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THE FINAL CHAPTER IN the Chronicles of Kerrigan Prequel.

After over a year of living a double life, Simon Kerrigan's lies have finally caught up with him.
Framed for the death of his parents and arrested on the spot, Simon sees his world shrink down to the size of a cage. No longer can he pretend to be on one side while plotting for another, no longer can he straddle both worlds. The choice is made for him, and suddenly Simon finds himself waging war against the very people he's sworn to protect.
With nothing left to hold him back Simon gives in to the darkness, letting it completely consume him as he spirals farther and farther out of reach.
Is it too late to save him? Is there anything left to save? 
Does he have enough humanity left inside to guide him in the battle to come?
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A Matter of Time

The Chronicles of Kerrigan Prequel

THE HIGHLY ANTICIPATED Sequel to the Chronicles of Kerrigan series, by international bestselling author, W.J. May
It's Time. 
The past can't stay buried forever...
Rae Kerrigan and her friends thought all their problems were solved. The corruption in the Council has been exposed. The hybrids have been released from their unjust prisons. And Jonathon Cromfield—the evil puppet master pulling all the strings—had finally been put in the ground.
With the promise of an actual future with Devon, the love of her life, Rae slips the ring back on her finger and turns her eyes towards the horizon. Her heart’s filled with hope.
Except fate has other plans...
With the return of her father, the infamous Simon Kerrigan who started it all, Rae finds that her newly right world has turned upside down again. The new peace in the tatù realm has shattered once more. Turning friends against friends. Family against family.
Why was he imprisoned? What will he do now? More importantly, can Simon Kerrigan ever be trusted again?
Rae and her team intend to find out...
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‘The most dangerous creation of any society is the man who has nothing to lose.’

James Baldwin
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‘THE MOST DANGEROUS creation of any society is the man who has nothing to lose.’

James Baldwin

Simon was led out of the church while Beth and Father Amos watched in identical states of shock. Jennifer had already melted away into the crowd. He was placed in one of the five unmarked vehicles that had come to collect him, and whisked away down the wet London pavement. His hands were bound and, even though he knew exactly where they were taking him, a canvas bag was placed over his head. The last thing he saw was a glimpse of Beth’s face from the top of the steps.

She was white, as white as her dress. Confused. Terrified. As the cars went screeching away from the curb, one hand drifted protectively to her belly.

There were voices in the car with him. Some of them were talking to each other. Others were trying to talk to him. But he couldn’t hear anything. And it wasn’t just because he was still carrying Carter’s passive tatù, nor was it the bag pulled unceremoniously over his head.

It was the high-pitched ringing in his ears. The one that had started from the moment Keene had said the fateful words.

“Your parents are dead.”

Simon said the words aloud, “My parents are dead?” It was the first he’d spoken since they took him away. The car went momentarily quiet. He hadn’t meant to say them out loud; they weren’t intended to provoke any sort of reaction. He was simply trying to convince himself.

Such a simple sentence, but there was no way it could be true.

My parents are dead?

How? When? Why?

... Who?

It was that last question that stuck in his mind, burning so brightly that the others seemed to fade away.

Me, right? They think it’s me? They I think I did it?

A flood of pure hatred boiled in the pit of his stomach, but he was quick to try to push it away. There were more important things to focus on right now than the misguided accusations of the Privy Council. Those questions, for example. Particularly the last—Who?

It was too much to believe they’d been randomly killed. Not with Simon’s background. Not with the ink associated with the Kerrigan name. There had to be more to it than random coincidence. There were plenty of people out there by now who wanted Simon dead. He should begin looking there. Start narrowing down the list. 

It would help he if knew how they’d died.

“Murdered,” he repeated softly, frowning slightly under the bag.

Murder meant that it couldn’t have been something innocuous, like a car crash. It couldn’t be anything that could come across like an accident. To spur this kind of reaction from the Council, it had to be blatant homicide. What’s more, some of the evidence would have to point to Simon.

The men riding in the car seemed to agree.

