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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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Newsletter:

SIGN UP FOR W.J. May's Newsletter to find out about new releases, updates, cover reveals and even freebies!
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WHAT'S A GIRL TO DO when a vampire claims to be her mate? 

For Hollie, a human bystander drawn into a world of supernatural beings, not running was never an option. The problem is, he keeps finding her. 

With the help of her Fae friends and a witch with a clutter issue, Hollie has a plan to knock the vamp out of her life permanently. It's easier said than done when an imp in disguise starts to interfere. She's not sure what's worse: running away from the vamp or being caught by him.
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THE STONE CORRIDOR rang with screams, but Maz no longer heard them, so inured was he to the sound. Millennia of ragged shrieks and desperate pleading washed over him like surf on the rocks of a jagged shoreline under a night of endless darkness. And like those rocks, he was unmoved. Unchanged in his stoic resoluteness. 

It wasn’t that he didn’t care. It was that had hadn’t cared for so long that he no longer noticed the pain soaked into every inch of the Halls of Punishment. The atmosphere of the place, like the rest of the realm, was lost on him. An off-worlder who found himself in the realm ruled by the Angel of Death might tremble at the sulfur-tinged gloom, the moans of agony that seemed to echo from every square inch of the place, but to Maz, it was as normal as a cup of tea. 

Simply put, Pluto was home. 

Letting himself through a heavy wooden door, he nodded to the guard stationed on the other side. The guard nodded back, the strips of decaying skin hanging from his cheeks shifting against the exposed bone of his skull. Maz could smell the sickly sweet stench of roasted flesh, an odor that used to make him queasy when he was young, just after Samael had turned him. It was so long ago he could barely remember it. 

Maz would never forget the circumstance that had brought him to Pluto, one of the Seventeen Hells of the multiverse. Samael had taken pains to make him remember, the memory an example of the absolute power the Angel of Death held over him. 

Samael was one of the Princes of Darkness, members of the Court of Chaos, servants of Shayatan himself. The Princes, known as Archons among those with the longest memories, were beings of enormous strength, their abilities second to only Shayatan, who many considered the most powerful single being in the Web. Each Archon ruled over a realm of their own, though none so vile and feared as Pluto. And of all the Princes of Darkness, Samael was the one most cloaked in mystery. 

Not like the multiverse is missing out, Maz thought to himself as he made his way into the bowels of the stone keep where prisoners were kept for punishment. If they knew the Angel of Death like I do, they might wonder what all the fuss is about. 

It wasn’t that his boss wasn’t capable of dark deeds. He was, and on an epic scale. Civilizations had fallen at the arch of his eyebrow. It was the prince’s penchant for scheming that made him less than entertaining. Samael was obsessed with his machinations, manipulations that spanned centuries and family lines, dynasties raised to vaulted heights only to be devastated by their own hubris in some poetic way. The Archon was an expert at creating high drama, but in the end, he really wasn’t that dramatic himself. 

The Angel of Death was skilled and efficient, matter-of-fact and to the point. Case in point, my welcome to the realm. Barely able to string sentences together on my own, I was led by my mother into the cave where the shaman of our village said the Devil dwelled. His confusion had given way to horror when he realized why his mother had taken him there. 

“He is yours,” she’d announced once they were deep enough inside for the light to be little more than a gray shroud. “In exchange for an end to the black throat.” He would never forget the tone of her voice, cold and hard but with a brittle quality, like the crust of frost that forms on snow after several days of freeze. His limbs absorbed the cold, and he’d shivered unexpectedly. 

Maz had frozen as shadows formed themselves into a cloaked figure who seemed to walk out of a gloom he’d been a part of only a moment before. Maz’s mother gave him a shove forward, and he’d looked back over his shoulder, his eyes begging her to enfold him into her warm arms and take him from this waking nightmare. 

Her expression was hard, her eyes staring ahead at the creature that was reaching out for Maz. She never looked his way again, not when the being clamped a hand around his small wrist and drew him into the shadows. Moments later, he’d found himself in a world where the gray haze in the air had hit his lungs like a blow, and he’d staggered and coughed, his vision struggling to adjust to the dim surroundings. 

Broken columns and tumbled ruins seemed to surround him, shrouded figures weaving through the debris as if part of a strange, synchronized dance. It wasn’t a dance, he realized a moment later when he saw that they were all linked together by an elaborate system of intricate chains that were connected to rings pierced through their flesh, dragging them along through an obstacle course of toppled towers and uneven walkways. 

