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Part I: The Dawn of Revolution

 




One: Angel Sighting

14 MAY 1789

 

The night at last darkened as Thomas wandered the Parisian streets, feeling the people’s anger. Though the current French environment shunned the wealthy, Thomas’s commanding presence allowed him to walk about with little resistance. Besides, if his personality failed to assuage someone, his American citizenship placated them soon enough. Coming from a land that had already tossed out a king provided him a certain reverence.

The evening proved calm, however, with no one shouting or rioting. Perhaps later, Thomas might venture to the salons for conversation, but for the moment, he watched the common people as he headed from his flat along the Seine toward the Bastille. He sought the poor that evening, not the stuffy rich who bored him even in their nastiness.

Thomas dodged a puddle of mud and almost ran into a wealthy woman.

She grunted but then smiled when she looked up at him. “Pardon me.”

“It was my fault.” Thomas bowed. “I should apologize to you.”

She giggled and walked away, but not before turning around to glance at him one more time.

His reflection in a nearby window reminded him why so many women and men stopped to admire him. His muscular frame, his long black hair tied in a bow at the base of his neck, and his all-black attire, which defied the contemporary fashion of men wearing bright colors, combined to create an allure. Thomas knew he possessed a sex appeal. He captivated them so much they seldom commented with their usual prejudice on his darker complexion.

He turned onto Rue St. Louis and headed north. The houses there were dingier, the streets narrower, and the people dirtier. He traveled well into a residential area and found a secluded corner, the perfect place to watch for that night’s prey.

A few workers stumbled by, already drunk and searching for their homes, then some children frolicked along with a group of women. Still, nothing tempted him. Next, a soldier patrolled the streets and stared at him with suspicion, a prey that proved more to Thomas’s liking. Unfortunately, he saw goodness in the soldier’s face. He would not tempt fate with that one. The young man brushed a lock of blond hair out of his eye and passed as Thomas watched and marveled at his beautiful tight backside when he faded into the night.

Thomas nearly lost his breath when he turned and looked the other way. An angel?

The man had short brown hair, piercing hazel eyes, and soft skin. He carried the slight tone in his muscles, which so attracted Thomas, with a hint of nervousness. Not too masculine, but neither too feminine.

As the gentleman passed, Thomas fell in behind to study him further.

Only after Thomas almost drooled over the beauty in front of him did the clothing hit him. A priest. Thomas shook his head. How on earth did a godlike creature end up serving that vile Catholic Church?

He followed, anyway, hiding among the buildings and trailing so quietly that the priest never suspected a man behind him scrutinized every angle of his body beneath the black robe.

As they passed a narrow street, the priest turned and peered toward the cramped passage, then dashed down it. Thomas rushed to follow and hid in a doorway nearby.

“Can I help you?” the priest asked. “What is it?” He knelt before a young girl, perhaps no more than four, and placed his hand on her shoulder. She sobbed and slumped against the priest, who wrapped his arms around her. “Talk to me. You’re safe. What can I do?”

Her breathing finally slowed. “I’m lost.”

“What’s your name, dear?”

“Delphine,” she whispered.

“Well, Delphine, we’ll find your home. Can you give me some clues?”

Thomas listened as the priest quizzed her. She relaxed as the conversation continued and giggled as the priest joked and moved down the long alley with her, talking to her until he stooped down and picked her up while continuing to chat.

“Do you think we’re close?” he asked.

“I think so.” She looked around, clinging to him.

“Ah! Delphine!” A woman ran toward them, so the priest put the girl on the ground and stood aside as she sprinted to collapse in the woman’s arms.

“Mama,” she shouted.

“I’ve looked everywhere for you,” her mother replied. “What did I tell you about wandering away? We have just moved, after all. You’ll get lost in this big city.” Then she crossed herself. “Abbé, God intervened yet again to save my daughter.”

“Merely one of his servants, Madame.” The sound of his resonant voice sent waves of passion through Thomas.

“How can I repay you?” she asked.

