’t hard to guess the kinds of things being said.

“He shouldn’t go,” he said flatly, not taking care with his volume. “But those idiots have been at it since Brazil, and it might help to get things over with. And he wouldn’t be alone,” he added, kicking off his shoes at the same time. A moment later, a tiger sprang up in his place.

The taskforce took a reflexive step backwards, as he bristled with a menacing growl.

“My emotional support creature,” James said apologetically, running his fingers without thinking through the tiger’s fur. He turned back to his sister. “There, are we good?”

Not in a hundred years. Not in a hundred lives.

“Are you sure about this?” she heard herself saying.

Her brother’s face lightened with a hint of surprise before he nodded quickly, casting a look at the men standing behind him. His pulse quickened, but he forced himself to be calm.

“Absolutely. Just a few questions, right?”

“That’s absolutely right,” the man in charge echoed swiftly, unable to believe how abruptly his luck had changed. He’d been half-expecting to check into the infirmary himself before the night was through, but the boy was volunteering to come with them? It was better than he could have possibly hoped. He pressed a bit farther, sweetening things with a smile. “You performed a miracle out there with those inhibitors, James. We just want to know how you might have done it.”

The siblings returned his gaze without expression. The tiger growled again.

“And you get that he doesn’t know, right?” Aria said dryly. “You get that all that stuff happens about fifteen years in the future? And this is a waste of everyone’s time?”

The man faltered just a hair before the smile returned full-force. “Best to get that all in writing. Just so the records are clear.”

Sure.

She hesitated a moment longer before nodding ever so slightly. Her blood was still boiling, but she forced herself to take a step back. Her brother wanted to do things by the book? Spare these people’s lives, and get them officially off his back? That was fine. But she had certain conditions.

And they weren’t so even-tempered as herself.

“I’d get moving then,” she said loudly, very loudly. “Because I’d guess you have about two minutes before my parents get off their arses, and come outside to see what’s going on.”

The taskforce stiffened of one accord, as her brother shot her a look of scarcely concealed exasperation. It was difficult to tell with the bared teeth, but the tiger might have laughed.

“Thanks for that,” James said sarcastically. “I’m sure it’ll be no trouble now.”

She backed away with a little shrug.

Yeah, but you’ll be safe.

She didn’t actually stick around to find out what happened. As a door banged open across campus, she was already lifting into the air. A pair of feathered wings sprang from her back as she caught the icy currents and shot into the night sky, streaking like a meteor right for London.

There were few things in the world faster than a falcon, and she needed that speed now.

They have questions about future-James?

She narrowed her eyes, aiming for the skyline.

Well, maybe somebody should ask him.
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Faster than sight, Aria streaked across the English countryside, slicing a path through the gentle flurries and seafoam clouds, as the moonlight dripped silver on her wings.

She’d transformed into birds before. Rob’s eagle was a particular favorite. But the falcon was relatively new; she was still getting used to it. It had come to them quite recently, taken from a small, pale-faced girl in a remote Swedish township. First, her mother absorbed it. Then she did herself.

Even more than the exhilarating rush of a new set of ink, what she remembered best was the look on her Uncle Gabriel’s face when he heard about it. Without seeming to think, he’d lifted the tips of his fingers to Rae’s cheek, like he could absorb some part of it himself, or catch a lingering presence. He’d left for Sweden the next day, but had returned unsatisfied. She’d asked a few times, but no one seemed willing to speak about it. At any rate, the basics she had already been told.

It’s the same ink as his old trainer.

Jason Archer.

Since the earliest memories of childhood, that name had been a part of the conversation. A silent part, perhaps. Almost exclusively unspoken. But a part of it nonetheless. The man had risen to something beyond a legend. People spoke of him like he was some kind of god. The fastest man in the world, who’d never lost a battle. The warrior



















[image: ]






























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CHRONICLES OF A MISSPENT YOUTH

CH@HC

‘
USA Today Bestselling Autho

W.J . MUA






d2d_images/image012.jpg
CHRONICLES OF A MISSPENT YOUTH

|
t

i
(k‘

“A |
;
;

Q Q&VK&C zL/n
BAL CHONCES





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





d2d_images/image015.jpg
0.. a b
i

CHRONI
OF A MIS!
YOUTH






d2d_images/image019.jpg





d2d_images/image000.jpg
CHRONICLES! '
OF A MISSPENT]
YOUTH
| F N





d2d_images/image003.png
77 usa tonay
BESTSELLING AUTHOR

W.J. MAY |

\\»\ Jontasy o .. )






d2d_images/image004.jpg
THE CHRONICLES OF KERRIGAN READING ORDER

THE ciiroNIcLE
OF KERRIGAN By 1
BRI A, 2 »,i'

P

.. OF KERRIGAN 3
e SEQUEL
SR

ciRoNteLes o FifEs
Sk S TR

y R

: &y zrfﬁ n
A el ol

CHRONICLES| 1% £ 1% il it
THE KERRIGAN KIDS






d2d_images/image009.png
cctakec and
BAD CHOICES

W] MAY





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.jpg
CHRONICLES OF A MISSPENT YOUTH

( LCfMé&CW:[/
BAD CHOICES;

W. 7% vk l%"(





d2d_images/image008.jpg
i, B
(—

D> osgeruy | ® 100 | amazon [ 0K |






