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This book is dedicated to Micah,

Who sacrificed his life to save those who were unable to save themselves.

He saw the bigger picture.
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The Chronicles of Kerrigan and all its stories are generally based on YA and some NA subject area. Julian, as a character, has a difficult tatu in that he is able to see the future and so many different scenarios of what could happen so his story is darker than most of the stories you’ve read. The undercover mission he is on is a sensitive subject. This story includes references to violence, kidnapping, human trafficking and abuse. There are no specific scenes described, but the assumption is there, and as the author of this story, I’d like readers to be aware.
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The Prequel series is a Sub-Series of the Chronicles of Kerrigan.

The prequel on how Simon Kerrigan met Beth!!
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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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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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Matter of Time

Time Piece

Second Chance
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Our Time
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Living in the Past
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Present for Today

[image: C:\Users\Wanita\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\Present For Today  Facebook Cover Art.jpg]

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
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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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HOW DOES ONE CARRY the weight of two worlds?

Since the day he turned sixteen, Julian Decker had been the supernatural world’s security blanket—safeguarding the future of magic with the gift of prophecy again, and again, and again. 

It was a delicate balance and a crushing responsibility, but the good had always outweighed the bad.

Or so he believed.

When Julian is sent on a dangerous deep-cover mission, all those certainties are thrown into question as he finds himself facing the worst of life’s evils once again. The darkness they battle seems doomed to overtake the light, and the death of a friend makes him wonder if he wants to keep fighting anymore.

Why keep waging the war when history seems fated to repeat itself? Why spend all your time in the future if you never get to live in the here and now? At what point is that burden meant to rest on someone else’s shoulders?

At what point do you say enough is enough?
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“G-e-r-a-n-i-u-m.”

Julian’s eyes drifted open as his daughter’s voice floated up the hall. It had been chiming like a malfunctioning bell for the better part of the morning, looping the same words over and over. Not just the words, but the letters. Breaking them down to remember, then stringing them together again.

The rest of the house was already in revolt.

The child’s mother had banished her to the backyard before returning to the kitchen to sharpen knives. Even the endlessly patient wolf had sought refuge in an upstairs bathroom, unable to withstand another second of that ceaseless chirp. The psychic might have been the easiest target, but he’d been caught in heavy dreams. The ones that vanish like smoke the second you wake up.

Even now, they gripped him—holding the length of his body in suspension as the sharper parts of his mind struggled to shake themselves loose.

It was like this sometimes, even without the dreams. There was a weight to the mornings that he hadn’t known before his sixteenth birthday. A kind of added consciousness as all of those half-formed hypotheticals and splintering futures took a moment to untangle themselves before settling into place. The night made it easy for them to wander—he stood a better chance in the day.

“...Angie?”

The sight of his lovely wife usually helped things take focus. But that morning, the bed was empty save for the small indent where she’d lain. He reached over on instinct anyway, trailing his fingers over the cool sheets before pushing slowly up onto his arms and blinking himself awake.

It was a beautiful spring morning, every painter’s dream. He watched the dappled rays of sunlight spill into an irresistible pattern across the floorboards, his fingers itching for a brush.

“H-y-p-n-o-t-i-c.”

Others might scarcely notice, but to him it was like catnip—demanding his every focus as he contemplated its recreation with a pensive tilt of his head. It wasn’t the light itself, but the subtle contrast—that part was almost impossible to get right. Most people used oils that were too heavy, or got lost in the texture. Others gave up almost immediately and simply curtained where there should have been glass. He’d struggled with such things himself, ever since the first day he sat down in front of a canvas. But over the last few weeks, Lorenzo had been teaching him a new technique—

Where’s Angel?

He was out of bed in a second, calling his wife’s name at the same time. His eyes flashed white just as she answered, effectively muting the response, but he’d already seen her in the kitchen.

...wielding a knife?

“R-e-t-r-i-b-u-t-i-o-n.”

His daughter’s voice again echoed up the hallway, and he paused in the middle of the floor, sensing that perhaps something wasn’t right.

