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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The Chronicles of Kerrigan

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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WHO KNEW CHASING IMMORTALITY would be so hard? 

To keep her human friend from being turned by her overzealous vampire mate, Phaedra has to find an artifact that grants its owner eternity. But her former partner-turned-leech insists on inserting himself into the search, and he’s got a surprise for her: She’s his mate. There’s no way this Fae warrior is tying herself to a vamp forever, but escaping him is as easy as flying on broken wings. And that’s not the only shock she’s in for. 

A leech for a mate is bad enough, but a vampire sibling... Fangs don’t belong in her family, right?
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THE DECORATIVE GOLD leaves that wound around the high ceilings were so finely made, they were nearly identical to the golden foliage of the teeming forests just beyond the city. Windy should know. His expertly tuned neural network could discriminate to the infinitesimal degree, and the artistry the Fae palace displayed was the finest he’d seen.

Not as if I’ve been that many places, the small robot thought to himself. Gresh Farlette hated to travel, and the few times he’d dragged himself off-world, he’d never given a second thought to taking me along. Which might just be a pattern, given my current situation.

It didn’t feel fair, comparing his grizzled and unkind creator to Hollie and her companions. The bespectacled crackpot inventor might have given him life, but he’d only done so to exploit the robot, Windy knew that truth well. Hollie and the others, however, had helped him to escape of life of servitude. They’d never treated him as less than. 

Until now. 

“So they left you behind when they went to Scorian,” Frank spoke up in a conversational tone. “Left us behind. But they had a good reason. We couldn’t afford getting fried in all that heat.”

Windy repressed a sigh at Frank’s words. The bot had never extrapolated the probability of taking on a stowaway in his former life, but on his current adventure, anything was possible. He now shared his circuits with the memory of a deceased human, and Frank, despite his technical demise, was the talkative type. 

“My daughter loves you,” Frank said, his tone clear and ringing with sincerity. “And I can see why. You’re smart as a whip, faster than a bullet—and polite, to boot. But most of all, you’re loyal.” 

Windy felt some of his frustration fade. Knowing that Hollie valued him filled the bot with a sensation he’d seldom experienced. A warmth he hadn’t even known he’d desired until the human had bumbled into his life. Nothing had been the same since. 

His life before Hollie had been confined to the techno mage’s workshop compound. He was one of many robots that Gresh had brought to life, and the old man spent little time worried about the bot’s satisfaction or aspirations. He was built to do complex calculations and to assist Gresh with his various schemes. The work had not been fulfilling, and a part of Windy had always wondered what might be happening in the wide Web outside the workshop’s doors. 

Not until Hollie had arrived, abducted by an imp who’d been seeking leverage over a vampire and his powerful master, had the robot realized that not every individual considered robots second-class citizens. He’d realized that humans had things rough as well, especially the poor woman who’d been stalked by a vampire and embroiled in a skirmish between some of the most powerful evil forces in the multiverse. But Hollie hadn’t let her plight get her down. She’d never given up, and Windy respected that about her. 

“Look, I know it can’t be easy,” Frank said after a moment, his voice quieter, more serious. “I’m a freeloader here, relying on your hospitality. I know I’ve likely already overstayed my welcome, but I’m afraid I don’t have many options.”

“There is no need to worry,” Windy said, his earlier annoyance melted away. “I have adjusted to the sharing of my circuitry.”

Frank let out a low chuckle. “No one likes a freeloader, but I’ll keep quiet for now, since you’ve clearly got a mission on your mind. Any reason we’re heading toward the quarters of a certain fairy? One who looks sweeter than sugar but bites like a junkyard dog?”

The description was apt. Still, Windy didn’t want to share his theory until he had some confirmation of his suspicions. “While your presence is not a problem per se, it is inconvenient in certain instances.” 

Frank laughed again. “Say no more. You’ve got covert ops in mind, and you don’t need me and my big mouth involved.” The old man’s ghost let out a yawn. “Fine by me. I could use a nap. What good is the afterlife, after all, if you can’t catch up on your sleep?”

Windy waited outside Phaedra’s quarters until he was certain Frank was sleeping. He felt a twinge of guilt at his earlier dark mood. Getting along with Frank was a small price to pay, considering how entirely Hollie had changed his life. She was his first friend, and she’d given him hope of an existence that wasn’t just defined by the functions he’d been created for. Hollie was wonderful, and having her father back made her happy, which made Windy happy. He pushed aside his residual grousing at being left behind on the last journey and focused on the task at hand. 