“You owe me nothing,” the priest said as he turned to Delphine. “And you, little one, you must be careful in Paris. You can get lost easily, so stay close to your mother.”

She giggled as he tickled her stomach. “I will, Abbé.”

After they left, the priest turned and his eyes widened when he saw Thomas. He paused.

“Monsieur, pardon me. I didn’t see you.”

“I didn’t mean to startle you, Father. Good evening.” They gazed at each other for a long moment.

“No harm. Good evening, sir.” The priest nodded and walked away.

Too good to be true. Thomas stalked the priest as he turned the corner and entered the gate of a small church. There, Thomas leaned against a building, breathing heavily from the passion that erupted inside him, a longing he must satisfy. He wanted to stand outside the church and wait for the priest, or even knock on the door and talk to him again, but he was too unsettled. He remembered an establishment nearby that would serve his purpose well, so he raced to it, slammed through the doors, and sat before he fell, when a young man of about eighteen years approached him.

“Monsieur, you look unwell. Can I assist you?”

The youngster wasted little time. He needed a bath, but otherwise presented an adorable face and solid little body.

“What are you offering?” Thomas smirked.

“Come, I’ll show you.” He grabbed Thomas’s hand and pulled him up a stairway and into a dimly lit room. “I assume you know this’ll cost you, and that I don’t play the passive role.”

“Quite the entrepreneur. I can pay what you charge.” Thomas closed the door and embraced the youth as he kissed him. With great speed, he threw the youngster onto the bed and tore off both of their clothes.

“Slow down,” the young man pleaded.

Thomas did so and kissed the boy’s neck. His fangs descended, and he softly pricked the dirty skin to taste the blood before he took their interaction further.

“Do you enjoy biting?” the boy asked.

“Only momentarily,” Thomas replied before he plunged his fangs into the vein for a deeper taste.

As the hot liquid flowed across his lips, images of the boy’s life saturated Thomas’s mind. The vision confirmed what Thomas already ascertained. The young man prostituted himself part-time and was a useless degenerate who attacked and robbed innocent people. He assaulted children, including his brother, for sport. Ah, yes. And, of course, he murdered without remorse.

He grabbed the young man’s hair and kissed him, then rolled him over against his will. He struggled for the first time, but Thomas held him tightly.

“I told you,” he said, “I don’t—”

Thomas clamped his hand over the victim’s mouth. “Relax.” He stopped squirming and Thomas let him go. “What if I double the price? Or triple it, even?”

The lad contemplated for a moment. “Triple? Just to bugger me?”

Thomas petted his hair. “Yes.”

“Fine. But I won’t like it.” Yet he ground his ass into Thomas’s crotch.

Thomas thrust inside of him and pounded. The young man wriggled and bit his lower lip, but he never tried to stop Thomas until the vampire finished, his tension released as he exploded inside the nice bubble ass.

Sated, he released the lad, who pushed him off, cursing. “I told you, and I warned you, you ass.” He scrambled off the bed and snatched a knife from under the mattress, and in his nakedness came toward Thomas.

When the youth tried to stab him, Thomas grabbed his wrist and squeezed hard until the blade dropped to the floor. He pulled the young man toward him and stared into his eyes, his expression terrified.

“I thought we had an agreement? Besides, you can’t win. You won’t haunt this city anymore. Go peacefully.”

Thomas bent the boy’s head to the side and plunged his fangs back into the flesh, sucking the delicious blood until the youth’s heart stopped.

Thomas kissed the puncture wounds to heal them and flung the corpse to the floor before dressing, loving that a large city meant no one questioned yet another death. Sexually satisfied and fed, he brushed his clothing off before hurrying down the stairs and out the door without anyone noticing.




Two: Background Politics

15 MAY 1789

 

Nothing excited Catherine in her thirty-one years like the political events swirling around her over the previous few months. She hated the famine and unrest that accompanied the changes in Paris, but still relished the intrigue. Despite being alone, she rolled her eyes as her middle brother’s voice echoed through her mind.