With a bit more haste than usual he shed what remained of his clothes and jumped into the shower, taking careful steps to avoid the bath toys littered underfoot. Lily had her own bathroom, of course, and was usually forbidden from bringing those things into her parents’ walk-in shower. But there was apparently some kind of battle going on between the mermaids and the crustaceans, and the sniper section had taken cover behind her father’s shampoo.

Julian picked up a dented shellfish, examining it as he lathered his hair.

It never ceased to bewilder him, how many toys his daughter had managed to accumulate in just her five short years—a far cry from his own spartan childhood. He could blame most of them on overly-indulgent aunts and uncles, but it had gotten to the point where he wondered if she had started to manifest them herself. It would certainly explain the sudden influx of mollusks.

“B-a-r-b-a-r-i-a-n.”

The word chimed in just as he turned off the water, and he cast another frown in the direction of the stairs. Only then did he notice the massive wolf hiding beneath the sink. She gave him a doleful expression, lowering her chin to the floorboards and covering her eyes with a paw.

“That’s okay, baby. You can hide in here.” He gave her a scratch behind the ears, popping a toothbrush into his mouth as he started to get dressed. “I hide in here sometimes myself.”

Just five minutes later, he jogged down the stairs—slipping into a coat at the same time.

It was a big day in the Oratory, it was assignment day. The day when all those far-flung agents hurried back to the correct continent and crammed themselves into Carter’s undersized conference room, waiting like buyers at a semi-violent auction, vying and jostling each other for the best jobs.

Under no circumstance could he be late. Under no circumstance would Devon let him be late. But the second he rounded the corner into the kitchen, he slid to a comical stop.

“...what’s this?”

It looked as though the contents of seven Swedish bakeries had been shaken violently, then dumped without ceremony into his house. There were baskets of muffins, towering stacks of pound cake, heaps of biscuits, and enough cinnamon rolls that he could effectively cover the entire floor.

Most days, he would suspect a well-intentioned robbery. Or a sweet-scented cover for a rather obvious drug-smuggling operation. His eyes actually flashed into the future to check for exactly that. But unlikely as the scene was, every bite appeared to be homemade.

His lovely wife was standing in the very center.

Her cheeks were flushed from the heat, her hair twisted back into a flour-dusted braid, and a pair of flannel cooking mitts he’d never seen before were checkered up her slender arms.

She looked up from the oven, flashing a domesticated smile.

“I’m going to murder our daughter.”

“F-e-l-o-n-y.”

On second thought, that smile was mostly teeth.

He eased slowly into the kitchen, picking his way across puddles of batter and sudden bursts of steam. When at last he was close enough to touch her he decided at the last second to cautiously abstain, eyeing the whisk still clenched in her hand before offering a tentative smile.

“...but then you decided to make custard?”

She hurled the whisk at the counter, impaling a small Danish.

“This is something different! This is for the school fundraiser!” she cried. “It’s not enough that we simply donate money for a new library, they insist we must offer a blood sacrifice as well!”

She held up two burnt fingers, glaring with a rather savage expression.

“I’m bunking with the rebels in Sarajevo next week. How will I grip the grenades?”

He regarded her seriously, something that was increasingly difficult to do. “You could always offer them breakfast.”

ALL of them. ALL of Sarajevo.

“Don’t make jokes,” she snapped, seizing a bowl on the counter and attacking it with a wooden spoon. “And don’t act like I’m not happy to do it! I’m happy to contribute to my daughter’s education! I’m happy to do whatever I need to get her through this wretchedly over-priced school!” She came to a sudden and dangerous pause. “Don’t I look happy, Julian?”

“P-e-r-i-l-o-u-s.”

He stared a split second, then backed away. “...you look beautiful.”

Her eyes narrowed as the croissants behind her caught fire. “Remember those vows I made concerning motherhood?” she quipped, freezing the flames with a wave of her hand. “When the sky went black at midday? Do you remember?”

He bit down on his lip. “They didn’t include this?”

“D-i-r-i-g-i-b-l-e.”

The oven door slammed as she threw another tray of cupcakes onto the counter.