“That’s right, you psycho,” a deep voice answered. “That’s why we’re bringing you in.”

Simon tried to place the voice, but couldn’t. Realistically, it could have been just about anyone. He hadn’t made many friends in the time he’d worked for the Council. Quite the contrary; he came off as rather abrasive and rude. If it weren’t for the fact that he was partnered with Tristan, he doubted that most of the agents would speak to him at all.

Tristan, he thought suddenly. They have to have told Tristan by now. He has to know.

“Is my partner meeting us at Guilder?” he asked sharply, jutting his chin in the direction of the disembodied voice that seemed to dislike him so much. “Since that’s where we’re going.”

Honestly, what are they playing at? I freakin’ work there, for Pete’s sake.

“You mean, your ex-partner?” It was that same voice again. At this point, there was a chance that Simon had accidentally run over his dog. “No, he’s not.”

The car lurched to a stop, and all around Simon there was movement as people began pouring out. Two hands grabbed him roughly under the arms, pulling him from the seat. Once he was standing, everything went momentarily still.

“It’s a good thing, too,” the voice continued in a murmur, “because he wouldn’t have let us do this—”

A sharp blow walloped his head. Followed by complete darkness.

After finally escaping it, Simon Kerrigan was lost in the darkness once more...

*   *   *
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SIMON THOUGHT THE BAG over his head was superfluous, a standard trick designed to disorient and intimidate. He was wrong. When it was yanked off just a few minutes later, he had no idea where he was.

The bright florescence stung his eyes, and he blinked a few times before his brain could finally adjust. The cast of characters looking down at him was apparently the same, but the place was a complete mystery.

It seemed to be a warehouse of some kind, only it was most definitely not the standard PC design. No covert locked doors. No force field shimmering around the ceiling. No secret entrances carved into the wall.

And yet, no one seemed at all worried that he might escape.

Escape...

The thought dawned on him for the first time.

I’m obviously being set up here. I’m sure whatever evidence is engineered against me will ensure the maximum punishment. Shouldn’t I be looking for every opportunity to get the hell out of here?

It was the logical option. Escape from a covert supernatural agency. But before his plans could go into detail, a door opened on the far side of the building and four men walked briskly across the floor. Simon’s pulse raced when he saw them.

Jason. Keene. Masters. And an old man he’d come to know as Victor Mallins.

Not good. Not good at all.

Just the fact that they’d brought Jason in didn’t bode well. He was supposed to be investigating Jacob’s disappearance, and as such could have no knowledge of anything Simon had allegedly done over the last few days. If he was there, that could mean only one of two things.

One, he’d heard what was happening and insisted he be present.

Two, he believed what they said and wanted to confront Simon himself.

A chill raced across Simon’s shoulders as he braced for the second, and prayed for the first. He hoped there wasn’t some third option. One in which Jason had been called in as a character witness. Simon might have absolute faith that the guy would do anything and everything to get him out of trouble, but he had no idea what Jason would testify to in terms of Simon’s character. He had the unfortunate burden of knowing him a bit too well.

“Mr. Kerrigan,” Victor Mallins began, “you have been brought here today due to your direct involvement in the murder of—”

“What happened to my parents?” Simon blurted, interrupting him.

Keene and Masters shared an uneasy glance, while Jason glared fixedly at the wall. Mallins appeared completely unfazed.

“—Peter and Katerina Kerrigan.” His colorless eyes locked onto Simon’s, temporarily holding him still. “You would do well to know your place, Mr. Kerrigan. You’re in enough of a precarious situation as it is without infusing your signature brand of impertinence.”

Signature brand of impertinence? Is that what this is about? Simon’s eyes narrowed as they swept the man from head to toe. 

Mallins had never liked him. Not from day one. Not from the moment that warlock appeared on his arm. He adhered to conformity like no one else, and despised those who felt different. The incidents with Simon’s teachers back at school, the meetings in the diner, his rather unusual mission debriefs...? He was sure all of it had been reported back to Mallins somehow. The man had long since made a habit of keeping tabs on him. Even if he was never able to do anything about it.

