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The Prequel series is a Sub-Series of the Chronicles of Kerrigan.

The prequel on how Simon Kerrigan met Beth!!

Download for FREE:
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​​THE CHRONICLES OF KERRIGAN: PREQUEL –
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Lost the Darkness

[image: C:\Users\wanitajump\Documents\CoK Series\CoKBanner.png]

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

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

[image: C:\Users\wanitajump\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCacheContent.Word\Poster TCOKS.JPG]

​​​​​​THE CHRONICLES OF KERRIGAN SEQUEL

Matter of Time

Time Piece

Second Chance

Glitch in Time

Our Time

Precious Time

​​​​

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The Chronicles of Kerrigan: Gabriel

[image: ]


Living in the Past
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Present for Today
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Staring at the Future
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Book 1 – Stopping 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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“NO MAN IS AN ISLAND...”

They said no man could ever replace Andrew Carter. So when he decided to take a step back from the Privy Council, he wasn't replaced by a single man. He was replaced by two.

Devon Wardell and Gabriel Alden never had the easiest relationship.

What started as teenage squabbles over the same girl, escalated into a supernatural blood-feud that grew infinitely more difficult when they became lifelong friends and their families moved in next door. After their children got married, they resolved to destroy each other once and for all.

But as usual, fate had other plans...
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Beth Carter sat alone at the window, flipping through an album on her lap.

It was packed to the brim of photographs, memories bursting right off the page. There were faded shots of her own childhood—ones her daughter had magically restored. A little girl with dark hair on a scooter, a little boy standing beside her, crying impatiently for his own turn. There were camping trips and sullen teenage years. A formal portrait that had hung above the fire. Her parents had been reduced to faceless implications, nothing but arms. Arms holding out birthday cakes, arms holding out Christmas stockings. Arms reaching to catch feral children, the second before a fall.

Then came sharper images, of blurry memories.

A girl standing on a train platform, after sneaking to London. A group of happy teenagers eating in a diner, with two of the faces deliberately cut out. There was a stretch of years where Rae had given up trying to smooth things over, and simply wrote the word yikes across a blank page.

Beth had stumbled upon that only recently, laughing until she fell out of her chair.

Most of the recent pictures were of her own family—she and her husband on a balcony in Venice, school plays and piano recitals, sleepless parents clinging to newborns with dark circles under their eyes. But her family had expanded as of late, and there were many other faces there as well.

The longer she flipped through the album, the more people with bright red hair started cropping up in the pages. There was a teenage shot of Rae and Molly standing together in a pool, drinking from giant coconuts with a pair of sun-dazed grins. A little further on, there was a candid shot someone had taken of a young Benjamin sitting on a tricycle in the middle of his wading pool.

The same oversized sunglasses. The same imperious scowl. 

There were a hundred shots around London, a hundred more from the Scottish estate. Luke and his father locked in a never-ending chess match, Julian and Angel kissing in the sunset, a young Aria studiously filling the rain-gutter outside her bedroom window with leaves. One of her favorites was a picture she’d taken just recently of James sitting in one of the towering oaks outside. His eyes were closed and his ears were covered in headphones. His long legs draped over the branches, and though he’d looked so serious moments before, she’d managed to capture an absentminded smile.

It never stops...

Sometimes, she felt like the years had crept up on her. So many memories, gone in the blink of an eye. Sometimes, she still found herself writing Mrs. Kerrigan on bank notes and receipts, staring for a brief moment before deliberately crossing it out with a slash of her pen.

That phase of life was behind her now. The horrors of the past had been locked away. She had rid herself of the nightmare and married the man of her dreams. She was living the life she’d always wanted, enjoying that future they’d fought so desperately hard to protect.

At least...she was supposed to be.

“Well, that’s the last of the sweaters, but I still can’t find those cufflinks you got me. One of them was in the case, but the other’s probably in my office in London. I’ll check when I get in.”

She looked up as her husband swept into the room, a duffel bag slung over his shoulder and a pair of garment bags in each hand. They had been enjoying a brief respite from the city, escaping to their farmhouse in the rolling hills of Scotland, just in time to see the first winter’s snow.

She’d worn enormous fluffy socks since the moment they’d landed. She’d sipped nothing but mugs of steaming apple cider, and made her husband promise to wear socks of his own.

