

    
        
          Wicked Darkness

        

        
        
          Wicked Fates Series, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Autumn Gaze

        

        
          Published by Dark Shadow Publishing, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WICKED DARKNESS

    

    
      First edition. October 26, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Autumn Gaze.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215237236

    

    
    
      Written by Autumn Gaze.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Autumn Gaze

	    

      
	    
          
	      Department of Defense Series

          
        
          
	          Dead Ahead

          
        
          
	          Blue Falcon

          
        
          
	          Joint Service

          
        
          
	          Indirect Attack

          
        
          
	          Department of Defense Box Set

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Emergency Love Series

          
        
          
	          Flatline

          
        
          
	          Backdraft

          
        
          
	          Overtime

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Locked by Love Series

          
        
          
	          Locked by Love - Part 1

          
        
          
	          Locked by Love - Part 2

          
        
          
	          Locked by Love - Part 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Result of Tomorrow Series

          
        
          
	          Professor

          
        
          
	          Bachelor

          
        
          
	          Graduate

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Touch the Sea Series

          
        
          
	          Seduction Island

          
        
          
	          Gentle Rhythm

          
        
          
	          Dancing on Waves

          
        
          
	          Stormy Waters

          
        
          
	          Tempting the Ocean

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Wicked Fates Series

          
        
          
	          Beautiful Darkness

          
        
          
	          Twisted Darkness

          
        
          
	          Wicked Darkness

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Pursuit of Honor

          
        
          
	          King's Daughter

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Autumn Gaze’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


[image: Shape

Description automatically generated with low confidence]

By Autumn Gaze

Copyright 2022 By Autumn Gaze

[image: image]
[image: Text

Description automatically generated]

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in or introduced into a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means (electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise) without the prior written permission of both the copyright owner and the above publisher of this book.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to an actual person, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with, or sponsored by the trademark owners.

All rights reserved.

Wicked Darkness

Wicked Fates Series #3

Copyright 2022 

By Autumn Gaze

Cover by: Book Cover by Design

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Wicked Fates Series

[image: ]


[image: image]

Book 1 – Beautiful Darkness

Book 2 – Twisted Darkness

Book 3 – Wicked Darkness
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Find Autumn Gaze:

[image: ]


[image: Text

Description automatically generated]

Autumn Gaze Newsletter:

https://www.autumngaze.com/sign-up

Autumn Gaze Facebook Page:

https://www.facebook.com/AutumnGazeAuthor

Autumn Gaze Website:

http://www.autumngaze.com

[image: Graphical user interface

Description automatically generated]

Want to read more...

For FREE?

Sign up for Autumn’s newsletter

And she’ll send you updates on new releases, ARC copies of books and a whole lotta fun!

Sign up for news and updates!
https://www.autumngaze.com/sign-up
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Wicked Darkness Blurb

[image: ]


[image: Text

Description automatically generated]

GARETH IS CAUGHT BETWEEN fighting for the love he never expected and the responsibility of the kingdom he never wanted. 

When both are threatened by the same external force, the Ancient One Lilith, he must find a way forward. Otherwise he may lose the love of the only woman to ever make him feel and end up the King of Nothing.

With secrets and lies exposed, Astrid now knows her true heritage, and is drawn even closer to Gareth. But as she fights the remnants of the spell Lilith put on her, her forbidden love of Gareth may just be what saves... or curses the realms.

Can they save the realms? Will their bond be strong enough to survive it if they do? 

Can they actually end the ages long conflict between Vampires and Fae even if they defeat Lilith together?
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Gareth
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MY BROTHER COLLAPSED into my arms, sobbing as the familiar pull of the portal opened and I felt myself yanked backward. The viciousness of the pull was getting familiar now, and I didn’t resist it, instead allowing it to lift me easily and pull me back. Hopefully that meant I wouldn’t land directly on my face this time, or worse, on top of my brother, who was flailing in surprise now. 

The swirl of reality surrounded me, stretching and pulling through the hole that opened up in the universe. I wasn’t sure how the science worked, nor did I care to. Wizards immersed themselves in the metaphysical, to the degree of madness. They bent time and space and reality around itself to suit their needs. Sometimes with explosive, unintended effects. I was just happy that Karok seemed to be able to place us somewhere near the target, even if it meant a crash into the ground. 

