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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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SHE’S JUST TRYING TO stop her friend from marrying a blood-sucking leech, and from the way everyone is treating her, you would think she was the bad guy! 

Phaedra doesn’t like leeches, so when one from her past shows up unexpectedly, she’s got her stake at the ready. But he’s fast, he’s slick, and he’s got a taste for her blood. 

Can she escape him when he seems to have all the advantages? Maybe, just maybe, but only with the help of a necromancer and his ghost ship, and a little diversion care of a fire-breathing dragon...
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The rows of towering wooden shelves on either side of her stretched out into infinity, presenting an imposing challenge to the woman standing between them. Still, it wouldn’t appear that way because she was hard at work, her index finger scanning endless spines as rapidly as her enhanced abilities would allow, and coming away coated in dust.

Tayla muttered to herself as she searched, trying not to let the frustration of searching so hard only to come up empty affect her. It was visible in the gold-laced wings that twitched in irritation behind her. “Bring the light closer,” the Fae grumbled, despite the fact that her own glowing skin provided enough light to read by.

Her companion dutifully took two steps forward, shifting the lantern she held higher once again before letting out a loud sneeze. The witch named Cass had been a good sport through the long days Tayla had spent searching among every ancient library and archive she knew of throughout the multiverse. Their current location, in a realm called Pustakam, was a world of mystery and knowledge, watched over by monks in white robes who kept the shelves filled with tomes, books, and scrolls, even if they didn’t quite deal well with the dust that came along with their charges. 

Sneezing again, Cass let out a ladylike sniffle, shifting from one foot to the other. Tayla tried hard to ignore the witch’s discomfort, telling herself she’d personally turned over enough gold to the woman to add a whole new wing to the disordered cottage Cass called her own. The witch hadn’t insisted on payment while serving as a taxi of sorts for Tayla’s library visits, but the friendship that had sprung between them in their efforts to rescue the human Hollie from her vampire stalker. Except Hollie’s stalker had turned out to be her mate, and all the work and mounds of gold we went through to keep the two apart was useless, apart from filling the coffers on Samothrace many times over. 

Cass might have volunteered her services due to the friendship that now linked the witch to Tayla and the other Fae who’d joined forces to help Hollie, but Tayla didn’t feel right taking advantage of their newfound ties. She’d paid her fare each time, traveling from world to world, attempting to locate any information she could on the artifact that would end their quest and be the much-needed coda to Hollie’s saga. But the fifth world they’d visited was turning out to be just as much a waste of time as the four others that had come before.

Without the artifact, there won’t be a wedding, Tayla thought to herself. Hollie had fallen in love with the vamp that had stalked her, discovering that her mate wasn’t the cold, blood-driven fiend they’d all imagined he was. And although Maz was utterly devoted to the little human, he would accept the limitations of her mortality and the short number of years they had left to spend together. But the Fae knew that her friend didn’t feel the same way.

Hollie was enraptured by her vampire lover, but her love was tempered by despair. Matehood could be the highest blessing a creature of the Web could have, but when it was lost, that blessing would become a curse. When Hollie dies, as all mortals do, Maz will live on for eons afterward, mourning and never recover. Tayla frowned at the thought. Or he’ll find a way to end himself and join her in the beyond. The Fae knew her friend feared that future, and unless they found a way to neutralize that fear, Hollie would never give herself fully over to the mating bond. 

“Finding anything?” Cass asked quietly, observing the traditional rule of libraries the multiverse over. 

Tayla sighed, turning back to her companion. She shut the book she’d taken from one of the endless shelves, sending up another cloud of dust that had the witch sneezing again. “Afraid not. Although my research skills are excellent by any standards, my area of expertise is Human Affairs, not locating an ancient artifact that hasn’t been seen since the Web was young. This is worse than a needle in a haystack.” 

There were few clues to go on when it came to the mysterious artifact that promised eternal life with none of the detractors that vampirism presented. Tayla knew Hollie would never accept having to draw blood from other beings as her sustenance, and the Fae was aware of no other way to gift immortality to a human. Save the artifact, of course. If only we knew what it was.

“There’s someone who might be able to help in the search, you know,” Cass reminded her, her tone even but Tayla’s Fae hearing could detect a note of uncertainty in her voice. Although I’m not sure if even I have the guts to ask.”

Shoving the tome back onto a shelf and turning to the witch, Tayla grimaced. She knew who Cass meant. Since becoming entangled with the human Hollie and the friends she’d made through her flight from her vampire mate, the Fae scholar had found herself fighting against all manner of adversaries, but perhaps the most frightening was the dark lady. Nevroyel was her given name, but any whispers that hinted at her existence called her the Princess of Darkness. 

