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  Tear in the Void


Iaras have always been. That’s what they were told. 
The skies in their foreign world opened and they arrived as saviors. Only Urher thought of it as more of being reborn.
These new creatures worshipped the Iaras and the deities expected to be showered in flowers and for their altars to be vast and grand. They opened their homes and hearts, enticing these unusual gods and goddesses with gifts of flowers, incense, and in some cases, sacrifices.
Xadia, the goddess of nature and sorrow, cared little for the sight of blood, spewed in her name. Instead, she was drawn to the beauty of trees and lush forests. She demanded her worshippers to be one with the land, treating each blade of grass and the animals that grazed on it with respect. 
Naaris, the goddess of love and healing thrived on the pleas of the broken hearted as they searched for companionship. She listened to every call and sent her support and encouragement with each partnership forged in her name.
Eborh, the god of writing and wisdom preferred to listen to the stories that spilled from the mouths of those who spoke truth. Integrity was important and he whispered in their ears, guiding them to create the most important documents known to these creatures.
Misbah, the god of protection heeded the calls of the smartest and the brightest minds. Although his force was invisible, any who went against him found themselves struck down with the most powerful of blows.
Nuhena, the goddess of healing…the Mother of dark magic and the most trusted goddess provided balance among the pantheon. She showed her power through Srusmos flowers which covered the landscape.
And there was Urher, the god of dark magic; the Father of Crows. He was the only Iara who wanted more. He provided his portion of magic with the intention of blind obedience. When a call for revenge beckoned his action, he did so quickly with a smile. When the beings fought among each other, he yelled for them to fight more. His demanding nature became too much to bear and soon their worshippers lost themselves in his constructed play, which turned into a war within themselves.
The brightest stopped calling out. No longer did they care for love and their broken hearts mended themselves in chaos and revenge. They murdered their brightest who pleaded for peace. They tore their most sacred texts into pieces. 
There was no need to celebrate life or death. This foreign world quickly turned dark, their forests burned, and their Srusmos flowers wilted in the never-ending flow of blood and bodies.
When there was no one left to worship their existence, the Iaras sat in the emptiness of that world, wondering what to do next. 
With Urher being the cause behind their downfall, it was up to him to find a way. 
And he did. He found them an out; a new playground.
A different universe, complete with its own set of rules. He set his eyes on a planet filled with living creatures who never heard of them; billions of potential followers, ripe for the taking.
However, there was one little caveat that they weren’t expecting. These new creatures; these humans, already had their own gods; thousands of them, and if the Iaras were to compete, they had to reinvent themselves. They had to stand out. They had to offer these humans something that no other gods did.
They had to start on a clean slate and Nuhena required them to do so. If not, she would leave them behind, alone, with only the emptiness of that world. There they would go crazy.
Yes, even gods can go crazy.
The Iaras arrived thousands of years ago to the complaints of the other gods who proved to be much more powerful than they realized. Here, all the gods took an equal piece of the pantheon pie and the Iaras were required to do the same.
And they did… that was, until Urher reverted to his usual games. He released his chaos onto the world, warping some of these humans by giving them just an atom of his dark magic. It made for an interesting time upon where he could watch and critique how they managed to handle these new found gifts.
Urher turned powerful. He turned all knowing. He transformed himself into a deity with unrelenting power, shifting the classes in his adopted playground. 
He gave out his immortal seed.
The humans took notice of his unrelenting thirst for power. Some accepted their new gods while the other deities hashed out a plan to get rid of him and the other Iaras once and for all.
Using their own power against them, the other gods trapped the Iaras in the Void. There they remained and as time passed, the humans started to consider all gods obsolete, created in the minds of their weak ancestors who lived before them. The altars became far and few. The ceremonies nonexistent. Some stayed while other gods left for newer universes. Soon, no one remembered the Iaras. No one knew if they ever existed. They turned into lore; stories told around the fires at night where embers burned, as did the memories of them.
That was… until somewhere, more dark magic was released upon the world. This created a tear in the Void; a tear big enough for just one of them to slither out into the world to be reborn.






  
  Uneasy Peace


The remnants of corn stalks jutted from the barren soil, brittle and broken under the weight of years. Once golden, their mournful brown hue mirrored the somber landscape. The sun dipped below the horizon, casting a dusky glow over the fields an hour south of Minneapolis. 
Ian moved with measured caution, his wavy dark hair brushing his forehead. His chestnut-colored eyes scanned the growing darkness, alert to movement. Behind him, a group of Brotherhood mercenaries followed in tight formation, their expressions grim.
