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Author note:  I am coming back to the Kerrigan Kids, along with Gabriel and Devon as part of a new storyline!!  

Stay tuned for more details and hop to the end of the book for an excerpt from the new series!!
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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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​​THE CHRONICLES OF KERRIGAN: PREQUEL –

Christmas Before the Magic

Question the Darkness

Into the Darkness

Fight the Darkness

Alone in the Darkness

Lost the Darkness
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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​THE CHRONICLES OF KERRIGAN

Book I - Rae of Hope is FREE!

Book Trailer: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=gILAwXxx8MU

Book II - Dark Nebula 

Book Trailer: 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ca24STi_bFM

Book III - House of Cards 

Book IV - Royal Tea 

Book V - Under Fire

Book VI - End in Sight 

Book VII – Hidden Darkness 

Book VIII – Twisted Together 

Book IX – Mark of Fate

Book X – Strength & Power

Book XI – Last One Standing

Book XII – Rae of Light
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​​​​​​THE CHRONICLES OF KERRIGAN SEQUEL

Matter of Time

Time Piece

Second Chance

Glitch in Time

Our Time

Precious Time

​​​​

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The Chronicles of Kerrigan: Gabriel

Learn about Gabriel’s story, if you haven’t already read it!

Living in the Past
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Present for Today
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Staring at the Future
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Book 1 – Stopping Time

Book 2 – A Passage of Time

Book 3 – Ticking Clock

Book 4 – Just in Time

Book 5 – Time in the City

Book 6 – Ultimate Future
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Book 1 - School of Potential

Book 2 - Myths & Magic

Book 3 - Kith & Kin

Book 4 - Playing With Power

Book 5 - Line of Ancestry

Book 6 - Descent of Hope

Book 7 – Illusion of Shadows

Book 8 – Frozen by the Future

Book 9 – Guilt of My Past

Book 10 – Demise of Magic

Book 11- Rise of the Prophecy

Book 12 – Deafened by the Past
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Leaders in Control

Director on a Mission

Devon Seeking Guidance

Gabriel Vanishing Light

President on Edge

Agreeing the Future
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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!
http://www.wjmaybooks.com/subscribe
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EVEN THE WILDEST BLAZE begins with the tiniest of sparks...

When a reckless manifesto split the supernatural community in half, Rae Kerrigan and her friends didn’t think things couldn't get any worse. But as it turned out, the trouble was only getting started, because all those renegade agents were about to come back.

Caught in the heart of the chaos, Rae tries to hold things together and keep the future of magic from tearing apart at the seams. But there's nothing worse than a friend turned enemy, and Cliff Barnes has more than a few tricks up his sleeve. Time is running out as the date of a critical vote approaches. The gang tries desperately to mend fences, but there are darker undercurrents at play.

Will it ever be possible to fit the two halves back together? How can a secret as big as magic ever truly be contained? Can the friends unite the supernatural world once again, or will they be forced to learn a terrible lesson?

Not all sins can be forgiven.
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“Would you like some more champagne, Ms. Kerrigan?”

Rae tilted up her head with a smile, as the shadow of a white-gloved attendant fell over her, providing a brief respite from the blinding summer sun.

Two weeks ago, she’d been repelling down a cliff-face in Argentina, dodging poachers with shotguns and machetes. A week before that, she’d been trapped in a ventilation shaft—screaming for backup, as the remains of a recently-incinerated mouse dripped down her cheeks.

This was a welcome change of pace.

“I’m all good. But thanks, Reggie.”

The attendant turned to the man lying beside her—the one who’d forsaken all protocol and was staunchly refusing to wear shoes. “Mr. Alden?”

Gabriel offered up his empty flute with a lazy smile. “That would be lovely, Reginald. Thank you.”

She watched with a secret grin as the man filled it to the top and then vanished back the way he’d come, leaving behind the bottle and a tray of chocolate-covered fruit.

“Someone’s taking to royal life.”

He bit into a strawberry, spitting the leaves on the lawn. “It’s like I was made for it.”

Since arriving at the palace, he’d been lounging on the grass like an apathetic prince—dozing fitfully on a silken blanket and accepting humble offerings as nameless aides scurried back and forth from the kitchen, toting lemon spritzers and iced caviar. The only thing missing was the crown.

That belonged to the woman sitting beside him.

