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The Prequel series is a Sub-Series of the Chronicles of Kerrigan.

The prequel on how Simon Kerrigan met Beth!!

Download for FREE:
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Alone in the Darkness

Lost the Darkness
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HAPPY ENDINGS ARE JUST stories that haven’t been finished yet.

When the girl he loves is kidnapped by the same man who killed his father Gabriel’s newfound bliss vanishes in a heartbeat, and he finds himself slipping into old habits. The love-struck romantic is put on a shelf so the stone-cold assassin can come out to play.

Reinforcements are called, and old friends make sudden new appearances as an old enemy finally reveals himself.

Have the shadows chasing Gabriel finally caught up with him? Is the darkness in his past strong enough to overtake his future? Has he changed enough to get his own happily ever after? Or is it just another bad memory?

The players are ready, the board is set. All that’s left to do is play the game...
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THE PREVIOUS YEAR, over fourteen thousand people were reported missing in New York City. Well over half of those were women. Well over half of those were under the age of twenty-five. In the grand scheme of things, the world wasn’t changed much by the sudden disappearance of one girl.

But Gabriel’s world? Gabriel’s world came to a screeching halt.

The second he walked in the door, he walked right back out again—striding into the grimy hallway in a burst of speed. His eyes tightened with an emotion that threatened to overwhelm as he wrapped his arm over his mouth to stifle a ferocious scream. There was a quiet creaking across the hall as the woman who lived next door opened her door a crack to peer outside. One look at his face and she slammed it shut again, bolting the lock for good measure.

He didn’t even register her presence.

A sharp kick to the wall then he sank down against it, burying his face in his hands as he tried to get a hold of himself. His heart was pounding in quick, uneven bursts, and no matter how many times he tried he was unable to catch his breath. All his usual tricks and techniques failed him, replaced with a chilling mantra. One that echoed louder and louder in his head.

They took her. HE took her. He has her RIGHT NOW.

The walls themselves started to tremble. The metal pipes beneath them groaned and threatened to burst. On the other end of the hallway the elevator shook precariously against its supports, the metal doors caving in as the box dangled over a ten-story drop.

“What’s happening?!”

“Are we having an earthquake?!”

Voices started calling out from apartment to apartment. Rising with panic as the very foundations of the building trembled and shook. Fortunately, none of them had the sense to look outside and see that the rest of the world was steady. Instead they whipped out their phones, updated their social media status to ‘feeling doomed,’ and then probably huddled in their bathroom doorways.

The only person to remain unaffected was the man crouching against the hallway wall. His hands clenched into manic fists and his green eyes burning a hole in the floor.

Get a grip, Gabriel! You’ve got to get back in there! You’ve got to think!

For the first time in his life, Gabriel was unable to do so. For the first time in his life the logic and reason centers of his brain shut down completely, leaving nothing but a tangle of raw emotions underneath. He had become one of those people he’d always hated. The kind that stood gawking on the wrong side of the police tape. A helpless bystander, uselessly sidelined.

That inner voice tried again. Appealing to the side of him that had recently vowed to try to avoid mass murder. Calm down and breathe, or all these people are going to die.

It was a valiant effort, but it fell on deaf ears. At the moment Gabriel couldn’t care less if everyone in the building, the borough, or even the entire city fell prey to a fiery demise. His only concern was with one particular life. A life that was holding his undivided attention. Distracting him to the point of frenzy as the walls around him splintered and cracked.

Then that voice said the only thing in the world that could possibly make a difference.

You’re wasting time.

All at once, the quaking stopped. The foundations of the building settled, and the world was suddenly very still. Gabriel pushed to his feet. A little dizzy, a little shaken, but seized with a wide-eyed determination as he moved back inside.

It was impossible to be objective, but he sincerely tried. Impossible to approach the situation dispassionately, he gave it everything he had—compartmentalizing as best he could while he made a slow rotation around the apartment.

Every piece of shattered glass was a clue. Every overturned table told a story.

His sharp eyes missed not a single detail as he turned in a slow orbit, cataloguing everything he saw to memory. Then he went back and did it all over again.

She’d put up a struggle, that much was clear. In fact, by the looks of things she’d put up a hell of a fight. The mirror in the bathroom was still clouded with the faintest hint of steam from her morning shower but her dresser drawers were askew, so she’d had time to get dressed again before colliding with her attacker. The coffee maker was full of water but the brew itself had yet to be poured, meaning she was most likely in the kitchen when the man kicked down the door. A door which still hung in broken pieces on the splintered frame.

Gabriel’s muscles coiled with rage as he followed the grisly trail from one room to the next, reading the chaos with the skill of one who’d had to do it too many times before.

