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	Max discovers that Jimmy McGill, the vampire masquerading as a phony preacher, is an old foe from his past. The man, who has created his own church with virgin blood-slaves sating his appetite, has managed to find fans among human followers as well as vampires in the Big Apple.

	Jimmy has also begun to infiltrate Max’s mind. Only somebody with deep knowledge and a personal connection to Max would be able to do this. Yet Max simply can’t remember Jimmy. Memories might be dim, especially when they involve Max’s early life as a human, but remember he must, if Jimmy’s deadly rampage is to be stopped.

	Longing to be at home in France, strolling his lush vineyards in the Loire Valley with, in his heart of hearts, Blue at his side, Max soon realizes Jimmy is a maniac who must be destroyed. Plunged into a brutal fight involving key central figures of the French Revolution, Max marshals his own army to combat the strange “legion” Jimmy has assembled. But can the House of Driscoll survive a bloody, deadly battle with a supreme enemy?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	To our wonderful readers who have asked for this for months.

	It’s all A.J.’s fault.

	 


Prologue

	 

	 

	The story so far...

	 

	Max Driscoll is a centuries-old vampire living a quiet life in rural France. He is the official “cleaner” for the current leaders of the world’s vampire colonies. When he receives a call to clean up the mess caused by another vampire in New York City, his well-earned rest and solitude are shattered. He suspects the killings to be the work of his former lover, the biggest mistake he ever made... Galien.

	Galien is his most bitter enemy and Max would dearly love to get rid of the guy. Since he turned him personally, rules are rules, and until now Max has been forbidden to kill Galien.

	However, once in New York, Max discovers Galien has turned a young man called Blue. He has traumatized this stunning young creature so much, he has become mute, and apparently, a grisly killer.

	Max’s job is to clean up but also destroy the perpetrator, but he’s so taken with Blue he can’t bring himself to kill him. Things go wrong horribly fast when Katherine, Max’s beloved best friend and closest confidante, turns up to help him. She’s abducted and almost killed, along with a young man she’d treated for cancer.

	Dace, a rising French soccer player whose life she has saved, is now an enemy through the mind control of Jimmy McGill, a religious leader hell-bent on destroying every last vampire and anyone he deems unfit to live. Not only that, Jimmy seems to have a dangerous hold on people stretching from the east coast of the US to the west. Can they stop him?

	Galien is now part of Max’s team, as is Blue. On the run, being hunted, it’s kill or be killed... as Max, Katherine, Galien, Blue and even Dace return to rural France to plot their next move.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	The House of Driscoll

	Blois de Sologone

	Loire Valley, France, 2011

	 

	“So, he’s convinced you’re the devil,” Galien said for the third time.

	Max glared at him. Why did Galien’s mere presence so irritate him? He longed for peace and silence. He couldn’t think. And Galien never, ever stopped talking.

	Max sniffed at a glass of wine, pleased with its body. It was one of his vineyard’s latest offerings. He normally took such pleasure in the matters of the earth. He glanced out the window at the sight that always gave him pleasure. The trees, the rolling slopes, the three sheep that were possibly the oldest barnyard animals in the world, or so his foreman joked.

	He set the glass on the table. “Stop saying that over and over.” Now that he’d removed the glass, the wine’s bouquet hit him. It was probably the best wine he’d ever produced.

	“This isn’t funny, Galien. Jimmy McGill is insane. We have a psychopathic killer on our hands, and he is convincing mortals he can give them eternal life if they kill off the legions... meaning, all other vampires. He is leading those mortals right to our kind, exposing us all, and putting everyone at risk.”

	“And how did you get to be the devil, exactly?” Galien smirked, picking up Max’s discarded glass.

	Max sighed. “You want me to say, by reputation, don’t you?”

	Galien gave him an innocent look, then laughed. “Of course not, Max.”

	“I’m the cleaner. I have power. He wants that power.” Max walked over to the balcony and stared out at the green field. The sweet smell of roses filled his nostrils. The scent took him back to the early 1800s. The apartment he’d had in Paris overlooked a rose garden, the colors so vivid and sharp, and the fragrance had been almost overpowering to his sensitive nose.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	One night, Galien decided to cover their bed in rose petals—reds, yellows and pinks. Max had been so angry at him. All those flowers... wasted, in his mind. Then came Galien’s incredible thirst. Max had warned him to control his lust for blood. Already the authorities watched them curiously, the two men with fancy clothes who never came out in the daylight. They’d had a bitter argument. Max hadn’t returned for months. Finally, Max told Galien that they must separate. Galien refused to leave him. If it hadn’t have been for the fact that the elders decided that it was forbidden to kill their own creations, Max would have destroyed Galien that night.