They weren’t there to marvel at the vastness around them. They were mercenaries; trained to do what many wouldn’t have the courage to do.
Ahead he saw an old home, its timbers rotted by time. Ian raised his hand, signaling the group to halt but one once mercenary, braver or perhaps foolish than the rest, continued forward and approached the splintered door. His hand reached for the rusted handle and before he grasp it, the door exploded outward with shards of wood scattering like shrapnel.
A blur of motion tore through the group. Chaos erupted as screams filled the air. Ian hit the ground instinctively, the coppery scent of blood already sharp in his nostrils. He swept his hair away from his eyes and surveyed the area around him. The Deamhan moved impossibly fast.
“Pull back! Pull the fuck back!” one of the mercenaries—a woman clutching her weapon—screamed. Her voice cracked under the weight of fear. “We need backup!”
Ian motioned for her to hit the ground, but she stood frozen, paralyzed by the carnage unfolding around her.
“I thought you said the others are coming!” she yelled at him.
“They are,” he barked back.
Their numbers dwindled quickly. Where there had been eight, only four mercenaries remained. Just as frantic as it once began, everything went silent.
Ian slowly rose to his feet and scanned the area.
“We’ll all be dead by the time they get here,” the woman now whispered.
In the distance, a figure materialized under the pale moonlight. Its eyes burned with a cold, white fire, and glint of razor-sharp canines caught the faint light.
“Estrie,” Ian muttered. Seeing one was rare—a Deamhan breed long thought nearly extinct. The creature’s supernatural speed and strength were legendary.
The rare Estrie Deamhan darted in and out of their defenses. Ian felt the warm spray of blood on his cheek as another mercenary fell. The remaining fought valiantly, but they were no match for the Estrie’s supernatural speed and strength. Its laughter was a chilling sound that seemed to come from everywhere and nowhere, taunting them.
Ian watched as one of his mercenaries—a young man—was tossed aside like a ragdoll, bones snapping upon impact with the ground. 
“Screw this! Fall back!” the female mercenary shouted. She took off, with another mercenary in tow, but their attempt to escape was short-lived. A blur of motion and moments later, Ian heard the sickening crunch of bones. The Estrie went into hiding again.
“Your friends are dead, Behesian,” came a taunting reply from the darkness. “You’re all alone now. I can smell your fear.”
Ian felt impending defeat upon him. He had no choice. 
He reached for the dark magic buried within him—a force that never felt entirely his own. It surged through him like wildfire, threatening to consume more than just his enemies as he called on his gift, and with one a thought, green mist expelled through his fingertips in hopes to obscure his location.
“Is that all you got?” The Estrie laughed. “I thought you Behesians were stronger than this.”
Ian refused to let the insult go unanswered. With a cry, he unleashed what little power remained within him, pointing it in the direction of the voice. The mist barely grazed its smirking visage before dissipating into nothingness.
It was then that two shadowy figures emerged from the darkness.
Anastasia’s form materialized from the shadows, her piercing brown eyes scanning the carnage before transforming into dark pools. Beside her, Remy’s figure danced into view, a grin playing on his thin lips.
“You called?” he smirked.
The Estrie now hesitated, its attention shifting between the newcomers.
“It’s an Estrie this time,” Remy said to Anastasia. “Aren’t they still… like… rare or something?”
Without responding, Anastasia leapt at the attacker. Her movements were graceful, a deadly dance of precision and power. Remy joined the fray, his body contorting with an agility that bordered on the impossible.
The Estrie fought back with ferocity, but it was outmatched and for a good reason. They too were Deamhan. 
Anastasia caught the creature mid-lunge and slammed it into the ground. Her fangs gleamed in the moonlight as she snarled. The Estrie looked up at her, its voice ragged but defiant.
“You have no idea what’s coming,” it rasped, blood dripping from its lips. “But you will beg for its mercy—but none will come.”
Anastasia’s expression remained cold. “I know exactly what’s coming,” she said, driving her hand into its chest. “Death.” With a swift, brutal motion, she ripped out its heart.
The Estrie’s body disintegrated into a pool of blood, ash, and dust.
Ian’s chest heaved as he took in the aftermath. The house loomed in the shadows, its timbers groaning with age. The air smelled of mildew and decay, a sharp contrast to the metallic tang of blood now soaking the ground. 
He glanced at the fallen mercenaries before turning his glare to Anastasia and Remy. “Where in the hell were you two?!” he demanded, his voice raw with anger.
