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IN FRONT OF HER STOOD her handsome friend dressed in grey breeches and black knee-high boots and a dark grey shirt with a black waistcoat, buttoned up with four gold embossed buttons. He wore his hair tied back. His face was clean shaven, his eyes large and bright green and he smiled the most likeable of smiles. 

“Arun.” said Rachel as she dropped the bone into the water. She rushed into his arms.  “I’ve missed you so much.”

“And I you,” he said as he looked at her face. “What’s happened to you?”

“I couldn’t go back,” she blubbered. “It was my fault; I could not, not without them.”

“Six months Rachel, it’s been six months.  It’s time to either go back or sort this out.”

“I don’t know how to sort it out,” she bawled into his chest. “I don’t know anything...I’m frightened Arun; I don’t know anything and I’m doing things and I can’t help it and I’m...”  

“That’s why I’ve come.” he cupped her face in his hands. “I’m going to help you and teach you to control what’s been happening to you, I know what it’s like after the Embrace, but you need another vampire to show you the way how.  And because your parents can’t teach you, I’ll do it.  I’m going to help your transition into vampire life then you can go out there and find Max and get the book back.” 
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Hunted for centuries,

Reviled by mortals.

We hide in the shadows,

Until our return.
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THE VAMPIRES AND THE CRUSADES
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In 1095 Pope Urban II proclaimed the first Crusades against Muslims with the intended goal of restoring all Christian access to the holy places in and near Jerusalem that had been conquered by them and in so doing, inadvertently started a two hundred year struggle which ended in tragic failure.  The Crusaders were Christians from all over Western Europe and used to a more outdated, rather than combined command, and they were being slaughtered by a more powerful and aggressive force of warrior soldiers from the East. 

By 1100 and with no signs of surrender from the opposing side, Pope Urban II received a most bizarre offer one evening while alone and tracking the progress of an army on his maps. He was presented with a man dressed in a strange black and red military uniform, the insignia was not one he had seen before, a red circle surrounded by small triads of yellow who claimed he could help him.  Demitri Kabek, an elder in the vampire council was also the general of the vampire army and he offered him their services.  The horrified and frightened pope refused it once Demitri explained the help came from the vampire army.  And even though it had been declined, Demitri offered him a lifeline should he change his mind. He was to send a rider with a red flag to the top of the nearby mountain at dusk and he would return with an army.  Three months after their meeting and suffering another heavy defeat, Pope Urban II sent a rider as instructed .with word to the vampire council that he would take them up on their offer of help and promised on receiving an army of over a thousand vampire soldiers to help the church in its cause, they would be treated as equals after the war was won. 

And for a time, they were.  

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

THE RIGHTEOUS
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The Righteous were assembled as a secret society in the early 1200s to offset the popularity of the Knights Templar and to do the bidding of Pope Honorius III, without the knowledge of others.  At the outset, it started as a small band of twenty and was made up of crusaders who fought on religious escapades; they took over the role of vigilante after the pope began to distance himself from the Templars, who had become greedy and powerful and were now proving to be not only difficult allies, but an embarrassment for Rome and for the pope.  While the Templars carried on with their scandalous activities, the Righteous were summoned to Rome by their Grand Master, Raphael Mourier, who appointed them with the role of hunters and slayers to all supernatural beings and custodians to all things occult, from pagan relics to obscure ancient talismans and religious symbols – all in the name of the Church. In their relentless pursuit however, the Righteous became merciless in their hunt of witches, vampires or anything even remotely supernatural, slaughtering all who fitted into this category, whether there was proof or not, much to the dismay of the vampires who had fought alongside the Crusaders in their fight against the enemies of the church and had remained loyal over the years.  

