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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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NOTHING GOOD HAPPENS after midnight...

Stuck between a devilish imp and a vampire with cold eyes and a hot body, Hollie isn’t sure whether to laugh or to cry. 

Right now, the vampire might be the lesser of two evils, but she can’t seem to spend enough time with him to confirm her suspicions. 

Things go from bad to worse when she attracts the attention of a powerful woman who is bent on meting out punishment, but when two princes of darkness join the fight over her, Hollie isn’t sure even a vampire mate could get her out of the trouble she’s in.
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HIS EYES TRACED THE path of the slug as it crept along the wall beside him. His Fae senses picked up every twitch of its muscles and the traces of slime it left behind, even in the dimness of the cave. As good as his eyes were, his ears were better. 

“I’m surprised you didn’t wake every hidden beast in these mountains with your stomping,” he said as his companion rejoined him, settling on a boulder nearby. Although her face wore a sour expression, he thought that she enjoyed his teasing too much to complain.

“There are no beasts to report, so there,” she said with a smug tone, then stuck her tongue out at him. Phaedra might be one of the most talented warriors his people had ever known, but she was a goofball at heart.  

“Just wait,” he replied, his eyes flicking to the small crack they’d managed to wiggle through to access their sanctuary. The cave system they’d stumbled into was a mystery to them, and he’d urged Phaedra not to get them lost.

“Would you rather be overrun by leeches?” she’d snapped while shoving him low and pushing him into the crevasse. “Because that’s what happens if we aren’t well hidden by nightfall.”

Now they waited to find out whether they would survive the night. “Syn, if they come, they come,” she told him, her voice resigned. “Watching that crack isn’t going to make a difference.”

He looked up at her gorgeous face and tried on a smile. She always seems to know how I’m feeling, what I’m thinking. I wish I had the same talent when it came to her. 

Phaedra nodded her head. “That’s better. Look at the bright side. At least we’re not sitting in the dark.” She looked down at her bare arms, which were giving off a faint glow, the same as his. Fae were able to summon light when needed, and their skin could emit light as well. It was a trait of his kind, along with pointy ears, superior speed and agility, and a love of all things beautiful.

Including Phaedra.

It was true he’d been in love with the Fae female for as long as he could remember. They’d been friends since childhood, running through the forests of Valantia, chasing the wildlife they found there. Phaedra was more skilled than he at catching them, but he’d never once seen her harm any of the creatures she captured. 

That was not to say that Phaedra wasn’t fierce. He’d seen her stake a vampire without blinking and rip the horns off a demon for looking at her sideways. As a prank, she’d once shaved a werewolf during a full moon. “Don’t ask me how I did it,” she’d said with a mischievous look in her eyes afterwards while passing him a piece of his foul-smelling hide as proof. “Let’s just say he’s learned his lesson when it comes to making fun of a Fae’s ears.”

Being stuck here in this dank cave with her wouldn’t be half bad, he thought, if it weren’t for the horde of vampires hot on our tails.

They were supposed to be the hunters. It was the reason they’d traveled to this far-flung realm to root out a horde that had been terrorizing the people of Valantia. Somehow, they’d managed to construct a portal into the realm without attracting the attention of the Valantian royal family. 

Things had been different with the royals since the disappearance of the princess after the revelation of a prophecy that had branded her the harbinger of the apocalypse. The queen was inconsolable, her king obsessed with protecting his lady wife from her despair. Their son, Prince Eddard, had taken charge in their absence, and Syn wouldn’t call his rule anything other than adequate thus far. 

On the prince’s watch, vamps had snuck past Valantian defenses to claim Fae victims. When an entire village was drained in one night, Eddard finally chose to do something about the invaders. Phaedra and he had been dispatched to gather intelligence once their portal was discovered. But, as usual, my partner got a little overzealous.

They’d found the horde’s lair and staked it out, watching the vampires’ movements secretly. Overconfident to a fault, Phaedra thought they could take the horde out themselves. “One day, two dozen stakes. In and out before nightfall.”

This wasn’t the first crazy mission she’d convinced him to tackle with her, and he hoped it wouldn’t be the last. Things had gone well at first. Locating their coffins wasn’t difficult. Like most leeches, they longed to sleep in the cold ground. On the lowest level of the lair, a dark crypt in moldy stone held their coffins. Syn knew that when they cracked them open, they’d find each one full of earth. And the coffin’s owner.