...until now.

“Sir,” Simon turned to Masters instead, begging him with silent eyes, “please. I was just at church when these men came to arrest me. I had no idea my parents were even back in London, let alone that anything had happened to them.”

Jason flinched unnoticed behind the others, and Simon paused. What had he said?

Masters’ eyes bore into him just as Mallins’ had done. Less decidedly, but far more frightening just by themselves. After studying Simon for a moment, he shook his head. “Simon...I never said your parents were in London.”

The warehouse fell silent. Simon’s legs trembled, and he struggled to keep them straight.

How was this happening right now? All the terrible things he’d done over the last year. The torture. The murder. The cover-ups. The schemes. Not to mention the fact that he’d just illegally married a woman with ink right in the Council’s own backyard. All the things that he’d done...and he was going down for this?! Something he had nothing to do with?!

“You don’t seem very remorseful,” Keene remarked thoughtfully. He’d always been decent to Simon. A good handler through and through, but it was Tristan with whom Keene had always connected. It was Tristan who had earned his trust. Not Simon.

Simon gritted his teeth, struggling to rein in his temper. It would do no good to lose it and go wild right now. Not in front of this lot.

“I’m not remorseful because I have nothing to be remorseful about.” He turned again to Masters. “I assumed they were in London because you’re blaming this on me, and I haven’t left the area since I flew in from Budapest. I’ll say it again: I have no idea what happened to them, and I didn’t know anything was even...”

He cut off with a sudden, shaky breath.

Strangely enough on that endless car ride, never once did Simon feel the slightest bit of grief. Even a twinge of sadness that the two people who’d brought him into the world had left it rather abruptly themselves. It was nothing but a mystery. And one that he intended to solve.

But now that he was here, talking about them as if they were already something in the past tense, it suddenly hit him.

“My parents are dead,” he said again, in barely a whisper.

All his bravado melted away as his head bowed to his chest. Suddenly, he wasn’t worried about the chances of his escape any more than his guards. He felt completely powerless, tossed about in the wind of forces much larger than himself.

Jason moved for the first time, crossing the space between them without a single look back at his superiors, who were standing in a disapproving line. He grabbed Simon roughly by the shoulders, tilting his head back so they were looking each other in the eye. “You didn’t do this?” he asked quietly.

There was no lying to Jason. There never had been. With all the thousands of lies that Simon had told over the last year, he had taken special care to enact them only at times when his mentor wasn’t around. If he was, there was just no getting around those eyes. That x-ray vision of his seemed to probe into his very soul.

He met those eyes now, gazing steadily back. “I didn’t do this.”

Jason studied him for another moment, completely immune to the stares of those around them, before he gave Simon’s shoulder an imperceptible squeeze. “I believe you.” He turned around and repeated it louder to those waiting behind. “I believe him. That’s good enough for me.”

Masters flashed Jason a very peculiar look, while Mallins shook his head in disbelief.

“Of course you do,” Mallins snorted. “You’ve been covering for this one since the day he set foot in the program. Fortunately, Mr. Archer, Mr. Kerrigan’s sentencing has nothing to do with you.”

“Sentencing?” Simon looked up in horror. “How am I being sentenced? I still don’t know what’s going on! I haven’t had any sort of trial—”

“Considering your history, I think we can forgo a trial for now.” Mallins smiled sweetly, like a toad that’d just caught a particularly juicy fly. “We’ll schedule one for some time in the future, of course, but the Privy Council has many matters that require our attention. You’ll have to wait your turn, Mr. Kerrigan, and I think this is a perfect place for you to do it.”

Jason shot him a sudden look before his face tightened the slightest degree. When he looked back at Simon, the message was clear:

There’s nothing I can do. And this is not a good thing.

For the first time, Simon glanced around with a bit of trepidation. What the hell was this place? And what did Mallins mean, wait your turn? How long could that possibly be?