By the 1600s, the Righteous with the help of a growing militia, had banded into separate armies scattered over continents with bases in several countries, where they earned their notoriety as vicious hunters.  The most ferocious were in Eastern Europe, where no mercy was shown.  Pagan gathering spots, mosques, and non-Christian temples were ransacked and their priests slain in front of the congregation, you either converted to Christianity or were put to death, but in some cases the choices were never given.  In places like Hungary and Romania women were burnt at the stake as witches, whether there was proof or not. They scoured each country with swords, fear and the word of God, whole villages would be found guilty of sheltering, or of being, vampires.  They would butcher each and every villager, destroying their homes, and declare the massacre as the will of God in places like Romania, Moldova, Hungary and Bulgaria.  

All of the leading knights were descended from families who belonged to the Righteous, from as far back as their first introduction during the Crusades, and it was their birth right to hold high status in the group and to command the armies of their region to fight for the pope and the cause for which the Righteous fought so hard to maintain. 

By the 1700s there were twelve knights that made up the heads of each army and in 1716 Pope Clement XII summoned them all to Rome. They had been given a task which only they would be able to accomplish.  They were to find and then take possession of a sacred book.  This book was more important to the pope than anything else they had ever acquired for him.  They were soon to be the guardians to the Book of Cain.
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Chapter ONE
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1715

The beautiful Appalachian Mountain Range is an ancient band that stretches in a south-western arc across a large section of the New World called America.  When Rachel’s parents flew over the range soon after they were married, they marvelled at the splendour of the waterfalls and rich green pastures.  They landed beyond a great forest and stayed there for three glorious months.  Of all the places they later visited, the mountain range held a great emotional tie for them and it was therefore only right that Rachel would bring them back, albeit in the sad and sorry state which they had been subjected to.  Without the protection of the Elysium they had weakened, and when Rachel suggested they sleep, even with the arguments, they finally succumbed to their daughter’s pleas, especially when she promised to get as much help from the Elysium as possible and they soon found themselves wrapped in each other’s arms and the moment of darkness.  Rachel had been very persuasive when she told them not to worry, that she had learnt a lot from them already. She lied. Rachel sat on the rocks at the bottom of the cliffs with her feet in a cold stream that made its way through the Appalachians and into the flowing river five miles downstream.  A young woman with a slender figure, skin like pale porcelain, her deep black hair cascaded down her shoulders. Her eyes were an exquisite aquamarine and her lips a deep rich red with a slight pout.  Six months had passed since she said goodbye to the Elysium and her parents and she hadn’t seen a living soul in all that time, except for the poor unfortunate animals who stumbled into her path and she’d been happy to feed on.  Her clothes were dirty; her blouse had several tears to the sleeves and bodice. She hadn’t made an effort to maintain her appearance.  Her hair was tousled and matted. Dry animal blood stained her cheeks where she’d gorged on one and wiped her mouth in a savage way and her nails were dirty and broken. Some of them had been bitten to the ends.  And she didn’t care.  She had turned into a vampire and she was alone, with no one to guide her in any of the vampire ways she needed to know about, or to show her how to control her thirst or survival instincts.  

She heard the call of animals close by and on a few occasions, mortals from miles away. Her new senses were in overactive, untrained splendour.  At times when the voices and screams vibrated loudly in her head, she had to place her hands over her ears to drown out the sounds. The veins in her neck danced at the very thought of her next blood kill and she almost willed the beasts to come into her camp and like a savage animal she would pounce to tear apart each living thing that entered her trap.  She could smell fresh blood from other kills and collapse in frustration being too frightened to leave her refuge and to go explore where it came from and go and get it.  She looked up at the darkened skies; the stars had gone and the usual big and bright moon hid behind the rain clouds that made the woods in front of her look even less inviting and she wished for the rain. Each time it rained and the water soaked her,  it was as though some of her guilt would wash away with it too because all that ran around in her head was that she deserved it because she had fallen in love with Max.  All this misery, all this despair, all this confusion, she deserved it.  

