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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:

[image: C:\Users\wanitajump\Documents\aCoversNew2016\2016-17summercovers\Heistdom+\Cok Prequel Poster.jpg]

​​THE CHRONICLES OF KERRIGAN: PREQUEL –

Christmas Before the Magic

Question the Darkness

Into the Darkness

Fight the Darkness

Alone in the Darkness

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

[image: C:\Users\Wanita\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\Living in the Past Facebook Cover Art.jpg]

Present for Today

[image: C:\Users\Wanita\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\Present For Today  Facebook Cover Art.jpg]

Staring at the Future

[image: C:\Users\Wanita\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\Staring at the Future Facebook Cover Art.jpg]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Kerrigan Chronicles

[image: ]


[image: A picture containing timeline

Description automatically generated]

Book 1 – Stopping Time

Book 2 – A Passage of Time

Book 3 – Ticking Clock

Book 4 – Just in Time

Book 5 – Time in the City

Book 6 – Ultimate Future

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​The Kerrigan Kids Series

[image: ]


[image: A picture containing timeline

Description automatically generated]

Book 1 - School of Potential

Book 2 - Myths & Magic

Book 3 - Kith & Kin

Book 4 - Playing With Power

Book 5 - Line of Ancestry

Book 6 - Descent of Hope

Book 7 – Illusion of Shadows

Book 8 – Frozen by the Future

Book 9 – Guilt of My Past

Book 10 – Demise of Magic

Book 11- Rise of the Prophecy

Book 12 – Deafened by the Past

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​Find W.J. May

[image: ]


Website:

https://www.wjmaybooks.com

Facebook:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Author-WJ-May-FAN-PAGE/141170442608149
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CAREFUL PULLING ON threads, you never know what might unravel...

When Kraigan's latest clue leads to the most unlikely of places, the Kerrigan Gang is forced to consider how far they're willing to stretch to solve the mystery of his abduction. But things have taken a turn in London, and a series of dark coincidences makes them wonder if the circumstances of his kidnapping are more serious than they first appeared.

Tensions are brewing between the Council and the Knights. A brush with the shadow organization leaves one person dead, and one in the hospital. The gang comes together to finish them once and for all, but the arrival of a mysterious package changes everything.

Could the two cases be linked? Could Kraigan be in trouble after all?

Are they already too late...?
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“I once bludgeoned a man with a pineapple in Majorca.”

Devon closed his eyes, drawing in a steadying breath.

It seemed like another lifetime, he’d actually been enjoying himself—having what was meant to be a lively family discussion over dinner in the backyard. Wisps of smoke drifted lazily from the barbeque, the dogs cheerfully massacred the remaining piles of snow. If he closed his eyes and listened carefully, he could make out the faint strains of Christmas carolers a few streets down.

Then just like clockwork, things had gone disastrously off course.

Someone had discovered a numeric sequence embedded inside a scavenger hunt. The lively discussion had sharpened, the burgers caught fire. By the time the ashes finally settled, a new course had been set. The disaster didn’t reveal itself until later. Until after Devon had already volunteered.

Angel had made the discovery. Angel had provided the contact.

Angel had been selected to come along.

“Well, half a pineapple,” she amended. “An entire pineapple seemed excessive.”

She wasn’t selected, she volunteered. To torture me.

His eyes opened slowly, coming to rest on a single face in the middle of the crowd.

Instead of donning a tragic holiday sweater like the rest of the city, the lovely assassin had opted for a signature leather bodysuit—the kind of sleek, cinematic ensemble that had made half the people crammed in the little café check for a futuristic motorcycle parked outside. A pair of combat boots had been laced to the knee, and sheets of frosting-white hair framed a face teeming with such giddy merriment, you’d never have guessed she just admitted to assault.

Or maybe you would, if you knew her.

“That’s a funny thing to say,” he answered pointedly, feeling the curious eyes of the other patrons. “If you have any other funny stories, maybe you should save them for the car—”

“We’d been tasked with an aerial incursion and the pilot overshot our drop-point,” she continued, twirling a set of keys around her finger. “Breached the compound and landed us right in the middle of some poor guy’s lunch. He reached for his weapon...I grabbed the next best thing.”

Devon stared in spite of himself before casting a quick look around.

By now, there were several people watching—inching discreetly closer to hear over the commotion and random bursts of steam. They were always watching, he realized vaguely. From the moment the two of them had stepped into the café, they’d had a captive audience.

“You really don’t have to tell me stuff like that,” he muttered, as half a dozen whispered conversations broke out around them. A set of classic holiday tunes piped from the speakers, but the words still managed to carry. “Especially not if the statute of limitations is already—”

“I read somewhere the key to every good relationship, is to keep discovering new things about each other,” she interrupted bluntly, turning to face him. “I once bludgeoned a man with a pineapple in Majorca.” Their eyes locked for a split second, then she gave a dainty shrug and moved up a place in line. “That’s something you might not have known about me.”

Devon stared after her in silence, too surprised to have progressed to anything else. It wasn’t until someone tapped him on the shoulder, he remembered he was supposed to move as well.

