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  Chapter 1
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Calivion and I walked hand-in-hand into the local precinct. Why did these police think they had a right to spoil my fun? These humans were pathetic, trembling little rodents scurrying for cover at the sight of us. Calivion strode beside me, his eyes glowing like hot coals, ready to torch this place to ashes.  
“It’s her!” An officer gasped, recognizing me as he leveled his gun at my chest. “You’re under arrest. Hands over your head.” 
“What’s the crime?” I asked. “Overeating, I suppose.”
Calivion laughed. “Looks like we stepped right into a buffet. Tell me, Mercy. Do you like your pig raw or roasted?” 
“I said, hands up!” the officer screamed. I could smell the perspiration gathering under his pale-blue shirt. 
I ignored him and winked at Calivion. 
I grinned. “Some of both. I like variety. It’s my spice.” 
I bared my fangs, letting my true nature show. The man’s smug expression melted into one of horror. With lightning speed, I grabbed his wrist and snapped it like a twig. His screams were music to my ears. 
“Anyone else want to arrest me?” I purred. The other officers shrank back, clutching their useless guns. Calivion let out a rumbling chuckle, smoke curling from his nostrils.
We strode through the precinct, leaving a trail of bite marks and singed flesh. The chief’s office door splintered under one kick of Calivion’s boot. The chief himself sat trembling behind his desk, reeking of urine and fear. 
I hopped up on his desk, crossing my legs casually. “Had a little accident, did we?” 
The chief stared at me, mouth agape, too terrified to speak. Calivion loomed behind me, his hulking frame blocking the doorway, his red eyes burning with amusement.
“Here’s how this is going to go,” I said, leaning in close enough to see the beads of sweat on the chief’s forehead. “You’re going to stop sending your boys after me. I run this city now. Got it?”
He nodded frantically, whimpering something that sounded like “yes.” Pathetic. I could rip his throat out right now if I wanted. But I’d made my point.
“Good boy,” I purred, patting his cheek. Then Calivion and I sauntered out, leaving the chief a quivering, soiled mess. No one dared challenge us as we exited the precinct, the broken and burned bodies of officers littering our path. This city belonged to us now.
We stepped out of the precinct and into the cold night air. A line of black SUVs waited at the curb, headlights blinding.
I rolled my eyes and nudged Calivion. “Should have seen this coming.”
“They don’t know when to quit, do they?” Calivion asked. 
Doors opened and out stepped Ladinas, Alice, Antoine and the rest of the Underground, guns aimed right at me.
I threw my head back and laughed. “Wooden bullets? You’d have to hit my heart, and I’m not sure I have much of one these days.”
Ladinas’ jaw clenched, his eyes flicking to Calivion beside me. “Come with us, Mercy. You need help.”
“Oh, I don’t think so,” I said, linking my arm through Calivion’s. “We’re doing just fine on our own.”
Calivion grinned, smoke curling from his nostrils. He flexed his shoulders, and I gasped as leathery wings unfurled from his back. With one powerful sweep, we were airborne, leaving the precinct far below. 
Wind whipped my hair as we soared over the city lights. I’d never felt so alive, so free. And Calivion—he was full of surprises. 
“Where to now?” he asked, red eyes dancing. 
I smiled slowly. “Anywhere. Everywhere.” As long as we were together, nothing else mattered. 
I clung tight to Calivion as we sailed through the night sky, the city shrinking below us. His wings beat steadily, the wind roaring in my ears. I couldn’t stop grinning.
We soared upwards until the sparkling city looked like a child’s model far below. The cold air at this altitude bit my skin, but I barely felt it. All that existed in that moment was me and Calivion and the endless sky.
I threw my head back and laughed with pure delight. The wind stole all sound, but Calivion’s lips curled into a smile. He banked, and we spiraled slowly downwards, the city revolving around us.
“What shall we do next?” he murmured, his breath warm on my cheek.
I gazed out at the tapestry of lights below. We could go anywhere, do anything. The world was ours.
“I don’t care,” I said. “As long as we’re together.” 
Calivion chuckled. “Don’t be so short-sighted.” He swept us down until we were skimming just above the rooftops, his wings extended. “We rule so much more than just this city, Mercy. Anything you desire—name it, and it shall be yours.”
I smiled slyly. “Anything?”
His eyes flashed. “Anything.” 
