
  
    [image: Crimson King]
  


  
    
      Crimson King

      The Chronicles of Koa Book Four

    

    
      
        K.N. Lee

      

    

    
      Dragon Roots Emporium

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2022 by K.N. Lee

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          Prologue

        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        
          Chapter 10

        

        
          Chapter 11

        

        
          Chapter 12

        

        
          Chapter 13

        

        
          Chapter 14

        

        
          Chapter 15

        

        
          Chapter 16

        

        
          Chapter 17

        

        
          Chapter 18

        

        
          Chapter 19

        

        
          Chapter 20

        

        
          Chapter 21

        

        
          Chapter 22

        

        
          Chapter 23

        

        
          Chapter 24

        

        
          Chapter 25

        

        
          Chapter 26

        

        
          Epilogue

        

      

      
        
          A Look at The Blood Lottery

        

        
          A Look at Throne of Deceit

        

        
          About the Author

        

        
          Also by K.N. Lee

        

      

    

    


  
    
      For my Family

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

        

        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        
        100 BCE

      

        

      

      A faint ringing pulsed in Viktor’s right ear—and immediately—the hairs on the back of his neck stood on end.

      The air became thick and time seemed to slow. Subtle vibrations crept along the ground and sent a shiver into his body as they reached his feet.

      Something was amiss. Though he couldn’t decipher what it was, warnings sparked in his gut.

      “One moment,” he said, holding out a hand toward Haniel.

      There was a shift in the wind.

      The cry of a white crow came from the open balcony doors, and validated his extrasensory perception.

      Haniel followed his gaze, and stood from her seat before his desk.

      “What is it, Eremis?” Viktor asked. “I feel a message on the wind. Are you the messenger?”

      Eremis flew into the study, and sat on the wooden desk.

      “Aye,” Eremis said. His eyes were completely black as he relayed the message. “Darkness, I see it in the south, heading to the human world.”

      Viktor peered outside. He saw nothing but lush green countryside on the other side of the Tower of Eternity. From there, he and the other higher-ranked angels could peer into the different worlds and realms.

      “I see nothing out of the ordinary,” Viktor replied.

      “I do not see with my physical eyes, Master.”

      “What is it you see, Eremis?” Haniel asked.

      She was the most beautiful archangel he’d ever met. Ethereal was the best word to describe her. With silver bone-straight hair that flowed down her back, and lavender eyes, she always seemed to peer directly into his soul.

      “I feel it too,” Haniel said, softly. She closed her eyes, tilted her head, and clasped her hands together. “Something has indeed shifted in the atmosphere. But it isn’t close. It is far, far away.” Her eyes popped open. “Someone is about to connect.”

      Viktor began to speak when an explosion of blue light erupted between the four of them.

      Haniel looked at him, and her eyes went back into focus. “See,” she said, with a cheeky grin. “I told you.”

      His brows furrowed as he peered into the blue ball of light. The image of a woman appeared before them, translucent, average height, dressed in robes.

      A voice came forth, calm, but firm.

      “This is Ocura Kariella, of the First Age, Mistress of The Temple of Midnight.”

      Viktor and Haniel exchanged a look, and returned their attention to the blue outline of the woman named Kariella. But, she wasn’t just a woman. Her skin was pale—almost translucent—and she had sharp pointed fangs.

      Viktor could sense her race within seconds. He was certain Haniel could as well.

      “We are under attack from dark forces. Our defenses are waning. We beseech you to send assistance.”

      “But, you’re a vampire. You are the dark forces,” Haniel said. “How dare you ask for our help when you’ve broken your vow to remain in the Netherworld?”

      Kariella’s glowing eyes fixed on Haniel. “Serving humanity is your one purpose. How could you deny my plea?”

      Scoffing, Haniel turned back to Viktor. “The nerve. We didn’t leave the angelic realm to serve vampires.”

      Viktor didn’t entertain Haniel’s proclamation. With his sheer ability to feel and sense emotions, the heavy weight of dark energy bathed him with dread. Haniel was right. Vampires had chosen their fate. But, he would need to be certain if there was a threat to humanity.

      “What is happening in your realm?” Viktor asked Kariella. The sound of screams came out of the transmission like faint echoes.

      The light began to wane.

      “Something has awakened,” Kariella said, her voice fading. “A force the likes we’ve never seen—not in this realm—or any other.”

      Haniel’s frown transformed. “What is it?”

