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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.
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The Queen’s Alpha Series

[image: ]


[image: Timeline

Description automatically generated]

Eternal

Everlasting

Unceasing

Evermore

Forever

Boundless

Prophecy

Protected

Foretelling

Revelation

Betrayal

Resolved

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Find W.J. May


[image: ]


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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They say some people are favored by the gods. Others need to make their own luck.

There is a single lesson in the heart of every Viking: Those who use magic are put to death.

When a handsome young warrior rides into her village and Liv barely has time to notice. There is coin to be made with the arrival of the king.

But the fates have other plans.

The two strike up a friendship that grows closer, even though Liv knows she will never rise above her station. 

She makes a promise that even though she cannot love him, she will protect him.

And that promise will require the greatest sacrifice of all.
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They say a single river connects us. A seam of endless water, circling the length of the world...

It’s a cradle-story, sung in sweet-voices over babes too small to listen, then barked at the feasting tables once those babes are fully grown. In all my days, I’ve never met anyone who didn’t believe it.  

It settles into the heart of my people, blending the line between fact and fiction, between truth and myth.

I could not say for the rest of the world, I had seen such a small part of it, but the waters ran the length of our kingdom, a winding ribbon from toes to crown.

It was said to be a sign of hope. It was said to bring healing.

I’d never found it as such.

I’d always found more truth in the legend of the great serpent, continuous and inescapable, devouring itself inch by ravenous inch. It would make more sense: that we were living somewhere amidst those constricting scales.

Still, there was a part of me that longed for the river.

Where it might go...
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I’d always thought it would be rather easy to die.

Since I was a child, death had been a part of the discussion. Hardly a few weeks would pass before we’d be lowering someone new into the ground. People a lot less capable than I was. People who’d somehow managed to find their way to those sacred halls. Those who’d been left behind would stand by their mounds, stand by their pyres. Shrieking and wailing, tearing their clothes in despair. But it had always seemed to me like something of a relief. Their scrapes and toils were behind them. They would leave our grim shores and enter Valhalla’s radiant embrace.

I’d mentioned this precisely once and gotten slapped across the face.

“Don’t ever speak like that! You’ll tempt the gods!”

I wanted to believe that. I wanted to think about it the way a person should. But I didn’t think the gods particularly cared whether we lived or died. Especially me.

And if they did, they had a strange way of showing it.

A quiet buzzing caught my attention, and I lowered my gaze to a bee crawling over a blanket of aspen leaves by my foot. Its velvety head bobbed up and down, almost as if in prayer, as it made its way slowly along the pebbly shore. My first thought was that it must have been hurt; why walk when you’d been given wings to fly? But there didn’t appear to be anything wrong with it. Aside from a loose grasp on time, it was merely going about its daily tasks—flowers, and honey, and sun.

I could scarcely blame it for wanting to prolong the morning. I’d wandered into the woods with the same desire myself. The sun had come out today, warm and bright, and the woods had come alive with it. The terns and the quails had flushed from their nests. Long-winged herons cast slanting shadows from the sky. The apples trees were rattling in the breeze, the air around them sweetened with the scent of ever-ripening fruit. It was the first true day of summer. The blushing embrace of a season that was always the most welcome to see coming, and the first to say goodbye.

Where are you going...?

The bee had changed directions, skittering purposely back the way it came. I had perhaps foolishly believed it to be something like myself—having left the morning routine behind to seek out simpler pleasures, abandoning the buzzing hive for the warm respite of a walk across the leaves.

Perhaps it was just stupid.

My eyes caught a flicker of movement, and I watched as a little sandpiper hopped out of the brush, drawing closer and closer to the log where I sat. It hadn’t yet seen my bee, but at this point, I was prepared to intervene if it did. One learned to foster a sort of detachment when it came to such things, as the laws of our land were simple: eat or be eaten. But I had never been very good at those lessons. I was the child who’d baited the garden path with honey, and brought in strays after every storm. My adolescence had brought no greater maturity, I’d simply learned to be craftier in my aims.

