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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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Newsletter:

SIGN UP FOR W.J. May's Newsletter to find out about new releases, updates, cover reveals and even freebies!
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I WILL ANOINT A GREAT king...and then I will die.

When a magical portal snatched Liv and her friends from the imperial guards and transported them straight into the heart of a jungle, she thought their journey was only beginning. Little did she know, it may have already come to an end. Because the jungle turned out to be a homecoming.

And standing right in the middle, was her long, lost father.

Secretly reeling from the words of a deadly prophecy, Liv is confronted with a past she could never have imagined. One that leads opens an entire world of possibility, but the future may already be set.

There are more questions than answers, and old ghosts are hard to shake. It is possible to cheat the words of a prophecy? Is it possible to outrun the fates?

Or are some journeys always meant to end in flames?
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I will anoint a great king...and then I will die.

Thin beams of sunlight warmed my skin, as my feet slipped into the clover. It was another plant I’d had no name for, something grown by my father in his jungle of delight. Clover, it rolled off the tongue. I’d spent the bulk of the morning mindlessly saying it. Then I’d decided to go out and find some. My feet had carried me here by instinct, away from the others and into the shade.

Beneath the lacing canopy of branches, it was easy to pretend the village didn’t exist, like I’d sprouted in the wild, not unlike my clover, untouched by the worries and troubles that haunted men.

These words, for example, that had been pounding in my brain.

I will anoint a great king...and then I will die.

Three days had passed since first I’d heard them. Within the golden haze of the jungle, that felt like a small eternity, but they rang clear as if it was the first time. I had been looking at Erik when I put it together, I could perfectly remember the look on his face. The setting sun had been falling behind him, and his eyes seemed to almost to glow as they locked onto mine.

My body entire body had started tingling.

We’d pledged ourselves to each other just moments before.

A fateful prophecy, he’d heard. The silent counterpoint to my own. Two sides of a story had been told, but only one had been given breath. The other, it seemed, was doomed to lose it.

My head turned abruptly, and my toes scrunched into the green.

I bet there’s more clover over there.

Long gone was the time I’d been chastised for my wandering. We were living in my father’s kingdom, there was no longer any risk of falling headfirst into ponds. Even Erik held back his rebukes, though he reminded me of the panther. Sage reminded me of the bugs.

I sometimes thought it was she that knew me best.

There was a sudden break in the canopy and I ventured into a grassy inlet, nearly the entire span of it covered by a single hulking rock. It was one of those massive boulders that sometimes shook loose from the sides of mountains, though none were within sight. Round and tumbling. The kind that children love to climb.

I set myself upon it without hesitation, boots slipping on the mossy edges and fingers prying into the cracks. It was harder than I had imagined, but it wasn’t long before I reached the pinnacle; a jutting slab so abruptly flat and even, I would have better guessed it had been hewn intentionally into the rock.

Perhaps it was, I thought suddenly, stretching out my legs and leaning against the smooth back. Perhaps my father likes to come here.

The similarities between us had been striking; little things, but at least one would rise up at any given opportunity, leaving my head spinning by the end of each night. A flare of recognition in the turning of expression, a shared preference at the table. I’d started drinking the tea he favored at dinner. Erik noticed, but kept his opinion to himself. Even those words, my father. Had they seemed so strange to me in the beginning? I said them all the time.

A passing shadow slipped over my face, and my eyes squinted upwards, catching onto a tiny silhouette gliding through the clouds. Even from such distance, I could imagine the tawny feathers, picture the glint of the yellow eyes. It had felt abruptly obvious—the hawk that had been following us would have been Frey’s bird. Yet there was something in me that was sad he wasn’t mine.

We had never been quite friendly, despite my incessant attempts, but somewhere in the snow-capped peaks, a kind of bond had formed between us. I don’t think I imagined when he circled again, spreading his wings to give me another moment of shade.

For all the similarities, there were a few differences between me and Frey. My skin did not bronze in the sun, it had already started to burn. Erik had delighted in this; on only the second morning we were here, I’d developed a dusting of freckles. He’d taken to running his fingers across them, smiling to himself. They were like constellations, he said. He would make them all stories.

I warmed myself on the memory, before the smile went still on my face.

I will anoint a great king...

This part was no mystery; we had collided with such velocity, it was like the fates were knocking us together themselves. Never could I have conceived of such a person as Erik; like I needed the confirmation, it was in the eyes of every stranger we met. Like something stepped down from a tapestry, he looked every inch the king. Eyes sparkling with intuition, the noble elegance of his features. A brow so well-suited to a crown. When he cut gracefully through a crowd, a dozen heads twisted around to follow. Eyes would linger in confusion before glancing at their friends.

He was the son of a bannerman, a champion of the arena.

The handpicked heir of a sonless king.

...and then I will die.

My nose twitched with pollen. It was always that last part.

Yes, Erik had guessed it immediately. Before I’d strung it together myself. He didn’t need to hear my ending, there had been enough in his own story. ‘A golden crown, in beak and talon...struck dead in breathless flight.’ How could he not think it was me? The girl who’d burst into his life in a hailstorm of magic, weaving into the tapestry like the fates themselves had been drawing the thread. The girl who sported questionably bird-centric jewelry, and had once turned into a hawk herself.