      “We do not know, Mistress,” Kariella said. “We’ve never seen the likes of it. But, the Alchemist has a theory.”

      “What theory?” Viktor asked, his interest heightened by the mention of the Alchemist.

      “Something from a different world, a dark god,” she answered.

      Viktor and Haniel shared a look. “From a different dimension,” they said in unison.

      “Yes,” the vampire said.

      The light increased in intensity and nearly blinded them.

      “They call him Judge,” Kariella shouted.

      The name was familiar to Viktor, and sent his blood running cold.

      “Death,” Kariella said. “He is the Bringer of Death.”

      Silence filled the room and the hairs on the back of Viktor’s neck stood on end. For a moment, he wasn’t sure he heard her correctly.

      “Death,” Haniel mouthed.

      “We will fight to hold him back as long as we can,” Kariella said, breaking him from his thoughts. “I have summoned your organization to beseech you for help. As angels, you are the only ones who can help us.”

      He stepped forward, and gave a nod. “We’re coming,” Viktor said.

      “Thank you,” Kariella said, breathing a sigh of relief.

      With that, the light flickered and vanished, taking the orb away with it.

      For a moment, there was silence.

      Viktor turned to Haniel.

      “Change of plans,” he said. “Whatever mission you are on is at a pause. You’re coming with me.”

      Haniel nodded, and straightened her shoulders, and white wings outstretched behind her.  “Of course,” she said. “I wouldn’t let you go off without me anyway.”

      He cracked a grin, and traced her jaw line with his thumb. “Oh, I know,” he said, and drew in a deep breath.

      A surge of energy filling his body as he focused his power to his hands. The palms of his hands tingled as white light rose and blue light lowered, creating battle orbs.

      “Together, we can face anything,” she said. “I am ready.”

      “Good,” he said, turning toward the night sky. “Eremis, summon Captain Halston. We are taking a journey to the Netherworld.”
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      Halston stood on the top of the dark hill of volcanic rock.

      Whispers beckoned to him—whispers that he didn’t dare answer.

      He slid his hands into his pockets and exhaled, tuning out the indistinct voices.

      He watched as the clouds broke way for the moon. The white rays began to lighten the black cloak of night below. Droplets of mist caressed his face. The air was stale, laden with the scent of decomposing trees.

      This was the exact place where the first portal had been activated centuries ago. It had sparked the great exodus of nephilim to make their journey from the human world to the Netherworld.

      Now, the portal was gone—destroyed.

      Viktor had wasted no time in ruining any chance for escape from the reign of death that was coming.

      The vampire clans had created an entire city within the countryside. Catacombs, old cathedrals, and buildings formed their refuge. The humans left them alone, and they were free.

      But, that time had come to an end.

      A signal had been put out from the Netherworld Division—one that would change everything.

      Vampires are now outlawed.

      This wasn’t the way this was all supposed to go—this wasn’t what Halston and the others had set out to accomplish. Somehow—against all of his good deeds in the past—he was on the other side of the law.

      How quickly the tables could turn.

      The world was falling into utter chaos.

      Despite the media and the governments attempts to disprove the existence of vampires, humans were forced to hide in their homes for fear of the creatures of the night.

      How little did they know that there were worse things out there to fear.

      “You know,” Tristan said, joining him at his side. “There may be a way to change you back.”

      Halston glanced at him, and gave a nod. Not a moment went by that he didn’t consider how he could reverse the transformation.

      But, he knew all too well that there were forces who wished otherwise.

      “Perhaps. But, I’ll worry about that after we bring Koa back.”

      Tristan lifted a brow. He looked tired. They all were. It had been days since Koa was captured and the balance between the humans the supernatural had been destroyed.

      “Why?” the War-Breeder asked.

      “Because,” Halston said, turning his gaze downward to the black fog that collected and hovered around his body. A heaviness kept him grounded, when he was used to being uplifted with angelic energy. Now, he was stuck in this odd space in between worlds. “I may need this dark power to save her life.”

      “Ah,” he said. “I’ve only heard tales about Elyan. They say the amount of power in that vampiric line is unlike anything we’ve seen in Lyrinia. You might be right. Apparently the Vangelis clan were one of the original vampiric clans—they bloody led the exodus from the human world to the Netherworld.”

      Halston’s jaw tightened as he closed his eyes. Koa had no idea what kind of creature her brother was—who he’d become after the death of their father Alsand Vangelis.