And she couldn’t get rid of the daydream where, if she closed her eyes for a moment, she could feel his strong arms around her and remember the way he stroked her hair and ran his fingers through to the ends, and the way he kissed her nose whenever she looked at him adoringly.  She loved him so much.  He was the first person to ever take any real interest in her.  Not just as the daughter of two Elders who were high up in the vampire council, but as a person, a young woman. She had given him everything she could give, even herself, the time he held her and the time he had made love to her.  She couldn’t see her life existing without him and she couldn’t believe all the stories that were being told around her. Even when the Elders had told her it was Max who had stolen the book, who had set fire to the Temple as a distraction and killed a guard, they had to be wrong.  All she could think about were the reasons why he came to the Elysium - it couldn’t have only been to steal the book.  Why spend all that time with her if he didn’t love her?  He told her he loved her.  But then, why would the Elders lie?  And where was he?  Why wasn’t he back at the Elysium doing something to clear his name?

She couldn’t fight what came next.  Her face stung as the tears fell, it washed away some of the dry blood from her cheeks, while the dark circles under her eyes deepened.  Then her screams, so loud the birds in the trees flew off in a panic as she dropped to the ground and screamed again. Her mortal feelings ever present, the anxiety of what had happened threatened to consume her.  The fear that she possessed inside made her almost sick with despair as she wondered how she would fulfil the promise she made to her parents.  Where would she even start?  She gave them such a convincing argument when they opposed her idea of them sleeping while she looked for Max. She was very convincing, but there were some days where she couldn’t move out of the cave, how would she be able to save them, all alone? She placed her hands over her face as she bent down and touched the cold ground, and sobbed.  Her body ached with every sorrowful movement as she attempted to stand.  Could Max hear her screams?  She hoped he could feel every knife-stabbing emotion she felt, every twist of the cold knife in her heart. She stared at her reflection in the stream. Vampires are supposed to be beautiful but she didn’t feel beautiful; she didn’t feel anything except disappointment and pain.  

An eagle flew above her and let out a warning screech that woke her from her daydream to look up at the skies that had grown lighter with the coming dawn.  She hadn’t fed enough to let her stay up  longer and she wasn’t sure what her powers were yet; she could disintegrate at the very presence of the first light for all she knew. Just because her parents could endure some sunlight, it didn’t mean she could too.  Rachel gave the water a final kick into the air and stood stretched and yawned. Perhaps tonight she would try and go into the woods, but each time she plucked up the courage to enter, strange noises rushed at her and she stepped back, frightened that she would be attacked. 

Before the skies became too light, she climbed the top of the cliff face with the agile skills of a cat and stopped halfway up to pick up a bunch of wild white crocus that grew out of the cliffs as she passed them, and entered the cave. She stared at her parents’ stone coffin and placed the white flowers on top of it, then crouched down behind the stone sarcophagus, adjusted her makeshift bed and got in and covered her entire self with a blanket, and fell asleep.
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THE ABBEY AT NEWRY protected Max from any attention that came from the Vampire World.  In order to avoid being turned into ash for stepping on anything blessed by the previous monks, he got his team of gypsy guardians to remove all they could of the consecrated ground he dwelled under and to mark the safe passages. He also had them conjure up a spell that kept him hidden for when things didn’t go Max’s way and he had to hide from detection. 

Max was an Ancient and a pureblood. Born at the time of the Roman conquest, he took part in more bloodied battles than he cared to remember.  But he’d had enough of fighting under the leadership of others. He was after all, an Ancient and as such, he should be the one to command armies. Max was a little less than six feet tall with mid-brown hair tied at the back.  His face sported darker brown facial hair, not quite a beard but enough to give him a more distinguish and handsome look.  His eyes were a piercing sapphire blue and on some days, when they would show him in a more relaxed and content mood, they would turn a beautiful aqua green. 