Remy folded his arms, an infuriating grin plastered on his face. “Me? I was out getting dinner. Got a little hungry along the way.” 
Anastasia stepped forward, her piercing brown eyes surveying the scene. “It’s handled now,” she said, her tone as cold as her gaze.
“Handled? Everyone is dead! What took you so long?”
Remy shrugged. “Time moves strangely when you’re immortal. You should try it sometime.” His smirk faded as he turned to Anastasia. “You know this one?” he asked, motioning to the remains.
“Why would I?” she replied.
“It’s just… like the one last week. He seemed… unsurprised to see you.” He then shrugged off his own question. “Well, you do have a reputation to keep.”
“It can’t be a coincidence,” Ian interjected. “What did he mean?”
Anastasia straightened her posture. “Nothing. Just another ominous riddle for a dying breath.”
Ian stood amidst the carnage as a storm of questions brewed in his mind. The Estrie’s words had to mean something and whatever it was, he wasn’t ready. 






  
  Whispers in the Night


A large crow landed just a few feet from Anastasia, its golden eye gleaming like molten metal. It twisted its neck unnaturally, the motion sharp and deliberate, before hopping away. Its busted beak twitched as if laughing at some private joke only it understood. 
She turned to Ian, who knelt beside the bloodied remains of his comrades. His shoulders were rigid, his fists hovering near the earth as if he could will the dead back to life through sheer force of anger. Across the clearing, Remy leaned against a tree, his smirk as irritating as ever.
“What?” Remy’s voice broke the silence, his tone thick with mockery. “You’ve got that look again, Ian.”
Ian shot to his feet. “That look? The one that says you don’t take this seriously?”
“Don’t worry, Behesian,” Remy replied, pushing off the tree with deliberate grace. “I take it seriously enough to know that dragging humans into a fight like this is idiotic. But hey, that’s the Brotherhood for you. Toss a few pawns into the grinder and call it justice.”
Anastasia’s boots crunched over brittle cornstalks, the coppery tang of blood clinging to the air. She scanned the ground, careful to avoid the mangled bodies of the mercenaries, their limbs twisted at impossible angles. Torn flesh and shattered bone painted a grotesque tableau, but it barely registered. She’d seen—and caused—far worse. Death was a constant companion, a reminder of how fragile alliances could be.
Amid the carnage, a cluster of flowers stood untouched. Their iridescent petals shimmered—purple and blue against the blood-soaked earth, catching the moon’s light. Anastasia crouched beside them, fingers hovering over their bloom.
Srusmos flowers.  
She heard a male voice inside her head. She looked to her left and then to her right. 
Delicate, yet an omen for what’s to come.
“Ana?” Remy’s voice broke the silence. She didn’t hear him approach.
She stood up. “I don’t like this,” she murmured.
“Like what?”
“This makes the fourth one in a month.”
“Yeah, counting this one and the one from last week.” He paused in thought. “And the other one the week before that and the one before that and—”
“I get it, Remy.”
“Maybe they think the city is open to Deamhan because of what happened,” he replied.
“Or maybe they consider us weak.”
“Speak for yourself,” he said with a sly smile.
“How many bodies do I have to drop to show otherwise?”
“As many as it takes.”
She turned away from the blooms and back to the grim task at hand. 
“So, you going to tell me what that was all about?” he asked.
“What?”
“What the Estrie said,” he replied. “I mean, every one of these Deamhan we’ve killed said the same shit before—”
“Like I told you before. It’s nothing.”
Unconvinced, he raised an eyebrow. “Riiiight.”
Anastasia glanced around one final time. “Let’s leave.”
“I’m right behind you.” He fell into step beside her, but their departure was interrupted by a voice. 
Anastasia couldn’t help but notice Remy stiffen and his eyes slowly filling with a mix of anger and frustration at the sight of Veronica Austin. Her presence was a wound he couldn’t let heal, a reminder of everything she had once been—and everything she no longer was.
She approached the scene in slow footsteps with her brown eyes moving from left to right as she surveyed the carnage around them.
Once, she’d been their friend. Now, as President of the Midwest Division of the Brotherhood, she was an enemy—or so Remy insisted. But Anastasia wasn’t blind. She saw the way his gaze lingered, equal parts anger and longing, on the woman who had walked away from them.
“We need to find out why they keep coming,” Veronica said to Ian, who trailed behind her. “This can’t be a coincidence.”