The girl who’d vouched for him before the old king, the walls of her prison cell ringing with echoes of his good character. Of course, I’d forgotten to tell Erik that part of things.

I shuddered at what he might have forgotten to recount himself.

A morning sun was rising quickly in the eastern sky; my father was an impatient man. It seemed to have better definition here, the same way the stars felt impossibly closer. When I had mentioned this around a village fire, I’d expected it to be laughed away. Instead, they started nodding. Yes, the stars were closer. Nearly close enough to reach. It was an illusion, Frey had told me later. A trick of the light. Parlor games for the laughter of children, and amusement of his kin.

I didn’t care what he called it. I thought it was absolutely wonderful.

My eyes fluttered shut, as the hawk passed again over my face.

It wasn’t even the death, per say, I had decided this immediately. It was the manner of it. So ritualistic, so prescribed. Like I was no different than one of those goats we’d seen at the festival, bells clanging round their necks, their horns tangled with strings of garland, being led to the altars for a fixed and bloody death. It was always my least favorite part of things. There was no way to block out the screams, and you could smell the stink for miles. They say the gods delighted in the smell of smoke and savor. I’d always thought that to be a rather puzzling thing.

Of course, there were other sacrifices at those rites. Other creatures gone willing to the altar. Erik had made a joke, after Hadrian asked him, but it was true that people were sacrificed every year; some of them were jockeying for position, some of them walked up the path, silent and strong.

I understood it less than the savor. There wasn’t a single part of me that didn’t shudder at the sight. Never in a thousand years would I have been tempted by such a thing myself.

They weren’t tempted, they were called.

My breath drew in slowly. I adjusted my shoulders on the rock.

It seemed a particular cruelty, the gods would have assigned such a mission. Butchering the fox, who’d slipped so many times from the net. It didn’t matter how hungry they were, by the end, even the hunters would be rooting for him. But for how many mountains I’d climbed over the length of my journey, for how many impossible dangers I’d escaped along the way, I was to die just the same. It had been the drive behind every decision, the reason for every step. I was not doomed to perish in the jaws of a wolf, I was meant for something greater. A divine altar, draped in prophecy and chain. My heart jumped in a moment of surreal realization, the uncanny parallels at play.

My mother had lost her life at the hands of a bannerman.

My life would be lost just the same.

Erik would never let that happen.

It struck me now, just like it had struck me then—when we’d been sitting wide-eyed on the side of the bed, the sounds of the nightly feast echoing outside. It was the reason I hadn’t confessed my own prophecy. There had been a natural moment for it, a wide, open space. But while there was no part of me rushing to dive off that particular cliff, I found myself unable to tear away.

If I told Erik the price of his crown, he’d never take it. It was a door I was unwilling to open, yet I couldn’t find the heart to close it shut. So I lay my head against his shoulder and said nothing.

I’d said nothing...yet.

“I thought I’d find you here.”

I turned my head at the rustling of branches, just as my father stepped out of the trees. He was an early riser, another contrast between us. Though I’d been rising earlier here.

“Everyone finds it eventually,” Frey continued, crossing into the sunlight and straight up onto the rock. There was something almost feline about his lightness; his fingers knew the cracks in the stone so well, he didn’t need to look. “I’ll admit I was disappointed, the first time I wandered out and saw a stranger’s legs. This had been a special place of mine. Now it seems, I must share.”

He appeared beside me a moment later, flashing a boyish grin. Despite the clouds that were troubling me, I found myself smiling instantly in return. He had that effect on people. 

“Why do I think, you would not have been good at that?” I asked lightly.

He raised his eyebrows in mock offence, before settling beside me. A hand fished into his pocket a moment later and he tossed a tangerine into my lap. Another novelty I had discovered, to my great delight. He drew one for himself and we knocked them unthinkingly together, leaning back against the slab of stone, with the light of a new morning burning into our eyes.

It was strange how comfortable we’d grown with each other. The casual perches, and casual meals. I had puzzled over it in bed many times, wondering at its swiftness. This from a girl who warmed to people, only after the initial thaw. My father should have been at the top of that list, and indeed, there were still times when a sweep of his eyes stole the words off my tongue and set my knees trembling. Yet there was something disarming about him, an irresistible ease to his presence.

Perhaps it was merely that he remained so inherently youthful. For the sharpness of his wit and the godlike power of his fingers, the man was playful, even mischievous.

Erik would say menacing, I felt obliged to add.

The bannerman was not without cause.

“You think so little of me?” he quipped, staring at the jagged line of mountains that ran across the distant horizon. “I must do more to impress you.” His lips curled at the corners as he lifted a hand in front of us, angling his fingers like he was seeing the image on a map. “Tell me, is there a shape you would prefer? Or a peak I can name in your honor?” He pretended not to notice when my stomach shook with silent laughter. “Perhaps I should simply write your name,” he murmured, the idea taking actual shape. The amber in his eyes glowed in the golden spill of a new morning. “The V would be quite natural, but the I presents a challenge...”