“You should come around more often.” Sarah leaned back on her elbows and tilted her face to the sky. “Stay here long enough, and they’ll name a drink after you.”

The assassin chuckled under his breath, sliding on a pair of sunglasses.

“Let me guess: sparkling water and cranberry with a hint—just a hint—of lime. Maybe a dash of coconut, if you’re feeling really adventurous. Napkin on the side.”

She burst into laughter, twisting around to face him. “Do you honestly think I’m that boring?”

“Ignore him,” Rae said lightly, “he’s just jealous. If Gabriel were to have a namesake drink, they’d just pump something up from the sewers and stick a cherry on top.”

Alden’s Atonement, she named it, feeling quite clever. I should write this stuff down.

There was a distant scream and the friends turned their attention forward—watching as their children chased each other back and forth across the sweeping lawns.

Playmates were in short supply when one happened to find themselves the sole heir to the British Kingdom. Fortunately, there was a group of supernatural kids just across town, looking for playmates of their own. Since their children were able to walk, the friends had been taking them to the palace—using various entrances and various disguises. What started as blocks and books had advanced to dragons and dinosaurs—games of reckless daring and feats of infantile strength. Of course, those games got a bit more precarious as the years progressed. First, the children developed disproportionally-sized egos. Then they formed alliances, and armed themselves with sticks.

“Let go!” A tiny girl clung to the side of a fountain, trying to dislodge a determined-looking boy who’d grabbed onto her ivory hair. “I told you, Henry—I’m trying to fly!”

His fingers wrapped around her pigtails, yanking her back to the ground. “You’ll only fall into the water!”

Gabriel pushed slowly onto his elbows as Rae bit down on her lip.

“Henry,” the queen called chidingly, “that’s enough.”

The prince released her with an apologetic flush, but not fast enough for the little girl’s liking. With a look of pure malice, she stepped forward and pushed him straight into the mud.

That’s Julian’s kid, all right.

“That’s how it starts, you know,” Gabriel teased, fiddling with the edge of his glass. “When Rae and I first met, I was planning to kill her.”

She shot him a dry look. “That was because you liked me, wasn’t it?”

He downed his champagne with a wink. “I had a little crush.”

Alfie snorted with laughter, then turned stiffly the other way.

Hypocrite.

If Devon had made the same comment anywhere within the vicinity of the palace, it would have landed him behind bars. One badly-timed joke and he’d be strung up in some ancient dungeon to be tortured with cattle prods and daily readings of Emily Post. But for whatever reason, Alfie never had much problem with Gabriel. It probably had a lot to do with the time he’d seen the assassin dismantle and reassemble a gun before making a standard perimeter check of the palace.

He’d done it without using his hands.

“You think that’s funny, do you?” Rae challenged, shifting higher to see him. No matter which way the man was standing, he always made sure she could see his firearm. “Spend a lot of time imagining my death?”

He didn’t answer. He simply began polishing the gun.

Subtle.

No matter how close the friends had grown to the royal couple, no matter many times they’d risked their necks to come to their aid, he acted as if they were some kind of disease that needed to be quarantined—vacillating between everything from passive-aggressive brooding to ‘randomized’ pat-downs and bursts of irrational rage. He hadn’t technically been permitted to join their makeshift picnic. When he saw them shake out a blanket, he’d simply planted himself on the grass.

We probably have James to thank for that. Her mind drifted back to the seventeenth century. To a similar Alfie, in a similar palace. One little prank and a multi-generational hatred for all things magic was born.

“I’ll never understand how you guys are able to visit so easily,” Sarah murmured, stirring the ice in her cocktail. She occasionally acted as peacemaker, but more often, she simply pretended the threats and tension didn’t exist. “I mean, sometimes sure. When you’re cloaked with ink. But today, you literally just walked up the front steps. None of the paps snapped a single shot.”

Rae and Gabriel exchanged a quick look, then returned deliberately to their drinks.

There was a certain protocol one followed when visiting the royal residence—a protocol that had grown increasingly lax the more times the friends had come. Given that most of them now kept a spare set of clothes in the eastern wing, that protocol had vanished almost completely.

“I believe they were preoccupied with the squirrel, your highness.”

Rae stiffened ever so slightly, feeling Alfie’s eyes on the back of her head.

There’s a chance he knows about the royal protocol.