Phaedra had been eager to rip off the lids and start staking vampires. Syn’s heart thundered in his chest, not because he was worried about the leeches hurting him. It worried him the way Phaedra threw herself at trouble without a shred of fear. One day, he might not be there to have her back. It was that thought that frightened him enough to keep him up some nights. 

The first coffin had revealed a bald leech, his eyes closed and body stiff, as was the way of those who bedded down at sunrise. Syn knew the coffins they found wouldn’t belong to the chief. They were reserved for underlings, younger and weaker vampires who served their chief and followed his or her orders. The chief, however, was generally much older and stronger and no longer needed to bed down in earth to regain strength. 

All the chief needed was blood, and lots of it.

Fae blood, he thought, his heart hardening. This horde had come to their realm, had killed their people. All he felt as he watched Phaedra stake the leech through its cold heart was satisfaction. Good riddance. 

They made their way through the crypt, Syn passing his partner stakes and Phaedra driving them through the chests of the sleeping vampires. Each one she touched would never open its cursed eyes again. They’d made their way through at least half of the horde when the crypt around them started to rumble. 

“What is that?” Phaedra asked, wiping the black blood off the arm she’d used to drive a stake deep. “The chief?”

Syn shook his head. “He should be too weak during full daylight to draw on enough power. It’s got to be something else.”

The sound of footsteps on the stone steps that led down to the crypt made his eyes widen. “It can’t be vamps,” he said, drawing close to her and pulling out his onyx blade. “At least, not young ones like these.”

Phaedra stood at the ready, a stake in one hand and her sword in the other. “Whoever it is, I’m excited to meet them.” There was a feral smile on her face, and in that moment, he knew the woman had captured his heart for all eternity. 

No vamps had descended the stairs. Instead, they’d found themselves facing a contingent of demons who set upon them as soon as they realized the Fae were responsible for exterminating so many of the pests. “You’ll pay,” the lead demon had said, his twisted horns sprouting with his sudden burst of anger. Skin mottled red, he pointed a finger at them. “Catch, don’t kill. Our master will enjoy skinning them alive too much to deprive him of that treat.” 

The demons had done their best to follow orders, and with their strength and ability to teleport, it had been a close thing. He’d cut several demons to shreds while admiring his partner’s ability to run roughshod over the enemy. In the end, they’d left enough wounded to escape. 

“A secret demon security force?” Phaedra had huffed, running full speed toward the ridgeline where they’d hoped to find safety. “Demons and vamps aren’t known to team up.” 

“Coin can be pretty persuasive,” Syn replied. “And elder vamps are known to sit on piles of coin like dragons.” 

“There,” Phaedra had said, pointing out a dark crack in the stone before them. “That might be a cave. We can hide out until morning.”

They’d pushed their way through until finding this chamber where they currently sat, waiting for the inevitable. As the hours crept by, Phaedra fidgeted more, unused to sitting motionless. Before long, she was pacing the small space, biting at her nails with a black expression on her face. 

“They’ll sniff us out. Follow our trail and rip our heads off,” she grumbled, her hand tightening on the sword that swung from a belt on her hip. 

“Is that fear I hear in your voice?” he asked, genuinely interested in her answer.

A scowl was all he got. “It’s not as if we have backup here,” she said, gesturing widely. “We’re the advance force. No one is coming to help us, and we missed our portal back to Valantia.” They’d been instructed to return to the spot where they’d left and read the scroll tucked in his jacket pocket. It had to be on the spot where they’d appeared, or who knew where in the Web they might end up.

“If I remember right, it was your idea to go staking leeches. We were supposed to gather intel and return home.”

“And let the royal guard have all the fun?” she replied, rolling her eyes. “I don’t think so.” 

Syn chuckled, admiring her spirit. “Come on, Phae. You don’t actually think the horde chief and whatever underlings we left unstaked are really a match for you, do you?”

She ignored him, continuing her pacing. Syn rose from the rock where he sat and stepped into her path. Putting a hand on her shoulder, he looked down into her eyes. “We saw their chief, remember? The night they made an attack on the capital. You can’t honestly tell me a leech with a bowl cut is really going to spell the end of the ignoble Phae of the Fae.”

“Don’t call me that,” she said, shoving his hand away before breaking into a laugh. “His haircut is ridiculous. Did you see that tail coming down in the back to past his waist? It reminds me of a rat.” 

“The only thing worse than a leech, huh?” He leaned in, his hand returning to cup her arm so gently he wondered if she could even feel it. “Tell you what. If he does come after us tonight, I’ll cut that tail off and strangle him with it.”

