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

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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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!
https://www.wjmaybooks.com/subscribe
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OUT OF THE FIRE, INTO the flames.

Stranded in the heart of the wilderness, with storm clouds gathering above them and a thousand dangers at their back, Liv and her friends travel as quickly as they can to the northern settlements. But the road they must take is not an easy one, and there are many who would see them fail.

A trusted friend provides a temporary haven, but the tiny fellowship is tearing at the seams. Old grievances threaten to break them completely; and with her dreams pulling her one direction, and her heart in another, Liv must decide which way her path truly lies.

Winter is fast approaching, and anyone left in the cold will freeze. Will the friends reach the settlements in time? What fate awaits them if they do? Is it possible to escape one’s past?
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I HAVE LITTLE MEMORY of what happened in the river.

It came back in pieces, and even those are choppy at best.

What I remember is the cold. It was a kind of cold I hadn’t known existed. Alive and vengeful, like we’d purposely trodden in its path. It caught me full in the chest, rushing inside, from the moment the ice shattered beneath my boots. That alone had been a dreadful feeling. There was a sound like a tree splitting, deep and full of age. Then a gasp, and a sudden weightless drop.

I was dragged under the waves, and came up to a different world.

Gone were my friends, the ones who’d been travelling beside me. The very ground where we’d been standing had vanished, and the things we’d carried had been washed away. A single pack remained on the ice. The men who’d attacked us were racing towards it. A few of them were yelling and waving their hands. I could not see the looks on their faces.

Then came the pain. There could never be so much cold without pain. It gripped onto me like it had fingers, twisting and writhing and tearing at my skin. I remember trying to scream, but my head was underwater again and all that came up was a stream of bubbles. When I tried to pull in a breath, my throat filled with icy churn and blood. It was impossible to see, impossible to orient. The current was moving too fast, and every time I thrashed myself upright again, those violent waters spun me upside down.

I am going to die.

The thought struck clearly, like the ringing of a bell. Swept away by a frozen river, of course I was going to die. It had never been a question. I didn’t know why it was only occurring to me now.

This was followed by something worse.

I am going to drown.

All my life I’d lived alongside the river. All my life, I’d kept deliberately away. It had been the horror that plagued me since childhood. A vague and distant memory, perhaps of my own making.

My mother had died in those same icy waters. I could not allow myself to do the same.

I’d fought with new strength then, not that it mattered much in the river. I remember my head breaking again to the surface, and sucking in a breath of freezing air. I saw flashes of the others, then. So they weren’t lost entirely. Hadrian was near the shoreline, grabbing desperately at the frozen scrub. Sage was nowhere to be seen. A voice was calling over the roar of the river, raw with panic, I could practically see his face. I thought maybe he was saying my name.

Then a white-capped wave swept over my head, and the world was muffled. My head struck something hard, and my limbs flailed out like a doll. I remember my eyes blinking, slowly and shut.

Then everything went dark.

*   *   *
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I WOKE SOMETIME LATER in a pile of fur. The air was clean, and the pelt felt warm and scratchy beneath my back. For a single, disoriented moment, I half-thought I was lying on some kind of animal. I pried open my eyelids, feeling like there was a great stone upon my head.

I am...not in the river.

My eyes fluttered, finding their mark.

I’m inside?

Sluggish as the thoughts were, I could make no more sense of them than that. My breath was slow and shallow, and the room was blurry enough, it felt like I was still underwater. It was early evening, maybe. Not long before dusk. Shapes loomed from the haze, flickering in the light of a dozen candles. The whisper of curtains. The curve of a chair. And someone sitting in it.

I blinked hard, trying to clear my eyes.

It was Erik.

Even if I’d still been floundering in the river, I would have recognized him. A battered angel, hailing from some wintery, northern place. His boots were damp, but the rest of him was dry; settled into the ridges of the chair like he’d been sitting there a long while. His head was propped on his fist, and long braids touched his shoulders. He was fast asleep.

I stared a moment, watching the rise and fall of his breaths.

He’s alive, I slowly realized. We’re both alive.

A moment later.

How is that possible?

My eyes lifted a bit further to see Hadrian lying on a pallet behind him. It was narrow like mine, yet stacked with heaps of furs. I couldn’t see much of him, just dark hair sprawled across a pillow. But there was a strangeness to the way he was lying, and the air smelled heavy of salve.

Sage was nowhere in sight.

A pulse of adrenaline quickened my blood, and I tried to sit up, crunching my fingers around the blankets and driving my elbows down. It made absolutely no difference. I doubt I managed to move an inch. My body was a strange combination of heavy and tingling. My head still felt like it had been weighted with an iron crown. I took things slower, closing my eyes and focusing on my breathing, testing out my limbs, one by one. First I wriggled my fingers, then flexed my wrists. I rolled both my ankles, and nearly screamed at the sharp jolt of pain that flew up my leg.