“Rowan, stop,” I shouted as I felt the ground give way below me and reality begin tumbling. He was struggling in my grip, like he was trying to escape me. I wrapped my arm around his waist and tried to hoist him with me so that the pull of the portal would take us both in one motion rather than tearing me from him and then pulling him on his own. But it was no use.

He was shifting in my arms, his hands no longer clutching me. His body turned sideways, our heads collided, and then his face buried into my shoulder. At that moment, I wondered if he had done it on purpose. Then he mumbled something, something so low I couldn’t hear it correctly, but I thought I caught one word.

“Sorry.”

I tried clutching him by his shirt, but as the world faded around us, spinning and swirling until the colors melded into one beige light, he slipped through my fingers. I watched for a moment as he spun like he was doing a cartwheel through mid-air, then my own body began turning, and I lost sight of him. I cried out for him, but he was gone into the void of darkness that enveloped us just before we crash landed into our new spot. 

My voice was non-existent in the portal. I could feel my throat vibrating as I yelled, but there was nothing but the utter, deafening silence of the tunnel. Light flashed like lightning as I tumbled through it helplessly. I caught a brief vision of Astrid, her face screwed up in concentration as she waited for the cue, the moment when the sound of the rushing ground would tell you to get ready for the landing. Sometimes you could stick it. Sometimes you couldn’t. 

But where was Rowan? 

I caught a glimpse of the wizard’s robe as I twirled around, but it was so dark, so fast, I could barely register it before it was too late. Rowan was somewhere in the portal, spinning like the rest of us, or so I hoped. But where? And where would he land?

The whirling, whooshing sound of the oncoming ground filled my ears as I hurtled toward a grassy area feet-first. It came into view almost at the last second, as if I had been dropped from only several feet up. I was getting better at this. Or at least I had gotten lucky. I wasn’t entirely sure which one it was, but I was surely going to brag as if it were talent and practice once I got my bearings. Especially if Rowan and Astrid had landed hard.

I could hear Astrid and Karok just before impact. Karok was muttering something, probably a spell that helped him slow his pitch toward the earth, and Astrid was letting the air out of her lungs in case she landed hard. Regaining breath after it was knocked out of you was much harder than taking in a breath after landing when there was nothing there. 

Crumpling as I landed, I rolled to avoid major injury, finding my feet under me almost effortlessly and springing up. A quick glance showed me the wizard and Astrid, but Rowan was gone. Suddenly, the fear of what I didn’t know about the portal was very central to my mind. 

“Where is he?” I shouted as I looked around.

“Rowan?” Astrid asked. “Where did he go?”

“I don’t know. He shoved himself off me in the middle of the portal,” I said, realizing my voice was becoming louder, more anxious. A touch of frantic. “Karok, where is he?”

“I... don’t know,” he said. “He pushed himself away during the travel?”

“Yes,” I said. Seeing the concern on Karok’s face made me even more anxious and upset.

“He could be anywhere,” Karok said, shrugging helplessly. “Or nowhere. Portals create a tunnel to travel through time and space. If he got out of it...”

“Oh bloody hell,” I said, my hands running through my hair as I stared at the distance, hoping to catch sight of him lying on the ground and moaning somewhere. “Rowan, where are you?!”

I had just missed landing on the cobbles in front of the Fae palace, but Astrid wasn’t as lucky. She was still kneeling where she had landed, looking around as well as she could from her crouching position. It looked like she had landed awkwardly on her knee and was stretching it out and shaking her leg to work past it. 

Karok suddenly reached out his hand, one finger held high while the other hand pressed its forefinger against his lips. His eyes were wide, and I quieted, straining to listen to what he was pointing out. Then I heard it.

A moan, one of deep pain. My brother’s voice, yards away. 

“Rowan!” I cried out.

A sharp, gutting pain in my chest wailed out with his name. Rowan had been a thorn in my side, almost literally, for a while now. Especially since I had met Astrid. He had turned his back on me, tried to kill me. And yet...

He was my brother. I felt for him. I was positive it was all misunderstandings and spells cast by evil people. Rowan was my brother. Even if he was my enemy.

I ran toward the sound, Karok and Astrid behind me. Karok was surprisingly quick and agile for his size, and he nearly kept up with me as I ran toward the continuing moans. I skidded to a stop in horror as I rounded the corner of the palace.