Phaedra smiled up at him, the glow in her skin increasing. In that moment, she was lovelier than any sun, moon, or star in the multiverse. I want to kiss her. No, I need to kiss her. Now. And until the end of time.

Her eyes turned liquid, and for a moment, Syn thought she wanted the same thing. He inched closer, his eyes on her plump lips. He felt her arm start to tremble and knew this was the moment.

Until Phaedra spun away from him, starting up her pacing once again. “Bad haircut or not, we can’t underestimate the vampire fiend. Especially with his own private demon army. And he’ll be at full strength.”

Syn held in a sigh, moving back to the cave wall and leaning against it, restraining the disappointment inside him like a dam holding back the deluge. “What’s a horde chief, his gaggle of underlings, and a demon host to you? I’ve seen Phaedra the Fearless tackle wimps like that in the blink of an eye.”

She arched a brow at him, but he could see a grin toying with the corners of her lips. “And what about Alysander the Animal? Everyone still talks about the day you slayed those rogue minotaurs that had escaped the traveling menagerie. How many were there, at least ten, right?”

Syn laughed, shaking his head. “Alysander the Animal?” 

Phaedra shrugged. “Would you prefer Syn the Sinister?” 

“There was only one minotaur, and I didn’t slay it. I captured it and returned it to the menagerie. It was a little long in the tooth and complaining about missing teatime.” 

It was her turn to burst out in laughter. “Not as impressive as I made it sound. You definitely need to let me tell the stories of your victories. Otherwise, everyone will wonder how I got stuck with such a lame partner.” 

“You’re killer enough for both of us,” he replied. “Just look at the way you handled those vamps earlier. You didn’t bat an eye at the sprays of blood springing from each stake.”

“Blood is my business,” she said tartly.

“Now you sound like a leech.”

Her lip compressed in a grim line. “Never. They’d never manage to turn me before I snapped every one of their pitiful necks.”

“And what about me?” Syn said. “I’m the lame one, correct? What if they managed to turn me? What would you do if you partner was a leech?” 

He’d asked the question as a joke, thinking they’d continue their comic conversation. But Phaedra was deadly serious with her answer. “I would stake you, cut off your head, and burn your body.” 

A chill went through him, even as pride filled his chest. This woman is perfect for me. She’s everything I want. Everything I need.

The night passed with no vampires finding their hiding spot. The next day, they trudged back to the spot where they’d entered the realm, marked off with a ring of stones. Syn read the scroll the transported them back to Valantia, although a part of him missed their quiet interlude on the run from the horde. 

Looking back on that time as he stood on the top of a hill overlooking the scrum of brush and scraggly trees in the Rough, Syn scowled at the darkness. Night was his realm now, and his partnership with Phaedra had long since been destroyed. 

It turned out she was much colder and more methodical than he’d thought. After Syn was turned, Phaedra hadn’t staked him. She’d left him chained up underground, not even granting him the gift of death as a remembrance of what they’d once been to each other. 

As Syn stood there mourning the loss of his former life, his anger solidified inside him. All the love that he’d felt so easily had turned to black hatred that festered like an eternal wound. Still, sometimes the ghost of his former feelings for the Fae female returned, like tonight as the moon waxed above the dark forest. 

I must stomp it all out, he told himself. Every memory of her, of our time together, of the way I made her my universe only to lose her the moment those fangs entered my flesh. 

Syn turned away, retreating into the shadows. Soon, he’d be rid of Phae of the Fae once and for all. 
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SHE WAS BECOMING ALL too familiar with the stomach-dropping whoosh that accompanied being dragged across realms, so when Hollie landed, it took her only a second to wrench herself away from the grip of the man beside her.

If he is a man. Hollie took two steps away, running her hands through her hair to soothe herself in the wake of another devastating twist of fate. A second before, they’d been in the gloomy forest of Samothrace, home of the witches who had set out to battle against the vampire she’d seen as the bane of her existence these past few months.

Except things had changed recently, leaving Hollie’s feelings in a confusing muddle. She’d convinced Jude, the creature who’d whisked her away moments ago, to take her to the vampire in order to warn him of impending doom. Too late, they’d watched the battle. She hadn’t known how to feel in the moment, simultaneously rooting for the vamp while also hoping he didn’t hurt any of the witches who were only trying to protect their home—and her as well. 

Maz had been magnificent, fighting off the threat while managing not to harm his foes. But when he’d caught sight of Jude, his expression had turned black. Hollie thought it was because Maz didn’t like to see his supposed mate with the handsome Jude. The vampire had found them in the tavern previously and had reacted badly, to put it mildly. But instead of addressing Hollie, he’d lashed out at Jude, threatening him with torture and revealing a shared history she’d been unaware of. 

