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Who doesn't love a good mystery?

When Devon and Gabriel return from America and unlock Kraigan's cryptic clue, they think they can put the mess of his “'abduction'” behind them. But one clue leads to another, which leads to another, which takes them to a place where neither one of them is sure they want to go.

The more layers they unravel, the deeper the mystery. What they'd thought was a harmless prank soon turns into something darker, and before they know it, the gang is in a race against time to find the truth.

The shadow organization is growing stronger by the day. Trouble is brewing within their own ranks. Is it possible to fight a war on two sides? Or do all their spinning questions lead to the same thing...?

[image: A picture containing text, human face, clothing, person

Description automatically generated]

Contents

Kerrigan Presidents Series

Kerrigan Memoirs Series

Have You Read the C.o.K Series?

The Chronicles of Kerrigan: Gabriel

Kerrigan Chronicles

The Kerrigan Kids Series

Find W.J. May

DEVON SEEKING GUIDANCE Blurb

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Kerrigan Presidents Series

Kerrigan Memoirs Series

The Kerrigan Kids Series

TUDOR COMPARISON:

Find W.J. May

The Chronicles of Kerrigan

PREQUEL –

SEQUEL –

The Chronicles of Kerrigan: Gabriel

More books by W.J. May

[image: A person in a suit standing in a hallway with two women

Description automatically generated with low confidence]
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1


[image: ]


“Ashes to ashes, dust to dust,” he whispered, turning with a sudden burst of inspiration to Gabriel. “I can’t believe I’m saying this...but I just figured out Kraigan’s clue.”

“What is it?” Gabriel asked Devon and when his partner had just stared at him smugly, he glared back. He wasn’t much one for patience. “What is it?” he hissed, using his ink to tighten Devon’s seatbelt another notch.

“I’m going to tell you something, and I want you to forget it the second I’ve told you.” Devon swallowed and shifted in his seat as Gabriel watched him suspiciously. “A few years ago in Belfast...Kraigan and I went out for lunch.”

Gabriel and Devon were sitting in opposite seats on an airplane, staring at each other across the empty chair in between. They’d opted to fly back to London on a commercial flight—one that was filling to the brim with normal, everyday people. It was the kind of place where they’d usually be careful, the kind of talk they’d usually postpone. But this particular conversation couldn’t wait.

Lunch? With Kraigan?

The assassin blinked twice, then shook his head. “I don’t understand.”

Devon let out a slow breath, like it was costing him to explain. There were deep shadows under his eyes from their night in Texas, and no matter how long he’d drowned himself in the shower, Gabriel knew there were still loops of henna stained around his wrist.

“We shared a meal together,” he finally replied.

There was a beat.

“Socially?”

A nod.

“Willingly?”

Another nod.

A thousand possibilities raced through Gabriel’s head. A thousand explanations to explain the image. Not one of them didn’t involve Devon with a gun to his head.

“I don’t understand,” he repeated.

The fox let out another breath, as if trying to organize his thoughts. “Not only is this a story I vowed to keep to myself, but I’ve tried to suppress it almost immediately after it happened—banishing every moment to the furthest corners of my brain. Even from there, it could do a lot of damage.”

“Just tell me the damn story.” Gabriel sighed.

“Rae had been talking about him,” Devon began quietly, “regretting the way things had played out between them, wishing she’d made more of an effort instead. At first, I thought she was just trolling me. She routinely tests our loyalties, and things had been quieter the last few months.” He hesitated a moment, drawing in another breath. “But she didn’t press it any further. She just...she just got really quiet.”

Gabriel pursed his lips. Never a good sign.

They’d learned to worry when things got quiet.

“So you invited Kraigan out for lunch,” he surmised.

Devon’s eyes flew up, as a blush flamed over his cheeks. “Out of the country, to Belfast, where no one could see us. I thought I could just...I don’t know. Test out the waters. See if there was any way that we could...” He trailed away, shaking his head. “Long story short, he ended up scaring our waitress and then dashed into the courtyard, where he pretty much impaled himself on this statue of Margaret Thatcher that was rusting by the fence.”

Gabriel opened his mouth, then closed it again. “This story never seems to be going where I think.” He tiled his head, trying to connect the dots. “Margaret Thatcher in Ireland? Really?”

The fox nodded fervently. “That’s kind of what I was thinking.” He loosened his seatbelt and turned slightly in his seat. “The locals seem to enjoy throwing snowballs or snow cones or whatever at it. Anyways, after Kraigan had bludgeoned himself on the Iron Lady, and I was pretty sure we were going to have to pay damages to the pub—you know how he gets, when he’s asked to pay damages—so I was preparing for the worst. But when he picked himself off the ground, he was laughing. Like”—Devon smiled in spite of himself—“laughing like you wouldn’t believe.”

For a fleeting moment, the conversation paused and it was hard not to see the feelings that had led Devon to Ireland. For a fleeting moment, it was hard to justify why on their list of priorities, the possible kidnapping of Kraigan Kerrigan hadn’t made the top three. 