Then he’d heard the screams, so loud and pitiful that he’d rushed to cover his ears. The cloaked figure had released his hand and pushed back the hood that had obscured his features. Maz was surprised to find a handsome, angular face beneath it topped by hair so blond it was nearly white. Red eyes bored into him, and young Maz had felt the heaviness of the moment in the weight of his gaze. 

“You won’t forget this moment, boy,” Samael had told him roughly. “The moment your own blood traded you away to the Devil to save their own selfish skins.” The Angel of Death had smiled at him then, revealing a pair of long white fangs. 

Maz swatted the memory from his mind, barely registering the faint annoyance he felt every time he trod the same ground over and over again. That had been Samael’s intent, to burn the moment into his psyche in a way that would scar him for eternity. It was a job well done, but that didn’t mean Maz had to appreciate the prince’s mastery. I’ve lived in worshipful fear long enough, haven’t I?

Things had started to feel different after the long centuries of being the Archon’s lackey, doing his boss’s bidding without the opportunity to refuse. Maz had never felt the weight of eternity like he did now, millennia after Samael had turned him. An endless monotony of torture, pain, misery. Even if I’m the one inflicting it, on a long enough timeline, it still gets boring. There has to be something more.

The image of a fiery-haired temptress with eyes that reminded him of the jungles of his homeland appeared in his head, and his muscles clenched with need. Frustration overwhelmed him, and he looked down to find his fingernails expanding into claws that struck sparks against the stone while he walked down the corridor toward the iron door that marked the most secure section of the keep. Taking a breath to calm himself, his claws retracted, and Maz took a moment to straighten his attire, readying himself for the confrontation ahead. 

How I long for her scent, that enchanting whiff of innocence and sunlight. Ache burned inside him. Maz remembered the first time he’d seen her. A crescent moon had hung overhead, its white glow seeming to illuminate her perfect skin. He’d known the moment he’d laid eyes on her that the woman was his mate. 

It was a terrifying and intoxicating notion, both wonderful and terrible, knowing that his life was destined to be entwined with another, their lifeblood weaving together, two becoming one. But he’d not been able to consider the romantic and philosophical aspects of matehood in that moment. Instinct had taken over, that instinct screaming at him to claim his mate as quickly as possible and never let her go. 

And thanks to my impeccable luck, I’ve hit on the most impossible female in the multiverse. I can’t claim what I can’t find. 

His anger flared, filling him with righteous rage. Ready to do what needed to be done, he opened the heavy door with a violent flick of his wrist. He tried not to think about the fact that the human had disappeared shortly after he’d found her. Sure, I might have fumbled our introduction a little, but surely that wasn’t enough to drive her away permanently. 

But she’d vanished, a neat trick for a human. That race was known to be magic-deprived and intellectually backwards. Still, she’d somehow managed to avoid him for weeks until he’d stumbled onto her dream and discovered her location. The Fae Realm of Valantia was a surprise, to be sure, and not a good one since off-worlders could not enter the realm without being detected. 

So Maz had hastened to the Rough, a dimension linked to Valantia, to figure out how to reach the human, but she’d nearly come to him. He’d smelled her on a Fae and almost managed to get close, but the situation hadn’t shaken out like he’d planned once again. 

And that’s what brings me here, he thought, his eyes on the rusted bars that lined the cell of the prisoner before him. Maz turned his mind from the longing that was slowly consuming him to the figure chained to the wall across from him. Unlike those in cells throughout the Hall of Punishment, the captive wasn’t crying or begging. 

He was smiling.

“I wondered when you’d be back for another chat,” he said convivially. “This place isn’t exactly flush with stimulating conversation, you know.” 

“Are you trying to say that you missed me?”

The prisoner barked out a laugh at Maz’s sardonic question. “I guess I am. You’re the only company I’ve had in this place, after all. Still, for accommodations, it’s not half bad.”

Maz held back a sigh. “You can’t tell me you’re eager for another round of heartless torture. Aren’t you tired of it yet?”

The figure shook his head. “There are worse things I could be doing. Like following behind your boss like a little toady, jumping whenever he crooks a finger.” The prisoner looked him over. “Besides, it looks like you have that job sewed up.”

Maz shrugged his shoulder. “Beats hanging around all day.”

The captive laughed, a deep belly laugh that had his handsome face turning red. “Oh, that was a good one. I have to say, for a leech, you’re not half bad.” 

“And for an imp, you’re an idiot.”

The prisoner laughed again, then made a show of trying to wipe the tears away from his eye but not being able to thanks to the chains. Maz’s tone turned serious. “Why are you doing this, Dallon?” he asked again. 