“Catherine, you’re of noble birth. It’s not proper for you to engage in these political discussions,” Michel repeated so often it nauseated her. Of course, he only repeated what too many men of his class blabbered about in order to keep women subservient to them. He always followed that comment with his trope about how “your fierce independence and refusal to marry embarrasses the family.”

Liberty, equality, and égalité. That excited her! Not proper decorum and floating about the house as a mindless idiot.

“Abbé,” she exclaimed, jumping out of her chair at the sound of footsteps coming down the hall. “You’re late, and it’s already dark. But come here, I’ve a lot to tell you.”

Xavier smiled as he walked into the room. She saw her brother almost every day, but never stopped marveling at his angelic face, his dark hair, and his hazel eyes that sparkled. Even his clerical garb added a forbidden allure. Her friends lamented his entering the priesthood, and thus terminating his eligibility, but Catherine suspected Father Saint-Laurent desired something else.

“Would you please just call me Xavier? I can’t be your abbé. I know too much about your sins.” Xavier held his cross to his chest as he leaned over to kiss her cheek. Then he sat opposite her and smiled again. “I assume that all of this unrest excites you?”

“This is the dawn of a new era! Women may be able to vote. Did you see the riot this morning?”

“I heard about it. People protest the famine. They won’t starve without a protest.”

Dear Xavier, he always worried first about how it affected others. She sighed. He fretted too much, consumed with anxiety and seldom able to relax or enjoy himself.

“You worry too much.”

Xavier ignored her comment. “Perhaps we’ll see something new since the Estates General is meeting at Versailles after all these years, especially since Louis doubled the Third Estate to include more of the masses.”

“These bread riots can’t continue forever.” Catherine smoothed her dress over her abdomen. “The king and church better pay attention. Can you forgive my denunciation of your precious church?”

“Ah, the lovely church in Rome,” he said. “I love that it ignores the poor and supports the elite. God didn’t give Louis some ordained right to reign. I’ve always found the sentiment preposterous.”

“Still defiant after all that training.”

“Stop teasing me. The church owns too much land. It makes too much money at the expense of commoners. And even the common curé suffers in poverty while the church hierarchy lives in luxury. But this turbulence alarms me. The king already sent troops to quell the riot at Faubourg St. Antoine when the workers rebelled in April. How will the violence end?”

“How else will change occur?” Catherine arched an eyebrow. “On the bright side, Louis must listen to everyone now. Can you imagine what Michel must think?”

“I’m sure he abhors it.”

She shrugged. “I hope that this broadens his horizons. Since Father died, he takes such responsibility in caring for us, in acting like the patriarch. He should restrict his ordering people about to the military.”

“But he does have charge over us. It’s custom. What can he do?”

“He can pretend to lead us and do his responsibility without pushing.” Her voice rose as she spoke. “Who ensures the family investments? Who meets with the financiers and managers? Who pays the bills? I do. So, what gives him the right to appear three or four times a year and pretend that he rules the house?”

Xavier nodded without a word.

“I’ve thought about opening the doors of this house to anyone who would like to discuss the current political situation. What do you think Michel would have to say about a Saint-Laurent Salon?”

“I’m sure he’d relish the idea,” Xavier said sarcastically.

“And he still frets about your choice to serve in that god-awful parish.”

“That god-awful parish deserves God’s guidance as much as those who parade off in the finest clothes once a week to pretend to follow His word while they exploit people the rest of the week,” Xavier snapped.

Catherine scurried over to him and gave him a hug, then pecked him on the cheek. “Got you. I knew that some passion hid in that black finery somewhere. Come, let’s go to the terrace.” She turned without waiting and walked toward the wall of windows and doors that led to a large veranda overlooking Rue St. Denis. The Saint-Laurent compound—the largest on the street—housed only Catherine and servants now that Michel served in the military and Xavier slept in his rectory.

Catherine spun around and hugged Xavier again as he walked through the door. “Forgive me for teasing you.”