The main fight had happened in the living room, after the man grabbed her and was dragging her back to the front door. There was a clear trail of wreckage, dotted with smears of blood from where she’d tried to get away by grabbing onto everything in sight. A broken fingernail was wedged in the bookshelf. A lock of hair was caught in the frame by the door.

Finally, Gabriel came to the last piece of the puzzle. A crumpled handkerchief, half-kicked beneath the overturned coat rack. With depressingly practiced hands, he knelt to the floor and gingerly picked it up. Giving it a detached sniff, he quickly dropped it back to the floor.

Chloroform.

The sweet, sickly smell barely masked the harsh stench of chemicals just underneath. It was an inelegant tool, but highly effective. Given the amount of fight she’d apparently put up, it was likely the only thing in the world guaranteed to stop her incessant screaming.

The fabric had been doused. Either they were intending for her to sleep a long time, suggesting a safe-house outside the perimeter of the city, or the man pouring it simply had a heavy hand. Gabriel didn’t know the skill level of the people he was dealing with. The man he’d encountered in the subway hadn’t put up much of a fight, and the people he’d seen in the market had clearly been drawn to Stryder based on nothing but blind loyalty and intimidation.

In a way, that made things even worse.

Gabriel was used to dealing with people whose skill and talent matched his own. People who didn’t make mistakes, or leave trails of breadcrumbs to follow. People who would have had the good sense to set the handkerchief on fire, rather than leaving it on the floor.

Those people, he understood. Those people, he’d spent a lifetime tracking. It was the entire reason Cromfield had trained him all those years. To beat the unbeatable. To take the impossible missions. To solve the cases that no one else could.

The fact that he could be dealing with amateurs made the entire situation that much less predictable. Opened each clue to a hundred new questions and interpretations. Ones that didn’t come as easily. Ones that took entirely too much time.

Time I don’t have...

Gabriel stared around the apartment for a second more before crouching to think. The band of thugs might be a wild card, but he knew Stryder. He wouldn’t go back to the apartment where Gabriel had first found him—that place would be long-deserted. And he wouldn’t risk leaving the city. Car rentals and flights left a paper trail that would be too easy to track. Then there was the fact that Stryder had chosen New York. He’d actually worked to build a life there, just as surely as Gabriel had worked to build one in London. He didn’t want to leave the city. He didn’t want to burn whatever bridges he’d made. He simply wanted to bide his time, lying low, and trusting that—whenever Gabriel found him—he’d be ready.

Which brought Gabriel back to square one.

Almost nine million people in the city. Five boroughs. Three hundred and five square miles. A subterranean labyrinth with an endless array of places to hide.

Back when he was working with Cromfield, he had an entire underground network. An intricate system of people embedded throughout the whole of western Europe, who he would activate in times like this. People who kept their ears to the ground. People who knew the stories before they went to print. People who could be counted on to shut down the entire London Planetarium just to pilfer a docent’s uniform by Cromfield’s unreasonable five a.m. deadline.

Granted, that last one had only happened the one time...

But Gabriel didn’t know this city. He didn’t know this country. The majority of people with ink had stayed somewhere on the European continent, and it wasn’t often that his work had brought him to America’s shores. Even if he could resurrect one or two of his old contacts, they were unlikely to help him now. Not after he was rather famously working for the other side.

“Where are you?”

He said the words aloud, muttering them feverishly to himself as he cupped his hands over his lips, deep in thought. Again and again, ideas failed him. Over and over, his plots and schemes fell short and he was left searching once again for a place to start.

What I need is a tracker. I don’t have any pictures of Natasha to send to Kraigan, and for all I know Jules is still trapped in Iceland while Devon works out a travel visa. Even if I was somehow to get in contact with Rae, there just isn’t time—

It hit him like a ton of bricks. Here he was, stuck in New York, without the use of a tracker. But hadn’t Peter said that he was a tracker? It was a bit hard to remember through the blood loss and disorientation of those first few days, but he was almost sure.

A tiny flicker of hope stirred deep in his eyes. Yes, Peter was a tracker. That’s how he and Canary had found him bleeding out in Stryder’s building.

That’s how I’m going to get Natasha back.

The second he thought her name he was back on his feet, flying through what was left of her crumbling apartment as he raced into the hall. He didn’t stop running until he was back on the sunny New York City sidewalk. The wind in his hair, and the bright morning light beating down upon his face.

It seemed like only a few moments ago that he was leaving the apartment for the first time. Waking up in the bed of a beautiful woman. Strolling down the city streets to buy her flowers, as happy as he’d ever been. How was this possibly still the same morning?

It was a testament to what a blind panic Gabriel was in, that he didn’t think twice about taking the subway. He simply leapt over the ticket counter and darted into the crowd, pushing people rudely out of his way just in time to leap aboard the departing train. From there, it was a terrible waiting game. Drumming his fingers impatiently against the metal pole as the train stopped again and again to let passengers on and off. Living and dying with each stop.