And Max wasted no time in getting his preferred room in the abbey decorated to his high and luxurious standards.  The tapestries on the walls dated back four hundred years and showed several of his most favourite scenes, mortals being killed in battle.  His cushioned seats were covered in rich red velvet with gold scrolls and decorated the legs and the arm rests and in the centre of his room was a table made of heavily carved oak and the silverware displayed on it stolen from some of the richest families of the nearby community.  Although the placings were laid, he rarely sat at the table to eat and he never had guests, it did however give him some comfort to see the table arranged, as though set for company he expected to arrive, instead of being alone.  On the floor in front of an open fire, he had deep pile rugs where he would entertain any young woman who crossed his path, or were brought to him by his own henchmen for his amusement - mortal sex and blood were his favourite.  And pride of place on one of the antique bureaus, sat a large decorated wooden box.  Max walked over to the bureau and took a book out of the box that he’d placed in it months earlier and ran his fingers over the cover and onto the lock.  He had spent the past six months hidden, trying to find a way of getting the book open, as well as trying to avoid the vengeful vampires from the Elysium who wanted to put a stake in his chest and his head on the end of a spear. Once he got it opened, he would be able to command the Underworld and then the Mortal World.  He would have a powerful queen at his side and together they would reign over mortals and immortals – well at least, that was his plan. 

He pressed down on the locks as he had done many times; he couldn’t wait to read the passages. But the lock still wouldn’t budge.  He stared down at it; perhaps there was a trick to it, and there was another part of the lock that had to be pressed. He sat back in his chair with the book on his lap. It didn’t matter which way he held the book the locks weren’t going to open. He grabbed his dagger, perhaps he could cut off the lock?  But whichever way he positioned the blade it wouldn’t cut through. Then with one final attempt to cut into the locks, he snapped the blade in two.  With a frustrated yell, he threw the broken blades across the room.  

He hated to think of what he had to do next, but it was an unavoidable trip.  He’d have to make the painstaking and cold journey to the highest point in the Himalayas and to the centre of a mountain that imprisoned an ancient vampire banished to the cold walls, he was the only one who could help. He placed the book in the wall vault and locked it away, together with some other artefacts he hoped would one day would prove useful and thankfully, no-one knew were even there.  He put on a heavy coat and caught the wind that blew passed the abbey; it would take a few hours to get to where he needed to be.
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THE MAHABHARAT RANGE is a major east-west mountain range on the southern side of the Himalayas and spans across Northern India.  The southern slopes of the Mahabharat Range are steep and nearly uninhabited due to a major earthquake fault.  Deep in one of the mountains is prison for Portius DeLore, an Ancient who had been banished from the vampire Elysium four hundred years ago. 

Portius was an elegant man who would pass for sixty-five in mortal years; his hair had turned grey before he became a vampire and his eyes matched them in a subtle tone of silver-grey. He wore robes rather than conventional clothes, because it was the uniform of when he was an Elder in the Elysium and he kept to traditions.  But even for all his traditional traits, he had been suspected of masterminding a near mutiny and also conspiring with the occult slayer group, the Righteous, to reveal the whereabouts of other vampires who had gone into hiding.  Still, if Max needed someone to help open the book, he was the person: Portius had been there when Phillippe de Grosnez brought the book back to the Elysium all those centuries back. 

“Maximus” he called out. 

Max closed his eyes and shook his head slowly as the name echoed in his head, he hated his Roman name and he always avoided having to use it. 

Portius’ small thin lips turned up at one side in a sort of sneer. “Maximus,” he said again on purpose. “Enter.”

“How did you know I was here?” asked Max. 

“Perhaps you think because I’ve been locked in this mountain I may have lost my gifts,” Portius pointed out. “What do you want? What have you done that has all the Ancients shouting out your name to every vampire - including me?” 

“I took the Book of Cain,” said Max calmly.  

Portius laughed and walked over to the carved table. On top of it was a tray with a few small wine glasses and a decanter of red wine.  Even though he may have been exiled, Max thought to himself, it appeared that Portius still commanded tribesmen from the nearby village to bring him quite a lot of home comforts and his home comforts were very luxurious. “But you can’t open it.  Is that why you’re here?”  He poured out two glasses and held one out to Max. “Yes,” said Max surprised as he reached for the wine. “How did you know?” 

“Did you think it was only a book?” he laughed again and then stopped. “Have you brought it with you?” 

“No, Portius. I may not know how to open it but I’m not a total idiot.” 

“Afraid you would be caught with it?”

“No. Afraid you would take it. Do you know how to open the book? I will make it worth your while; I’ll free you from here for a start.”