The pain helped a bit. Things were becoming clearer. Little pieces had started coming back, drifting in slowly, like faces coming out of a fog. I remembered the tangle of hair, as Sage had ripped past me. She’d been carried immediately to the far side of the river before her dark head vanished in the frothy churn. Hadrian had clawed his way almost to shore, gripping fists of the frozen scrub that grew along the bank of the river. He might have made it out, but when the men who’d accosted us had started running towards him, he’d frozen in a moment of panic, and the grass had ripped away.

Strangely enough, I thought they actually felt sorry for us. They might have even let us live, once they’d robbed us blind. Of course, Sage and I wouldn’t have gotten away so easily.

My eyes swept the room again, failing to find her.

By all the gods...please don’t let her be dead.

I tried again to lift myself, biting my lip to fight through the pain. The haze was lifting, and there was suddenly a lot of it, mostly coming from my ankle. Although a good deal was coming from my wrist. This time, I made a little progress. The second I started moving, Erik’s eyes flew open with a start. They found me at once, he’d already been staring in that direction.

“Liv,” he gasped, stumbling to my side.

I saw now, he wasn’t nearly as steady as I’d thought. His skin was bruised, and his hands were trembling. There was a deep gash running along his cheek. He didn’t seem to notice. Even when his knees slammed into the floor by my bed, the man didn’t even flinch.

“You’re awake,” he breathed, eyes shining in the dim light. His hand reached compulsively towards me, like he was going to smooth down my hair, before lowering back to his side. “I wasn’t sure that was going to happen again. I wasn’t sure you were going to open your eyes.”

I stared in a daze, unable to summon the strength to reply. In my entire life, I didn’t know I had ever been so tired. Even my time in the prison cell hadn’t been anything like this.

My lips cracked open, but the words wouldn’t come.

“That’s okay,” he said quickly, seeing what I’d been trying to do and raising me gently into a sitting position, warm hands around the base of my ribs. “Just take your time, nice and slow. You’ve been out for a while. It’s going to take some time for everything to come back.”

A while? How long is that?

My eyes drifted in a slow circle, taking in more details than before. It was a simple room, sparse even, but finer than anything I’d ever seen. The furniture and adornments showed a quality one only found in people with money. There was a writing desk in the corner, parchment and quills.

“Where’s Sage?” I rasped, terrified to hear the answer. My throat was cracked and dry, tasting of blood. “Is she...?” The lights themselves seemed to dim, but he was already nodding.

“Sage is here,” he answered quickly, glancing towards the window like she might have been outside. “Turns out, she’s a bloody good swimmer. She fared a lot better than the rest of us.”

I stared a moment, trying to process this. It wasn’t easy. My thoughts kept drifting, like clouds in a strong wind. The sound of waves still crashed in my ears.

His hand twitched towards me, anchoring against the bed.

“Is he alive?” I finally answered, looking over his shoulder at Hadrian. If the young man was breathing, it was so faint, I couldn’t see the blankets move.

Erik nodded again, though his eyes were tense. “He’s alive, but he was under the water a long time. We haven’t been able to wake him. And his same leg was torn from the socket,” he added, speaking softly and staring at the huddled form. “It’s unlikely he’ll ever walk again.”

I stared in silence, unable to move.

And that’s IF he wakes.

“I don’t understand...” I trailed off, trying to string it together. “How did we get out of the river? And who’s we?” I whispered, sharpening up a bit. “Where are we?”

Erik opened his mouth and then hesitated, like he’d been hoping to ease into things and wasn’t sure the best thing to say. Before he could decide, a door opened in the distance, and a pair of footsteps headed down the hall. Too heavy to be Sage, too brisk for anyone but a soldier.

The door opened, and a tall man stepped into the frame.

“She’s awake, then.” His face cracked into a bright smile, as he took a step towards the bed, carrying a stack of linens in his hands. “Your prayers have been answered.”

Erik flushed and nodded silently, lowering his gaze.

I looked between them in a daze, trying to keep my focus from drifting. It felt nearly impossible, like swimming against the tide. “I’m sorry,” I stammered, “who...?”

It might have been seen as an impertinence. I was a woman, and one of low-station at that, in a wealthy house. But the man only smiled again, deepening the crinkles around his eyes.

“My name is Aren,” he answered, “and you are in my house. Don’t worry, child. You’re quite welcome here. Truth be told, it’s the first time I’ve had visitors in a long while.”

His voice was deep and resonant, filling the room while never rising above a gentle lilt. I found myself hanging on every word, eyes wide and staring, but found myself no closer to understanding than I was a few moments before. In a panic, I darted a look at Erik.

“Aren pulled us from the river,” he explained quietly. “It tumbles over a little falls before narrowing into a stream that runs not far from his house. He found us washed up on the bank. That was yesterday,” he added, as if sensing my confusion. “Things are much improved since then.”

“For some of you,” Aren corrected, setting the linens on a chest before striding over to Hadrian. “Some of you are having a harder time.”