Fortunately, the moment passed.

“So you think he means, this...this statue?” Gabriel asked incredulously.

Devon’s eyes lit up with excitement, but a second before he could answer, a massive pet carrier swung just an inch past his face. Their heads snapped up to the hulking man who wielded it, a man who had so obviously surpassed human proportions, it was a miracle he’d fit on the plane.

Did Devon call for backup? Gabriel’s eyes lifted slowly up. And then higher, and higher. The guy was massive. Did this guy eat the backup??

“Pardon me,” he barked in a Cockney accent. “I think I’m sitting in between. Apparently sitting in first class in an unassigned seat isn’t allowed.”

They stared a split second, then pushed swiftly to their feet. Devon squeezed past and waited in the aisle, while Gabriel pressed as close as he could to the glass behind him—suddenly terrified he would hear it crack. He tensed in a mild panic, only to see the fox watching with a vindictive smile.

Yeah, yeah—this is what happens when I insist on the window.

“Just heading back home to London,” the man continued, shoving the carrier into Gabriel’s chest, “could you hold that a second—thanks, mate.” A furious-looking Chihuahua appeared in the frame, snarling with all of its quivering might. “That’s just Lucille, my support creature.”

Gabriel stared a moment, then gestured to Devon. “That’s mine. Mind if we switch chairs?” he continued, gesturing between them with a suggestive nod. “You could have the window? Or else he’d be happy to sit in the middle?”

Devon flashed an angry look, clearly unwilling to sacrifice arm-space for the length of the Atlantic, but the man had already cleaved to his chair, shaking his head with an oblivious smile. “No, I’m fine right here.”

Whilst I’m developing claustrophobia.

The men shared a look.

“Great.”

“Great.”

With a bit of painful shuffling, the threesome settled back into their seats. There were a handful of precarious moments—most of them involving the Chihuahua—but they were able to find a delicate balance. Of course, that was when the man began unfolding the world’s most cumbersome coat.

An empty sleeve flapped into Devon’s face. The dog started snarling.

“Where’s the statue now?” Gabriel asked, trying to bring them back on point.

There was an awkward pause as the fox threw a quick look at the man in between them. But his ears were crammed with headphones, and he was already halfway through a cooking program. Even the dog on his lap seemed to be watching through the cage. 

It had been a long few days, and the adrenaline was flowing. Gabriel nodded his head for Devon to continue.

Devon leaned forward and lowered his voice. “That’s the thing,” he answered, eyes sparkling with excitement. “He donated it...the statue...to the British Museum. He’d had the thing gilded in Renaissance gold, they kind of had to take it.”

Of COURSE he did.

It was a favorite strategy of the other-Kerrigan: to plate things in precious metals and make them so absurdly expensive, they would buy him all the favor and acceptance that usually fled from his grasp. He’d once stolen Gabriel’s laptop and used the exact same tactic, lacquering the entire thing in a coveted sheath of palladium. Of course, it had inadvertently melted all the circuitry inside.

“So what...?” he asked quietly, trying to ignore when their seatmate dropped his tray table and began to gorge himself on cheese puffs. “You think this is some kind of demented scavenger hunt? We break into the British Museum, find this statue, and that will lead to the next clue?”

Now that I’m saying it...that sounds EXACTLY like something Kraigan would do.

“I doubt we’ll have to break in,” Devon answered, glancing distastefully the puffs. “It’s decorative, not historical. They probably stuck it in front of the gift shop, or something.”

The assassin let out a breath, slumping back in his chair.

He wanted to refuse. He wanted to catch his breath, have dinner with his wife, and rinse the Texas grit out of his hair. But his adopted family had come with a certain set of challenges, and he’d learned to accept that. They’d certainly done a hell of a lot worse for him.

At any rate, it wasn’t entirely bad news.

“It certainly speaks to the fact that he’s doing this himself,” he murmured, playing back each singsong verse of their first clue. “The two things I know for certain about Kraigan are to never offer him a canapé, and he’s overly-fond of rhyme. It doesn’t explain the phone call—”

“That was probably his Uber driver,” Devon interjected with a roll of his eyes, edging his shoe away from the dog’s rattling cage. “He probably gave the guy twenty pounds and the direct line to PC headquarters. He’s done worse things before.”

It might have been impossible to predict the movements of Kraigan Kerrigan—the man was a whimsical nightmare, as spontaneous, as he was utterly random—but there were certain favorites, certain targets he preferred. One of them was the school. The year that Luke started teaching, he’d applied for a federal land grant in an attempt to rezone the campus as agricultural. Grazing for my bison, he’d told them. Only a year before, he’d gotten swept away in a surge of environmentalism and terrorized the student population by donating several colonies of tenuously-secured bees.

“You’re sure he’s talking about this statue?” Gabriel pressed, trying to remember the last lines of the couplet. “Didn’t he say something about opening a tomb?”

