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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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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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HOPE IS BEING ABLE to see that there is light despite all the darkness...

There might be no place like home, but sometimes it can be bloody hard getting there. 

Gilly has been trying to get back to her realm for ages, but too many obstacles stand in her way. She’s finally made it to a Fae Realm, just not the right Fae Realm. And now she’s tasked with not only freeing the part-time monster who is slowly working his way into her heart, but also escaping a prophecy that says she’s mixed up in the coming apocalypse. 

If that weren’t enough, vampires, a spider-herding sorceress, and an evil prince are all out for her blood. Can she survive it all with the Web intact? 

Or will she usher in the Great Annihilation that buries the multiverse in eternal darkness?
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“HAVE YOU EVER SEEN anything so beautiful?”

His father’s reply filled his stomach with bile. “There has never been anything more beautiful.” The renowned warrior and respected ruler leaned over the crib and made a ridiculous face at the creature lying inside it. At the creature’s cooing response, he broke into a smile so wide it took over half his face. 

He rolled his eyes and turned away, then slunk into the hallway. Letting the door close behind him, he composed himself, remembering his place in a world that had suddenly tilted on its side. Why had they insisted on another child? At their age, it’s ludicrous.

His infant sister had appeared at a very inopportune moment. Once assured of his parents’ unending devotion in the way only a single child could be, he was now coping with the arrival of a spotlight-stealing brat. It was a weight on his shoulders that his twenty-some years of coddling and unconditional love had not prepared him for. 

He straightened and brushed agitated hands down his embroidered tunic, pulling himself together. It wouldn’t do for one of the palace staff to see their crowned prince in a snit. One of the few lessons his father had managed to sink into his skull was the importance of a man’s reputation. Powerful men don’t throw tantrums, his father had been fond of telling him during his terrible toddler years. Powerful men control others by controlling their own emotions. 

Features schooled, he set off down the hallway at a sedate pace, being sure to give no evidence of the seething mass of anger stewing below the surface. I need an outlet for this rage. Maybe a vigorous combat practice with the palace guards would suffice.

Or a willing serving wench could tend to my passions... His mind turning to more pleasant thoughts, he rounded the corner and caught sight of a demurely dressed female passing across the corridor before him. He’d seen her before, even talked to her at state functions when she’d been introduced. Her face was plain, her mannerisms a little odd, but her talents were unquestionable. 

She’s a seer, one whose visions always come true. The only one in a generation who can prophesize. Although she was young, her name was already well-known around the realm, and he knew she would prove a valuable asset to any ruler who wasn’t fond of surprises. 

The seer looked in his direction and blushed, then hurried on, almost tripping over her skirts and bumping into a table holding an ornate vase. Hurrying forward, he managed to catch the wobbling object before it hit the floor and shattered. 

She stood there frozen, eyes wide, hand to mouth. “My apologies, Your Highness,” she said in a breathy, halting voice. “I’m afraid I’ve always been the clumsy sort. I’m glad you were here to keep me from making a ruin of the palace hallway.”

His smile was friendly as he straightened the vase and turned to her. “Nonsense. You could never ruin anything.” Stepping forward, he collected her hand and lifted it to his mouth, bending over to kiss the back of it. “In fact, your radiance improves any location you grace with your presence.”

Her face turned a shade of red he found unflattering, but he trained his expression to one of besotted devotion. One never knows when a woman might come in handy, he told himself. And no woman can resist a handsome prince. 

“Stroll with me in the gardens?” he asked suddenly, his tone entreating. 

Her smile slipped. “I’ve been summoned by High Mage,” she told him softly. “She would be less than pleased to learn I did not come directly to her.”

“Let me handle the High Mage,” he said with a wink. “She’s a good friend of my mother.” Tucking her arm in his, he led her in the direction of the courtyard that led to the Royal Gardens. He could feel her trembling, with nervousness about the High Mage’s disappointment perhaps. Or perhaps she’s excited to be next to me. 

He was used to the adoration of others. His charm, his attractive form, and his place as the heir to the realm were a potent combination, he knew, and the prince was not one to ignore such obvious advantages. Although he wouldn’t go as far as to admit it, his status and the reaction it caused animated him, brought him pleasure. It was addictive, this feeling, the near-worship his subjects had for him. 