“I almost forgot,” he said on a chuckle, understanding at the same time, “your crusade against me.”

He probably should have put it together when she’d volunteered the night before. Or maybe that morning, when she’d clambered into his car. They might have been up to their ears investigating the world’s most irritating abduction, but leave it to Angel Cross to have her own agenda.

“That’s right,” she answered lightly, keeping her eyes on the display. There were only a few remaining pastries, but she’d come armed with a knife. “My endless crusade to build a meaningful relationship with one of the most important people in my life.” She glanced back with a wan smile, whipping at least three people with her long hair. “I’m a real witch.”

Your words, not mine.

The fox decided not to engage, turning his attention to the rest of the room. Despite how long he’d lived in the city, it was a place he’d never been—more of a bakery, than a café. One of those places that was across the street from something slightly more interesting, and always escaped notice. Angel had insisted upon it that morning, though he could hardly imagine why. Aside from a stray-like tendency to steal from other people’s plates, he’d never met anyone less motivated by food.

Except maybe Gabriel.

He smiled to himself, putting it together.

“Just like your brother,” he murmured.

Her head tilted a little, though her eyes stayed on the pastries.

“What’s that?”

“We’re about to make some dark foray into your childhood stomping grounds, and you kick things off by stopping at a bakery.” He smiled again. “Your brother did the exact same thing.”

They moved up another place in line. They were close now, nearly to the counter.

“You’ve been spending a lot of time with my brother,” she remarked, shooting another look over her shoulder. It was hard to decipher her expression. “What’s that been like?”

He let out a hard breath of laughter. “Like he hasn’t been telling you all about it.”

The words rolled swiftly off his tongue, but to be honest, it was hard to guess what Gabriel might have shared. The siblings were a closed unit, but the assassin was notoriously private. Then again, their world had opened a great deal when Cromfield’s safe house had mysteriously caught fire.

“He’s told me a little,” she admitted, as the man ahead of her started to order. “He’s told me his side.” When the man pointed to an éclair, she clapped loudly for attention, then shook her head very slowly. He got a croissant instead. “I’ve been reading between the lines.”

And what have you been reading...?

Devon held the question back, considering hers instead. How were things going? What had their time together been like? Things had been so chaotic, it felt almost impossible to summarize.

“It’s been—” He caught himself almost as soon as he’d started, the words jumbling together in his mouth. The problem was, it was never just one thing with Gabriel. If you stepped into those waters, you swam with the sharks. “It’s been a lot. For both of us, I think.”

Their eyes met in the silence.

It’s been a lot.

She studied him a moment, as the man in front of her paid. For as many things as the fox was keeping to himself, there was just as much swirling behind those blue eyes. If he hadn’t felt the effects of her tatù personally, so many times, he might have sworn the girl was just a tad bit telepathic.

“It was a big thing you did,” she said quietly, “covering for him, like that.” She started to say something further, then merely shook her head. “Thank you, Devon.”

He stared back in surprise, unable to process it.

“...you’re welcome,” he finally managed.

A moment passed, then another.

“Excuse me, miss?”

They turned at the same time to see the cashier leaning nervously over the counter. At first, Devon thought he was prompting her to order. But the man’s gaze was fixed upon the floor.

“I think there’s something on your shoe,” he concluded apologetically.

The friends lowered their eyes slowly, the rest of the line lowered theirs as well, and stared at the violent red smears on the tile. The ones that led directly to a pair of combat boots.

That’s blood.

“That’s paint,” Devon said quickly, flashing a grimacing smile. “I’m so sorry about that. We just got back from...” Excuses failed him; he could only repeat. “She was painting.”

At the very least, he expected Angel to corroborate the pitiful story, but the assassin was far more concerned with her boots. It wasn’t until he nudged her, that she even bothered to reply.

“I was painting with a bookie this morning,” she murmured, turning her leg to examine the extent of the damage. “He got paint all over me.”

And just like that...we got arrested.

“You know what, honey?” he said with another strained smile. “How about you wait in the car? Outside the car,” he amended quickly, casting a fearful look at his beloved Porsche. “You can get yourself cleaned up. I’ll get us some breakfast.”

She lifted her eyes, smiling at little at honey.

“Well, that sounds lovely, darling.” She cast a final look around the shop before making her demands. “I’ll take the largest white mocha they have. And that éclair—get me that éclair.”

The words echoed ominously behind her, as the door swung shut.

Devon flinched in the silence that followed, bolstered only by the anemic strains of “Jingle Bells” coming from somewhere near the heater. He turned slowly to the counter, already bracing for whatever he might find, but the culprit had relocated to the sidewalk and no one was paying him the slightest bit of attention. The cashier was draped over the counter, staring after her with a moonish expression he hadn’t seen since primary school. It took him a second to notice Devon was there.

“Dude...well done.”

The fox stared back in surprise as he began working on the order—blending the mocha and carefully transferring the éclair into a paper bag. He’d been expecting questions, threats. At the very least, he expected a pointed ‘suggestion’ that he make some effort to clean the floor.

But the man was utterly sincere, adding a flourish of ribbon to the bag.

Well done.