Then he’d done the unforgivable and looked at his phone...

“I’m sure it’ll turn up,” she murmured, returning to the album. At some point, someone had gotten swept away in the nostalgia and attempted to glue their childhood teeth inside.

That had to be Aria.

“That’s a striking image.” Carter came to stand behind her, leaning down to look himself. “Is someone making threats against you? Or is this our grandchildren’s approximation of a frame?”

“You’ll be in London soon,” she replied tightly. “You should just ask them.”

He straightened up slowly, staring at the top of her head. “...is everything all right?”

The book swung shut.

“Everything’s fine, Andrew.” She got up from the window, pacing to the fire. “You’re going back to London to work—like always. And I’m going to enjoy our Scottish vacation...alone.”

The words caught in between them, weighing heavily in the silence.

It wasn’t the first time they’d had the discussion, and she had no intention of having it again now. She’d already resigned herself to the inevitable outcome. She’d been depressed to realize, she hadn’t even packed a full suitcase of clothes. Maybe she would drive into town and have lunch with a few of the locals she’d gotten to know, before hopping on a flight herself. There was no point in staying at the cottage without him. They would just have to try again in a few months’ time.

Maybe we could come for a week in the summer. Maybe I could incinerate the phone.

“I’m sorry about work,” he replied quietly, watching from a distance as she leaned over the hearth and warmed her hands. “But we just got a new transfer of shifters from the Abbey, and the council is debating expanding the taskforce, and if I’m not there to—”

“I know,” she interrupted, “if you’re not there to hold things together, the entire agency will fall apart at the seams. It’s really fine, Andrew. And I’m sure those cufflinks will turn up.”

She added more flames to the fire, then swept down the hall to the kitchen—determined to have a final cup of cider, before making the trek to London herself. She’d lit the hearth in that room as well, catching the wood with a flick of her hand. All the fires in the lovely farmhouse burned blue.

Carter trailed after her, keeping a safe distance. “I could stay, if that’s what you wanted. I could try to...”

She cast a look over her shoulder. “What, delegate?” she quipped. “Can you even say the word, or does it catch on the tongue?”

He sighed, taking off his glasses. “Beth—”

“Do you know how many times we’ve tried to come here?” she asked quietly, turning to face him. “And do you know how many times we’ve flown straight back to London before we could even unpack? I’m in our room poring over old memories, Andy. We’re not making any new ones.”

He sighed at the floor, already nodding his head. “I know that, and I’m sorry.” He sighed again, rubbing the bridge of his nose. “It was never supposed to be like this. It was just supposed to be until the kids were grown. But then came Vivian, and then came Barnes, and then came Dorian, and there’s never—”

“I know”—she closed the distance between them, pressing a finger to his mouth—“I know all of that. And I wasn’t kidding about the agency, you’ve been holding it together with both hands for longer than I can remember. But, sweetheart, at what point do you consider passing the torch?”

His face went blank. She tempered her expectations.

“I’m not talking anything drastic,” she continued lightly, “you can call it as sabbatical. Think of it as a test run. We can take it in stages, wean you off the apocalyptic stress.”

A little crease appeared between his eyes. “Then...what happens to the agency?”

She stared up at him, holding back a smile. “You delegate, Andrew. You find someone to sit at the desk.” She looped her arms around his waist, swaying back and forth. “It doesn’t have to be permanent, they can keep the chair warm for you. Just long enough to catch your breath. Just long enough to take a vacation with your wife.”

He started to smile, then caught himself just as fast. “I get your point, but I’m not sure it’s the right time. You should see the number of things piled up on my desk. It’s getting hard to find a place for my computer—”

“There will always be things on your desk,” she interrupted softly. “And we will never have the time, unless you make it.” She placed her fingers on his cheeks, tilting their faces together. “I say this not just as your wife, but as one of your oldest friends. You’ve spent your whole life working for a better future. You’ve given it everything you have. Now maybe...it’s time to start living it.”

Their eyes met for a suspended moment, then he leaned down with a kiss.

“Let me make some calls...”
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“Ma’am, I’m going to need you to exit the squid.”