Lying before me, impaled on a broken piece of wood from a crushed cart that had carried arrows, was my brother. The wood piece was sharp and thin and stuck through his body just above his stomach, blood glistening off the tip. 

I was aware that a cry was coming from my chest, but I couldn’t hear it. All sound had disappeared. All thought was gone. The entire focus of my attention was my rapidly dying brother, his eyes somewhat glazed but looking right at me. An expression of fear and confusion on his face told me he knew what was happening, but not why. Or how.

“Rowan, no!” I heard myself say, as if my voice was a million miles away. Tears streamed down my cheeks in anger, and I reached for him. 

Astrid grabbed my hands and pulled them away. I tried to fight her, but I felt like I couldn’t breathe and had no strength to do so. She was saying something to me, but I couldn’t concentrate. I just wanted to free my brother.

“Listen to me.” Astrid’s voice broke through, and I found my eyes swimming to her, trying desperately to stay on her rather than look back at Rowan. “Listen, if you grab that wood, it will only hurt him more. You have to leave it alone.”

“But he will die!” I shouted.

“Perhaps that is for the best,” Karok muttered.

I turned to the wizard, rage boiling in my stomach, so much that I thought I might spit acid when I spoke.

“How dare you?” I shouted. “This is your fault! You and your bloody portals!”

Karok took a step back, clearly intimidated by my rage, but Astrid stepped between us, trying to keep me from ripping the hooded bastard’s head right off. 

“Gareth, please,” she said. “Please, calm down!”

“You arsling!” I screamed over her head. “I’ll have your heart in a box and your ashes under my foot! You killed my brother! You killed my brother!”

“I did not!” he spat back, his voice grumbling with thunder. His eyes glowed as he spoke, and I felt the wind pick up around me. I didn’t care. I’d fight him in a tornado if I had to.

“It was your portal!” I shouted.

“That he pushed away from,” he growled back. “If he had held on to you, he would have landed where you were in the soft grass. But he didn’t. Besides, he tried to kill you. To kill all of us!”

“He’s my brother!” I shouted, but the words barely came out. They were filled with rage and sadness and despair and barely tumbled from my lips. 

Astrid was looking between us both, trying to hold me at bay at first and then trying to hold me up at the end. 

I looked at my brother. Blood was gushing from his chest, and he was moaning, but the moans were getting softer. I was watching him die.

“Karok,” Astrid said, her voice firm but low, “is there anything we can do? Anything?”

The wizard sighed, his glowing eyes dimming a bit as he looked back at Rowan. Sucking air through his teeth, he tapped his staff into the ground. Then he looked back at us, and I stared at him, a mixture of hatred and hope filling my soul. 

“He may be too far gone to be redeemed,” he said. “What if we do save him and he kills us? What then?”

“Then he kills us,” Astrid said. “But we will be able to monitor him. If there’s something you can do, please.”

“Please,” I said, the word coming out more like a command than a request. Spittle flew from my lips with it, as if my body actively revolted against asking the wizard for anything. “I will take responsibility for him.”

Karok sighed, his eyes not leaving mine. He tapped the staff into the ground again and finally looked back at Rowan. 

“I do not like the idea of saving him,” Karok said. “He is a bastard, Gareth. He actively plotted against you and the crown. He took the advice of an Ancient One. He tried to usurp your right to the throne by killing you and us and using the army of the damned to overrun the realms. He deserves this. He brought it on himself. Literally.”

“He is my brother,” I said. “I cannot allow him to die if there is another way. Whatever that way is, I will take the consequences. If it means my life, I will vouch for him, I will care for him, I will make sure he stays sane. If there is anything you can do, Karok...”

“Are you sure? Absolutely sure that you would do anything to keep him alive?” Karok asked.

I didn’t hesitate. “Anything,” I said. “Tell me. What can I do? He is breathing his last breaths. Tell me now!”

Karok grimaced. “You won’t like it,” he said. “You will hear what I have to say, and you will not like it. Nor should you. It is a terrible plan, and one that will undoubtedly cause woe on you, on us, and on the realms. I implore you not to make me tell you what it is. For it is a curse as well as a cure. One that will plague our realm for eternity.”