“It seems almost a waste of time,” he said in a wistful tone, and she looked at him, alarm on her plain features. 

“A waste? What do you mean?” 

He paused to let her agitation build before relieving it with a suave line. “Because none of the flowers in my mother’s garden can even come close to your own beauty.” 

She simpered, and he held back his annoyance. Women like this young seer were too eager. There wasn’t any challenge in the seduction. Reminding himself of her usefulness, he moved closer to her, knowing it would make her heart beat harder. “Tell me, my lovely one, have you seen anything interesting in your visions lately?”

His casual tone did not reflect the depth of interest he had in the question. He’d never expected any competition for his parents’ affections, and given how infatuated they were with the brat, he knew it was just a matter of time before the creature was stealing the attention of his loyal subjects as well. If she knows something, anything, about that crying, cooing thing, then I want to know it too. 

Her face screwed up as she considered his question. “There was something interesting. Confusing even.” She gave him an undignified look, bunching her shoulders and giggling. “I haven’t even told the High Mage about it yet.”

“Go on,” he said, his interest engaged. 

“There was a woman of beauty and strength. Like us, but not.” Nose wrinkled, gaze faraway, her voice softened. “In a thick forest, in the deep of night, a force stalks her, making demands. I see myself then, like the sunrise, like salvation. And the funniest thing was, she didn’t even have w—”

“That is strange,” he interrupted, made impatient by the lack of his own part in the nonsensical vision she was narrating. “But it makes me wonder if perhaps you’ve seen anything meaningful about my own future. I will be the ruler of the realm one day, after all. Surely there is something noteworthy about me in your visions.”

She considered his words, brushing a lock of frizzy, white-blonde hair from her face. “I can’t say that I’ve seen anything related to you, Your Highness,” she admitted. “Although images do swirl around your infant sister. I fear the poor dear is in for an interesting life.”

“That so?” His disappointment nearly swallowed the polite persona he was clinging to. That horrible little pest, stealing my thunder. The knowledge that Fate had something in store for the creature solidified the hatred he felt toward the infant. Then again, maybe I can use that to my advantage. 

He led her through the archway and into the courtyard where a large stone fountain stood, a statue of a female in a gauzy gown pouring water from a large jug contributing to the peaceful atmosphere. The fountain served as the entrance to the gardens, a stone path taking them between tall, carefully manicured hedges that flowered with small pink blooms.

Deeper they went, until they were entirely alone in the fragrant oasis. He led her to a stone bench surrounded by blooms with a small pond nearby, the sound of trickling water combining with birdsong to create a pleasant soundtrack in contrast to the conversation he planned to start. “These images you see relating to my sister,” he started, his hand taking hers as he leaned in intently. “Is there anything dangerous among them?” 

She stared into his eyes, distracted by his handsome features. “Dangerous?” 

He nodded, cupping her face and stroking her cheek with his thumb. “Something that might represent a risk to the realm?” 

The seer bit her lip, her eyes filling with arousal at their closeness. Although he appreciated the response he invoked in females, this one did little to kindle his own urges. Releasing his hold on her so as to not distract her further, he waited patiently for an answer. He watched as she tucked a lock of hair behind her ears and let out a deep breath.

“It’s difficult to say if something will turn out dangerous or not. I can scarcely interpret the symbols I see, let alone guess what the future holds for our little princess.” 

He detested the sweet smile gracing her face as she thought about the creature that had so captivated his parents, but he managed to mask his revulsion. 

“I guess only time will tell if there would be a risk to the realm in what I’ve seen,” she finished with a shrug.

Disappointment flooded him, but he refused to allow her to see it. “That is good to hear, I suppose.” The seer might seem useless now, but as she said, only time would tell. She might end up providing the catalyst he needed to see that the little pest would not be allowed to upset his plans. “Enough about my sister,” he said, changing the subject. “Where did you get such a handsome scarf?” 

“You like it?” She beamed, holding out the monstrosity for his admiration. The colorful scarf was the tackiest thing he’d seen in the palace he’d grown up in. It’s like a rainbow threw up and she sees fit to wind it around her neck. 

“I knitted it myself.” 