The raven-haired beauty had been created by the Devil himself as a mate to his only son, and he’d imbued her with powers worthy of her vaulted station. The gifts Shayatan had given her were likely ones the beast of ultimate evil regretted, because soon after her marriage to his son, a prophecy had revealed that Nevroyel would bring about an apocalypse that would banish Shayatan himself from the Web forever. 

“I’m not certain the Princess of Darkness would appreciate us disturbing her,” Tayla said, biting her lip. A being of incredible ruthlessness, Nevroyel had stalked Hollie after she and Maz ended up in her secret pocket dimension due to a magical accident. Thinking Hollie was part of a plot arranged by her brothers to take her down, the Princess had almost destroyed Hollie and her allies. In the end, the plucky human had managed to win Nevroyel over to their side, but that didn’t mean that Tayla was in a rush to see her again. The woman was terrifying, and the Fae scholar could see why she was chosen as the harbinger of the Great Annihilation. 

Glancing back at the shelves that seemed to stretch to infinity, she knew it could be ages before she found any written hint of the artifact, if she was lucky to find any hint at all. With a determined snap of her wings, Tayla nodded once and said the words she’d been avoiding since the search started. “How much to try and contact Nevroyel?”
Cass’s eyes widened in surprise. “Are you sure you want to do that?”
“Weren’t you the one who just suggested it?” The Fae didn’t manage to disguise her exasperation.

“Well...yes, but I didn’t expect you to agree.” The witch wiped at her nose then looked down, her mercenary lust for coin warring with her good sense, as if she didn’t want to be providing the warning she was about to give. “It is a risk, potentially upsetting such a powerful being.”

Tayla rolled her eyes at the understatement. “If we aren’t able to find the object, then Hollie’s love affair with Maz is doomed. Not to mention the fact that humans live notoriously short lives. And I, for one, wouldn’t mind having my friend around longer. It is worth the risk.” At least, the Fae hoped it was. 

After a shake of the head, Cass agreed. “We can give it a shot, but we’ll need to find a mirror first.” 

A look around revealed that there was little chance of finding what they needed in the library. “I doubt the stuffy old monks who run this place have much reason for admiring their own reflections,” Tayla pointed out. “Let’s return to the Fae Realm where we can find a mirror.” And at least the illusion of safety, she didn’t add out loud. 

The pair walked from the massive building holding untold knowledge and down the stone steps, headed for the waypoint the witch had left for their return to the Fae Realm. The waypoint, a hidden portal that Cass created for their travel to this realm, lay in a strand of trees in the sole greenspace within the monks’ domain. They walked toward it, passing an ornate fountain flowing with crystal clear water. Tayla caught sight of her reflection in the fountain and paused. 

“Would this work?” she asked her friend, indicating the pool where little droplets flowed in from the spray above but barely disturbed the calm surface. 

Cass gave it a quick appraisal and shrugged. “We can give it a shot, I suppose.” She stepped to the edge of the fountain, grabbing ahold of the stone lip that circled the lowest bowl in which the pool resided. Closing her eyes, she started to whisper softly, a breeze rifling through her hair. 

Tayla could see a pink glow encircle her friend, and suddenly, the water in the pool began to bubble. It turned dark, taking on the appearance of swirling clouds before a storm. Cass’s grip tightened until the Fae thought she might crack the stone, but then the storm clouds in the water cleared, and the bubbles stopped. An image appeared on the water’s surface; the image of a thousand black-feathered wings flapping, and then, a woman appeared.

Staring up at them from the fountain pool, Nevroyel, Princess of Darkness, looked as if she’d stepped in something offensive. “Who dares to disturb me?” her voice boomed, sending a flock of pigeons, that had been idly picking at the patches of grass growing between the cobblestones nearby, to take off in flight. 

“Apologies, Your Majesty,” Tayla called, stepping next to Cass with a sheepish grin on her face. “We don’t mean to call you out of the blue, but I’m afraid we have a little problem that only you can help us with.”

Her dark eyebrow arched in response. “I fail to see how your ‘little problem’ is any worry of mine. Especially if the problem is as little as you say. I’ve been known to flay the skin off creatures for even thinking to look at me sideways. What do you think I might do to a pair of annoying women who have no shame in distracting me from important duties?”