“No,” she hissed. “They didn’t include this.” Light footsteps scampered in from the garden, and she reached for the fire extinguisher. “I’ve had better days in a Taiwanese prison—”

“Good morning, sweetheart!” Julian scooped up his daughter the second she skipped inside, angling her casually away from the oven while his wife doused the flames. “Did you have good dreams?”

Lily shook her head solemnly, oblivious to the subtle torture she was inflicting upon the rest of the house. As usual, she looked like a cartoon of a child. That morning, a rather melancholy one. A touch of sadness wilted her shoulders as waves of ivory hair spilled down the sides her face.

“I couldn’t sleep. I was up all night practicing for the spelling bee.”

You don’t say...

Angel cursed in Basque, prying open another carton of flour.

“The spelling bee, huh?” Julian turned them to face in the opposite direction, plucking an errant twig from the girl’s hair. “Is that coming up?”

“It’s not until next month. But it never hurts to be prepared.”

Tell that to the croissants.

He tilted his head, catching his daughter’s eyes. “So why the face? You’ve gotten them right so far.”

Lily dropped her gaze to the floor. “I’m not supposed to be participating,” she admitted, furrowing her brow with an expression that looked utterly ridiculous on a five-year-old. “Aria’s staging a boycott, and I was assigned to ‘opposition research’ with Jason.” She gave her father a weary look. “That’s code for sabotage.”

He nodded thoughtfully, doing everything he could to restrain a smile. “And why are we sabotaging the spelling bee?”

The little girl let out a sigh. “She’s turned it into an argument about progressivism, claims that the school is actively suppressing basic technology and pushing a Luddite perspective onto the student population.”

Julian blinked in astonishment. “Based upon what?”

“The irrelevance of such competitions after the invention of spell-check.”

There was a pause.

“Arie doesn’t want to study for it, does she?”

Lily shook her head. “She says plotting is much more fun.” 

“Oh—it’s fun?” Angel punched her fist into a mound of dough, watching as it capsized then heaved itself slowly back up to meet her. “I’m so glad that someone is having fun.”

Julian shot her a wary look. “Lily, tell your mommy how beautiful she looks.”

“You do, Mama. You look beautiful.” The child warmed with a smile just as angelic as her mothers. “B-e-a-u—”

Julian stepped quickly in between them, shepherding the child away. “Okay, pumpkin. That’s enough for now. Why don’t you get your backpack ready for school?”

“Daddy, you know it’s already packed.”

“So now we can double-check, right?”

She approved the logic and scampered back upstairs, wondering vaguely after her lupine companion as Julian walked slowly back to the kitchen, pausing a moment in the frame.

She’s right there. She’s safe.

It had been four months since his wife had been attacked in an abandoned parking lot. Four months since his best friend had to stitch her back together, lifting her from a puddle of blood.

Four months...but sometimes it was still hard to catch his breath.

“Jules?”

She stopped what she was doing and turned to watch him, staring with an expression almost as wary as the one he’d been wearing himself. It had been four months that he’d been doing that. Four months that she’d glance over her shoulder and find him watching her, hands clenched by his sides.

Their eyes locked and both flashed a casual smile.

“I’m just wondering if we can get the security deposit back on the house.”

“I’m just wondering if I can bake you into one of these pies.”

“D-e-f-l-e-c-t-i-o-n.”

There was a moment of silence then both parents turned to stare incredulously up the stairwell, listening as the little girl hopped cheerfully across the length of her room.

They stood there a second, then turned back to each other.

“That’s a little passive-aggressive, isn’t it?” Julian murmured.

Angel rolled her eyes.

“They’re not her words. The teacher had to make her a special list, just to challenge her like everyone else.” She headed back into the kitchen. “But she does have uncanny timing.”

*  *  *
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A FEW MINUTES LATER the little family reconvened in the kitchen for breakfast, determined to start the morning anew. There were plenty of options to choose from and they filled their plates with a little bit of everything, bustling around the counters and topping it off with juice.

Classical music drifted from the speakers. The concept of spelling had been banned until further notice. The wolf had ventured back downstairs.

“Why are you in such a hurry this morning, Daddy?” Lily asked curiously, her mouth full of croissant. “Are you and Uncle Devon going to catch bad guys?”