“Enchanting.” He was already weary of spending time in the woman’s presence, so he stood, taking her hand. “Although it pains me to say it, I’ve promised to assist my mother this afternoon while she ministers to the less fortunate among us.” He leaned over to press another kiss to the back of her hand. “I hope we will meet again soon. My heart will not beat the same until we do.”

“Oh, Your Highness,” she simpered, letting out a high-pitched giggle that offended his sensitive ears. “I will count the hours.”

He stood, made an elegant bow, then turned away, heading deeper into the garden toward a small door in the wall that led back into the palace. Frustrated by the seer’s lack of concrete knowledge, he thought briefly about stealing the infant away and passing her off to a loyal guard to deposit somewhere in the Rough. However, the risk was too great as he couldn’t have word of his deeds get back to his parents. Not if I want to remain their heir.

I’ll find some way to banish the brat, he told himself, before she’s able to win over the hearts and minds of my people. This kingdom is rightfully mine, and I’ll be damned if I let an idiotic infant take it away from me. 

Sliding through the doorway and into one of the narrow passageways frequented by the palace staff, he found himself headed toward his favorite serving wench, a sturdy girl who was almost as lusty as he was. It would be a palate cleanser after the plainness of the seer, and she would help rid him of the foul temper now plaguing him.

I’ll bless the girl with my royal presence, then figure out a way to get rid of my annoying little sister later. After all, time is on my side. The little creature can’t even speak yet. By the time she’s old enough to matter, I’ll have turned the realm against her. 

With an evil chuckle, the prince continued down the hallway and deeper into the bowels of the palace. 
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I MIGHT HAVE CONSIDERED once or twice how it would feel to know that an apocalypse is coming, but I never thought that I’d be the one who’d herald the end of everything. Gilly’s face sank into her hands as she struggled to come to grips with what she’d just seen. 

The temple complex was quiet around her, the Fae that had led her here having crept into the night, his wings stiff, leaving her alone to contemplate. Gilly sat on the marble steps, out of the circle of light from the burning braziers, and wondered how events had led her to this place. 

Our mother is at the center of all this, she thought, just like she’ll apparently be at the center of the whirlwind that destroys the multiverse as we know it. Elsbeth, Queen of the Fae and creator of her home realm, hadn’t been what one would call a model mother. Still, despite her stifled resentments, Gilly could understand why her mother had made the choices she had in her misplaced battle against her consort Lyr. 

But no one could justify bringing about the apocalypse, no matter how much Gilly wanted to adore her mother. She wiped at tears that couldn’t seem to stop flowing. She’d always been one to downplay her emotions, to shove them into a hole inside herself and ignore them to get the job done. The Crone had pushed her when she was younger, pushed her to be strong and put her duty first. She’d kept these same traits as leader of the wildling forces and in her service to the Winking Hand, the fighting force comprised of the wilding Fae’s strongest magic users. But she wasn’t able to control her feelings anymore, the exhaustion of her kidnapping and escape attempts overwhelming her general stoicism. 

How long can I be expected to keep moving, to keep fighting? To find my way home in the face of insurmountable odds? How can I succeed when it seems everyone, and now everything is against me? And maybe for good reason...

She was thinking specifically about the role she was supposed to play in bringing about the Great Annihilation, the destruction of everything good in the multiverse she and uncountable others called home. At that moment, the image of Solomon popped into her head, and she remembered how she’d forced him to obey her commands by placing a silver ring on the Dev’s finger. 

Solomon hadn’t exactly played fair with her either, but that didn’t assuage the guilt she felt at controlling his actions, both back on Ahriman-abad, the Dev’s home realm, or here in the Fae realm of Valantia. It’s my fault he’s here. If I had released him sooner instead of pressing him to stay with him, he wouldn’t be imprisoned and about to be executed by a realm full of vengeful Fae. 

Sobs wracked her, and Gilly felt weak. Although a sentence had not yet been passed on Solomon, she wasn’t holding out much hope for a different verdict. And now the Dev’s only advocate was tied up in the destruction of this world and who knew how many others. It’s not like the Fae are going to appreciate my defending him, even if I am one of their own. I’m just as tainted as he is now. 

“Are you planning on spending the night here?” a voice called to her. Gilly smeared away her tears and blinked, bleary-eyed, to see Phaedra coming down the path toward the temple. Even in the dim of night, the Fae was a magnificent sight, her gold-tinged wings glowing in the moonlight. 