Cass swallowed hard, eyeing Tayla, but the Fae wasn’t going to give up now that they had Nevroyel on the line. “It’s about Hollie,” she explained swiftly, wanting to be as little nuisance as possible. “And the artifact you told her about. You see, we’re having some trouble locating the—”

“Not my problem.” The Princess stared down her nose at them, a mean feat considering she was staring up at them from the pool. In a haughty tone, she reminded them that she’d already made up for her mistaken attacks on Hollie by providing the human with notice of the existence of the artifact in the first place.

“But that notice is worth nothing if we can’t find the thing,” Tayla pointed out, hoping her words weren’t enough to earn her a horrible demise. “And since the poor little human suffered so much at the hands of your brothers and yourself—” At the dark lady’s frown, Tayla hastened to add, “although all mistakenly on your part, of course, the fact still remains that we don’t have enough information to find the artifact. Could you tell us anything? What it looks like? What material is it made from? Last known location?”

Nevroyel waved her hand to cut off the flow of questions. “Enough.” She eyed Tayla, then took a breath. “I do regret the harm I caused in my rush to assume Hollie’ was conspiring with my brothers. I can tell you what little I know.”

Tayla listened eagerly as the Princess described a small stone carving in the shape of a cat. Nevroyel didn’t know where the artifact was, however, and the last she’d heard about it was before half the worlds in the multiverse existed, so wherever it might have been then, it certainly wasn’t there now. “That is all I know,” the dark lady finished. “Now, a warning: Do not contact me again. You should avoid being noticed by both myself and my brothers. The apocalypse is in the offing, and if you want to survive it, you’ll stay away.”

The image disappeared, leaving no trace in the calm water of the fountain. Tayla let out a breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding, her knees feeling weak. Cass released the fountain’s edge and wiped a hand over her brow, letting out a sigh of relief. “Well, at least we have a little more to go on now.”

Tayla nodded, excitement at having learned at least the shape of the artifact. Hope was never easy to repress in one of the Fae, and that was especially true of the scholar. “To the waypoint!” she yelled, her wings flapping to speed her departure. “Hurry up, now. We have so much more searching to do.” 
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These leafing birds.

Phaedra stared out at the forests surrounding the walls of Exeria, the capital city of this realm, which reminded her so much of her home. Already, the lush vegetation that encircled the city walls was closer, branches and leaves climbing over the walls and moving inward, having covered the miles between the Fae Wilds and the capital with a speed that would be shocking if this weren’t the realm of the Fae Queen. 

Phaedra had heard the tale of the interloping sorcerer who’d managed to pit the Queen against her chosen consort, dividing the realm and plunging it into a war of the Fae who lived in its cities against those who remained in the Wilds. Through the help of the twins, Lina and Gilly, the realm had been reunited and the sorcerer banished. The spell that had caused the rift between the royals broken, the Queen and her King were once again ruling together. And the Wilds, once beaten back and curtailed, was allowed to approach civilization once again. 

And that means those leafing birds are able to wake me up each morning before dawn with their eerie wailing. As a warrior, Phaedra was used to blocking out uncomfortable conditions like noises, heat, and the rocks that poked through her bedroll as she slept in less than ideal environments, but there was something about the birds here, something that reminded her of the owl that had lived in their attic in the autumns back in her childhood home on Valantia. Their calls were close, but not exactly the same, and that little difference was enough to set off her Fae hearing and tickle her mind into waking before the sun’s light crept into her borrowed quarters. 

Phaedra leaned over the railing of the balcony outside the plush bedroom she’d been using in the palace of her Fae cousins, watching the sky starting to lighten at the margins and cursing the birdcalls that had set her on edge. But it wasn’t just the birds that had her bristling this morning. For the first time in her long life, she felt adrift, unsure of what came next. She’d been a warrior since she was old enough to hold a sword, and that life had always been enough for her, but lately...it wasn’t. 

My life has been one campaign after the other, keeping Valantia safe from whatever riffraff was dumb enough to try and interfere with the might Fae race. I had a routine, of sorts, patrolling the Rough, a champion for the Light against all manner of darkness. And then that little vacation on Ahriman-abad happened, and I met my first wingless Fae. And the rest is history. 

Phaedra had fought alongside her cousins without wings, facing off against enemies stronger than she’d ever faced before and making friends in the process. They’d come up against powerful magic, like the sort wielded by the Princes of Darkness, and they’d survived. Even won. Normally, she’d be raring to head off on her next adventure, to vanquish the next enemy. Instead, she was pouting, her wings drooping, while she tried to figure out what had changed. 