The strays were tended in the forest. The bee was already named, but I kept it to myself.

A rush of wings, and a muted crackle. The sandpiper had speared itself a mayfly. Just a stone’s throw away, the bee ambled closer to the water, never seeing the danger just beyond.

With an idle curiosity, I abandoned my perch and sank to the leaves beside it, stretching on my stomach and watching as those whisker-thin legs heaved its body, fat and swollen with pollen, over one leaf and onto the next. The effort must have been astounding. A tiny miracle, hidden in the underbrush, unnoticed as the rest of the world hurried by. When it felt the cool of my shadow, it froze a solitary moment, then took suddenly to the air. In the blink of an eye, it was gone.

“Safe travels,” I murmured, staring at the place it had disappeared.

The sun had already risen high above the forest, glints of light spearing through the canopy of leaves. I had done something I shouldn’t. I had left the bustle of the village, the duties and chores that hounded me, and ventured away on my own. It was such a lapse, that no one would think to challenge it. They would assume I was off attending some task and think nothing more. Even if they had thought to send someone, they never would have guessed to look for me here.

The water splashed at my feet, cool and unending, winding ever onward to bear the northern ice-melt into the warmer summer plains. I stared from a distance, watching as it spilled noisily over the rocks. Sixteen years, I had lived alongside the river. Never once had I gotten fully inside.

Why not today?

The thought was sudden, arresting—breaking over me like a fever that had been too long kept at bay. While my brain reflexively balked at the idea, a more sensible part couldn’t find any reason not to. The forest was empty and settlement was drowning in preparations. I could slip in and out without anyone being the wiser. I could be dry by the time I made it home.

The seconds ticked past, one after another, then with a sudden burst of determination, I pushed to my feet. My hair was already pinned half-back, but I took out the band and let it drop past my shoulders, unlacing the boots that encased my feet and leaving them on the shore. A kind of giddiness had taken hold of me. My body was thrumming, and my heart was pumping too fast.

I took a step, and then another. The pulse of adrenaline had bolstered me, but beneath the summer sun, my skin was clammy and pale. My fingers fumbled with the laces on my tunic, as the frothing water lapped over my toes. It was freezing, exhilarating. Inviting.

...too much.

I stepped back just as quickly, breathing as hard as if I’d run all the way from the road. The laces were abandoned and the boots were snatched back off the rocks, but a second before I could cram them over my feet, a distant chorus of laughter filtered through the trees.

I went perfectly still, tense and bristling, like a rabbit that realized it had wandered too close to a wolf. A sense of panic swept over me, paired with a grim anticipation. They were laughing at me, but that was no matter. People had laughed at me before. They had seen me undressing, but that was fine. I’d gotten no higher than my ankles. I would face whoever it was, stoic and free of emotion, before making up some excuse and marching straight back to the house. They were young, the voices I’d heard. Even younger than I was. There was no need to fear any of the usual—

“—again, Dag!” a voice called in the distance. “Before it gets away!”

My eyes lifted slowly, peering through the trees.

For the second time that morning, I had been wrong. The voices hadn’t come for me, they were there for something else. Their laughter rang up again, in a cold and familiar chorus, twisting the edges of my stomach and thinning the lines of my mouth. I should have gone home. I should have thanked the gods for allowing my transgression to go unnoticed, and ghosted into the trees.

But I was feeling rather spontaneous that morning. And bad things came in threes.

Without a trace of hesitation, I finished with the boots and hurried through the forest, picking up speed as that laughter echoed again. I was closer, now. Close enough to glimpse a clutch of familiar faces. There were half a dozen of them, girls and boys who ran in a little pack through the village, though I could tell you little more about them than that. They were drawn together in a tight huddle, looking down at something that appeared to be lying at their feet.

There was a quiet rustle, followed by a rending cry.

“What are you doing?”

They sprang apart, as I’d hoped they might—their faces flushed with guilt, their hands clapped innocently behind their backs. For a flash of a second, they stood there, waiting in silent obedience for whatever was coming next. Then they saw who it was, and let out a collective breath.