Possibilities spun through my mind, each more tempting than the last. 
“Show me everything,” I whispered.
Calivion’s grin turned wicked. With a powerful stroke of his wings, he propelled us upward once more into the waiting night.
Our ascent was swift, the city shrinking away until it was just a glittering smear beneath us. Higher and higher we climbed, the air thinning, the temperature plummeting. But Calivion’s body was a furnace against mine, warding off the cold. 
We burst through the cloud layer, emerging into a sea of stars. The moon hung huge and heavy, close enough to touch. Calivion’s wings beat steadily, carrying us up and up. The curvature of the earth became visible, the atmosphere fading from blue to black. 
We were no longer flying but floating, untethered. Calivion rotated slowly so I could take in the magnificent sight. The planet revolved beneath us, impossibly huge and heartbreakingly small all at once. 
“What do you think?” Calivion asked softly. 
I tore my gaze away to look at him. His eyes reflected the galaxy behind me. 
“It’s beautiful,” I said. “But so lonely.”
He brushed a strand of hair from my face. “It doesn’t have to be.”
I felt something stir inside me then—a hunger I’d never known. We were above it all, gods gazing down on the world I’d been born into. We could shape it as we saw fit—or leave it behind entirely. Who could stop us? 
Calivion saw the yearning in my eyes. “Tell me where to take you, Mercy. I am the gatekeeper and the destroyer. Every world opens up to me, or falls at my command.”
I grinned wickedly, tracing a finger along Calivion’s chest. “Then take me to a world where we can rule as gods. A place where we can live forever, free from anyone who might try to stop us.”
Calivion’s eyes glinted with amusement. “You want to be a queen, do you?”
I leaned in close, pressing my body against his. “I want to be a goddess.”
He chuckled and gestured at the world below. “Then take it. This world is yours.” 
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Snap out of it, love! You’re better than this!  
The text message pinged my phone once Calivion flew me back into range of Providence’s cellphone towers. It was from Mel. 
“Delete,” I said out-loud as I archived the message and slipped my phone back into the back pocket of my leather pants. 
“Your friends?” Calivion asked.
I nodded. “They still think there’s hope for me. Pshhhh.” 
“What shall we do next?” Calivion asked. “Perhaps we could devour a grocery store. Not the food, of course, but the patrons.” 
I shrugged. “I don’t think I could drink any more blood right now if I wanted to. I don’t need to feed more than a couple of times a month at my age. Since we’ve been together, I’ve been feeding several times a day.” 
“But it’s more than that!” Calivion exclaimed. “It’s the thrill of the hunt, of the kill!” 
“Not all that thrilling after a while.” I shook my head. “This is small-time stuff, Cal. If you’re serious about giving me the world, surely we can think bigger than grocery stores and shopping malls.” 
Giving me the world…
Something in my gut turned when I’d said it. What was becoming of me? Why was I acting like this? And worse, why was my conscience suddenly kicking in out of the blue when I’d suppressed it for days? Ever since I saw Ladinas with Alice… then I went out to feed on that poor boy and lost control. I never lost control. Not if I was in control to begin with. 
I shook my head vigorously. A futile effort to clear my mind—or give myself a concussion and hope it bruised the part of my brain that housed my personal Jiminy Cricket. Because as soon as my conscience kicked in, I’d realized all the shit I’d done. All the people I’d hurt. I wanted it to go away… 
But then I thought about Mel, Muggs, even Clarissa. My baby vamps. My progenies. I was being selfish. But even at my worst, I’d never been this bad. I told Calivion that I want to be a fucking goddess? Who says shit like that?
“But you must feed!” Calivion insisted. “More blood! More death!”
I tilted my head. “That’s how you’re doing it, isn’t it?” 
“Doing what, my love?” Calivion grazed my cheek with the back of his hand.
I snapped and grabbed his wrist. “You’re still a part of me. When I feed it gives you control… it’s how you’re influencing me…”
Calivion huffed. “Oh, please. I am what I am!” 
“You’re a combination of two gatekeeper dragons. A part of you is Oblivion, who craves chaos and destruction. But Caladbolg is in there too. I’m guessing that when I feed Oblivion takes the reins, am I right?” 
“Pish posh!” Calivion waved his hand through the air. “I’m just me. Besides, I’m not urging you to do anything you don’t already desire. You want to feed, don’t you, Mercy?”