Maybe it’s the company you’re keeping, she thought, frowning. Phaedra was used to working alone, had been for millennia, ever since she’d left behind the best friend she’d had on a distant world. Phaedra closed her eyes and shook her head to clear it. Oh, no. We’re not going there. You’re mixed up enough as it is. Rubbing her eyes, Phaedra turned her thoughts to the people she’d joined forces with. They were the loyal sort. Generous and compassionate. 

Strong. Determined. In that, we are equals. 

And yet, why do I feel like the odd Fae out? 

Even her fellow Fae from Valantia, Tayla, the self-proclaimed “Human Affairs” scholar, was happy in the Fae Realm amongst their companions, involving herself deeply in their affairs until the only thing that seemed to differentiate herself from the others were the wings on her back. Phaedra knew her companions would welcome her with such closeness as well, but she’d yet to lower her guard and allow that fully, for reasons she’d hadn’t wholly explored. Which is why you’re here, griping about birds when you know the real problem that is keeping you from sleep has nothing to do with them.

Her ears twitched as she heard the sounds of a quiet conversation below her. Phaedra’s eyes swept the palace courtyard, picking out two familiar forms who were approaching one of the building’s entrances. I wonder where those two are returning from? Deciding finding out the answer to her question was better than the uncomfortable introspection she’d been on the verge of, she vaulted over the balcony’s stone railing and sailed into the sky, coming down gently just behind the pair.

Cass’s shoulders hunched, her body lighting with an uncanny green glow while Tayla’s wings snapped in surprise. “You’ve got to stop doing that,” the witch groaned when she realized it was Phaedra who’d gotten the drop on them. The green glow vanished, and Cass scowled at her. “I’m jumpy enough to fire off a spell on instinct nowadays, so tread more carefully.” 

Phaedra ignored her, her gaze zooming to her fellow Fae’s features. A note of guilt was visible there, and she frowned. “Where are you two coming back from, since you clearly have just returned from another realm.” 

It was a gambit on her part, one that the scholar fell for. Tayla let out a huff, and Phaedra caught a whiff of momentary indecision on her face. Is this Fae really going to lie? To me? The scholar seemed to think better of deception, however, when she spoke. “We’ve been searching for the artifact,” she admitted. “The one Nevroyel told Hollie about. The one that grants immortality.”

Phaedra rolled her eyes, her hands taking up residence on her hips. “You’ve got to be joking. I thought someone with as much education as you boast about having would be smarter than that.”

“How is looking for the artifact not smart? It’s the only way that Hollie can be transformed, so that she and Maz can live happily ever after.” 

Happily ever after. What a crock. Phaedra leaned in, unleashing a little menace in the other Fae’s direction. “Nevroyel is dangerous and should therefore be avoided. And trusting the Princess of Darkness about some supposed artifact makes about as much sense as a human-vampire relationship.”

The witch stepped in, her tone broadcasting that she was attempting to break the rising tension. “Technically, it’s not the only way Hollie could become immortal.” Two sets of annoyed Fae eyes found her, and Cass shrugged, mumbling. “Just saying.”

Ignoring the witch’s reminder of the human’s potential turning, Phaedra cocked a brow in Tayla’s direction. “The chances of finding a powerful artifact like that are dismal. If something like it actually exists, then it’s highly likely that it’s already in the possession of someone powerful who isn’t going to be eager to part with it.” 

“I wouldn’t be too sure about that,” the scholar replied, pulling out a scroll from within her robes and unspooling it to point to an illustration of what appeared to be a cat curled up asleep. “I’m not familiar with the script surrounding the image, but with the help of Cass’s magic, I could read it. The artifact is called the Nindra Bidala, and it not only grants immortality to its owner, but also eternal youth.”

The excitement in the other woman’s voice had Phaedra’s own spirits lifting, hope for her friend getting the better of her earlier mood. Then she remembered the reason behind Tayla’s little field trip. Tying the little human to a vampire for immortality was not something I could ever get behind. Despite her agreement to work with Maz to ensure Hollie’s safety, and even the grudging respect for the vamp that she hadn’t been able to ignore, Phaedra wasn’t able to accept a parasite as the eternal mate for her human friend. “Does your precious scroll happen to show the alleged artifact’s current location?”

The light went out of Tayla’s expression and she shook her head. 

“See,” Phaedra continued, crushing back the guilt she felt for attempting to extinguish the other woman’s optimism. “You’re on an impossible quest. You’d be better off turning your attention to finding a new boyfriend for Hollie—one that isn’t a bloodsucking leech.”

“Hush,” Tayla said, turning back toward the palace entrance. “We all know your opinions on vampires.”

“Since you never stop spouting them,” the witch added under her breath. 

Phaedra’s hearing meant she could make
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