Hollie and her companions were seeking a legendary artifact that was allegedly able to grant immortality. There was a good reason for their quest: Hollie had fallen in love with a vampire. Neither of them wanted the human to give up her humanity, so turning Hollie into a creature that existed on blood was out of the question. But the artifact they were after was rumored to be lost, so they’d paid a massive sum to have the Council of Witches scry for it. They’d pointed the way to Scorian, a world destroyed by fire and rage, but no artifact had been found. And Windy had an inkling why. But he didn’t yet have proof. 

The door before him was similar to many others here in the palace. Made of wood polished until his shined and etched with an intricate floral pattern, it waited for him to open it. The bot gathered up his courage and placed a small white hand on the door and pushed it gently, not wanting to make a sound.

Rolling silently forward, Windy had to convince himself once again that his present actions made sense. There were other ways to test his hypothesis, but he’d run the projections and this was the option that provided the least opportunity for getting caught. Windy was worried that if his theory came out before confirmation, his companions would hare off without waiting for certainty and tip his hand inadvertently. Humans have such short lives. No wonder they’re always in a rush.

While the human and her friends had been searching for signs of the artifact, Windy had been doing the same, using digital resources along their analog ones. He’d been deep in databases when the gang had been prepping to head off to Scorian, which was why he hadn’t put up too much of a fight when he’d been left behind. After scouring every known database he’d had access to, he’d assembled a trail of breadcrumbs on his own. When the bot had heard that all they’d found on Scorian was an empty box, he began to consider how they’d arrived at Scorian to begin with.

Windy had realized then that the witches must have been confused. Or they’d sent us in the wrong direction on purpose. Determining which option was correct was why he was here, sneaking into the sleeping Fae’s bedroom. 

Although his projections said he had a low probability of failure, Windy couldn’t banish his fear entirely. Phaedra of the Valantian Fae was a fierce warrior who wouldn’t appreciate her personal space being invaded, even for the greater good. 

Phaedra was intimidating, but the robot’s desire to help Hollie outweighed his fear. My very first friend, he reminded himself, she’s the one I’m doing this for. Everyone he’d met before the human appeared in Gresh’s workshop had always considered him less than, a mindless automaton to be ignored or treated like a slave. No one had appreciated his expertise, his creativity. His friendship. 

He crept closer, pausing between the sitting room and the open doorway into the Fae’s sleeping quarters. Picking up her heavy, even breaths, he could tell she was sleeping deeply. Now’s my chance.

Making swift tracks toward the bed, Windy pressed past his fear. His little hand reached out toward the long, shining locks that splayed over opulent sheets. The little bot prayed to all the technogods of the multiverse, hoping to pull this off without the Fae waking up and smashing him to robotic bits. Careful not to pull, but to sever the single hair so as to not wake her, Windy took his sample and turned away, rushing out the door and then out of the apartments entirely. 

He didn’t stop rolling until he was back in his own quarters. Although he didn’t have a human circulatory system, he felt as if his circuits were heaving. Windy worked to get himself under control before he woke up Frank. After a moment, he held the single strand of golden hair up to the light. 

It seemed to sparkle on its own, and Windy again marveled at the beauty of the Fae races. Although he was not attracted to them himself, he couldn’t help but appreciate their unique features and abilities. I wouldn’t trade in my neural network and advanced circuitry for Fae ears and wings, but I can see why others would. 

Windy opened a small compartment in his torso and placed the sample inside. It would take some time for him to compile his results, but the bot didn’t mind waiting. He knew his findings would be critical in plotting their next moves in the quest for the artifact. Making sure the human was around for a long time was a goal he agreed with, and Windy knew he’d do whatever he could to make it a reality. 
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THE WARM STEAM COCOONED her, and for a moment, Phaedra let her eyes slide shut and her tense muscles relax. It felt too good not to. 

How did I get here? The thought grazed her consciousness, but Phaedra resisted examining it. Did it really matter? She was here now, enjoying a much needed moment of peace. Her surroundings, although unfamiliar, weren’t threatening. Quite the opposite, in fact. 

She was submerged in a warm pool in an opulent bathing chamber, the exploits of the last several weeks slowly seeping out of her. Phaedra hadn’t had many opportunities to relax since her abduction from the Rough and her arrival on Ahriman-abad. During the moments she wasn’t fighting for survival, she was battling to keep her friend from falling into the clutches of a vamp. Not to mention my own vampire-based issues.

Phaedra did what she could to block out the image of the striking Fae vampire, telling herself that she could brood on her former partner-slash-current stalker another time. Now is the time to let it all go in a wash of water and steam. Letting her eyes close again, she sank under the surface with a sigh of contentment.