“And why they all seem to know Anastasia,” Ian said 
“I already answered that. Nothing but riddles,” Anastasia replied. 
“Why don’t we try to solve this riddle, eh?” Ian pressed. Before he could say more, Veronica turned to them. 
“Remy,” she greeted him.
“Veronica,” he replied, his tone flat. 
Her gaze lingering on him a moment longer than necessary before shifting back to the dead.
“She doesn’t need to be here,” Remy whispered to Anastasia.
“She’s the President of the Midwest Division of the Brotherhood.”
Neither of them liked their current situation. It wasn’t how things used to be back in the day. Deamhan were on top of the food chain. They had made a name for themselves through the supernatural underground. Remy, the Lamia bourgeoise and her, the fearless and dangerous Ramanga. They did what they wanted, when they wanted, as long as they remained within the shadows, away from human prying eyes. The Brotherhood had no leverage and no leg to stand on, and the vampires… well, they tolerated the behavior. 
Remy was so close to saying ‘screw the agreement’ laid out between each group, but their vampire friend Lambert advised him to use caution. Deamhan weren’t known for discretion, especially when faced with a strong and annoying adversary who couldn’t keep their nose out of their business. That’s what the Brotherhood were: humans who made it their job to interfere. 
A week ago, Remy complained to her that two Brotherhood researchers spied on him from a car parked just down the street from a local park. Last weekend, they scared his meal away.
It also didn’t help that Behesians like Ian were on their payroll.
“All of them shouldn’t be here,” Remy murmured.
“I think this has more to do with her than you’re willing to admit.”
His eyes snapped to Anastasia, a flash of anger crossing his face.
“Ever since she came back to the city, you’ve been different. You’re still obsessed with her—with what she did, and who she is now.”
“Obsessed?” he scoffed, trying to hide his uneasiness. “After what she did to us, you think I would be obsessed with her?”
“Yes. That woman can make you do almost anything, Remy.”
“Could. Past tense. That’s not obsession, Ana. I will never forget what she did.”
“Neither will I, and she can’t forgive what you did to her.”
“Good. She doesn’t care about us anymore, so why should we?”
The first night Veronica arrived in Minneapolis, Remy had been captivated. But love twisted to resentment after her father’s death—a death that, unknowingly, had been by his hand.
“I haven’t really talked to her since that night I threatened to kill her,” he spoke.
“It made her think that you’re a psychopath.”
Remy smiled. “Good.”
“But you’re not a psychopath. That’s my pleasure.”
“That was your pleasure but you’ve been out of the game lately. You’re getting rusty.” He pulled out a cigarette and lit it. “It took you a little longer to kill that Estrie.”
“But I killed him, didn’t I?”
Ian beckoned Veronica closer with a subtle tilt of his head. “This could’ve been avoided if they arrived on time.”
“They were late?” Veronica’s brow arched.
“Yeah.”
Remy’s gaze locked onto Ian. “We arrived, didn’t we?” 
“Maybe you wanted that Estrie to kill me too.” He snapped back.
“Probably wouldn’t have been a bad thing.”
“How many did we lose?” Veronica asked Ian.
“All of them. Ronie, how many more mercenaries need to die because they like to take their time?”
“Ronie?” Remy widened his eyes. “It’s Ronie now?”
“You continue to think this is a game, but it isn’t,” Ian added. “They had families; people who loved them. Instead of writing their achievements, we have to write their eulogies.”
“But not you.” Remy snickered. “What a lucky duck you are.”
“And what are you? A parasite feeding off the chaos?”
Remy narrowed his eyes. “Don’t presume to know me, Behesian. You wouldn’t last a day in my world.”
“Your world?” Ian’s sneer deepened. “Where everything’s disposable? You criticize the Brotherhood, but you’re no different. Destruction is what you Deamhan live for.”
Veronica raised her hands. “It’s been a long night. Many have died. Ian, let’s get things catalogued for our reports. Remy, Anastasia—help with the bodies,” she ordered, her tone cutting through the tension.
“Not my job,” Remy replied, his voice laced with derision. “I’m not Brotherhood.”
“You need to do your job.” Ian now stood only feet from him.
“We’re not your pawns.”
Their eyes locked, and it was clear that a storm brewed between them, one that had been gathering strength for some time.
“You’ll be whatever the fuck we want you to be.”
In response, Remy’s eyes turned dark and in one quick movement he pushed Ian against the nearest tree with brute strength, holding him still. 
Veronica’s authoritative tone sliced through the growing hostility. “Enough, both of you.”
