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Chapter One


Gathering Storms





The air in Lambert’s quarters felt thick, even for Remy.  

Remy sat next to Veronica on a plush sofa, its deep crimson upholstery almost swallowing them whole. Across from them, Lambert stood behind his bar, pouring himself a drink. 

Remy noticed Veronica shift uneasily, her fingers tapping a steady rhythm against her thigh. 

“Why so nervous?” he whispered to her. “You’ve been here before.”

“It’s been a long time,” she said. “Are you sure about this?”

“Of course I am,” he replied. “You’re acting like he’s going to kill you.”

“The way his vampires looked at us when we first walked in…you can’t blame me for being a little on edge.”

He snickered. “It’s me, Veronica. They hate me.”

“Yes,” Lambert spoke, entering their conversation. “They hate the Brotherhood too, but not as much as they hate Deamhan.” Lambert pursed his lips in contemplation and took a slow sip from his drink. “A human who’s immortal?” He narrowed his eyes on them. “Are you sure about this?” He set the glass on the counter.

The room felt cavernous and even Remy found his eyes straining under the weight of Lambert’s suspicion. 

“Yes,” Remy replied. “I didn’t believe it either when she told me.”

“And the Brotherhood is sure about this?” Lambert directed his question at Veronica.

She nodded. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t believe it myself.”

Lambert studied her for a moment. “And are they sending support to assist you?”

Veronica hesitated for a moment before replying. “I sent in the request.”

“However,” Remy interjected. “You and I both know they won’t arrive in time.”

“If they arrive at all,” Lambert added with a dry chuckle.

“Funny.” Remy thought. “Ian said the exact same thing.”

“They will,” Veronica said. 

A flicker of something akin to sympathy crossed Lambert’s face, softening the harsh lines of his features for a brief moment. “You still put your faith in that organization?”

“I have to.”

He sighed and set his glass down on the bar before speaking again. “I guess you do.” He turned to Remy. “And you said Anastasia is with this…Lysander?”

“Yeah. But not sure if she’s with him willingly or against her will.”

“I’d hope it’s against her will,” Lambert replied. “But…Anastasia is strong so if it is that, then this Lysander must be much stronger.”

“And he isn’t just a threat to Deamhan. He’s a danger to every supernatural being in this city,” Remy added. “I mean, what he did to Ian…”

“The Behesian?”

Veronica seemed to find her voice once more. “Somehow he affected Ian’s gift.”

“Affected it?” Lambert questioned. “How?” A shadow of doubt crept across his face.

“Don’t know but if he can do that,” Remy leaned forward, “just imagine what he can do to you and me.”

Lambert’s silence spoke volumes. He took another sip. “Alright,” he conceded. “I’ll do what I can to help, but understand this – my loyalty is to my vampires first and foremost.”

The door to the private quarters swung open with a swiftness that matched the urgency in Alexis’ steps. She crossed the threshold and strode into the room, her presence discordant with the usual elegance she wore. She was clad in a simple shirt and jeans which clung to her thin figure.

Remy turned toward her. “You’ve abandoned the silks and satins tonight. I never thought I’d see the day.”

Her response was immediate, a snarl curling her lips and flashing her fangs in a warning that held no real threat for him. “Lambert.” With sharp eyes, she shot her significant other a disapproving look. “This is a Deamhan matter. Let Remy and Hallie handle it.” Her words were not a suggestion but a clear command.

Lambert approached her, his drink forgotten. He cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing gently across her skin. “I know you fear for me, but we cannot appear feeble before our enemies.” His lips pressed gently against her cheek, leaving a silent promise in their wake.

“Why do we always have to clean up their mess?” she stated.

He shook his head, his touch lingering on her as if to memorize the feel of her. “This isn’t just about Deamhan. I know you don’t trust them. Trust me.” In a fluid motion that betrayed centuries of grace, he enveloped her in an embrace that spoke volumes of their shared past. “What’s happening doesn’t discriminate. We’ve all been exposed—vampires, Deamhan, humans. There is no stepping back into the shadows from this. We must confront it together.”

She clung to him for a fraction longer than necessary, as if trying to capture something fleeting. “First it was Lucius and Kei. Then it was Selene. After, it was a Pure Deamhan. And now this? When does it stop?” Then, she stepped back, her eyes shimmering with a mixture of resolve and apprehension.