Floating in the pool, she opened her eyes to take in the intricately-painted fresco above her. It was an image of the night sky through the branches of towering leafy trees. The moon hung heavy, yellow like a ripe pear, and several constellations seemed to sparkle in the midnight blue sky of the painting. Phaedra took in the rest of the chamber, marble walls with hints of gold veining, which disappeared into the steam that rose above the pool. Something about the setting put her at ease. If I could have chosen anywhere to be in this moment, it would be here.

The trip to Scorian, and her little detour in between, had taken a lot out of her. Her companions hadn’t escaped unscathed either. They’d returned without the artifact, having barely escaped the wrath of Drago, the dragon-shifter Prince of Darkness who didn’t take kindly to them invading his planet-sized vacation retreat. She knew that before long, she’d have to hold her tongue while they debated their next steps. There was no way they were going to give up on tracking down the artifact, no matter how bad an idea it was. Phaedra had to keep reinforcing the message, that a vampire mate was dangerous to Hollie.

The appearance of a vampire from her own past was complicating things. Phaedra stifled a groan at the thought of her situation, at the knowledge that her nemesis now had the ability to find her no matter where she tried to hide. Even now, he could be on his way here, ready to snatch her up again.

But he isn’t here. Phaedra let out a breath and forced her muscles to relax again. It was definitely night now in the realm where his lair lay, and it wouldn’t take him long to determine that she was no longer on the same world as he was. If he can really track me anywhere, then he’d be here by now. 

Maybe he’s already lost his taste for me, she said to herself with a sniff. She didn’t like the way that thought felt. But something told her that wasn’t likely. The intensity in his eyes when she’d been fleeing him into the dawn made her think she’d be seeing him again, sooner rather than later. 

This time, her groan couldn’t be suppressed. She swept under the water again, letting herself sink to the ornately-tiled bottom. Chasing the relaxation she so desperately needed, Phaedra tried to blank her mind and banish her tension. 

Footsteps echoed, reaching her under the water through her powerful Fae hearing. She broke the surface silently, eyes searching the steam for whatever threat dared to disturb her hard-earned relaxation. They’re going to regret this. Even a warrior woman needs some pampering every now and again.

A dark shadow approached, and Phaedra looked for something to use as a weapon but there was nothing around her besides the smooth edges of the pool and a stack of plush towels. She was a moment from leaping into the air and taking to wing, despite her nudity, in order to get the drop on whatever was obscured by the steam. But she hesitated, unsure about her unfamiliar surroundings, wondering if things weren’t what they seemed. 

The steam cleared as the figure stepped to the edge of the pool. Her eyes climbed the black-clad body, tracing the scarred face and exquisitely shaped ears, and a cascade of emotions tumbled through her insides. 

Then she dropped lower in the water, her wings wrapping around her body to obscure her nudity. “What in the hells are you doing here, invading my privacy?” she hissed, anger making her pink skin blush red. 

The corner of Syn’s mouth quirked up, and he shook his head. “Always so haughty.” His eyes raked her, and she felt like her wings provided no protection from his gaze. She didn’t expect the feelings that gaze set off inside her. “I’ve never seen a bath look so inviting.”

Is he reaching for the buttons on his shirt? The thought of the vamp climbing into the pool with her sent her senses haywire. “Come one step closer and I’ll yank your fangs out and shove them down your throat!” 

Syn chuckled, then scanned the room around them. “This is not what I was expecting,” he said, then rubbed the back of his head, his grin turning to a grimace. Then a look of understanding crossed his features. “This must be the World of Dreams.”

The World of Dreams? This is a dream? 

Phaedra looked around her, the pieces clicking into place. I’m asleep. I went to rest after the disappointing revelation of their failing to retrieve the artifact. It looks like my dreams are trying to give me the downtime I need.

Focusing on the figure in front of her, Phaedra frowned. And still, Syn shows up to ruin it.

“If this is my dream, what are you doing in it?” She didn’t want to believe that her blood allowed him to find her even in her dreams, but it seemed the proof was staring her in the face. 

Instead of answering, the vampire bent over to remove one boot and then the other, then pulled up his pantlegs to settle on the side of the pool and dip his legs into the water. She saw his shoulders sag a little, and a few of the lines disappear from his face. It looks like the leech needs a spa day. Just like me.

“Well?” she asked sharply, trying to keep her anger alive and suppress any sympathy she might have for Syn. Impatience broadcasted from the lines of her body, her wings stiff around her. 

Running a hand through his hair, Syn’s eyes met hers. “I returned to Scorian, after you gave me the slip. I was going to give you a little time to cool off—”

“You mean you were waiting until I dropped my guard,” she interrupted.

Ignoring her, he continued. “I wanted to keep an eye on your companions, to see what they were getting up to while you were distracted.”

“Distracted?” she huffed. “More like kidnapped.” 