I snorted. “Not really.” 
“But you have to! I insist!” 
Calivion grabbed my wrist and started dragging me through the street toward a bar. I kicked at the back of his legs, but it had no effect. I was no slouch, but this bastard had fortitude. 
As we approached the bar, I saw a group of people leaving, laughing and joking with each other. I tried to pull away from Calivion, but he clung to me. 
“Look at them,” he said, pointing at the group. “They’re so happy, so carefree. Don’t you want to feel that way?” 
“I don’t need to feed to feel free,” I said through gritted teeth. 
“They’re just humans,” Calivion said, his eyes glinting dangerously. “They’re nothing to us. We’re above them, Mercy. We’re powerful. We’re strong. We’re invincible.” 
I shook my head, but Calivion’s grip on my wrist only tightened. As we approached the group of people, I saw fear in their eyes. They must have recognized us. We were becoming infamous, thanks to the cops who’d blasted my image across social media feeds and the local news channels. 
“Please,” I said, trying to reason with Calivion. “Let them go.” 
But it was too late. Calivion had already torn open the neck of the nearest human. Blood spurted onto his face, and I recoiled in horror. But then, something inside me snapped. Suddenly, I felt it. The primal urge to feed, to kill, to destroy. It was the kind of bloodlust I hadn’t known since I was a youngling. Something about this dragon’s influence amplified my desires, my cravings… 
I tore my wrist out of Calivion’s grasp and lunged at the nearest human. My fangs dug deep into his flesh, and I drank greedily, relishing in the rush that flooded through my veins. 
Calivion joined me, and together, we attacked everyone we could grab while the rest fled in terror. It was chaos, pure and simple, and I loved every moment of it. 
But as the last human fell to the ground, lifeless and drained of blood, I felt a pang of guilt. What had I become? This wasn’t me… 
Calivion grinned at me, blood dripping from his face. He didn’t drink, but he was a part of me. When I fed, he fed. “Ahh. Yes. That’s better. I feel alive again!”
I pushed Calivion away from me, disgusted with what we’d just done. “No. This is not better. This is not living. This is madness.”
Calivion chuckled. “Madness? Perhaps. But it is only madness because you refuse to embrace your true nature, Mercy. You are a vampire, a being of darkness and death. You thrive on chaos and destruction. Why do you think, as Oblivion, I accepted you to begin with? It wasn’t your virtue, like you believed. It was your potential. And I will help you fulfill your destiny, whether you like it or not.”
I shook my head. “No. I won’t let you control me. I won’t let you turn me into a monster.”
Calivion shrugged. “A little late for that, don’t you think? You cannot deny what you are. The choice is simple. Accept what you are and we’ll grow more powerful together until nothing in the world can stop us. Or try to suppress your desires; test the world and see how unforgiving they are after all you’ve done. I doubt even your so-called vampire underground would take you back. And why would you want to go back there, anyway? With that Alice bitch fucking Ladinas, her screams filling the halls. You can’t get away from it. They humiliated you. The great Mercy Brown. And you think you can walk back in there like some kind of vampire queen and they’ll take you back? You think they’ll ever respect you again?”
I turned away from him, unable to look at him any longer. He was right. There wasn’t any going back. What was done was done. Things could never be the same again. 
“Feed again, my love. Drown out these troubling thoughts. The stronger we become together, the less you’ll be plagued by such sentiments.” 
Getting stronger together. The one thing I knew that Oblivion was interested in was nothing at all. Literally, nothing. His goal was to swallow up all existence into the void. He’d told me as much before Caladbolg bound himself to Oblivion. Where was Caladbolg? He was in Calivion, somewhere, but so long as I kept feeding Oblivion, he never had a chance. I had to figure out a way to fix this. But all it took was a little blood and that bastard had me jonesing like a crack addict. 
If only I knew a way to force Calivion to return to the form of the rapier, the blade he’d possessed after the two dragons merged. It was an ethereal weapon that had formed in my hand when I said the name, “Calivion,” and maybe since I’d recently fed, that’s how he had the strength to manifest. 
I didn’t know what the hell I was dealing with. Only that I couldn’t get away from him. A part of me didn’t want to. Another part of me—the better part—wanted to run as fast as I could and never see the son of a bitch again. That wasn’t an option, though. We were connected. And I was vulnerable to his suggestions. Moreso after a feed.