“I’ll make it up to you,” he whispered with a small smile on his face.

In thought, Remy’s eyes scanned the couch and quickly he stood to his feet. He didn’t want to think about their behind the scenes activities on the furniture.

“Fine,” she growled. “But don’t expect me to be happy about it.”

She knew better than to challenge Lambert’s authority directly. 

“Let’s not waste any more time,” Veronica said.

“Agreed.” Lambert’s gaze never left Alexis. “I’ll send a few of my scouts to see if Lysander is in the city. We need to cover every possible location.”

Remy chimed in. “When I encountered him, it was far from the city. Do you know of any other vampire havens that might help in different states?”

“I know of some, but many aren’t willing to jump at the chance to help Deamhan,” he admitted. “However, I will see what I can do.” He turned back to Alexis. “Darling, I want you to look into our contacts in other states. See what resources we have at our disposal.”

Her jaw clenched, but she nodded. “Fine,” she replied before storming out of the room. The door slammed behind her with a thud. 

“Alexis is right about one thing. When will it ever stop?” Lambert returned to the bar. “Five years ago,” he began, “things were so much simpler in this city. Do you remember, Veronica? When you first came to Dark Sepulcher?” He gestured to the very spot where they had first met all those years ago, his gaze lingering on the space as if trying to conjure up the memory. “Nathan was with you.”

Her eyes followed his gesture. “I remember. A lot has changed since.”

Remy watched the exchange. The nostalgia tugged at him too, a reminder of the friendships that had been forged in those early days, bonds that had only grown stronger, only to be broken years later.

“Despite all that has happened, we’re still here. We’ve survived, adapted…”

“Those we’ve killed, those who were killed.” Remy approached the bar. “I could use a drink.”

“How about a glass of my finest scotch? Aged for over two decades.” Lambert joined him.

“Perfect,” Remy said, rolling his ‘r.’ He watched Lambert pour the liquid into a tumbler and after making sure it was ready to be devoured, he handed it to him.

“I remember the first time I met you Remy,” Lambert’s voice cut through the quiet, drawing Remy from the swell of reminiscence. “Just another Deamhan. I thought about ending you right there.” There was a wistful edge to the vampire’s tone, a rare glimpse past the façade of strength he wore. “Deamhan was a sign of trouble for this city. I was already dealing with Kei. Another one was the last thing I needed.” His fingers traced the rim of his glass.

Remy’s lips curled into a half-smile. “And now?” 

“Now, I’m glad I didn’t follow through. Turns out, you’re not the worst company, Remy Durand.”

“Turns out,” Remy echoed, allowing himself a moment to appreciate the twisted path that had led them here—to friendship born of necessity and forged in darkness. It was a bond neither of them had anticipated.

Lambert poured another glass with a steady hand. “Veronica, would you like a drink?”

She hesitated for a moment before standing from the couch and approaching the bar. “I don’t usually drink.”

“This is a special occasion.” He poured her one and handed it to her. “I’ve been considering it, you know.”

“Considering what?”

“Leaving. Taking Alexis, starting fresh somewhere far from here.”

Remy tilted his head. The thought of Lambert leaving was like imagining the city without its pervasive shadows—unthinkable. “You’ve got the money for it. Why not just go?”

A long sigh escaped Lambert. “That is the question, isn’t it?” 

His voice was thick with something Remy couldn’t quite name. Regret, perhaps, or hesitation. It was as though Lambert had built himself into the very foundations of the city, and the idea of untangling himself from its dark embrace was more daunting than any threat they faced.

“But this place, these streets,” Lambert continued, more to himself. “... they’re a part of me.” His gaze sharpened as it met Remy’s again. “Just as they are a part of you.” He then looked to Veronica. “And you too, human.”

Remy raised his briefly in the air. “Don’t know what I should toast to.” 

“Friends?” Lambert suggested.

Remy shrugged. “Yeah, sounds about right.”

Veronica raised hers as well and they downed their drinks in one gulp.

The scotch burned its way down Remy’s throat. “Don’t let me forget to puke that up later.” He set the empty glass on the counter.