“Before I could locate your pals, I stumbled across another vampire. One with wings.”

“Another Fae?” Phaedra breathed, her face wrinkling in disgust, then shook her head. “Not possible. Any other self-respecting Fae wouldn’t allow themselves to be transformed in such a horrible way.”

Syn eyed her, his face tightening at the obvious insult before he continued. “Distracted by my discovery, I allowed someone to get the drop on me and knock me out.” He shrugged, finishing simply. “When I came to, I was here.”

“Why should I believe this nonsense?” Phaedra asked, half to herself. “You tell me this is the World of Dreams, that there are other Fae vampires, but how can I tell that this is anything other than manipulation? I outsmarted you when you tried brute force, so now you’re trying another tactic, but it won’t work.” She shook her head firmly, trying to convince herself as well as him. 

“Believe me, I thought I was seeing things. That Fae vampire I met. She can walk in the light.”

Phaedra’s eyes widened. “Impossible.” She pursed her lips, giving him a murderous glare. “You’re not making things any better by continuing your fiction...Wait, she? The vamp is female?”

Syn nodded, his lips quirking in amusement. “Jealous?”

“You wish,” she grumbled, ignoring the frizzle of jealousy that was igniting in her belly. I’m not jealous. I’m appalled that he would make up such ridiculous lies to try and trick me into his nefarious plans.

“And while I was making a new friend, what exactly were you up to?” he asked, his expression unconcerned, but Phaedra could sense he was paying close attention to her response. “You got back to Scorian somehow.”

He thinks I’m jealous? How about a dose of his own medicine? “I did get back. It wasn’t even that difficult. It seems like there are still a few gentlemen around the multiverse who help out damsels in distress.”

Syn burst out laughing. “Calling yourself a damsel is like Shayatan sprouting a halo over his horns.” 

“Shut up,” she grumbled under her breath. Shaking her wings in agitation, but making sure they stayed wrapped close around her, Phaedra fought back. “Captain Roth wouldn’t tease me like this. My journey on his remarkable vessel was the height of comfort. In fact, I might look him up when I wake up. I wouldn’t mind a longer cruise with the captain so I can really get to know him.”

Syn’s face was a mask of calm, but she could see the fire in his eyes. “Something tells me you won’t be taking any leisurely cruises anytime soon since you didn’t recover the artifact you’re looking for,” he said, his voice like gravel. “In fact, I’d be surprised to hear your party survived Drago’s onslaught intact.”

“You were watching when the dragon jerk tried to burn me and my friends alive?” Her body vibrated with rage. “You watched and you did nothing to help us?” She knew Syn had a thousand reasons to hate and resent her, and she herself had vowed to destroy the vampire who had once been her best friend, but the knowledge that he’d sat back and watched Drago try to drown her friends in fire made her feel sick with anger. 

“I was just about to come for you when something hit me and I lost consciousness.” His voice was even but it held an underlying note of upset. “But if you’re here, it seems you survived without my assistance.”

“We made it off Scorian, no thanks to you, though I doubt very heavily you were going to lend a hand, given how eager you were to torture me less than a day ago.” She was tired of the exchange, tired of Syn invading her relaxation. Her life. Even her dreams. “Still, I think you might want to worry about your own situation. By your own telling, you’re unconscious and in the clutches of a vampire.” 

Syn frowned, grumbling, “Correct. I have no idea what state my body will be in once I regain consciousness.”

“Sounds like you better get back to the waking world, or you might not have a body to come back to.” Phaedra gave him a sweet smile laced with malice. “Better yet, take your time. Stick around.” 

His eyes shot daggers at her. Syn stood, adjusting his pants and shoving his feet into his boots. “Don’t think you’re off the hook this easily,” he warned her. “I’ll find you again soon enough.” 

“Sure you will,” she said with a wave. “If your new Fae leech friend doesn’t ‘distract’ you again.” She laughed, then submerged herself again. When she rose to the surface once more, she was alone.

Phaedra let out a sigh of relief, expecting to get back to her relaxation but the mood was broken. “Time to get back to the Fae Realm and my friends,” she said to no one, looking around one last time with longing. “It sounds like there was more happening on Scorian than we were aware of.”

A heaviness was inside her, a heaviness that had nothing to do with the weight of the water around her. She could feel the connection between herself and Syn pressing against her insides, dragging her deeper into whatever unfinished business existed between them. Although the quest for the artifact should be consuming all of her attention, Phaedra felt like the real mission was to find a way to give Syn the slip for good. 

If even my dreams aren’t safe from the vamp, there will be no way to escape him. Not wanting to think on that thought a moment longer, Phaedra pushed herself into wakefulness. 
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