“Open her tomb at the chime of a bell,” Devon recited automatically, pointing upwards as the fasten seat belt icon dinged again. “I went there a few years ago to chaperone a history trip for the school. That’s the same sound they use for a shift change. Guards rotate every five hours.”

The dog was still yapping—reaching a wiry paw through the cage and dragging back any puffs that had fallen within reach. Several rows back, people had already begun complaining. But the friends were strangely immune, slipping into a shorthand that excluded everything but themselves.

“Every five hours,” Gabriel repeated, sharpening to attention. “What about a crossover?”

Devon pulled out his phone and swiped through looking for something. “The count’s at six and four. Just a skeleton crew. You can expect a second rotation from the swing shift, but unless they come in simultaneously and on multiple levels—”

“It’s just about positioning.”

“Exactly.” Devon turned his phone to show Gabriel a crude drawing and tapped on the screen at the blueprint. “A basic janitorial sweep might be the easiest, given the access to the loading bay, and there’s a size component to consider as well. Security is mostly preventative, which may pose a challenge—”

“—because curse the man who invented flame-resistant foam—”

“—and each of the entrances is monitored from the street.” He tapped a few places on the screen, indicating the position of cameras. “I’d like to assume loading bay is being covered by an internal system, but since that jewelry vault in Minsk...?”

They shook their heads at the same time, simultaneously repressing the same frostbitten memory. Their work was full of pauses like that—gaps in the conversation for memories and stories unable to fit. Sometimes they wondered if there was a limit, if they were nearing capacity. Sometimes they wondered if anyone could truly understand them, unless they happened to do the same thing.

There was a loud crunch between them.

“Are you guys planning some kind of heist?”

In what felt like slow motion, the pair lifted their eyes—landing first on the colossus in a cardigan, before settling on the tiny monster inhaling cheese puffs on his lap. 

It was quiet for a passing moment, then Devon discreetly wiped away the blueprints and put his phone away. “Those aren’t really healthy for dogs,” he offered mildly.

The man shook the bag. “Nah, he’s fine. He likes ’em.”

The plane lifted above the clouds as the three settled in for the flight.

Despite the fact that they were willfully playing into the hands of a psychopath, Gabriel found himself inextricably engaged, almost restless—like a man unable to put down a good book.

He flashed a quick look at Devon, only to find the same.

Not everyone could withstand their line of work. The hours were too long, and the stakes were too high—let alone the physical toll. The work alone wasn’t enough to do it. It had to connect with something in you, excite something in you. Most people would run screaming, others wouldn’t make it past the first day. But there was a personality type that could not only withstand it.

There was a personality type that thrived.

Even from a glance, it was easy to recognize all the telltale signs behind the fox’s expression, it was the same expression Gabriel had worn so many times himself. Fingers drumming on legs, eyes dancing to distraction, the slight tilt of the head as one considered and disregarded a dozen half-formed plans. Natasha had once painted all his fingernails, and he hadn’t even noticed.

Gabriel had always assumed himself a natural. But lately, he wasn’t sure he fit the type. Perhaps he was merely good at learning lessons. Perhaps he’d learned those lessons a bit too well.

Because his knees weren’t bouncing, his eyes weren’t dancing.

And even though he’d memorized the blueprint the second Devon drew it on his cell phone, there was a part of him that felt tired. Not tired, but something like it. Weary.

It took him by surprise. He’d never considered such a thing before.

The captain’s voice echoed from the cockpit as they lifted to a higher altitude and left the American South behind. Snack carts would be coming around. The latest Pixar movie was already glowing to life on their screens. In lieu of anything else to do, he pulled a pair of headphones from his pocket and prepared to watch an hour of energized lamp-creatures singing about their feelings.

His seatmate was already snoring at top volume. The dog was chewing on Devon’s sleeve.

You just need a few hours of sleep. You’ll feel better in the morning.

“There was a statue of Margaret Thatcher?” he murmured without thinking, flashing the fox a final look. “You sure you were in Belfast?”

Devon nodded vaguely. “I didn’t ask. People were throwing snow cones at it. I didn’t want them to turn on me.”

Yeah, that makes sense.

*   *   *
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THE PLANE TOUCHED DOWN in London, and Gabriel and Devon made it all the way to long term parking before realizing they had no idea whose car they’d taken or how they’d even gotten to the airport. It took another five minutes, standing in the freezing rain, to remember they were in the middle of an English winter and probably should have brought some kind of a jacket.

By the time they made their way to the private lot, the snow had started coming down and both were openly shivering. They’d stolen Julian’s car, unable to decide between their own.

“We didn’t part on the best of terms,” Devon murmured a bit anxiously, quickening his pace. “Hopefully Jackman didn’t have it towed.”

Gabriel flashed a grin, but for whatever reason, he wasn’t worried.

Considering they had attacked the man at his own party, locked him inside his own pantry, then kidnapped him with his own car—he couldn’t help but think the guy had a fantastic time. He’d asked point-blank
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