But somehow, for some reason, I was gaining clarity. The last time I’d let on that I was second-guessing him, he tore open a poor girl’s neck and made me feed. Honesty was a deadly policy in this situation. 
But how do you outwit an entity that’s a part of you, who is inside of you? He could manipulate my emotions, and I suspected he could read my thoughts. Some of them, anyway. From what I could tell, he only took notice of my clearest thoughts, those that I dwelled on. If I was going to outsmart the bastard, or free myself of his influence, I had to guard my mind. You wouldn’t believe how hard it is not to think about something. Just telling myself not to think about how to get rid of Calivion meant I was thinking about it already. 
I needed to use the only power I really had over him—something he couldn’t resist. 
I traced my finger along Calivion’s shoulder, the dragon-scale armor cool to the touch. “What do you say we head in for the day? I realize we have several hours of darkness left, but I’m not sure I can wait that long. I want you all to myself…” 
Calivion grinned widely. He was remarkably attractive—even if he was pure evil. “Very well, my love. If I am your desire, who am I to refuse? But I grow tired of these dingy warehouses and abandoned storefronts. Follow me, I have an idea.”
I raised an eyebrow. “An idea?” 
“You’re supposed to be a queen, am I right? You wish to be a goddess. You deserve a castle.” 
I snorted. “A castle? We’re in America. Castles aren’t exactly littering the countryside.”
Calivion stepped behind me and put his arms around my waist. He spread his wings. “I have a place in mind. A place suitable for your new army.”  
I gulped. “My new army? What are you talking about?” 
“You don’t intend to take over the world alone, do you?” 
Before I could respond, Calivion flapped his wings and we took off into the sky. We were heading east—toward Newport. We flew fast—the world below little more than a blur. When he slowed down, hovering in mid-air, I saw it below us.  
Belcourt Castle. Not really a “castle” in the medieval sense. More like a mansion. Construction there began the same year I was turned, in 1891.  Last I knew, it had been converted into an art gallery and an event space. 
And from the looks of it, something was going on… 
Calivion lowered us to the steps. A car parked outside, a classic Chevrolet, with tin cans tied to the bumper and words in shoe-polish on the rear window reading “Just Married” suggested we were about to crash someone’s wedding reception.
And we weren’t there for free cake and dancing.
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The thumping bass of the wedding reception pulsed against my eardrums as Calivion and I stood on the grand steps of Belcourt Castle. I eyed the ornate doors, picturing the revelry happening within—laughing guests raising glasses of champagne, women in glittering dresses twirling across the dancefloor, the bride and groom gazing lovingly at one another.  
It was supposed to be a joyous occasion. The best day of a young couple’s life so far. Not the nightmare Calivion was about to make it. 
“Please, Calivion,” I begged, taking his arm. “We can’t attack these people. If you want the castle so badly, we’ll wait a few hours until the party’s over.” 
He scoffed. “Their lives are meaningless. All that matters is creating an army bound by bloodlust. With you as their maker, they will be unstoppable!”
I shook my head. “I don’t want mindless killers under my command. When I choose progeny, it will be for their character, not their craving for violence.”
Calivion’s eyes flashed dangerously. “You’re still clinging to your pathetic humanity,” he sneered. “How many centuries need you endure as a vampire before you leave such pettiness behind? These vampires will not be your friends. Just bloodthirsty soldiers. We’ll use your magic to heal any of their victims afterwards, expanding your forces exponentially. Think of it, Mercy. We can take the world, spreading your kin far and wide, and they’ll all be under your command as their sire. More than that, if you do not wish to feed so frequently, your younglings can do it for you. All we’ll need to do is follow the carnage and revive the bitten into a larger army.”
“That sounds like a fucking nightmare! I won’t do it!” I crossed my arms in front of my chest, but I was hiding a deeper-seeded fear that all he had to do was attack a few people and whatever tendrils he had probing my mind would awaken my bloodlust again. 
“I thought we wanted the same thing, my queen. To spread delightful chaos! Your will shall be the only order than remains on the earth. Everyone will bend their knee to you, their queen, their goddess!”
I shuddered. How didn’t I see this coming before? He didn’t care about ruling the world. He craved anarchy. He appealed to my ego, and my bloodlust, to spread the mayhem he craved. Since he was in my head, he found whatever he could use to his advantage and doused it with the gasoline of his influence. 