“It’s only her,” one of them half-sighed with relief, glancing over her shoulder, as if I might have brought reinforcements. “Come on, let’s finish the—”

“What are you doing?” I asked again, sharper this time.

Not a single person answered, their pride was too great for that. But with some strange compulsion, half of them shifted aside in the same instant, allowing me to look for myself.

I should have guessed, from the way they were jeering.

A hawk had gotten caught in some brambles, hurting its wing and leaving it tethered to the ground. Our forests were thick with hawks, they hunted for game same as the rest of us, but this was one of the largest I’d seen—large enough that the ring of children wouldn’t dare venture within range of its talons. They had contented themselves with poking at it with sticks, letting out another chorus of demonic laughter every time it flinched away with a desperate cry.

My throat constricted, and I pulled in a deliberate breath. “Get away from it.”

That should have been enough. The children were much younger than I was, they should have scattered. But they were enjoying their game and merely looked at me, clutching those cruel sticks in their hands. It shouldn’t have come as a surprise, but it stung just the same.

A manut, I was called. A girl with limited prospects, and even more limited authority.

“What if we don’t?” one of them taunted. He was standing in the center, half-obstructing the bird. It had been his idea to get the sticks. “What are you going to do about it?”

“What am I going to do?” I stalled, eyes flickering around the circle.

At that point, most people would have either scared them off or threatened to inform their parents. Viking children were hard as the frozen ground upon which they’d been raised, but like all others, they had a healthy fear of their parents. The problem was, Viking parents would have little concern for the well-being of a bird. I weighed my options, and decided to aim higher.

“What am I going to do?” I repeated with raised eyebrows, looking around the circle like the answer was obvious. “I’m going to pray, of course.”

Without further ado, I knelt to the ground and opened my arms, tilting my face towards the heavens. The children flashed quick looks at each other, but didn’t dare to interrupt. The ones that were standing farthest away, had dropped their sticks and were already edging into the forest.

“I call upon Freya,” I declared in a ringing voice, “great goddess in the skies and protector of earth’s living creatures. I beg you to spare this poor animal, and deliver it from the hands of those who might cause it harm. I beseech you to punish its oppressors, to seek out all who would...”

I peeked open my eyes.

The children were gone, leaving a pile of sticks behind them.

You better run.

I stared after them a moment, listening as those panicked whispers grew quieter and quieter, before turning back to the hawk. It had gone still when I started speaking, watching the scene with unnatural attentiveness, those sharp eyes dilated to their fullest extent. When I took a step closer, it stood its ground—flaring out its remaining wing in a silent warning.

“It’s all right now,” I murmured, pulling a knife from my belt and circling to the far side of the brambles. “No one’s going to hurt you. I’m going to get you out of here.”

To prove myself, I started cutting far away from where the bird was tangled, letting it see as I removed the thorny branches, one after another. It tensed again as I drew near, but watched as I took the stem that had ensnared it—keeping far away from those talons, and sawing it by the root.

It was hard work, with many punishing slices. There was a reason we avoided the brambles, even when harvesting their fruit, we left the berries that grew in the middle safely inside. At long last, the branch came free. I reached for it then, carefully extracting the hawk’s feathers. I was surprised it let me, even when I had to use my knife. The moment it was free, it made an undignified squeak and hopped into the clearing, stretching both wings into the air beside it.

“There, you see?” I sheathed the blade with a smile. “No harm done.”

It cocked its head to the side, studying me in silence. I studied it back. We stood there so long, I half-expected it to speak. Then without a bit of warning, it lifted suddenly into the sky.

I stared after it, feeling unexpectedly sad. “Safe travels to you as well.”

The sound of bells echoed in the distance. I turned my head with a sigh.

It’s starting...they’re here.
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It was possible my people did not understand the meaning of the word birth day. Because when it came time for the king’s celebration, everyone acted like it was the very first time.

“Out of the road!”