When Gilly had learned that other races had myths about winged fairy folk, she’d idly wondered what it might feel like to have gossamer wings that let her glide from tree to tree, but her athleticism already allowed that, so she’d decided wings were an unnecessary appendage. Then, in the realm of dreams, when she’d discovered glimmering wings on her own back, she’d been filled with glee. That memory felt very far away now while Gilly wallowed in the misery her foreknowledge of the future engendered. 

“Why bother to go anywhere?” she muttered. “It’s a waste of energy. Every place I’ve ended up has revealed an even more terrifying fate. I’ll just stay here and rot, thank you.”

Hands on her hips, Phaedra stared at her for a moment, then burst into laughter. “I thought you had more grit than that. You might be a youngin’, but you’ve impressed me with your skill and spirit. You put silver to a Dev! I could not point to many who could pull off such a feat, and none are as young as you. And here you are, crying about the end of the world.”

Gilly’s mouth screwed up and she let out a burst of frustrated air. “No wonder they call you Phaedra the Relentless. Are you saying I shouldn’t be mourning the end of the multiverse?”

The older Fae rolled her eyes. “This ain’t my first apocalypse, babe, and it damn sure won’t be my last. So pick yourself up and get down to the hard work of averting whatever catastrophe is waiting in the wings.” She held up a finger. “But first, how about you get some rest? You look like hellspawn at the moment.”

“Gee, I wonder why that is,” Gilly grumbled, but she stood, stretching muscles that had grown numb during her sojourn with self-pity. “Maybe it was being dragged all over a hell realm for days on end.”

When she reached Phaedra, the Fae put an arm, and a wing, around her. “I know things don’t seem so great at the moment, but you’ll feel better after a good night’s sleep.” 

Gilly didn’t answer. They walked through the Fae city, the darkness driven away by lights burning at intervals along the paths and walkways. Some were torches, candles, and lamps, while others were set alight by magical means. The mixture of stone-crafted buildings and natural landscape, accented by both natural and unnatural lighting, made her wonder whether their own realm could resemble Valantia. If my mother and her consort hadn’t been set at odds so long ago, perhaps our realm would be more like this one. 

The Fae Realm that Gilly called home was much more polarized. Those who’d chosen to dwell in the cities had eschewed the wild forests she’d called home. These metropolises made of stone had fewer natural elements than Valantia’s cities seemed to, and those who dwelt in them were fearful of the Fae Wilds and unbridled nature. At the same time, wildlings like Gilly avoided the stone dwellers, seeing them as inferior and responsible for the destruction of the verdant forests the wildings called home.

Here, the winged Fae had not formed factions, and they seemed content living in their melded cities of both stone and leaf. Gilly felt a little pang of regret over what her realm could have been, had Rashon and Willa not decided to meddle there and set the realm on a course of war and hatred for millennia. 

“This one’s mine,” Phaedra said, jerking her chin at what looked to be a living lilac bush that towered above them. It took her a moment to realize a slender wooden door was tucked among the purple blossoms. Her hostess held the door for her, and Gilly stepped inside, her skin warming instantly at the heat of the fire roaring on the hearth. 

Two comfortable chairs faced the fireplace, and tucked beside it was what appeared to be a small makeshift kitchen with an assembly of crockery that looked as if it was seldom used. On the opposite side of the small wood-paneled room was a narrow sofa occupied by a sleepy-eyed human who waved cheerfully at her.

“You found her,” Hollie said in a warm voice. She was tucked beneath a quilt, having turned the sofa into a makeshift bed. “I’m sure you’ll be much more comfortable sleeping here than outdoors,” she said, then yawned heavily.

Gilly nodded, then followed Phaedra up a narrow set of stairs that looked like they were somehow composed of the bush’s root system. “Bedroom’s up here,” the elder Fae said over her shoulder. “It’s small, but functional enough.”

The room turned out to be about one hundred square feet, with only a bed large enough for one, a dresser with a basin atop it, and a small, half-empty closet. “You take the bed,” Phaedra said, gesturing toward it.

“Then where will you sleep?” she asked, confused.

“I rarely sleep in beds now. I’ve gotten too used to sleeping rough.” Phaedra plucked a blanket from the top of her
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