“I demand a lawyer...or something.” Simon’s voice grew increasingly uncertain as the walls around him seemed to close in. “You can’t just keep me here with no proof. I haven’t done anything wrong.”

Mallins smiled again. “Oh, Mr. Kerrigan, I think we both know that’s not true...” He snapped his fingers, and a host of guards Simon hadn’t noticed before suddenly peeled themselves away from the walls. As they silently marched forward, Simon’s heart began pounding in his chest.

They can’t do this! They can’t just lock me up and throw away the key!

“Please!”

It was a word he didn’t say often. It felt strange to say it now. The men turned back to him—each with varying degrees of emotion—as his arms were secured behind his back.

“Please! You can’t do this! Just tell me what happened! Give me a chance to explain! To prove I’m innocent!”

The handcuffs tightened, and the panic set in. As he was half-lifted, half-dragged backwards, whatever was left of Simon’s control abandoned him.

He started thrashing, kicking and throwing his weight around as he shouted his denial, desperately trying to sense any tatù stronger than the one he had, to steal from his captors. But for the first time in his life, even the warlock seemed to have abandoned him.

He couldn’t feel any ink. Not the others’. Not even his own. It was like there wasn’t a tatù in the place. Like, for the first time, they were all just...normal.

That alone was enough to send him over the edge.

“NO!” he cried as they dragged him backwards to the door. “PLEASE!” His eyes darted around wildly as they lifted the bag once more, finding Jason just a second before the thing was placed over his head. “JASON, HELP ME! DON’T LET THEM—”

But then everything went black.

The second the light disappeared, it was like Simon shut down as well. His muscles went limp and he fell silent. The last thing he remembered was the look on Jason’s face. A tortured sort of powerlessness as he watched the guards carry Simon away.

Simon had a gut feeling warning him that Jason’s face would be the last one he’d be seeing for a long while...

*   *   *
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ONE SECOND, I WAS ON top of the world. And the next...? Tell me, how can one man’s entire world come crashing down so quickly?

It had been four weeks. Four weeks of sitting in an empty cell. Four weeks of no contact with anyone except the pair of gloved hands that shoved his meals inside on a tray. Four weeks of wondering what was going on in the outside world. Wondering if it even noticed that he was gone. Wondering if it had completely passed him by. Wondering about Beth. The baby. His parents.

At least...Simon figured it had to be four weeks. The prison he was in had a way of making him lose all sense of time...

He had been let out only one time. To go to the funeral.

The memory came back to him in choppy, stilted frames. Over-bright and blurred from his time in isolation.

He had watched as they lowered the twin caskets into the ground, a contingent of guards behind him. Watched as they buried the only blood family he had left in the world.

It had to be said, he felt very little emotion during the entire thing. The time already spent in prison had hollowed him, and Simon had never been one to create sentimental attachments just based on principle. He didn’t like his parents. He never had. They hadn’t ever liked him either. So, he convinced himself they were a financial convenience, nothing more, and once he had started working for the Council they became irrelevant altogether. They were rich, though, and now that they were dead Simon supposed that money would go to him. That is, if they hadn’t cut him out of the will.

No, he was not overly concerned with his parents. In fact, the only thing that interested him at all at the funeral were the people hovering outside the gate on the far side of the cemetery. The ceremony itself had been a closed affair. Just Simon, a priest, a few of his parents’ friends, and the guarded escort—courtesy of Victor Mallins. But the real event lay just outside the iron gates. Far enough away that Simon couldn’t hear what they were chanting, couldn’t quite read what the posters they were waving said. Close enough that he was still able to make out a few faces, if only for a second.

As the first ceremonial bit of dirt was thrown on the caskets, Simon could have sworn he saw Beth. She was standing a bit away from the crowd, peering wide-eyed through the slats in the gate. She was even paler than when he’d been arrested and, although Simon might have imagined it, it almost looked like she was starting to show. A river of tears poured silently down her cheeks, and as their eyes met she kissed her fingers and pressed them to the bars.