	When Max had thrown open the French doors and walked into the master bedroom, he’d found Galien lying naked on the bed, surrounded by the rose petals. He was throwing the petals up in the air around him like a child would. He’d crooked his finger at Max when Max entered. “Let’s make up, shall we?”

	Max had not been ready to forgive him this time. “What is this?” Max grabbed some of the petals in his fist and squeezed. “Do you think this will distract me from what you’ve done? I’ve just finished cleaning up your mess. Four prostitutes this time, totally drained of blood. We have to leave here before we’re questioned by the police again.”

	“Max, don’t be like that.” Galien pouted. “I can read your thoughts. There is nothing they can do to us. We are immortal.”

	“You’re a fool, Galien. We can perish by sunlight, by fire. They are on to us. There are holy men preaching about the evil around them... the corpses without souls who drink blood in the night. We are outsiders. And there are those dedicated to wiping us out completely.”

	“Where shall we go then?” Galien got up onto his knees.

	“Not we.” Max shook his head. “Me. It will be better if we separate. You may go wherever you like.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“Max? Max?”

	Max turned from the window suddenly to see that Galien had left the room. How long had Max been tripping down memory lane? Claude now stood in front of him.

	“Yes? What is it, Claude?”

	Claude, his valet and trusted friend, looked a bit nervous. Max tried to smile. Claude serviced him sexually on occasion and had an obvious passion for Max. He hadn’t meant to snap at the man.

	“That mortal man, the one Katherine brought here. My Lord, did you know he was insane?”

	“He’s confused, that’s all, brainwashed by Jimmy’s followers.”

	“The mortal is fading from life.”

	“Yes. It’s called dying.”

	Claude looked at the ground, then back up. “Why do we have a dying mortal in the house again?” He looked confused and suddenly very endearing. It softened the harsh thoughts lurking near the surface for Max. He tolerated no criticism of Katherine. He loved her. If he could sexually desire a woman, she would be the one. She was a graceful, gorgeous woman. He always thought of her as Grace Kelly with fangs. She had outlived all her friends and lovers, ethical to the end, refusing to turn any of them to accompany on her long life’s journey.

	She was loyal to Max and nurturing the soccer star, Dace Depaul was typical of her. It was her nature to nurture and Max indulged her whims when it came to mortals. He suddenly made up his mind. The next person Katherine loved, man or woman, he would personally turn them. She needed a lifelong mate.

	Max laughed and opened his arms. “Come here, Claude.”

	Claude eagerly went into his embrace. Max wrapped his arms around him, kissed the top of his head and chuckled. “Don’t worry so much about things.”

	But Claude held him tighter, moved his cheek against Max’s jaw. “Okay.” He sighed. “You treat me as if I’m a small boy. That’s okay. Let’s go to bed. I want you to fuck me. Please, use my body. I hunger for you.” He looked up at Max with pleading eyes, meeting his gaze.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Blue stood there for a moment at the door and watched the exchange between Max and Claude. There was something in the way Max touched him, something that made Blue’s guts ache. Suddenly he cleared his throat, louder than he’d intended. It sounded contrived and he regretted it.

	Max glanced over Claude’s shoulder. “Yes? What is it?”

	“I hate to interrupt this little Hallmark moment you got going on here, but Katherine wants to know if we have any human food.” Okay, that sounds like I’m fucking jealous, doesn’t it?

	Max stroked Claude’s hair and then put him just out of arm’s reach. It was a pity. Claude was such a great lay. “Yes,” Max said, in answer to his unspoken question. “It did.”

	“Do we have food or not?” Blue snapped, stunned that Max could read him so easily.

	“I don’t think so,” he said, narrowing his eyes. I don’t like your tone of voice. “But that can be remedied.” He looked at Claude. “Find out what the mortal wants to nourish himself with, and go to the store as soon as the sun sets. Get whatever he wants.”

	Claude nodded and left the room without looking at Blue.

	“I’m not jealous,” Blue announced.

	“Fine. Good. Now, is there anything else?” Max asked, eyebrow raised.

	Blue muttered something under his breath which Max ignored.

	“Are you still worried about Galien?”