There was silence, save for the sound of the prisoner’s chains clinking softly against one another as he adjusted his position. “You know, I’ve thought about that question for a long time. Hells, all we have is time, am I right?” When Maz didn’t nod, the figure seemed to deflate a little. “I don’t want this life anymore,” he said simply after a moment, then turned his head to stare at the wall, his earlier jovialness diminished. 

“We all have our roles to play,” Maz said softly, his tone as close to conciliatory as it got. “Destiny makes the rules, not us.”

“The same destiny that links you to a woman who refuses to be yours?” the captive retorted. “I’m sorry, leech, but I refuse to be pushed around by destiny. I’ll leave you to chase after your precious destiny like a dog in heat.”

His rage returned in that moment, and Maz’s fangs flashed in the dim light. I’m ready to punish, he thought as he stepped toward the imp draped in chains before he lost the ability to think. 
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SHE WOKE SUDDENLY, her hands clutching at the sheets as the memory of a pair of white fangs followed her into the daylight. Breathing hard, Hollie pulled herself into a sitting position, her back resting against an ornate wooden headboard. She gathered her thoughts, willing the remnants of the dream to fade.

Birdsong and the golden morning light helped drive the ghost of the vampire’s grip away, and Hollie stood, trudging from the plush bed toward the bathroom. It had taken a little time to get used to the facilities in alternate realms, but the luxury of Exeria was already becoming normal to her. Although the accommodations were top notch, Hollie couldn’t help missing her own home. It might not be as lavish as the palace of the Fae Queen, but it was hers. 

She washed up, wondering if she’d ever see Earth again. I wasn’t cut out for a life on the run, she told her reflection as she fingered an imaginary wrinkle on her face and searched her head for gray hairs. Hollie was far too young to find any, but with the level of stress she’d been subjected to lately, she wouldn’t have been shocked to find her whole head had turned white overnight. 

Padding back into the bedroom, she opened a closet and reached inside, not caring what color of pastel dress she pulled out. Each one was impeccably embroidered and painstakingly formed from intricate, expensive fabrics. Hollie tugged one on, then pulled a comb through her hair before stuffing her feet into slippers and entering the airy hallway outside her suite. 

As she strolled down the hallway, she returned the nods of the industrious Fae who kept the palace humming along, kept the towels clean and the washbasins filled. Hollie imagined this was what it was like to stay at one of the fancy, all-inclusive resorts she’d never had the chance to visit. All of her needs were catered to, and she’d never had to lift a finger. It was nice, but it wasn’t what she was used to.

Growing up in a small town in Wisconsin, there hadn’t been many tropical-style resorts to speak of. Her father’s idea of a vacation consisted of a weekend spent on Lake Winnebago fishing for bass and walleye. The accommodations had been less than stellar, although when she’d turned twelve, she had graduated to her own dome tent. Even then, it was still staked close enough to her father’s tent to hear his snores. 

Comparing her old sleeping bag and campfire fare like hotdogs and marshmallows to the delights of the Fae Royal Palace was laughable. She was outclassed to the nth degree, but a part of her longed to be in that musty tent under the Midwestern stars, her dad snoring in rhythm to the chirping of the crickets and frogs. 

Even if she would trade in all this luxury to be back there, Hollie couldn’t be sure that the swap didn’t come with a non-refundable vampire. 

The arched entry to the dining hall was massive enough for an elephant to stride through, and she suddenly felt small crossing through it. Tables filled the room, half of them occupied by staff, functionaries, and minor nobles. There was another dining chamber, the royal one occupied by the Fae Queen and her King, where greater nobles could be granted audiences. Although Hollie had a standing invitation to the formal dining room, she preferred this one, finding it more comfortable to blend in with the common Fae. 

A hand waved frantically in her direction. It was attached to a beautiful brunette Fae who greeted her with the usual, over-the-top enthusiasm. “What’s shaking, bacon?” the Fae asked, her head bobbing and eyebrows twitching in Hollie’s direction. 

“I get it,” Hollie said politely. “A breakfast-based greeting, right?” 

The Fae called Tayla nodded excitedly. “Bacon being a common breakfast food in your realm, except where forbidden by one of your panoply of gods. Did I perform the greeting correctly?”

A shrug was Hollie’s reply. “I suppose so, although we usually just say ‘Good morning’ where I’m from.” 

Tayla stiffened slightly, her smile slipping at the response. The Fae considered herself the foremost human expert among her people, and she’d been delighted at Hollie’s arrival in her home realm. She’d followed her to the Fae Realm of Queen Elsbeth and had been picking her brain ever since, asking esoteric questions about human culture that were starting to wear on Hollie. But that didn’t mean she wanted to hurt the Fae’s feelings.