“I don’t care,” I said. “I don’t care what dark magic you have to perform to get him to get through this, Karok. Just make it so.”

“It’s not my dark magic,” Karok said.

I stared at him for a moment. What the hell did that mean?

“It’s Astrid’s,” he continued. 

There was silence for a moment as Karok turned to her. She stared back at him in confusion, then to me, then to Rowan. When she turned back to Karok, it seemed like she was about to say she had nothing she could do, but when her eyes came upon mine, her lips stopped. She stared at me for a long moment, and then nodded. 
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Astrid
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AS FAR AS I WAS CONCERNED, Rowan could bleed out, and I would be fine. 

Like Karok had said, he had helped raise an army to kill my people. He’d waged war against all the realms, all in the name of Lilith. He was an enemy. He’d even tried to murder Gareth. Why would I want to help him?

But one look into the pleading, desperate eyes of Gareth hit my heart like a wooden bolt, fired at close range. He was beyond distraught, and I had never seen him like this. His cool, casual cockiness was gone in this moment, replaced by a raging, angry, and desperate Fae. There was a vibrating tension behind his demeanor, like the fury was so strong, it would unleash a murderous anger that would be genocidal if he lost control. 

He was also dangerously close to losing control, it looked like.

“What can I do?” I asked, my eyes still on Gareth. “How could I help?”

When I turned to Karok, he sighed. I felt like he could read my mind. Like he was rooting around in there while I wasn’t paying attention. For all I knew, he was. Wizards’ powers were unique to each one, and mysterious. It was one of the reasons they weren’t trusted as a rule. No one knew their true power, nor what powers they had. With Fae or Vampires or Nymph, all our cards were on the table. It was known what we could do.

Wizards, on the other hand, seemed to be able to do anything. 

If it weren’t for the fact that many of them were insane, they would rule the realms. History was littered with Wizards who, soaked with the madness that comes from manipulating reality itself, self-destructed in spectacular ways. Karok seemed like he avoided that, perhaps because he was Ancient, but also perhaps because he had a measure of self-control that went beyond most Wizards. The madness was kept at bay.

Most Wizards would have already done a spell, I assumed. They would have reveled in the chance to show off their power. But not Karok. He was careful about the Magik he used. Even now, he seemed defeated that he might have to give up some knowledge that he clearly thought none of us should have.

“Before I tell you, Astrid,” he said, “you must swear to me that you will do anything to help Gareth.”

“Of course,” I said, without hesitation. Like lightning, the words came out of me, and I realized it was truth. True into my very being. Gareth was my One. I would do absolutely anything for him. Even using some dark Magik that even I didn’t know I could do.

The old Wizard hung his head and then raised it to look me in the eye. It was like he was studying my face. 

“The only way to save him at this point is for you, Astrid, to turn him,” he said.

His words hung in the air for a moment, then thudded into my skull like a sledgehammer. I stood, my jaw open as I stared at him in disbelief for a moment, and was only shaken out of it when Gareth began loudly, angrily arguing against the idea.

“Preposterous,” Gareth said. “Absolutely not. There has to be another way, Wizard. What is this game you are playing at?”

“I... can’t,” I said, cutting through Gareth’s shouting and making him stop mid-word. “He’s Fae. I can’t turn him. Otherwise our wars would have been over long ago.”

“You can,” he said.

“I said absolutely not, you mischievous, lying old bastard,” Gareth began again. 

“Enough!” Karok shouted, waving his hand at both of us, and I felt my lips shut on their own accord. Gareth’s voice was suddenly trapped in his mouth, and he stopped mid-shout to reach for his lips with his fingers. He tried to pry them open while grumbling and shouting in intravenous sounds. “I silenced you for your own good!”

“Mmmrph-mrr-umph RMFFRRF!” Gareth shouted through closed lips. I wasn’t entirely sure what it was he was trying to say, but I had a feeling it involved words that were normally reserved for the vilest of creatures. His eyes were wide, and his hair, soaked with sweat and clinging together in clumps, hung over his face. 

“I have frozen this moment in time in this single spot,” Karok continued, seemingly unconcerned with Gareth and his apoplectic reaction. As much as I felt for him, it was a typical Fae reaction to not being able to hear the sound of their own voice. I sat in silence and waited to find a way out of my predicament, while the Fae shouted and kicked and made a dramatic showing because that was simply how they did things. 