“I can’t tell if you’re serious,” I interrupted, abruptly nervous to allow it further, “but on the ridiculous chance you are, I’m sure that would dislodge some poor family deer or something, so please, let’s just...let’s just eat these tangerines in peace.” 

He shrugged a shoulder and we lifted them to our mouths, taking a simultaneous bite. It was not the first such intervention, and the longer we decided to linger, it would most certainly not be the last. We chewed slowly, almost thoughtfully, gazing out toward the horizon. After a while, I added, “You could always make more tangerines.”

He turned to me with a genuine smile, eyes crinkling at the corners. The sight of it warmed some inner part of me, one that had never seen much light. But just as quickly as the feeling rushed over me, it lurched in the center, screeching to a halt.

‘A golden crown, in beak and talon...’

All my life, I’d made sacrifice and homage with the rest, but there were times when I truly hated the gods. Spare me one death, just to give me another. Send me the brightest love, only to wrench it violently away. And what was this? This sunlit jungle, cradled in my father’s hands?

It is a chance to know him, I thought suddenly. To spend some time with him, before...

I stopped before there could be any progression, before the words had a chance to reach their inevitable end. I wasn’t willing to entertain it, not even for a moment. Instead, I threw the last of my fruit into the clearing and planted my palms against the rock, swinging myself down.

“We should go,” I called behind me, seeing Frey rise in my periphery. “Heavens forbid we miss another delightful family breakfast.”

In perhaps the strangest thing to happen, since wandering out of a magical jungle, the intimate feast we’d had our first morning had turned out to be a daily affair. Whether the table in the center of the clearing had been meant for more people, we would never know. But it seemed to have been reserved for our little group. Erik sat in the chair beside me. Frey sat at the head.

Whether or not by design, and I had my strong suspicions, the morning ritual had become a source of amusement for some, and a source of agony for others. For the rest of us, it was hard not to appreciate the spectacle. As Hadrian once put it, you couldn’t deny there was sport.

There was a distant chuckle, then Frey landed beside me, light as a bird.

“You aren’t enjoying them? I was so hoping you would.”

I flashed a sideways glare, marching noisily through the underbrush. “It would not kill you to make a little effort with him,” I answered, not for the first time, “you know he tries with you.” I remembered suddenly, turning towards him. “Like when it started sprinkling the other night, and everybody said, that’s really strange for the valley, and then I checked afterwards and every chair except Erik’s had remained dry.” When confronted, the worst part hadn’t been the trick itself, but my father’s intense desire to brag. I could see him holding it back, like it physically cost him. It made me champion my beloved all the more. “He said not a word. You are giving him no credit.”

“You give him credit enough for the both of us,” Frey answered lightly, but he flashed an appeasing smile. We walked a little farther in silence, listening to the birds in the trees. There were many that I was used to, and many I was not. Bright, with long bills. Overly large, with draping feathers. At any given hour, the canopy rang with a patchwork of melodies. “You cannot blame me for having a little fun,” he said abruptly, throwing me another darting look. For all his composure, he snuck glances as often as I did myself. “I’ve been forced to cram sixteen years’ worth of—”

He caught himself suddenly, like someone had pushed him in the back.

“You are almost seventeen,” he corrected softly, lifting his eyes to somewhere past the horizon, like he could see the swirling winter storms just beyond. They lingered there a moment before returning to me. “Only a few days, I have known you. Yet you’re already grown. I would have been performing the rites before long,” he finished softly. “I would have made your dedication.”

I turned to look at him, pausing mid-stride. It wasn’t just the things he’d said, but the voice he’d used to say them. Yes, he was right, only a few days we had been here. Only a few days, and still a thousand times already I’d seen him be strong. Yet there was nothing strong in him now. He was a man, broken. Without stopping to think about it, I slipped my hand into his.

“There’s still time.”

He caught my eye a fleeting moment, and something in the air between us warmed. A smile tugged again at his lips, as he launched into some fantastical story, gesturing with a sweep of his hand as we made our way through the trees. I nodded along with every step, smiling. Unable to stop smiling. Something prickled in the corner of my consciousness, too bashful to venture forward, too persistent to go away. Like a breeze rustling through leaves, a voice whispered in my ear.

You could have all the time in the world.

Erik told you already...he will stay.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE YIKING TALES

SAVIOR

USA TODAY BESTSELLING AUTHOR

W.]. MAY





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image010.jpg





d2d_images/image011.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image002.jpg





d2d_images/image000.png
B~
>
0.'~ g





d2d_images/image005.jpg





d2d_images/image006.jpg





d2d_images/image003.jpg
THE QJEEN N ALPHA NN
w MAY

H\;\I IWLMIM MI?;“I@
AT
it Forer i Mm-;'m. Feiniih i)





d2d_images/image004.png
w

THE VIRING TALES

SAVIOR

W.]. MAY





d2d_images/image007.png
77 usa tonay
BESTSELLING AUTHOR

W.J. MAY |

\\»\ Jontasy o .. )






d2d_images/image008.jpg
THE VIKING TALES

SAVIOR

W.]. MAY