Julian cast a quick look at the clock, pouring himself a thermos of coffee. “No, but your Uncle Devon is going to catch me if I don’t get out the door.” He screwed on the lid, flashing a quick smile at his daughter. “We have a big meeting at work today, honey. That’s why I’m in such a rush.”

She turned her inquisitive gaze to her mother. “Aren’t you going to the meeting, too?”

Angel wiped up a smear of batter, looking abruptly smug. “Some of us don’t need a meeting. Some of us are presented with special missions and don’t need to demean themselves, scrambling like dogs for the scraps.”

Julian shot her a quick look.

Some of us only work for hazard pay.

He rifled around on the cluttered countertops, searching for his keys. In the beginning, he’d been wildly disconcerted by the notion. Then over the years it had become clear that Gabriel’s and her particular brand of violence could only be contained by more of the same.

Lily chewed thoughtfully, cheek resting in her hand. “Will I only be presented with special missions as well?”

“No,” her parents echoed in unison.

They shared a quick look, then Julian added a milder, “They’ll be special just because you’re there, sweetheart.”

The child turned back to her juice, murmuring under her breath.

“S-u-s-p-i-c-i-o-u-s.”

“Where the hell are they?” Julian muttered, still hunting for his missing keys. “Seriously, I’m surprised Devon hasn’t already kicked down the...”

He trailed into silence, the morning’s newspaper frozen in his hand.

White Orchid to be Permanently Shuttered

There was a picture beneath it—grainy black and white, though the rest of the paper was in vivid color. For an orphanage, it was a fairly standard image. A row of unhappy-looking boys sitting on benches, while a row of equally-stern-looking men stood just behind.

Not a single name was listed. Not a single one of them smiled.

“White Orchid,” Angel peered over his shoulder. “Isn’t that the place out in Stratford? There was that big scandal, some provost was abusing a ton of boys?”

Julian drew in a silent breath, then went perfectly blank. “I don’t know.”

He found his keys a second later, cramming them into his jacket pocket and gathering the rest of the rest of his things. The oven was turned off in case of subsequent fires, and quick kisses were pressed against foreheads as he snatched up the thermos and headed to the door.

The second his wife wasn’t looking, he pocketed the paper as well.

“You’ll be back this afternoon?” Angel called after him. “We have that fundraiser.”

He kept walking, scarcely hearing her. “I’ll be back.”

The wolf shadowed him as he crossed the length of the house, taking a quiet moment to steady himself once he reached the door.

Don’t think about this.

Simple yet effective. A command he’d given many times before.

Think about something else.

His mind raced to latch on to something, falling with a trace of irony on the little geraniums planted outside the house. He could still hear echoes of his daughter’s voice spelling them out. They were barely visible through the windows, just a splash of color against the glass.

There, easy as that. Now get to the—

The door flew open a second before he could touch it, pulled with the supernatural strength of a man who was desperate to get to that meeting himself.

For a split second they merely stood there. Then—

“What the HELL is taking so long?”

Julian startled at the volume, casting a worried look at the neighbors. “Sorry, I was just—”

“Get in the BLOODY car!”

He hurried to comply, but no sooner had he pulled out his keys than they vanished from his hand. Confiscated in punishment. It had happened many times before.

“My car,” Devon clarified, shoving him towards it. “I’ll drive.”
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Devon might have pounded on his friend’s door with enough strength to shatter bits of stone, but there were some things that apparently couldn’t be rushed. With a strained patience he hadn’t known before becoming a father, he watched as his best friend paused in the middle of the sun-swept sidewalk then fired up the camera on his phone.

“I can’t believe this is happening,” he muttered, rubbing his temples and leaning against the door of the car. “Seriously, Jules. If we lose Vienna because you’re obsessed with dragonflies—”

“One minute,” Julian murmured, bending at the knees.

He snapped a picture of his neighbor’s jasmine, focusing on some dewdrops resting atop the leaves. It was angled perfectly, backlit with just a whisper of sunlight and haloed in a dizzy haze of iridescence. He archived the image, feeling immensely pleased, then paused again when he glanced back at Devon—impatient as ever, but drawn in the same haloes of golden light.