“Only God can forgive your transgressions,” he said with a sigh, though a smile hovered on his lips.

“Don’t you sound like a Huguenot. I thought the pope bestowed the power of God upon Catholic priests.”

“Blasphemy!”

“Oh, and did you hear what else is happening?”

“I can’t keep up with your mind.”

Catherine grinned. “The city formed a new government. I heard rumors in the salons for weeks about it, and when I went to Madame de Tesse’s salon yesterday—and spare me the admonitions of being careful about where I go—they said that the riots prompted a reorganization to a bourgeois militia because of the looting. How exciting! Now, let’s go. Walk me to the church so I may light an indulgence for Father and Mother.”

“Of course. To Notre Dame.” Xavier headed for the door.

“No, I want to see your church.”

“I hardly think you need to venture into that neighborhood.”

“Stop sheltering me. You sound like Michel. Besides, you hate seeing the elders who run that big old church, and the river stinks this time of year.”

Catherine pulled him into the street and they headed east, toward his small parish.

 

THE SAINT-LAURENTS

 

“Stay for dinner,” Catherine commanded Xavier when they returned to the house after visiting his church. “You don’t eat enough, and that parish can’t feed you.”

He laughed. “I’ll stay.” Xavier watched Catherine rushed around the house, telling the servants to prepare dinner. His sister possessed more energy than all of the horses in the king’s army.

Xavier made his way into the dining room, followed soon by Catherine, who raced in and smiled as she fell into a chair.

“What?” she asked, petulant. “Why are you looking at me?”

“I’m in awe of your interest in the revolution. You weren’t the least bit scared today.”

“That’s not remarkable.”

“Do you think the violence will persist? I hate it. I have to shelter people in the sanctuary while everyone runs around the streets fighting like lunatics. If the bishop found out how I assisted with this mess—”

Catherine barked a laugh to interrupt him. “How on earth can the bishop claim you’re involved in the riots by harboring innocent people?”

“The sanctuary is a holy place and reserved for appropriate worship of our Father in Heaven.”

“Please. Maybe we should ransack Notre Dame to give them a taste of reality.”

Xavier laughed. He tolerated church politics because the Parisian elders seldom ventured into his impoverished parish so near the Bastille.

“Did you hear Madame Bregat when we passed her?” Catherine asked, polishing her silverware with her napkin.

“Yes, she was so terrified that her voice quivered.”

Catherine rolled her eyes. “Typical aristocracy. All of this has them in a complete tizzy. Don’t they see the chance for profound change?”

“Did you ever think that most of them despise the thought? They’re not accustomed to the bourgeoisie running about demanding governing rights, let alone peasants rioting on country estates.”

“Well,” Catherine stated flatly, “I’m not afraid.”

But instead of launching into another polemic, Catherine grew quiet and stared past Xavier.

“Your silence unnerves me more than the rioting.” He reached across the table and squeezed her hand. “What is it?”

“You know what today is, don’t you?”

“I try to forget. This entire month brings sad memories.” Xavier fought the pain that had weighed on his mind all day.

“I wish I could forget. It hurts. What would he think about the turmoil?”

Xavier rubbed his forehead, remembering how his father had tried to mediate between the monarchy, the bourgeoisie, and all the lower sorts. He died the previous year of “natural causes,” though it seemed unnatural at the time because of his age. The doctor had said his health failed. Xavier missed him. His father, more so than anyone else in his family, understood his choice to enter the priesthood and even accepted his decision to avoid Catholic politics in so doing. His eyes welled with tears.

“Oh, dear. I didn’t mean—” Catherine took Xavier’s hand and squeezed, as if to pinch the pain out of him.

“I’m fine,” he muttered, brushing at his eyes. “Don’t worry. I think about him anyway. Talking about him feels good.”

“How can this be good?”

“Because it honors him, reminds me of what he taught, and keeps me focused on helping people.”