“Oh—that’s right!” Sarah said delightedly, clapping her hands. “I almost forgot to tell you, there’s this crazed squirrel that’s been doing flips on the front steps of the palace. Cartwheels and somersaults. It’s absolutely hilarious, I’ve never seen anything like it. Completely re-routed the royal press core,” she added with a chuckle. “The paps can’t stop taking pictures of the thing.”

There was a guilty pause.

“Yeah, that’s...that’s Nathan,” Rae admitted. “He’s with our security detail.”

Alfie cast a disapproving look, while the queen stared in shock.

“He can bewitch squirrels?”

Another pause.

“He is the squirrel.”

This took a few minutes to settle.

The queen had learned to roll with the punches since waking up one morning to discover swirls of magic ink upon her skin. Those punches had grown increasingly more frequent when she took a detour from university and began dating England’s crown prince. These days, she flattered herself that nothing could shake her. But the friends had a way of keeping her on her toes...

“All the superpowers in the world...and he turns into a pint-sized rodent?” she finally asked.

Gabriel flashed a sympathetic smile. “Yeah, Nate’s always been pretty pissed about that.”

She opened her mouth to answer, then decided it required further thought. A second later, there was another distant scream, and all three of the friends shouted at the same time.

“Do NOT put that in his mouth!”

It appeared that merely shoving the prince into the mud wasn’t enough retaliation for the pint-sized psychic. She was kneeling on top of him, attempting to make him eat some as well.

And THAT’S Angel’s kid.

Rae cast a swift look at the royal bodyguard. “Apologies, Alfie. Don’t shoot her.”

There had been many such incidents as the children had gotten older—ones that were given a slightly more humorous flavor considering the royal bloodline and promise of powers to come. A few weeks earlier, Benji had threatened to strike down the prince’s jetstream with a bolt of lightning unless he was bequeathed one himself. After checking with his governess as to the definition of the word bequeathed, Henry had vowed to exile him to Poland. He’d written a decree to this effect.

He’d done so in crayon.

Granted, most of the trouble didn’t involve the young prince, and rarely ever did it ever concern the budding psychic. Most of it centered around a particular pair of troublemakers.

More specifically, a bright-eyed monster with tumbles of raven hair.

“Aria Wardell,” Rae’s voice cracked like a whip over the lawn, “what in the world are you doing with that trowel? And what have I told you about digging holes in other peoples’ yards?”

A head popped up from a pile of leaves.

“It’s the taxpayers’ yard, mommy,” the girl countered indignantly. “And I’m checking for subterranean incursions! Just look at the security around this place, they should be thanking me!”

Rae lifted sternly to her feet, ignoring the snickering adults beside her. “You are going to fill in those tunnels right now and behave yourself.” She paused ever so slightly. “Aria, I don’t like how many times I’ve said that exact same sentence this week.”

More snickering, much louder this time.

“I’m not the one who scalped Lily and tried to drown her in the fountain,” Aria replied evenly, hiding the trowel behind her back. She might have said more, but at the last minute, she gauged her mother’s expression and flashed the sweetest smile. “But I’ll do my very best.”

Sarah hid discreetly behind her champagne, trying hard to keep a straight face. “That’s an interesting way of remembering it.”

Rae shook her head, sinking back onto the picnic blanket. “That’s the tip of the iceberg,” she muttered. “You should hear some of the things she says about James...”

You should read some of the entries in her journal.

They lay there a while longer, sipping their champagne and watching their children run wild in the grass. In a strange way, it was one of the more normal parts of their lives—those quiet, stolen moments when the rest of the world was put on hold and they could take a moment to breathe.

But the world had a way of catching up with them. And they hadn’t come to the palace just to socialize. For the first time in longer than they cared to remember, it wasn’t even their idea.

They had been summoned.

“So tell me about Barnes...”

There was a quiet sigh, as the friends put down their drinks and turned to face the queen.

There had been several of these meetings over the last few years—warnings of potential security threats and breaches within the British government, ceremonial transfers of power and royal ascension. While the two organizations didn’t necessarily depend upon each other to stay functional, they’d discovered their lives were significantly easier when they kept each other in the loop.

But not since the days of Jonathon Cromfield and Vivian Kerrigan had there been such upheaval and uncertainty strewn throughout the magical community. Barnes had created a splinter in the very foundation, doing it the best way he knew how. Working from the inside.