She reached across the table and patted her hand. “Did I ever tell you about something called the ‘Baconator’?”

Tayla leaned forward, eyes widening, her enthusiasm returning. “What’s that? Some kind of genetically modified, swine-based killing machine?”

Hollie laughed, some of her gloom fading. “You’d think, but in actuality—” Her explanation was interrupted by the sudden arrival of two steaming mugs of tea that appeared out of nowhere on the table between them. She started, instinctively clutching her chest in reaction. Her body, keyed up by her nightmare of the vampire, had told her she was under threat.

She let out a frustrated burst of breath when she realized it was only tea. Hollie’s eyes found the young Fae woman dressed in the attire of a palace servant who waved at her with a helpful smile. “I don’t know if I’ll ever get used to that,” Hollie said, begrudgingly tugging the mug toward herself. “Things just popping up out of thin air unexpectedly,” she said, shaking her head, her tone tinged with disapproval.

“That’s another human expression I don’t understand,” Tayla said, reaching into a pocket in her dress to pull out a little leather-bound notebook. Snatching the pencil she kept tucked into her long hair, she licked the end of it, then held it against the paper expectantly. “What exactly is ‘thin air’?”

Hollie held in a sigh. Tayla was constantly asking her what this word or that phrase meant. At least this one’s in English, she thought, then admitted to the Fae that she had no idea where the saying had come from. This time she didn’t even venture a guess, just picked up her tea and sipped it, staring off into space. 

“Home illness?” Tayla asked after a moment, setting her notebook down. 

“Sickness,” Hollie corrected half-heartedly. “And I guess you could say that’s correct, but it’s more than that. Can you still be homesick for a place if you can never go back there? If it’s never going to be your home again?”

The questions came out, a momentary lapse in Hollie’s usual positive demeanor. So much had happened since she’d first left Earth. Her abduction. A slave auction. Fleeing across worlds in fear of being caught by someone powerful and terrible and intent on harm. Her reaction to the situation had been to put on a brave face, to try and focus on the positives instead of the overwhelming number of negatives in her circumstances. Otherwise, she might give up hope of ever seeing her home again.

But as the days passed, and her nights trapped her in unending nightmares of the creature pursuing her, hope was feeling more and more like a diminishing resource. Her Fae companion gave her a look of understanding. “Anyone in your place would be pining for home too. I wondered how long you would be content to live in the twins’ realm. The Web can be overwhelming, especially to a human.”

“It doesn’t matter if I pine or not, I can’t go back there. The chances of running into that vampire are too high. If he followed me to the outskirts of Valantia, what’s to stop him from walking into my house and helping himself to a vein?”

“Vampires aren’t all-powerful,” Tayla replied. “And you have powerful friends.”

Hollie nodded. “I don’t want to sound ungrateful. Lina and Gilly have been the most welcoming of hosts. And this place, it’s incredible.” She meant her words. Her hostesses here, twin daughters of the Fae Queen, were kind and generous, and fun to be around, and although they’d told her to stay as long as she liked, Hollie felt a little like an interloper. “But since their weddings, they’ve been wrapped up in their guys. Which they should be,” she hastened to add. “But I’m starting to feel like a third wheel.”

Tayla’s face screwed up in confusion. “Third wheel?” She drew the shape of a wheel in the air, her fingertip lighting up to leave a shimmering line in the air hanging between them, then shook her head.

“It’s an expression meaning you feel like you’re intruding on a couple who would prefer to be alone. Because you only need two wheels to get where you’re going. Not three.”

“I thought vehicles had four wheels,” Tayla muttered, then perked up. “Unless we’re talking about a chariot. Is that what you mean?”

“You’re getting too bogged down in the metaphor,” Hollie said, snatching Tayla’s hand out of the air where it was now sketching the shape of a chariot. “They should have their space, their honeymoon period. And I need to figure out what happens next.”

“What do you want to happen?” Tayla asked gently.

Hollie’s look was far away as she imagined returning to her life the way it had been before magic and mystery had invaded and thrown everything into chaos. A simple life. An ordered one, where she knew what to expect at the beginning of the day, and she could make it to her bed that night without being chased by monsters. “Home.” 

“They’ve offered you a home here,” Tayla reminded her softly. “The Fae Realm takes some getting used to, but you’ll never want for anything. You’ll be comfortable, protected, and welcome in all the best houses in the realm. You could build a life for yourself. There are worse places to be stranded.”

“Don’t I know it,” Hollie said, then let out a wistful sigh. “I’m appreciative, I really am. But if there is a chance to go back to my old life, I want to take it.” 
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