“How do you mean?” Devon asked cautiously.

The man let out a snort of laughter, stirring in the cream. “That is the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen. Like—movie star beautiful. I don’t know how you can even...” He cast another look at the sidewalk and promptly lost his train of thought, staring with a vacant expression. “Bloody hell.”

Devon followed his gaze.

Really?

The girl in question was currently hopping from foot to foot, muttering curses in Italian, as she attempted to clean a bookie’s arterial spray from her shoes. Crowds of festively-dressed tourists parted to avoid her. A squirrel, who’d been watching with interest, had retreated to a higher branch.

Devon raked back his hair, turning his attention to a cinnamon roll.

“Yeah, she’s all right.”

The man let out another bark of laughter.

“All right?” He reached for the tongs, gesturing invitingly to the roll. “Are you having a joke, mate? Have they lost your prescription?” He kissed his fingers like a chef. “Perfect. Ten.”

On second thought, I’m going to be sick.

*   *   *
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DEVON PAID QUICKLY and walked back outside.

It was still early, so early that the sun was just barely rising, pushing fecklessly against a thick layer of winter clouds. He pulled in a deep breath of the frosty air before lowering his eyes to the scene in front of him. The tourists were gone, and the squirrel had vanished. The combat boots were immaculate, though it looked like the surrounding snow had witnessed a massacre.

Angel stood in the middle of it, cheeks flushed pink with exertion. Her long hair had been swept into a snow-dusted ponytail, and both hands were stuffed inexplicably with coins.

He studied her a moment, trying to be objective.

“Are you that good-looking?” he finally asked.

She nodded sagely, like she was used to the question. “I actually am.”

It was only then, he spotted the capsized parking meter behind her. Apparently, when she’d gotten bored cleaning, she’d decided to pick the lock. It was sagging precariously to the sidewalk.

They stood there a moment, then he gestured to the coins. “What are you going to do with those?”

She looked down at her hands. “Drop them in the sewer, I guess.”

He fought back a grin. “Get in the car.”

*   *   *
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DEVON AND ANGEL DROVE to a part of the city he’d never seen—one that was so far north, he nearly asked if they were heading into Cambridge. He nearly asked quite a lot of things, but after stealing cars and sharing cigarettes by the docks with Gabriel, he’d learned better.

They were leaving the regular world behind and diving into its shadowy reflection. A place that bred the monsters and criminals that prowled on the edges of the light. A place where two of his best friends in the world had cut their teeth. For better or worse, he was just along for the ride.

That being said, he did allow himself certain questions.

“So this contact of yours...you’ve used him before?”

A bit of a rhetorical question, but there was an etiquette to these sorts of things, and he needed at least a little information so he wasn’t walking in blind. Most contacts didn’t know the agent by their real name. He’d once spent thirteen years developing a military asset in Turkey who knew him only as Amir. If there was some kind of cover story in place, better he got it in the car.

“I’ve used him a hundred times,” Angel replied, pointing almost lazily to indicate another turn. “We call him the puzzleman. The guy’s a certified genius—he can solve anything.”

The fox gave her a quick look, spinning the wheel. “What’s his ink?”

“No ink,” she replied, tapping her head with a slight smile. “It’s all up here.”

...unlikely.

“You PC kids and your trust issues.” She chuckled, pointing again. “You remember the DeCordi letters? The Bukeski Heist in 2012? That was all him. The man’s got an entire page dedicated to himself on the Interpol website. At one point, I had it taped up in my room.”

Of course you did.

They pulled onto a street that reminded him of a slightly impoverished version of San Francisco—half-residential, half-business. The kind of place you’d leave with a handful of stories, but you’d never let your children walk alone there at night. She pointed to a faded Victorian and he scanned around for parking. No point in discretion, they were going in through the front door.

“The puzzleman,” he muttered under his breath, easing into a space between two retired delivery vans. “Where do you guys come up with this stuff?”

She zipped up her jacket, taking the final swig of her drink. “You know when the rest of you were home, eating warm meals and soaking in all those family values?” She flashed a look across the car, and he nodded. “We were watching The Matrix.”

That actually makes a lot of sense.

Without another word, the two of them stepped out of the car—taking a moment to stretch out their arms, before peering up at the crumbling gable above them. If she hadn’t pointed it out specifically, he would have driven right past it. It was the kind of place that seemed designed to avoid memory. Everything from the withering garden beds, to the cracked sidewalks, right down to the overflowing recycling bins looked perfectly identical to everything else on the street.

The one thing he hadn’t expected, was the music.

“What is that?” he asked with a touch of surprise. Like something from a dream, tinkling strains of piano drifted from the open window, hovering over the garden beds. “Is that Chopin?”

She threw him a quick look, surprised herself.

“How did you know which...?”

They shared a look, both thinking the same thing.

Julian.

“The woman who owns the house,” she answered, flipping up the latch on the gate, “she used to give piano lessons to the neighborhood kids. I guess she still does.”

He followed her down the pathway, memorizing everything at a glance, whilst trying to appear casual. He’d learned to accept a certain level of ambiguity when it came to his friends’ old street contacts, but there were already too many
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