“It’s peculiar. Until I went abroad to tour, I never realized our privileged position,” Catherine said. “Not because he sheltered us, but because he didn’t. He wanted us to see all classes of people and consider ourselves members of mankind without concern for wealth. It surprises me that he instilled this so well in all three of us.”

Xavier patted her hand. “I have the strangest conversations with fellow clergy because of him. They either come from the aristocracy and spurn the common people or from the lower ends of society and sneer at the rich. I see both points of view, and they think me insane, on both sides. Only Father could create a theology that allowed me to enter the rigid Catholic Church, with all of its emphasis on power and privilege, and not forget to honor everyone.”

“I miss him, too,” Catherine said. “He’d be so proud of you.”

“Speaking of the unrest,” Xavier mused aloud, “how would Father handle this? He insisted we obey the king and act as middlemen between the monarchy and the people.”

“But what happens when everyone wants to overthrow the king?”

“No one wants to overthrow the king. You always take things to the extreme.”

She snorted. “If Americans threw King George out, perhaps the French will dismiss Louis. Father envisioned stability so long as everyone respected each other, but with starvation and poverty and high taxes, things have to change. See why we need a salon here?” She stopped when a servant entered the room. “Oh, look, dinner.”

“How can dinner possibly surprise you when you ordered it?”

“Don’t patronize me.”

He rolled his eyes. “I wonder what Michel thinks.”

“Our brother probably ignores it.”

“Stop it. Try to consider his point of view. Michel must be having a hard time reconciling his loyalty oath to the crown and what Father taught us.”

“Father made one big mistake.” Catherine gripped her fork. “He allowed Michel to enter the military too soon. The army shaped him too much. Michel got lost in that disciplined world.”

“It was a noble calling, Catherine. Michel wanted to please Father by following in his footsteps.”

“I know that. But Michel doesn’t have Father’s independence. For example, look at your name. Everyone expected Papa to name you after some member of the monarchy, but he refused because he had served with a Basque general. To honor their friendship, he named you after that man’s favorite saint. So you walk around with a Basque name in the middle of Paris because of Father’s friendship and respect for someone who helped him.” She said her monologue in one breath, paused, took a drink of wine, and continued. “The difference being that Michel would obediently name you Louis and be done with it.” She set her glass back down. “That’s all I’m saying.”

“Thanks for the history lesson. Are you finished?” His stomach clenched, knotting like it always did when he and Catherine argued.

“No. One more thing. Michel already cautioned me about the riots, remember? He can’t decide what to do. That proves my point,” she exclaimed.

“No one put you on trial. I agree, Michel’s afraid. I remember sitting with Father while Michel asked over and over again about the paradox of obeying the king and helping the people. He explained that the monarchy, by its very nature, rules because we need an established order. But the king’s privileged position prohibits him from understanding the bourgeoisie and the poor. So the nobility exists to explain to each group how to behave.”

“You listened to Father’s lessons. I forgot half of what he said. I liked to look out the window. Michel must have stared at the ceiling too much too.” She smirked.

He set his fork down. “Can we forget about Michel before you start arguing with him, even when he’s not here?”

“You’re too good. You need a little more spite in your blood to spice up your life.”

“That’s why I have you.”

She giggled. “It is hard to live up to our name and change with the times.”

The name. Xavier heard a million times growing up about the importance of the name. Saint-Laurent. A noble clan. How many times did he hear about his great-great uncle who tutored Philippe D’Orleans? Or others who served kings or rose to prominence in the army and church?

“Since you almost empathized with Michel,” Xavier announced as he pushed back from the table, “I’m leaving on that peaceful note.”

“Please stay.”

“I have to return to the church.”

“Why? Do you have to wax a crucifix?”

“Catherine, please.”

“I’m sorry. Seriously, stay.”

“I really have to leave.”

Too late. She had figured it out.

“The garden!” She laughed as Xavier turned red with embarrassment. “You still try to grow edible food in that garden?” She escorted him to the door.

“Perhaps.”

“Well, I do have some business to review. So I’ll let you go off to your futile enterprise.”