“He wants to expose magic,” Rae said simply, folding her hands in her lap. There were some things it was better to sugarcoat—this wasn’t one of them. “He thinks the scale of our operation needs to be exponentially bigger, and the way to do that, is to let everyone know what we are.”

Despite having had so long to settle, she still couldn’t believe the words coming out of her mouth. She still couldn’t believe she was being forced to say them at the palace.

“Of course, that’s just the tip of the iceberg,” Gabriel added lightly, trailing his fingers in the grass. “When he spoke privately with Devon, the guy was taken with the wonders of blending ink. A fairly classic evolution, on the way to becoming a fully-fledged psychopath. Make an army of little hybrids, to make bigger and better world. Not that I’m speaking from experience...”

There was a reason he’d been selected to come with her. The assassin never spoke as freely as the rest of them, so when he did, it carried an added weight.

Jason had also left his nightlight.

A cool silence fell between them, as each of the friends silently debated what such a thing might mean. It was one thing to simply voice an opinion. It was another thing to convince half the supernatural population and make a secret clubhouse in Canada to plot to their hearts’ content.

“Devon texted Philip that he’s coming back,” Sarah finally murmured, staring between the two and reading their faces. “Carter apparently agreed...and he’s bringing everyone back.”

The friends stiffened at the same time.

It had been a source of much heated debate, one in which Rae had broken into the man’s brownstone and thrown a platter of scones into her mother’s heirloom lamp. Needless to say, things hadn’t ended on the best of notes. But it was already finished. The decision was already made.

“Yes, they’re coming back,” Rae answered quietly. “And with any luck, a few of them might actually come to their senses. But guys like Barnes don’t act impulsively and they don’t toss out their manifesto just because it didn’t take the first time. The guy wants to expose magic. He’s said so openly, many times. At some point, he’s going to stop asking permission and do exactly that.”

The queen stared long and hard into the distance, eyes flicking up every so often as the children careened across the grass. After a stretch of time, she looked slowly back to the others.

“...would that be so terrible?”

A heavy silence fell between them.

“I only mean, think of all the good you do,” Sarah continued tentatively. “The humanitarian work, the vaccine development, the search and rescue. Don’t tell anyone I said this, but your agency gets done more in a week than we can force through Parliament in a whole term. The two of you have single-handedly saved more lives than any single event in modern history.” She tilted her head, staring at both with wide, searching eyes. “Don’t you think people will celebrate that? Don’t you think they’ll be grateful?”

Rae opened her mouth to answer, then closed it with a sigh.

It was the same question that first year students at Guilder passed around the dorm room. It was the same question that every agent of the Privy Council still found themselves wondering to that day. What was the point of hiding? Why make things even harder? People have accepted all manner of things over the course of their lifetimes. Is it really so impossible to imagine they might accept me?

So badly, they wanted to call out the answer. So badly, that sometimes, men like Barnes were able to convince themselves it might be true. Sometimes, they were even able to convince others.

But no matter how many times they asked the question, the answer remained the same.

Would the people celebrate? Would they be grateful?

No...they would not.

“Sarah, we’ve known each other a long time,” Rae began quietly. “I know how you want to see the good in people. It’s one of the things I like most about you. It’s one of the things that makes you a great queen...but you’re also smart. You don’t just see the good—you’re able to see people, through and through. You tell them we’ve been keeping this secret? You tell them we’ve been given something unprecedented and powerful? Something they weren’t given themselves?” She shook her head slowly, looking the queen in the eyes. “They will react with nothing but hatred, jealousy, and fear.”

Gabriel leaned forward, easing into the conversation. “Think of Lily,” he said softly, as the little girl played in the distance. “If people were to discover that one day she’ll be able to see the future, how long before they want to use that power for themselves? How long before the ink becomes more important than the girl? Before her choices are removed and her life is written off as a sacrifice for the greater good, to be used as others see fit?”

“And that’s the best-case scenario,” Rae added under her breath.

Gabriel nodded slowly, having been taught that very lesson so many times himself. “How long before she’s tied to a chair in a basement somewhere? That’s how these things end.”

Sarah sat back with a shiver, eyes drifting towards her own son. 

That silence wrapped around them again, seeping inside and consuming them so completely, they didn’t see the tall man pacing across the grass until he’d already reached their blanket.

“Good morning!” he
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