An arm came down around her shoulders. The arm of a man in an overcoat. A man Simon couldn’t see. Was it Tristan? Had he come to support her? To see Simon as well?

Or had Tristan severed ties as he’d promised to do? Was Simon Kerrigan nothing more than a dark chapter of his past that he had vowed to forget?

Before Simon could crane his neck to get a better view, the ceremony was over and he was being pulled away once more, back into the car to return to his tiny prison.

He had been right about the lack of ink here—the empty feeling of the place. From the second one stepped inside the warehouse, all tatùs were suddenly made irrelevant. Simon didn’t know how they were doing it, but he was sure it was true. On his second morning in captivity, he’d grabbed the arm of the man delivering his breakfast tray and ripped off his glove, trying to get his hands on anything that could help him break loose.

Nothing. Not even the hint of a magical spark.

A second later, Simon was tasered on the wrist and went flying back against the wall of his cell. He didn’t try again after that.

And so time passed.

Each day more monotonous than the last. Each one convincing Simon, ever more, that he would never stand trial for the alleged murder of his parents. That he would be cast off and forgotten here, like so many of the other prisoners he heard wailing in their cells. The Council had a way of ‘disappearing’ people who caused trouble. He had long suspected it, gleaned what little information he could from glimpses at classified files, missing documents, the predictable, yet uncomfortable silences that followed when he asked the wrong sort of question.

Now he was living it for himself. Ironic, huh?

The people in his life would go on without him, trying to force him forever from their minds any time a wistful memory or sudden nostalgia caught them off guard. His child would be born, and he would never see it. Tristan would be assigned a new partner, one who didn’t put his life in constant jeopardy, and would go home every night to a happy family.

Beth would move on...

Simon stopped himself there. He couldn’t bear to think about it. Couldn’t bring himself to consider the fact that, by marrying her so suddenly, he had essentially made her a widow right there in St. Stephen’s.

The issue of his marriage had been brought up only one time, by a senior-ranked guard en route from the funeral. Simon had asked if he might have a visitation from his wife. He knew the answer before he even asked, but he wanted to see the reaction the words would have before the bag was placed back over his head.

The guard remained impassive, merely an over the shoulder glance Simon’s way as he snapped his fingers at the driver. “Your illegal wedding rather pales in the light of a double homicide, Mr. Kerrigan,” he’d replied. “Especially as chances of you ever seeing your wife again are rather slim.”

The bag came down and Simon considered his words. For the first time since he’d gotten there, a flicker of smug triumph warmed his listless face. They didn’t want him and Beth to see each other, because they didn’t want him and Beth to have a child.

Well, too late, boys...

There was a harsh scraping sound, and Simon returned to the present. Even after four weeks, he still hadn’t gotten used to his complete absence of hearing. To the almost complete absence of sound. The dinner tray still startled him every time.

He picked himself up off the floor somewhat robotically, and shuffled the three steps it took to cross the cell. Sure enough, same as always. A slice of toast along with a bowl of lukewarm soup. Simon pushed it back through the slot, untouched. Same as last night. Same as the night before.

He had long since stopped eating. A part of him didn’t see the point. And the longer he went without it, the easier it was to sustain. He suspected this had been reported to Mallins, but the man was probably hoping Simon would just starve to death and save them all the sham of planning a trial that was never going to come.

The tray rattled on the floor in the hallway, and Simon made his way back over to the single sliver of moonlight pouring in from the window.

The warehouse he’d been led to in the beginning didn’t house the actual cells. Those were deeper inside, half-underground, with only a single skylight cut in to allow the prisoners a passing glimpse of the sun. It also let inside the rain, but Simon was in no position to complain. Truth be told, he liked it when it rained. At least it was something new.

He liked looking up at the moon, too, or at least he did on most nights.

His eyes narrowed to a squint as he peered up with dull curiosity at the newly blackened hole. Had they taken that away from him, too? Had some careless groundskeeper covered it accidentally and now
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