      “We thought Greggan was a sick bastard,” Tristan said, shaking his head. “King Wexley makes him look like a fairy princess.”

      Halston cracked a smirk at the statement, as tears stung his eyes at the beauty and grandeur of the full moon.

      Father, he called, desperate for a reply—a reply he knew would not come.

      Not like this—not with this heavy darkness holding him down.

      But, with this dark power came an edge that might assist him in what they now had to face.

      He knew the way back to salvation was through sacrifice—he knew that better than anyone. Sacrifice was what got him into this mess in the first place. He needed this dark power to save the woman he loved, and she didn’t even know how truly special she was just yet.

      He had to tell her.

      “We’re ready,” Jax said, from behind.

      Halston turned to him. At the bottom of the hill was Evina, who watched them with her arms crossed over her chest. Red hair swept around her face as those big blue eyes seemed to judge him in a way they never had before.

      Vampires and demons were of the same breed, but this was something entirely different.

      “Lady Colleen has raised an army from the County Downs, and most of the Irish vamps,” Jax said. “Lexi has called the Wryn Clan to arms. We just need a portal now.”

      “Already?” Halston asked. He never expected them to assemble so quickly—not for a man who had once looked down upon them from his golden light.

      Golden boy wasn’t so golden anymore.

      Jax shrugged. “Seems these vamps are eager to return home, even if it means war.”

      “Especially if it means war,” Tristan added. “They were banished eons ago.”

      “Looks like our army has better motivations than even the assembled armies in the Netherworld,” Halston said, more to himself than to the others.

      “Bloody brilliant,” Tristan said. “If you ask me.”

      “You’re right,” Halston said, nodding. His brows lifted as the gravity of the situation truly settled in. “These vampires want to go home. If anyone can relate, its me.”

      “We all want to go home,” Evina said, dropping her crossed arms. She looked to all of them. “None of us belong here. We never did. Besides, Jax needs to claim his throne before Lera does something stupid and destroys Lyrinia.”

      For a moment, Halston met her eyes, and contemplated what this all meant.

      “Very well, then,” he said. “We make the great exodus back. With the armies of hell, we wreck havoc on those who stand in our way.”

      There was a pause as everyone stared at him.

      “Holy shit,” Tristan said, breaking the silence. He clasped his hand on Halston’s shoulder. “That was chilling, mate. Its almost as if you were made for this.”

      Halston gave him a look, and flickered a glance back upward to the moon.

      “Yes, I believe I was.”

      A burst of color erupted outside the window, and they all turned toward the spectacle that played out along the night sky. Bright pink light formed crossed the sky.

      Halston instantly recognized the magic that materialized in the midst of the darkness before their eyes.

      Alice landed before him in a crunch of dead leaves. She stood, and illuminated all of the darkness around her. A parade of pink and purple light trailed after her, as she walked toward him. The colors and glow of her angelic aura faded and she ran a hand through her pink hair that had grown much longer since he’d first recruited her for this extended mission. It now touched her shoulders and framed her angular face.

      She didn’t say a word. Instead, she wrapped her arms around his middle and released a sigh.

      “I’m sorry,” she said. “It looks like they took Koa back to the Netherworld.”

      Jax stepped forward, worry creasing his brow. “Do you know if she is okay?”

      Alice shrugged her shoulders. “I suspect so. They need her. I don’t think Judge means to hurt her.”

      Halston still didn’t like the fact that Koa was in hands with the Grim Reaper. But, Alice was right. If Judge had come for her soul, he would have taken it back on the field, and not swept her away to the Netherworld.

      “Good,” Halston said. “That’s exactly where we are heading. We’ll get her back.”

      Alice put her hands on her hips and nodded. “You bet your ass we will. Judge will not get away with whatever he has planned. I just wish I would have been there when he ambushed you.”

      Halston glanced at her, then to the others. “For reasons unknown, he had soldiers with him—not that it mattered. He’s too powerful,” he said. “Even for me.”

      “You can’t blame yourself for what happened,” Alice said, as her brows furrowed in empathy for his despair. “There’s more going on here than we can see.”

      How right she was. Memories of his first interaction with Judge emerged. It had been several thousands of years ago. He’d joined forces with Viktor and Archangel Haniel to answer the call for help from the Netherworld. The sacred deal that had been agreed upon in those ancient days was now at risk.

      “We leave immediately,” Halston said, bringing himself back to the present moment. Whatever transpired in the past couldn’t be undone. But, perhaps they could prevent calamity from arising in the future.