He lifted the camera once more, stepping back for a better angle.

“Turn to me.”

There was an exasperated sigh, but his friend obliged—staring back with an expression that instantly negated any heights of inspiration the picture might have achieved.

“Can you smile?”

There was a pause.

“Like it’s not killing you, Devon.”

The camera flashed and he pocketed the phone.

“Perfect—thanks.”

Devon shook his head, sliding into the car with a reluctant grin.

It wasn’t the first time he’d been made the impromptu subject of an art piece, and it most certainly wouldn’t be the last. As long as his friend wasn’t trancing out in crosswalks or pestering the valets to hold up the keys at just the right angle, he could handle a picture on the way to work.

“You know,” he said, firing up the engine, “people make jokes, but that’s by far the most romantic moment we’ve ever had.”

Julian frowned at the phone, playing with the filters. “That can’t be true.”

The car rolled to a stop at the end of the road as Devon considered which route would be quickest at that particular time of the morning. The bakery usually had their deliveries on Thursday, so there might be a lane blocked off, but there was road construction on Powell—

“Bakery gets its goods every other Thursday. Turn left.”

Devon threw the psychic a glance, then spun the wheel.

“So we’re in agreement about Vienna, right? I know you aren’t crazy about the idea of stripes and mosquitoes, but I swear, Julian, that was one time—”

“We’re in agreement about Vienna,” Julian interrupted, his mind somewhere else. “I love the Danube in the spring. Plus there are those little—”

“Fritole,” Devon cut him off eagerly. “I was thinking the exact same thing.” He smiled with satisfaction, then clapped his partner on the chest. “I knew we’d be on the same page.”

They drove a while further, each man lost to his own thoughts.

Julian’s mind was in black and white, still trapped in that photograph. Wondering at the faces of the little boys. Wondering if his face may have looked the same way. Devon’s thoughts were a bit more current, thinking back to an argument he’d had with his wife just a few minutes before. His brow creased ever so slightly as he debated whether they should talk it out or just let it go. She was unpredictable when it came to those kinds of things...with the powers of a tempestuous goddess.

The psychic never glanced up from his filters.

“You should let it go,” he advised, fingers flying over the keys. “She’s got a free day coming up with Molly. The two of them can hash it out.”

There was a split-second pause.

“Thanks,” Devon replied a bit sharply.

His friend usually made a greater effort to contain those sorts of things. Even if he happened to get a glimpse of something he shouldn’t, he’d learned to keep it to himself.

But the psychic was in another world.

The city blurred past the window, reflecting in those dark eyes, as they flew down the road at a speed not officially recognized by the British government. They used to be more cautious about that sort of thing, but those instincts had dulled as their powers grew. These days, with one of them bordering on actual omnipotence and the other sporting the reflexes of a young god, they generally did as they pleased. The only time they bothered to slow down was if there was a child in the car.

“These lights are still glitching,” Devon muttered, flicking his finger at the tiny controls on the dash. “Ever since Molly got surprised by that squirrel, it’s like they haven’t settled right.”

Julian nodded faintly, staring into the distant sky.

“I was thinking of taking it over to Giuseppe, but you know how he is with these kinds of things. He’d strip the panel bare to check for subliminal damage. I think he just likes to build it back.”

Silence.

“You remember the Pagani? That was a nightmare.”

More silence.

Devon cast the psychic a sideways look. “Plus, he tried to grope me.”

This time the silence was followed by a smack.

Julian lifted his head quickly, glancing across the car. “What? Sorry. Yeah, me, too.”

“You, too, huh?” Devon rolled his eyes, turning back to the road. “I’m trying to talk to you about something serious, and you’re not even paying—”

“Construction.”

The car slowed automatically, prompting angry honks from those behind it as Devon cast a quick look around. The psychic usually gave more warning, but they were halfway past the exit already.

“Where—”

“Right here.”

Julian grabbed the wheel himself and jerked it in the opposite direction, almost ramming them straight into a cement mixer that was merging from the other
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