Ian struggled against Remy’s strength. “Don’t make me.”
Anastasia sighed. “Do not fight.”
“Regardless of how you Behesians manipulate dark magic, you aren’t Deamhan.” Remy replied. He relied on that fact to make the first move. But nothing prepared him for what Ian would do.
A fine mist began to coalesce around him. It thickened before Ian forced it forward, striking Remy square in the midsection. The force was hard enough to send him flying backwards and to the ground where Ian pinned him with just a small portion of it.
Veronica stepped in between them. “Stop.”
But Ian didn’t listen and noticing that he wasn’t going to let up, Anastasia approached him. “Stop or I’ll make you stop,” she threatened.
Ian drew the green mist back, its eerie glow swirling around him like a living barrier.  “Touch me again,” he warned, his voice low and cold, “and next time you won’t walk away.”
Anastasia watched Ian straighten his clothing, his head held high as if he was the victor in this short squabble.
Now on his feet, Remy’s eyes shifted back to brown.
“After 150 years, I think that you, of all people, would understand what Behesians can do to us,” Anastasia said to him. 
“Oh I know.”
“Ian can kill you.”
“And I can kill Ian.” He wiped his clothing free from dirt. “And one day I will. I will kill him and eat him.”
“Maybe later.” She turned back to the carnage. “Let’s get these bodies back to—”
“Fuck the bodies.” Remy turned on his heels. “And fuck the Brotherhood.”






  
  Dark Sepulcher


Dark Sepulcher loomed like a cathedral in downtown Minneapolis. From across the street, Anastasia’s intense brown eyes took in the sight. The club’s marquee flickered, casting dancing shadows over the area. 
Remy remained quiet and his hair seemed to capture the mischief lurking in his gaze. She picked up on his thoughts which focused on Ian’s sweet psychic essence. They also replayed the confrontation. He wanted to kill Ian, but in his current state, he knew that was impossible. 
She stood next to him, her dark eyes studying his face. “Stop thinking about eating him, Remy. That won’t happen. At least, not tonight.”
“You’ve had Behesian before, haven’t you?”
She ignored his statement. “Just remember why we’re here,” she murmured.
“Of course!” he replied with a smirk. “But also don’t forget that we can indulge too.”
Her lips twitched. She admired Remy’s ability to savor life’s dark pleasures but not tonight.
They heard commotion and turned to look. A fight broke out just down the street between two drunk human girls. They watched as one of them in a short skimpy dress slapped the other one before they both fell to the ground and pulled at each other’s hair. The nightlife in downtown Minneapolis was extraordinary, sometimes downright crazy at night. 
Remy laughed at the spectacle and elbowed her asking, “Who do you think will win? The brunette or the blond one?” The sound of a police siren stopped the fight. “Aww,” he pouted. “I was enjoying that.”
Her gaze lifted to the sky above the club, narrowing at the flock of crows spiraling in disjointed patterns. Their cries echoed, sharp and dissonant. “See that?” she asked. 
Remy followed her line of sight. “Probably just trash or a corpse out back.” His tone was casual, but his eyes lingered uneasily on the scene.
She wasn’t so sure. The crows circled overhead like a black tide, their cries jagged and uneven. There was something unnatural about their motion, as if driven by more than instinct. “Maybe. Anyway, let’s head in.”
“Yes, let’s,” he said, mocking her. “Let’s go inside, forget the world for a few hours while we have a drink with Lambert as his vampires eye us like we’re the scum of the earth.”
They crossed the street as the doors of the club swung open, disgorging a group of raucous patrons into the night. Music, heavy with bass, spilled out onto the street. Remy’s expression shifted.
The vampire club was an ideal place for supernatural creatures who wanted to have a good time. Unlike Anastasia, Remy enjoyed its unusual atmosphere and attended on a regular basis. He loved the attention he received from the females while there, unaware they were nothing more than walking displays of edible food. Back then the club was their primary hunting ground. 
Now, that all changed. Lambert revamped his club to cater to more well-respected individuals. His plan was to make the atmosphere more welcoming to all in the city. Werewolves. Vampires. The Brotherhood… money was money. It was much more profitable and Lambert proven time and time again that profits meant success.
They reached the club’s entrance, where a vampire bouncer stood. He stepped aside to let them through without as much as a word. Anastasia couldn’t ignore the strong smell of must and death that always invaded her nostrils when she entered the club. At least that hadn’t changed.
“How many vampires do you think are here now, in the city?” Remy asked. 
“More than enough.”