Portius sat in the cushioned armchair and looked at Max.  “This whole mountain encircles me in a powerful ring of such pure light, that if I step out into it I would be disintegrated and I’m tired of this prison. Here’s what I’ll do, I’ll tell you what I know and if it helps, remember I’m here and free me from it.”

Max nodded in agreement as he faced the Ancient, “Of course, but I didn’t see any light when I entered, are you sure it’s still there?”

Portius raised his hand to reveal a deeply scarred palm that had not healed itself in the tradition way it would have for a vampire. “I pressed my hand against it when I was first imprisoned, I won’t make that mistake again, the light is still there, I can here the hum around the mountain, maybe you can’t but I’ve been here longer and I still can, and it will remain around me until Demitri from the Council of Elder who initiated it dies, and I don’t think it will happen any time soon. Tell me Max, when you took the book, did you also take the two Sakara scrolls?” asked Portius.

“I took one; I didn’t know there were two,” said Max, “are they important?”

“The two parchments have written verses that when read will unlock the book. Without them the book is useless.”

“Then I’ll have to go back and get the last one,” said Max.

“It won’t be there now,” said Portius. “If I know Demitri, he’s already made arrangements to have it hidden; he knows once you find out you need them both you’ll try and come back to get it. And you know that going back to the Elysium would be suicide for you?  They’re looking for you Max and you’re not going to be safe wherever you go.”

“How do I know what you’re telling me is the truth?”

“Why would I lie?” asked Portius. “You came to me remember and what would I have to gain by lying? If you have anyone you trust, send them to the Elysium and you’ll see that I’m right.”

Max went to the door of the chamber. He turned to see the big smile on Portius’ face. Next time he came back here he would bring a very sharp blade and wipe that smile clean off his face. 
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JAGO MONTE HAD BEEN a close member of Max’s criminal entourage for almost three hundred years. He had wormed his way to the top position within the troop and responsible - if anyone would dare accuse him - of eliminating any who had been there before him or who stood in his way. Not a big physique but he still posed a threatening persona to those around him.  He stood an inch or two above Max with Romanesque features and tight dark brown hair curls and large dark green eyes. Max made him a vampire with the promise that he would always protect Max no matter what. “Well, did the Ancient tell you what you wanted to hear?” he asked as Max slumped in his usual chair.

Max leant forward and put his head in his hands. He pushed his hair off his face and then sat back again.

“I’m going to need you to go back to the Elysium.”

“You’re sending me to my death.” said Jago.

“No-one knew you were with me,” said Max. “I entered the Elysium alone; they don’t know who helped me afterwards. You’ll be safe.”

“I don’t know Max, the Ancients... they...”

“They don’t know,” interrupted Max.  “I’ve heard the whispers in my head. I’ve heard my name mentioned so many times it’s taken all I know to block them out. But I haven’t heard anyone else’s; I haven’t heard your name.”

“What is it you want me to risk my life getting?” asked Jago. 

Max got up and walked over to the locked compartment that he’d had built into the wall and opened it.  Inside he kept the Book of Cain, gold coins, and the one Sakara scroll. “In the Temple, on the altar, there’s a scroll.” He reached inside and took out the other scroll, “It will look like this, and it will have the same markings.  It’s a Sakara scroll and I need it.  Do whatever it takes to bring it back.”
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Chapter TWO


[image: ]


Arun wasn’t too pleased with himself.  He should have stopped Rachel from leaving the Elysium, he should have stayed at her side and helped her family and now he felt ashamed at not having gone to find her and bring her back sooner.  He hoped that she had come to terms with what had happened and wanted to do something about it, or at least come home. The Elders were anxious that she hadn’t returned and gave their consent for him to track her down.  She wasn’t going to be able to hide her presence from any vampires yet; perhaps she didn’t even know how.  

Four days later it came as a surprise as he flew over the lonely American plains that he should sense something new and yet familiar. Dusk had fallen early that day so he headed towards a small clearing and a rocky ridge where he could stop and see what had gained his attention. 
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“We’ll always be together.” 