      “Jax and I are all for it. But, how?” Evina asked, brows furrowed. “Viktor has taken a lot of effort to sweep the city and close all of the known portals. If we don’t hurry, we could be trapped here forever.”

      “I can summon a portal,” Halston said. “It will be risky, but I have connections that can get us back into the Netherworld.”

      “Ah,” Tristan said. “Sketchy ones, I imagine.”

      With a shrug, Halston glanced at the moon once more. “Like I said,” he answered. “Sometimes the world needs a little bit of darkness to find the light.”

      No one questioned him after that. There were people he never thought he’d interact with, things he never thought he’d do. But, he’d do whatever it took to re-strike the balance and save Koa.

      He’d do anything…except what the darkness called him for.
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      Queen Abigail stood at the edge of the cliff, overlooking the vast countryside of Elyan.

      Koa was transfixed by her serene beauty, and how golden threads of hair lifted and wavered in the gentle breeze. There was a time when Abigail was the closest thing she had to a mother during her time as third wife to King Greggan.

      She shivered at the memories of being summoned to the crimson-haired tyrant, and having to endure meals with him. It was a blessing that he left her to her own devices the majority of the time, and never so much as touched a hair on her head. All the same—she was nothing more than a hard-won trophy for the former reigning king of Lyrinia.

      Most days, it was as if she was invisible.

      Sighing, she breathed in the sweet scent of exotic purple flowers that resembled forget me nots, and pulled her cloak closer to her small frame. They’d slept under the dark sky, with only the melody of nocturnal creatures buzzing in the forests to accompany them.

      Abigail had given her a cloak to hide her human-world clothing, and a pack of supplies. Judge, with a tapping of his staff, transformed his clothing to match the esthetic of this realm of the Netherworld.

      The road that cut through the valley was long and narrow, and led through the black mountain ranges that sprawled on either side as far as Koa’s eyes could see. She took it all in, amazed by every detail.

      “Wow,” Koa said. “It’s even more haunting than Lyrinia, which is something I never thought I’d say.”

      Memories of her very first time walking into the the Lyrinian Castle returned. She pushed it away. There was no need to relive that painful memory.

      Koa shielded her eyes from the bright light that reflected off the shimmering silver flecks that glittered against the dark stone. Double moon-discs beamed down on them from the ashen sky.

      It was a far cry from Lyrinia, which was a cityscape of futuristic architecture in comparison to modern-day London. Elyan’s borders were reminiscent of an ancient outpost. Stone statues stood on either side of the road, swords held downward with the tips placed along the ground.

      “King Alsand and King Greggan came from very different bloodlines, with grand ideas for how they wanted their realms to be built,” Abigail said.

      Koa’s forehead creased. “I can’t help feeling I’ve been here before,” she said. As the words came from her mouth, something tugged at her that told her that there was more to be discovered—something hidden away.

      She closed her eyes and sighed.

      Not another repressed memory—not another lie.

      It seemed her entire life had been built on those.

      Lies.

      Abigail glanced at her. “Perhaps you have.”

      “Or, you’re picking up on your father’s memories,” Judge said.

      That sparked Koa’s interest. She turned to him. “What do you mean?”

      He shrugged. “You’re still connected to him, even in death.”

      That sent a shudder up Koa’s spine.

      Several guards lined the gates far from where they stood, and not like the stone Guardians. These were real Netherworld vamps, the likes of which Koa had fought many times, and wasn’t looking forward to dealing with again.

      Koa watched Judge, curious as to his true motives. He’d kidnapped her, but hadn’t sought to harm her in any way. Did he truly do so just to bring her to her brother? Was her brother’s Lyrinian blade as special as he’d proclaimed?

      Her gaze fell to her sword, that rested easily on his hip. He knew better than to hand it over. She still hadn’t decided whether he was friend or foe.

      “You remember how you got into the Ivory Tower to free Prince Jax?”

      Her brows lifted. “How did you know about that?”

      “You think there are things I do not know?”

      She sighed. Of course, not. That would make things too easy.

      “I am tapped into an unlimited stream of knowledge, Koa,” he said. “I know and see all.”

      That’s terrifying.

      A soft breeze flew in from the crystalline ocean far south. The air in Elyan was warmer than Koa remembered from her time in the Netherworld. But, this was not Lyrinia. This was the Medieval version of the vampire kingdoms, with an entirely different climate and landscape.

      Netherworld had always intrigued Koa. It was
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