“This frozen piece of time can only be held for so long,” he continued. “Rowan has mere minutes to survive. But the only way to survive is to be turned. Now, if you two will calm yourselves, particularly you, Gareth, I will unseal your lips. But one more threat on my person and I will seal you again and then Rowan will die. That would be on your head.”

Angrily. Gareth sat, his head in his hands, but made no more sound. Karok turned to me again, his eyes burning into mine, running left to right like he was literally reading something in them. Then he waved two fingers through the air, and I felt my lips part.

“Thank you,” I said, though there was no warmth in my expression. This experience had been yet another example of why Wizards couldn’t be trusted. They didn’t listen to dissenting opinions once they had one firm one of their own. 

“Astrid, this is the only way,” he said. “Anything else is bordering on necromancy, and I refuse it. I refute it! But this... this is a solution that should work. If you are willing.”

I crossed over to Gareth, kneeling in front of him. His lips were still pursed shut, and I looked at Karok, who reluctantly waved his fingers toward him. As he did, I heard Gareth take a deep breath.

“Gareth, please, before you speak,” I said, “I need to tell you something.”

“What?” he asked, clearly agitated. I couldn’t blame him. 

“I don’t want to do this,” I said. “Turning someone is... intimate. Difficult even. It bonds the person being turned to the person doing the turning. Besides, I don’t know if it will work because he is Fae. I don’t even know if it’s possible.”

“I know,” he said. “But I am begging you. If Karok won’t do anything, then I have to ask you. I am sorry. But it’s my brother.”

“I know,” I said. “I will do it. For you.”

“Thank you,” he said. “I will make it up to you.”

“Just... just let’s get it done and see where we are,” I said.

Standing, I moved closer to Karok, wanting to get some space from Gareth. I didn’t need him to overhear me. Not about this. Not right now. It was better if he didn’t know. But it was like Karok already knew. His hands clenched his staff. and his chin was resting on them, watching me as I approached.

“Karok,” I said, “I have questions.”

“They must be quick, child,” he said. “Time is running short.”

I nodded. I spoke with a near whisper. “I’ve... never turned anyone,” I said. “All my hunts left the person with a bite and a bit less blood, but never drained. I had a willing host once, but she never wanted to be turned, so I never did. I let her go eventually.”

“I know,” he said. “I could see it written in your face. You are pure in that way, Astrid. A way that not many can say. And you will ruin that by turning Rowan. It will be the end of any innocence, and something you cannot take back. Remember, this man wanted to murder your entire people. Just hours ago, he was actively driving swords into the necks of your brethren to separate their skulls from their bodies. 

“You don’t have to do this.”

I nodded. Karok watched me, then hung his head again. When he lifted it up, the defeated expression was plastered on his face, and a heaviness was in his eyes. 

“How?” I asked.

“You bite him,” he said. “But you must drain him all the way. Until the heart stops. Once he is technically dead, you must make your blood go down his throat.”

“I thought it was something like that,” I said disgustedly. 

“It is imperative that his heart stop, but only just,” Karok continued. “He must be on the brink of death, a time when the body is doomed, but then is only brought back by the curse of your blood.”

“My blood is not a curse,” I said firmly. “No more than the blood of the Fae.”

“All blood is cursed,” Karok grumbled. “Ever since the first of men touched Magik, the blood has been tainted. Poisoned. The evolution of such changes are irrelevant. Some are cursed with vicious disregard for anything other than control. Some are cursed with lust without love. Some are cursed to walk the night and drink blood for sustenance. I make no judgment on which one is better.”

“But you do,” I said. “You sided with the Fae King long ago, didn’t you?”

His eyes narrowed as he gripped his staff tightly, unflinching.

“It was not a choice of morality,” he said, “but a choice of survival. I could do more to ensure the survival of all the realms if I was secretly at the hand of the most powerful. But this is not a discussion of my motives, child. This is an emergency that only you can respond to.”

I nodded, unhappy with my predicament, but knowing it was the only way. Or at least the only way Karok was willing to tell us. I had my suspicions there were other ways a Wizard could achieve this, but Karok was being coy about them. His reasons would remain a mystery. I didn’t have the time to argue with him.

“Will his blood hurt me?” I asked. “Since it’s Fae?”

Karok huffed
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