Rachel opened her eyes and bolted upright and looked around the cave, her breathing was heavy and her chest rose and fell as her deep breaths eluded her. Her eyes were wet, she had cried in her sleep and now glowed bright red in the darkness of the cave and her fangs extended in defence.  It was Max’s voice.  But he wasn’t there.  Would he torment her at every moment?  She placed her hands over her ears and closed her eyes.  She had to concentrate.  She needed a few minutes and then she would be back to normal: no fangs and no anxiety.  

She made her way to her usual place at the bottom of the cliffs near the edge of the stream. A small deer drank water not twenty yards from her and within seconds she had it pinned to the ground unable to stop as she drank every intoxicating drop of its blood and at the same time feeling remorse that she had killed such a beautiful animal.  But she couldn’t help herself, the sensation of the blood as it glided down her throat and into her body was uplifting and pure ecstasy, even though the blood that spilt from the creature’s wounds stained her hands and arms, she couldn’t stop.  And the sheer rapture of it all even stopped her from noticing the presence of another human – albeit a vampire – behind her, until Arun kicked a pebble into the water. Rachel jumped back and landed in the water holding the bloodied bone of her recent prey in her raised hand in defence.

“What do you think you’re going to do with that?” asked Arun and frowned at her appearance. “You look awful”

In front of her stood her handsome friend dressed in grey breeches and black knee-high boots and a dark grey shirt with a black waistcoat, buttoned up with four gold embossed buttons. He wore his hair tied back. His face was clean shaven, his eyes large and bright green and he smiled the most likeable of smiles. 

“Arun.” said Rachel as she dropped the bone into the water. She rushed into his arms.  “I’ve missed you so much.”

“And I you,” he said as he looked at her face. “What’s happened to you?”

“I couldn’t go back,” she blubbered. “It was my fault; I could not, not without them.”

“Six months Rachel, it’s been six months.  It’s time to either go back or sort this out.”

“I don’t know how to sort it out,” she bawled into his chest. “I don’t know anything...I’m frightened Arun; I don’t know anything and I’m doing things and I can’t help it and I’m...”  

“That’s why I’ve come.” he cupped her face in his hands. “I’m going to help you and teach you to control what’s been happening to you, I know what it’s like after the Embrace, but you need another vampire to show you the way how.  And because your parents can’t teach you, I’ll do it.  I’m going to help your transition into vampire life then you can go out there and find Max and get the book back.” 

“I trusted him Arun.” she sobbed. “I keep thinking it’s all a mistake, that something happened to him and he got caught up in it...” she looked up at him, tears blurred her vision, “but deep down I know the truth... and I can’t bear thinking that he lied to me and that he used me and all that time he spent with me when he told me he loved me and wanted us to be together, it was only to get to the book.  I can’t close my eyes without seeing his face, his voice wakes me from my sleep, and there’s nothing I can do about it.”

“He took us all in,” Arun reassured her, “you couldn’t have known what he was planning, don’t punish yourself.  I know you might want to believe that he’s innocent, but he’s not, and he will get what he deserves when we find him.” He lifted her chin up, “And there is something you can do about it; you can help us find him.”

“He didn’t take you in did he?” she asked.  “You didn’t like him right from the start, I wish I....” She stopped, why put herself through it again? She wiped her face with her sleeve and asked, “Did the Elders send you?”

“They are worried about you.”

“They needn’t bother.” She pouted. 

“And now you are acting like a spoilt child.” Arun scolded.  “Do you prefer to live like this?” 

She nodded no, “I’ve been so frightened.”

“First things first,” he said. “You look awful.”

“You’ve said that already.” said Rachel.  

“Go wash your face. I can’t see what you look like under the dirt and the dried blood.  Then I’ll teach you how to feed and from who,” He looked around him. “And most definitely away from here.” 

Rachel knelt down at the edge of the stream. She looked at her reflection; he was right. Her hair was matted, her face dirty, her clothes torn. But what did he mean ‘away from here?’
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