	“No.”

	“You know I won’t allow him to hurt you.”

	“But the council wants me dead. Can you protect me from them, too?”

	“I don’t care what the council wants. I’m the law here.”

	“You care a lot about Claude.”

	“Yes.” He nodded.

	“Is it love?”

	“How can it be love? You think me incapable of it.”

	“You said yourself, you don’t believe in love. Yet, you were almost tender with him.”

	He shrugged. “So, am I not capable of tenderness either?” Max turned toward the window. “They’re not the same things.” He didn’t sound angry, just resigned.

	“Tenderness. And cruelty. You are a walking oxymoron, Max Driscoll.”

	“When have you taken to using such big words?”

	Blue didn’t answer that.

	Max turned around, grinning. “And have I been cruel to you?”

	“No, but I think you could be, maybe without knowing it.”

	Max came over and sat on the sofa. He let his head fall back. He seemed to be studying Blue for a moment. “You shouldn’t overanalyze me.”

	“No, I shouldn’t.”

	“Your time would be better spent remembering more detail about Jimmy and his cult followers.”

	“Are you going to destroy him?”

	“He isn’t leaving me much choice, is he? First, I need to do something about his immediate group. And Linda, what would you like me to do about her?”

	Blue thought about it. He seemed to have lost deep pockets of memory. “I don’t really care about her. From what I remember, she was once a friend, but she’s Jimmy’s lover.”

	He shivered. “He’s using her and she has no clue. She just believes everything he says. They all do. What power is it that he has over mortals?”

	Max smiled. “Humans are so easily influenced. Even now, there are so many false prophets running around the US alone it’s surprising they don’t all bump into each other. They all think they’re the chosen. Would you have thought it possible that a crazy old coot like Harold Camping could convince thousands of followers that doomsday was coming... every few years and getting away with it? Every time he’s proven wrong he says, ‘Oops, it was a spiritual mistake. I miscalculated the date.’ He loses a few believers along the way then picks up more.”

	“Right. Isn’t the new date now October twenty-first?”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“Allegedly.” Max picked up his glass again, taking a mouthful of wine. Yes. Definitely. The best. He liked the grace notes of black cherry on his tongue, the scent of licorice and cedar. Yes, his beloved cedar trees had made their way into the wine. He’d already decided to call it Queen Katherine. It had been worth all the hostility from his foreman, who pooh-poohed holding old vines and plowing the vineyards by hand to keep the soil moist and the grapes succulent. Yes, this wine rivaled even the most celebrated private celebrity vintners like Bernard Baudry and Didier Barrouillet.

	For one single moment, Max allowed himself a small indulgence down the road of self-pity. He would have been happy being a vintner. He didn’t need all this hellish stress. His thoughts fluttered back to the present. Speaking of people who were pretty mindless, where the hell was Galien?

	“Mortals want to believe,” Max said. “They want tangible proof. That’s why religion has become such a huge moneymaker. Jimmy McGill fills a void. He has his own sway, much as I hate to admit it. He has a lot of power. I can’t wait to bring him down.”

	He dropped the glass so hard onto his antique marble coffee table, he was surprised it didn’t shatter. “Do you remember what people thought of him in school?”

	“I remember we were friends in school, but not much more.” Blue shrugged, sitting close to him now. “Whatever you decide to do with Linda... that’s entirely up to you. I was thinking about Jimmy, about the fact that he was at my high school. And yet, he knows you from a long time ago. He has to be really ancient.”

	“Um.” Max nodded. Ancient, like me. “Apparently, but I can’t think of how I know him. I just can’t place him.” Only Max, Katherine and Claude knew the true, secret ingredient to the House of Driscoll’s soil. Max had purchased bags of volcanic soil from the active shores of Mount Etna. He could taste the richness in the velvety, sweet tannins. He sighed, returning to the present, unpleasant conversation.

	Blue frowned. “But... how could he have been a vampire in high school? Wouldn’t we have picked up on that?”

	“Mortals usually don’t consider the possibility of vampires, except in movies. It’s possible he could have pulled it off. Vampires can walk in the sun as long as it’s not for extended periods. If he knew me a long time ago, he’s old. The sun bothers us less. I’m less concerned with how he managed to attend high school, and more perplexed as to why he’d bother.”

	“Good question. Maybe he wanted to be an educated vampire.”