Still lost for words, I watched as he knelt at the young man’s bedside, taking a moment to examine his color, before peeling one of the linens from the stack. It was only then, I realized they were bandages. With practiced, efficient hands, he pulled down the blanket past Hadrian’s waist.

By the gods...

Even from a distance, the wound looked horrible. While there wasn’t much bleeding, the bone itself had been yanked out of alignment, and the skin had bruised so deeply, it was colored nearly black. The rest of him was ashy white. It was a color I’d seen on Karmen’s table, when she was healing injuries from the village. Those people usually didn’t last long.

“It’s the same leg?” I breathed, for lack of anything better. “The same one as...?”

Erik nodded numbly, having stared at the Rider himself for a long time. There had been little else to do as the long hours crept by but listen to breathing and check for a pulse.

I assumed he felt, at times, like he was going mad.

The man was still working, bending over the bed and moving with a casual ease. As his hands when through their paces, he whistled to himself. Some nameless tune, that had doubtless been sung around campfires for generations before. For the second time, I was reminded strongly of Karmen. He must be some kind of healer. But then why was his house so fine?

A second later, I realized it didn’t matter.

“He can’t wake?” I whispered, eyes stinging with tears.

Truth be told, I didn’t know why it was hitting me so hard. We scarcely knew the Rider, he’d only been travelling with us for a few days. But somehow within that time, we’d bonded into something closer. I’d half-imagined us crossing the peaks together. I was already missing his smile.

“Not yet,” Aren replied, never lifting his gaze. He pressed the bandage firmly to a bloody tear in the skin. “But the gods work in mysterious ways; he’s already made it this far.” He leaned back, pursing his lips with a thoughtful frown. “We’ll need to set the bone soon,” he murmured to himself. “But I have no wish to shock him, and he’ll need something for the pain.” Like he felt the weight of their anxious stares, he threw a quick look over his shoulder and smiled. “Your little friend is still gathering herbs, she’ll have picked the whole forest clean.”

My eyes flew reflexively to the window.

Sage.

“We should help her,” I said without thinking, lifting onto shaky arms. They buckled and quaked, but no part of me noticed. “Between the three of us—”

The room swayed abruptly and I found myself right back on the pillow, lowered down in Erik’s careful hands. He pulled up the furs at the same time, tucking them around my shoulders.

“There will be time enough for all that, but you need to rest. Sage will know what plants to gather, and Aren can do the rest. He’s much better at it than me,” he teased, trying to coax a smile.

I glanced between him and the man, wondering that he would trust so quickly.

“Please,” he added softly, anticipating my protests, “give it some time. We almost lost you.”

Again, his hand rose of its own accord before dropping dejectedly back to his side. It was the smallest of gestures, but the only thing my eyes saw. We almost lost you, that’s what he’d said.

His eyes said quite a bit more.

I can’t go through that again.

Aren watched us a moment, then pushed gracefully to his feet. He was surprisingly agile, considering his age. His hair was streaked with grey. He had to be nearing sixty.

“He’s right,” he said lightly, pacing to the writing desk and taking a steaming pitcher from the corner. It was a wonder I hadn’t noticed it before, gleaming silver. “Your friend isn’t going anywhere. And the boy is strong, he may wake. In the meantime, you must gather your strength.”

With that, he poured a fragrant cup and crossed to the bed, pressing it into my hand. My eyes closed as the scent washed over me. Honeysuckle and drakenberries. I knew it very well.

“My grandmother used to make this,” I murmured, face flushed with the steam. “She gave it to me as a child, whenever I had a nightmare.” I caught myself, not knowing why I’d said that much.

But Aren merely smiled, steadying the cup when it trembled, and raising it again to my lips. “Rest,” he murmured. “Things will look brighter in the morning.”

It was the last thing I heard before falling into a deep and dreamless sleep.
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IT IS SAID THAT MORNING does miracles on the young.

That dawn, it was for me.

I opened my eyes to the faint glint of sunlight, falling on the ground in patterns through the intricate lace curtains. My head tilted sleepily to the side, and for a time, I merely lay there and stared. I had seen lace before, but just rarely—on fancy women’s dresses, and the lord’s wives who sometimes came to the settlement. I’d been hired for a fortnight once to serve in the house of a visiting bannerman whose maid was stitching some herself. Never had I seen such complicated needlework. 

I’d attempted to recreate it with wool back at home, before giving up and wandering outside.

Today was a warm morning, compared to the creeping chill that had followed us through the mountains. The sun was full bright, with not a cloud in the sky. I lay there a moment longer, letting it spill upon my face, before lifting myself higher onto the pillows.

Almost immediately, the pain returned. But it was a great deal less than before. The flaring burn in my ankle had nearly vanished, though the tenderness in my wrist remained. Mostly, it was the fatigue. A great, rolling exhaustion that appeared the moment I started moving, and nearly made me slip back under the covers and sleep for the next hundred years. People said there were few things more tiring than nearly drowning—though few survived to
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