My eyes flashed up to see a horse and cart flying towards me, still a long ways off. It wasn’t a road, it was a forest path. And I wasn’t standing on it, I was walking alongside. It seemed impossible the man wouldn’t realize this. From the looks of things, he just needed to shout at somebody.

With theatrical obedience, I bowed low to the ground and then took wide steps backwards, so wide, I needed to lift the hem of my skirt. His brow tightened with a scowl and he opened his mouth to say something, but by the time the words came to him, the cart was already gone.

I stared after it until the wheels vanished over the crest of the next hill.

For weeks, people had been pouring from all over the kingdom—straining the walls of a village already too swollen for its fences. But those fences were large, and the roots ran deep. It was more of a settlement than a village, and there were only a few so far south in the kingdom. The king had already celebrated in the rest the land had to offer. This year, the honor had fallen onto us.

You’d have thought the gods themselves had come down from Valhalla. Never had I seen so many people, heard so many dialects. The markets sprang up before they’d finished unpacking—a colorful sea of awnings, displaying wonders from everywhere in the known world. There were silks from China, coins from Arabia, and necklaces from the Indian provinces that shone like the sun.

None of it was ours, of course. It was all stolen, but my people never used that word. Raided, that’s what they called it. A noble profession, taking things by the edge of a sword.

Then selling it at twice the value.

For as much as we Vikings liked to throw around words like honor and sacrifice, for as much as we steeped ourselves in legend—claiming divine dispensation—there was something depressingly economical about us as well. For over three hundred years, people had been striving to keep us trapped on our little island. For over three hundred years, those same people had failed.

Maybe I can get something, I thought distractedly, my eyes flitting over the curls of smoke rising from behind the fence. I have a little coin saved.

Instead of going to the settlement proper, I made a wide curve and headed off the path, through the waist-deep grass that caught on my skirt and served as a barrier between my home and the rest of the village. There were a few of us that lived beyond the fence. People who farmed, or fished, or tended goats and cattle. People with backstories that would be questioned were they to venture past the gates. For a people that placed a fierce value on loyalty, that fence had been one of the first things they’d built. A pointed reminder between who was deemed worthy, and who was not.

When I was a child, I used to stare for hours at those sharpened stakes, wondering what was happening on the other side. These days, I didn’t mind. They got the settlement. We got the view.

“Morning, Liv!”

I raised my head to see the figure of an elderly woman waving in her front yard. She was the carpenter’s wife, but he was long dead now. The morning after it happened, my grandmother and I had gone over with baskets of flowers—weaved them into a shroud to place atop his grave. When my grandmother had died, just a few years later, she’d arrived with baskets of her own.

“Morning,” I called back, waving in return. “Do you need any help with the washing?” I eyed the heavy parcels stacked by the door. “I could carry those inside.”

Drag them, was more like it. Each one of them weighed the same as I.

She let out a cackle of laughter—the kind of sound that could easily frighten, if you didn’t see the warm crinkles around her eyes. “With those stick arms? I’d have better luck with them myself. I’m surprised to see you here, anyway. Shouldn’t you be down at the settlement?”

“I’m going there now,” I replied, cocking my head further up the hill. “Just getting Trina.”

She bobbed her head and murmured something unintelligible, before waving again and disappearing inside. The door swung shut behind her, as I continued up the hill.

Unless one was familiar with the landscape, there wasn’t much to distinguish one place from the next. The forest was bare in some patches, then stretched endlessly in every direction. The river was a good marker, but the land was riddled with a hundred identical marshes and streams. The little houses that dotted along the hillside weren’t much better. Each of them was small and compact, and hobbled together with the same dark wood and dried grass as the next. Some of them had been built so long ago, the weather-stained planks had begun to sink into the earth beneath them.

But my grandmother had strived to make ours into something a bit different. Not in terms of structure, but all the little flourishes she’d added along the side. Instead of the same grass or a muddy pen to keep sheep like most of our neighbors, a wide garden had been meticulously grown around the path that led to the front door. The house itself was dripping in flowers—not the bright blooms that grew for a season, but their paler companions that lasted for the entire year.

Every day of my life, I’d awoken
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