By the time he finally arrived at his own platform, there was a wide berth around him. New Yorkers had a keen sense for crazy, and in that moment Gabriel was running with the very best of them. They watched with casual interest as he manically shoved his way towards the door. As his hand twitched and it seemed to open a little earlier than usual. As he leapt onto the open platform and darted away up the stairs, his golden hair soon lost in the crowd.

He was greeted with the familiar sound of city sirens as he raced into the sunlight once more, taking a second to get his bearings before sprinting away up the street. Trying to calm himself with the knowledge that the Chinese restaurant where he and Fischers lived was only a few blocks away. He’d be there in a matter of minutes. In a matter of minutes, he’d know where Natasha was and would then proceed to move Heaven and Hell to get her back.

Even in his present state of mind, he couldn’t help but realize how intensely lucky he was. Trackers like Peter were few and far between. Brooklyn couldn’t have many. Not only had the man already saved Gabriel’s own life with his gift, but now he was going to help him find...

Gabriel’s hair flew out in front of him as he came to a sudden stop, freezing dead still in the middle of the road. No, Brooklyn couldn’t have many trackers. Peter was a rare target indeed.

It was at that moment he suddenly realized where those sirens were headed...

*  *  *
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BY THE TIME GABRIEL got to the restaurant, the place was in ruins. Smoke was spiraling from the dilapidated roof, and streams of water were still running down the bricks from where the fire department had attempted to put out the devastating flames.

All the fight and fire drained right out of him as he froze on the spot. It was replaced with a dull sort of numbness, one that started in his feet and worked its way slowly up the rest of his body.

“Excuse me.” He could hardly recognize his own voice as he caught a woman standing next to him by the elbow. “Do you know what happened here?”

“It was an electrical fire,” she responded promptly, holding up her phone to take a picture of the ash-covered rubble. “Lit the whole place up before anyone could stop it. Real shame.”

Gabriel blinked slowly at the burnt-out building, palsied with shock. “...what?”

The woman turned, flashing him a tight smile. “I said it’s a real shame. I used to get noodles from this place. It was really good.”

He shot her a look of disbelief before tentatively weaving his way through the crowd. A police barrier was already in place, and the scene was swarming with officers. Stomping in and out of the scorched doorway, their heavy boots left thick stains on Magda’s tiled floor.

A tiny surge of anger fought its way through that deadening numbness as he made his way to the very front, slipping noiselessly under the caution tape at the same time.

“Excuse me!” A heavy hand clamped down on his shoulder. “Just where do you think you’re going? That was a police barricade you just ignored.”

Gabriel shook through his trance to find himself staring into the eyes of one of New York’s finest. A man who obviously relished the opportunity to flash that badge and unroll that damn yellow tape whenever possible.

It shouldn’t have been a problem. Gabriel had bypassed the police many times before. At this point, they were hardly more than a logistical nuisance. A minor stepping stone on the way to getting whatever it was he wanted at the time.

Your training. Remember your training. You’ve got a lifetime of it.

Speak with confidence. Distract with vague questions. Claim to have come at the request of some authority figure above his head. By the time he looks back, you’re already gone.

Cromfield 101.

It shouldn’t have been a problem, yet somehow it was. For the first time, those duplicitous instincts failed him, and for the life of him Gabriel couldn’t think of a single word to say. When he finally did manage to speak, he was clumsy. Quiet. Unconvincing.

“I...I used to come here.” He stared helplessly into the burned-out interior of the dining room. The fire was gone, but he could still feel the heat. “I know these people.”

The man softened a bit, and his grip on Gabriel’s shoulder loosened. His tone, however, was as unyielding as ever. “This is a crime scene, son. It’s best you go on your way.”

Gabriel stared over his shoulder for a second more before the officer gave him a pointed shove in the other direction. His breath caught in his chest and he nodded quickly, that same paralyzing numbness holding him firmly in its grasp.

“...okay.”

He took a few steps back, his hands trembling as they lifted the tape once again, when a sudden voice called out to him from somewhere inside the restaurant.

“...Gabriel?”

In a flash, he was all momentum. Ignoring the officer completely. Pushing past the confused firemen. Forcing his way inside. For a second, he couldn’t make out where the voice was coming from. Then he saw her.

Magda was lying on the ground behind a pile of broken tables. An EMT had been kneeling there with her, but judging by the look on the man’s face, and the fact that they weren’t trying to move her, there was nothing more they could do.

Peter was already dead. Slumped over the countertop just a few yards away. An oddly peaceful look on his face as he reached towards his wife.

It was one of those moments Gabriel knew he would remember forever. The kind that burned itself into his memory, even as he saw it for the first time. A rush of horror washed over him, but his legs
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