A long black curtain blocked the front entrance from the interior. Behind it, they heard the faint sound of slow, rhythmic music. She pulled the curtain back and immediately, they were blasted by another scent, carrying a vague hint of vanilla.
To her, the club’s new and modern look left little to be desired. Disco balls replaced the macramé figures that used to dangle from the ceiling. The club also had a habit of overusing the fog machines to keep the interior cloudy. Now, everything was crystal clear. The booths were still there, near the back, but covered in a fresh coat of paint to match the walls. The place used to have a vibe that no other club had.
The air wrapped around her, heavy with incense and sweat. The music’s bass throbbed like a living thing, vibrating through the floorboards, and syncing with the writhing mass of bodies under fractured strobe lights. Laughter and conversation blended into the backdrop of bass, clinking glasses, and the occasional laughs of delight as fangs found willing veins.
Remy weaved through the crowd with an animal grace. To those around him, he was just another customer seeking to have fun. But to Anastasia, he was on the prowl.
“Another night to dance with the food.” A wry smile tugged at the corners of his mouth. “Care to?” 
“You know I do not dance.” Yet, she felt the night’s pulse vibrating through the soles of her feet. “I’m going up.” She went to leave when he took her hand.
“Relax,” he spoke. “Isn’t that the point of places such as this? To forget, even if just for a few hours.”
“To forget, one must have something worth remembering. And I do not like to forget.”
His smile deepened. “Just one drink.” He veered right to a bar and Anastasia followed close behind. “Besides, we’re being watched.”
Vampires stood along the walls of the building. There were a few near the bar and more toward the other side of the wall. 
“Nothing new,” she replied. “And their stares aren’t meant for you.”
“Yet, they hate us both equally,” he replied.
From the bar, the steady pour of liquid echoed. A vampire bartender with sharp brown eyes and stringy dark hair moved with a choreographed precision, his hands a blur as he mixed, shook, and served an endless array of drinks for thirsty patrons.
They locked eyes with him. 
“I haven’t seen this one before,” Remy said to him as he tapped his hand on the counter. “Vodka. Straight, please. And for my friend here, fresh blood, if you have it.”
“I’m fine, thank you,” Anastasia said. “Remy, Lambert is waiting.”
“Relax. I’m sure he already knows we’re here.”
“I don’t serve fresh blood to Deamhan,” the bartender growled, his distaste dripping from every word.
“Good thing we’re not picky,” he said, flashing a grin. “But let’s not pretend Lambert wouldn’t. He has a soft spot for lost causes.”
The bartender begrudgingly poured Remy’s drink, his distaste for Deamhan evident in his sneer. Anastasia scanned the room again, feeling the weight of stares upon them. The vampires’ glares bored into them like daggers, while the humans remained oblivious, lost in their hedonistic dance.
“Their hospitality is the best around here,” Remy joked to Anastasia. “Can’t you just tell?”
She wasn’t so sure of it. “The sooner we talk to Lambert, the sooner we can get out of here.”
He swirled the liquid within the glass, before raising it in celebration. “It’s the best part in all of this.” He downed his drink and then pretended to sniff the air. “Smells wonderful.” He turned back to the bartender. “Beer please.”
“Pay up first,” the bartender said, holding out his hand. “Ten dollars.”
Remy whistled, but slapped a ten into his waiting hand. “There. Now I expect it served with a smile.”
The bartender’s lips curled into a sneer. “The only thing you’ll get from me is your drink.” He set the beer on the bar in front of him and Remy watched him over the rim of his mug as he took the first sip. 
He finished off the beer just as Anastasia looked over her right shoulder. Not only did she pick out the disgust which exuded from the vampires, there was another scent mingled with it.
Alexis.
Dressed in a beautiful black blouse with a short skirt, she was no ordinary vampire. She was part owner of Dark Sepulcher and she ran the club alongside Lambert, her sire. Her smooth dark skin, dark brown eyes, and curly hair made her stand out among the other vampires in the establishment. Anastasia understood why Lambert chose her. Her beauty was unmatched and unique. She was also a thorn in Remy’s side, but like many other things, he enjoyed her rudeness and loved to push her buttons. 
She approached them. Her eyes were cold and unforgiving, reflecting the anger that simmered beneath the surface. It was no secret that Deamhan were not favored guests here, and Alexis, as consort to Lambert, never hid her disdain for them.
“Enjoying the view?” Remy tilted his head slightly right then left, studying her stature.
Alexis rolled her eyes in response. “Hardly. The decorum of
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