When Devon Wardell got a call at four in the morning that a woman was taking refuge in a giant cephalopod that had washed up twenty miles outside Dover, he had been certain that someone was playing a prank. If his wife hadn’t been sleeping so peacefully in the bed beside him, he would have sworn it was her on the other line. But the call had come from a restricted number—a special algorithm used solely by the palace—so he’d put on his shoes, stuffed a toothbrush into his mouth, and driven the two hours to the southern coast. From the moment he’d arrived, he’d become certain of two things: He was most definitely being pranked. The culprit simply wore a crown.

“Tell me again why Philip needed me to do this,” he muttered into the speaker lodged into his ear. “Not that I don’t enjoy the early morning stench of rotting fish.”

There was a crackle of static, then a self-satisfied voice echoed through the line.

Alfie, the royal family’s personal bodyguard who had never provided a last name, had always hated the group of supernatural heroes who lived on the little cul-de-sac in the heart of London. The man was no doubt watching from a nearby helicopter, crunching on popcorn and making a secret video to watch later at home. He was probably the one who’d seen the odd story coming down the media channels, and gave Philip the idea. Send someone a little closer to home. Devon could practically hear that insufferable accent, every word stretched abysmally and then clipped to perfection. This is what they’re here for, your highness. It’s their specialty.

“I’m serious, Alfie.” He stepped backward to avoid some kelp, breathing into the sleeve of his jacket. “I was having this really great dream.”

I had to ask...

No sooner had he said the words, than the man digressed into a one-person monologue about the importance of public service, and the personal sacrifices one must make for the crown. It was the kind of thing that should have been stitched onto an imperialistic pillow, written in blood above the royal locker room, for all the trainees to slap their hands against before heading to the showers. It took him forever to reach some semblance of a point, but the ones he chose were telling.

“I believe his royal majesty wanted to assert a sense of authority—”

That’s because I wore his crown after beating him at poker.

“Instill a sense of taste—”

And that’s because I took him out for sushi afterwards.

Devon glanced up at the capsized squid.

Actually, this probably has a LOT to do with the sushi.

Alfie was indeed circling in a nearby helicopter, one that had given up any attempt at hiding, and dipped suddenly below the clouds. The woman let out a wail and wrapped herself more securely in the tentacles, lest she be removed by force, as the cheerful voice made one final command.

“He asked that you make some effort to preserve the beak—”

Devon hung up the phone.

...they have beaks?

There was another tortured cry as the woman causing all the commotion, a dental hygienist from somewhere near Camden, retreated further into the rotting carcass. A team of scientists from the marine research facility in Brighton were huddled around a van a few miles further up the beach. They were texting, and waiting for the standoff to be over. Mostly, they were avoiding the smell.

Devon took a reluctant step closer, wishing he hadn’t driven to the beach in his own car.

The stench alone was incredible, seeping inside him like a sponge. There were also several textural issues—ones he was sure he’d need to unravel with professional assistance at a later time.

“Ma’am—”

“They’re going to butcher it!” she shrieked, clinging onto what looked like a half-decayed esophagus. “They’re going to dice it up in a lab for study! It needs to be returned to the sea!”

I could return you both to the sea. You could perform an aquatic burial.

He let out a strained sigh, praying for patience. “Ma’am—”

“If you want me to leave, you’re going to have to drag me out of here!” she shouted, digging her free hand into her jacket. “I’ve got bags of granola! I could stay in here for days!”

He blinked in silence, shivering in the frosty breeze.

He’d read the file on the way over—balancing his coffee in one hand, and steering with his knees. The woman had no criminal record, no diagnosis of mental illness, and no history with this kind of behavior. Then again, he supposed she hadn’t been given a lot of opportunity to practice.

Not if this is her particular crusade.

His eyes drifted back to the van, weighing his options, before he suddenly made up his mind. “Alright, ma’am, we can do this one of two ways. Either you can exit the squid of your own volition and I can instruct the research lab to handle the remains with respect”—he paused for effect, allowing her to consider—“...or I can call in the bigger guns.”

Her face went blank. “...the bigger guns?”

He nodded seriously, hands in his pockets. “I didn’t want to have to say this, but you’ve stumbled into a bigger situation here than you probably ever intended. This squid is just the latest in a series of inexplicable deaths that have been washing up on the southern coast. And when I say deaths, Ms. Walters, I really mean murders.”

At this point, he’d adopted just the slightest southern accent. His friends would have given him endless shit for it. Rae would have started censoring the movies they watched before bed.

“The good
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