Who is Jude? she wondered, her thoughts racing as she knew she had only seconds to figure out what to say to her companion. And what is he? Not a warlock. Jude had said as much himself.

Imp. The word flashed in her memory. That’s what Maz called him. But what exactly is an imp? Images of mischievous creatures no bigger than a saltshaker flying around on batwings and causing chaos filled her head, but they didn’t match the attractive, well-dressed male with blond hair and hazel eyes staring at her now. 

She’d promised to take up his invitation to travel with him on whatever adventures he’d had in mind, but there was no way Hollie intended to live up to her bargain now that she knew it was made under false pretenses. However, she also knew she couldn’t afford to cut ties with him entirely, since he was her best chance of getting back to Samothrace or even Wisconsin. 

Trying on an apologetic smile, Hollie took a deep breath before addressing her companion. “I’m sorry if I gave you the wrong impression, Jude, but I’m afraid I won’t be able to accompany you on any adventures at the moment. Maybe you could just take me back to Samothrace.” The image of the scowling vamp filled her mind, and she quickly amended her request. “Better yet, you could return me to my home realm.”

A blond eyebrow rose, a smile toying with Jude’s lips. “You’re the one with the wrong impression. My name isn’t Jude; it’s Dallon, and I’ve known who you are since the first moment I ran into you. No other reason could have dragged me away from my winning streak at the tavern on Samothrace. I’m betting on a much bigger payoff.” 

The greed in his eyes startled her. Hollie swallowed, wondering what this revelation would mean. Can’t things just go the way I want them to for once? Back in Wautoma, the most difficult day she could imagine was the day before Christmas, when last-minute shoppers filled the downtown streets, snarling up traffic, and every customer who popped in seemed to expect some sort of holiday gift in exchange for paying their premiums. Not to mention Christmas is the time we always missed Mom most...

Now she’d happily go through a whole year of Christmas Eves in exchange for transport back home. Forcing herself to focus on the situation at hand, her eyes returned to the imp. Dallon was muttering to himself, looking around at their position and seeming to be trying to determine their orientation. Her heart was beating harder, her mind almost refusing to believe that they were once again thrust into circumstances that Hollie could neither understand nor control. 

Hollie knew she’d landed deeper in the morass that had plagued her since she’d trusted the wrong person and ended up far away from her small hometown. The memory of that fateful night flashed in her mind, the night when everything had changed. If she was being honest with herself, they’d changed the night she’d seen a pair of crimson eyes flash in the alleyway beside her office. Although Hollie hadn’t known it at the time, it was the first time she’d laid eyes on the vampire, but far from the last and perhaps the least traumatizing of their encounters. 

Less than a week later, she’d been on the small campus of Wautoma’s technical college, walking out of the night class she was taking to bone up on her business accounting skills. Her father had pestered her before his death to improve her bookkeeping skills as he’d intended to turn over the insurance business he’d built to her someday. Hollie hadn’t had the heart to tell him that she didn’t plan to spend her entire existence in one tiny town, but her fear of hurting his feelings meant she’d enrolled to spend two nights a week fighting to stay awake as the instructor droned on about numbers and software options. Such a glutton for punishment was she, Hollie had even continued to attend the class after her father’s demise, unable to drop out despite her lack of interest. 

Pushing her way out through the glass double doors, she’d paused to listen to a voicemail from Kelly, her not-quite-friend, who spent five minutes talking about a date gone wrong, finishing up the message with a request for Hollie to take her out for drinks and dinner to make her feel better. Rolling her eyes, Hollie had tucked her phone away, then rubbed her arms with her hands as a cool breeze blew past. Looking around, she noticed that most of her classmates had hurried out of class like she had, and as she turned toward the sidewalk to the parking lot, the lights in the building had flicked off. 

She hurried her steps, but a moment after she started walking, Hollie heard footsteps behind her. Unable to help herself, she glanced over her shoulder, hoping to find another student, staring at a phone or wrapped in a hoodie and ignoring her. Instead, she’d seen a tall figure with a long black coat and ice blue eyes. He smiled at her, and she saw the tips of two pointed canine teeth peeking out from beneath his top lip. 

Although never a fan of horror movies, she couldn’t help but feeling like she’d inadvertently stumbled into one. Before she could increase her pace, the stranger was beside her. “You’re in danger,” he said, his voice low, his accent unfamiliar. 

Eyes wide, Hollie wasted no time, assuming his words were a threat. She took off running
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