	“An educated vampire? Maybe he wanted to study kids... get a handle on the youth mind.” Max sat up straight. “There’s something in what you say.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Blue blushed at the unexpected compliment. He tried to guard his thoughts. He felt like such a sucker, needing crumbs from the banquet table of Max Driscoll’s thoughts.

	“Well,” he said, finally, “it can’t all be about me, can it?”

	Max smiled faintly, looking as though he was too busy with his own thoughts to interfere with Blue’s. “Maybe, maybe not.”

	“Anyway,” Blue muttered, “perhaps instead of torturing your servants with your skills of seduction, you should devote some time to trying to remember how this Jimmy knows you.”

	Max raised his head again, then laughed aloud. “Jealousy is not attractive, Blue, but keep telling yourself you’re not jealous. Maybe one day you’ll believe it.”

	Blue bristled.

	Max laughed all the harder.

	“Don’t overanalyze me, Max Driscoll.” Blue pointed a finger at him.

	“Come here,” Max said softly.

	“No. Oh, no.” Blue shook his head but he inched closer anyway.

	“Your body parts don’t seem to be in agreement.” Max’s legs fell open, his gaze moving to Blue’s groin. “If you want me, here’s your opportunity. I’m feeling generous.”

	“Generous?” Blue scoffed. “You are arrogant. Horny, you mean?”

	“Call it what you like. You want it.” Max teased with a grin.

	Blue muffled a moan deep in his chest. “Yes,” he hissed. “Goddamn you, Max. You truly are a monster. Am I to share you with the others then, waiting my turn in the line?” Blue’s palms settled on Max’s muscular thighs as he lowered himself onto the floor, on his haunches between Max’s parted knees. He met those startling, dark eyes.

	“Not tonight,” he told him. “Tonight, there is no line.”

	“God, do what you did to me in the bathtub. Please,” Blue pleaded. I don’t care how pathetic I sound. I need. I ache, and you can fix that.

	Yes, I can fix it, baby.

	Max reached down and undid the zipper on his jeans. He lifted his hips so that he could pull his jeans down over his hips.

	Blue grabbed the jeans and pushed them to Max’s ankles. When I sucked that bullet out of you, I was in heaven. Oh God, Max, I want to suck your cock. Blue’s chest heaved as he took Max’s cock in his fist. He stroked it until it stood straight, then leaned closer and licked the head, moaning softly as he tasted the length of it, then swallowed it whole. One hand moved up under Max’s shirt to caress his hard, muscular chest.

	Max bucked his hips into Blue’s mouth. He grabbed his face and began to fuck his mouth slowly, sensuously.

	It was so damned sexy. Blue reached down and slipped his hand into his own jeans, masturbating as Max used his mouth.

	Suddenly Max slid down onto the floor. Blue released his cock and Max pressed him to the thousand-year old Persian carpet. Max moved up over his body as Blue kept masturbating and slid his cock over Blue’s wet lips, teasing him a little and then finally letting him swallow his cock again.

	Max lifted Blue’s neck up and drove his cock deeper into his mouth. Blue was filled with him, his jaw opening full as the shaft slid up and down his throat.

	Blue came in his hand, his orgasm shattering, explosive. Max pulled out his cock, still wondrously hard, and moved his hands over his body. His tongue licked his nipples and then moved down until Max flipped Blue over onto his stomach and delved his tongue deep inside Blue’s ass.

	Blue was hard again. He let out a shout. He groaned and humped the carpet as the pleasure inside his ass went on nonstop. Then Max’s hard cock impaled him and they rose together off the floor as Max yanked him back in his arms and lowered his teeth to his throat. A sharp sensation went through his neck and Max pumped his ass hard and fast. Blue swooned, crying out. “Oh God!”

	Max pumped harder. He pinched and twisted Blue’s nipples with abandon, his hand moving back and forth between Blue’s nipples and his cock. Max flipped him over, stroking him. Blue’s cock felt as if it was on the edge of shooting yet it rose even straighter in the air, his balls cowering tight under him. “Max, please!” He was panting hard, his body covered in sweat and Max whispered in his ear, “Tell me when.”

	“Oh Fuck... when, when!”

	Max chuckled.

	Blue felt Max’s cock vibrate inside his ass, releasing a spray of cream, filling him deliciously. Max teased the tip of Blue’s penis, playing with it a moment and then squeezed it gently before he magically pumped it to ejaculation.

	Blue fell to the floor on all fours, his breathing hard and frantic. His hands clawed at the
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