I cared little about power. Not the ruling-the-world kind. But I was hurting. Ever since I discovered Alice and Ladians had been banging for a century their-time in a pocket dimension while I risked my existence to save them. 
I only desired power because I desperately craved control, a way to protect myself from the unpredictable bullshit that seemed to smash into my face every time I opened my heart to anyone. That’s what Calivion exploited, cloaking his temptations with delusions of divinity and ruling worlds. He was playing me like a snake charmer’s flute. 
But how could I resist? Every time I tried, he’d open some poor schlep’s veins and trigger my bloodlust, giving him more control each time it happened. 
Calivion burst through the double doors, his black wings tucked behind his back. “Come, my queen,” he purred. “Let us begin our reign of glorious chaos.”
Reluctantly, I followed him into the opulent ballroom. Chandeliers glittered overhead, illuminating the wedding guests dancing gracefully to a string quartet. The bride was radiant, her groom dashing. My dead heart ached for their innocence.
Revelers swirled around us, oblivious to the vipers in their midst. 
At the head table, Calivion halted behind the unsuspecting bride. She was a picture, blonde wavy hair, wide eyes, and a round, youthful face. Her dress was extravagant, pure white and adorned with sequins and pearls. She giggled, leaning into her new husband. Calivion seized her delicate wrist, yanking her to her feet. She shrieked. Guests jumped up, shouting.
Calivion raised a clawed hand, poised to strike. But before I could intervene, the groom charged forward bravely, the force of his body against Calivion’s, only forcing the dragon back a few steps. I acted on instinct, tackling Calivion from the side. We crashed to the floor in a tangle of limbs. The bride scrabbled back into her husband’s arms, sobbing. 
“Run!” I yelled at the stunned guests. “Get out, now!”
Calivion roared, shoving me off. His eyes glowed crimson with rage. “You dare defy me?”
The ballroom erupted into chaos. Guests stampeded for the exits as Calivion and I circled each other. His lips curled in a snarl. 
“I gave you power,” he hissed. “And I can take it away.”
My veins burned with defiance. “I don’t want your shitty power. I have everything I need already.”
Calivion leapt at me with lightning speed. I barely dodged his attack, feeling his claws rake across my shoulder. The scent of my blood hit the air, rich and metallic. 
Calivion inhaled deeply, his pupils dilating. “Yessss,” he purred. “Delicious…”
“I won’t play your games anymore,” I said through gritted teeth. Behind Calivion, I saw the bride and groom slip out the back door. 
Calivion heard the door slam shut and spun on his heel. 
Shit… 
Using my vampiric speed, I sprinted for the door. Calivion roared as he blasted through. We burst into a narrow hallway, the thrum of music fading. I tracked the couple’s scent to the kitchen, but Calivion was in my head. Because I’d located them, he knew where they were.
Calivion winked at me. “Thanks for that. I’m only doing this for your own good.”
“Killing people isn’t what I want. I don’t want your kind of power. I just want to get rid of the fucking pain. I never should have listened to you.” 
Calivion laughed. “As if you ever had a choice.” 
Then he took off toward the kitchen. I didn’t know how to stop him, but I had to try. I grabbed and tugged at his wings from behind as I kept pace, but he plowed forward. 
The groom whirled as we crashed through the doors. The bride screamed, clutching his arm. 
Calivion advanced on them, licking his lips. “Congratulations,” Calivion added. “I come bearing gifts. The gift of immortality!”
I snorted. “You don’t want it! He wants me to turn you into vampires.” 
The groom stepped protectively in front of his bride. “I know you! You’re that killer from the news! Stay back!” His voice quavered. 
I positioned myself between Calivion and the couple. They’d heard of me, thinking I was some kind of serial killer. “He’s the monster, here. You guys need to get out of here.” I narrowed my eyes. “Let them go, Calivion.” 
Calivion’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t take orders from you.”
He shoved me aside and grabbed the groom by the throat. The man choked, face reddening.
“No!” I shouted. But before I could intervene, the lights abruptly went out, plunging us into darkness.
The bride’s screams pierced the shadows. I blinked, letting my vampire vision adjust. 
A cloaked figure darted between the tables, too quick for human eyes. He paused, tilting his head as if listening. Then he turned and sprang
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