Xavier shook his head, still marveling that she managed all family affairs. Thank heaven their father recognized Catherine as the most intelligent of his children and thus defied convention by tutoring her to run the family, not one of his sons. Xavier kissed her on the cheek and headed down the front steps with a backward wave before walking away.

 

GARDEN MEETING

 

Back at his church, Xavier worked in his small garden even after darkness fell and the nearby lantern barely illuminated the street around it, let alone his humble plants.

“Abbé?”

Startled, he whipped around.

“I’m sorry to startle you again.”

Xavier cleared his throat, nervous. It was the man from earlier in the day, with the long black hair, piercing brown eyes, and American accent. “I didn’t hear you approach.” Xavier wiped his hands on his robe.

They stared at each other until the stranger broke the silence. “Perhaps I should introduce myself. Thomas, Father. Thomas Lord.”

Xavier cocked his head, quizzical. “You’re not from Paris.”

“What gave me away?”

“Your accent. And complexion.”

“I’m here on business.”

“Welcome to Paris. Let me know if I can be of any assistance.” Xavier wanted to say more, to keep the man near him, but he was at a loss for words. How strange.

“I—I wondered if… Can I go to confession? With you.”

Xavier smiled. “You’re not Catholic, either.”

“No,” Thomas said. “I’m not. I’m not Catholic, nor of any religion. And I’m not in Paris on business. I’m here by myself and felt lonely. I saw you protect that little girl earlier this evening and thought perhaps you could show me around Paris. I’m from America and wanted to see the rioting.” He stopped. “Sorry to babble.”

Xavier studied Thomas, noting his musculature, even in the dark. It prompted the most sinful of thoughts. “I doubt you’ll find Paris too welcoming these days, but I’d be happy to show you around.” He paused, considering. “You needn’t lie anymore. Just ask if you want my company.”

“Can you forgive me, Abbé? I was confused about your being a priest and what etiquette to use,” Thomas said, watching for Xavier’s response.

“You weren’t sure if I had the time for a heathen?” Xavier smiled. “Or did you fear some divine judgment? Well, don’t. As I said, I’d be delighted to show you Paris.”

“You don’t mind that I’m not Catholic?”

“Not all of us are so narrow-minded as to demand a certain brand of faith from everyone we meet. All of us are God’s children, after all.”

“What am I supposed to call you, then?” Thomas asked, picking at the sleeve of his coat. “Abbé? Father?”

“Since you don’t seek spiritual counseling, and so long as you promise not to enter my confessional, how about Xavier?”

Thomas grinned and a strange little spark danced down Xavier’s spine. “Agreed,” he said. “What would you think of starting my tour of Paris at the Seine? I love the breeze and view of Paris from there.”

“I’d be delighted.” Xavier nodded and smiled in return.

They sauntered toward the river, engaged in easy conversation. Xavier told Thomas about the riots, about the king, and about his view of the revolution. They chatted about mundane matters with no particular destination or motive. Xavier hated that the night ended when they returned to his church and bid adieu. He hoped, with butterflies in his stomach, to see Thomas again, but his fear of rejection kept him from saying anything further.




Three: He Returns

16 MAY 1789

 

It was too dark. Xavier felt like a fool in the garden as he weeded at a time of night when most people went to bed. He came out after dinner with Catherine, hoping that Thomas might return. But it was too late to count on a visit.

What had Xavier expected, anyway? His weakness angered him. Why did he hope for a forbidden dream and delude himself?

All day, he went over their conversations again and again. They talked about so much, the American revolution, monarchies, French politics, even religion. Thomas at first resisted revealing his atheism, but Xavier guessed and pulled it out of him, then had the hardest time convincing him that it didn’t matter. Xavier divulged little of his own opinions, however, because he still struggled to share personal feelings.

Most of all, Thomas’s bold presence intoxicated Xavier. He ordered himself to stop those thoughts, however, because of his duty to God. He must repress these unnatural yearnings.

Xavier picked himself off the ground and smelled the flowers in the soft breeze that blew through Paris, overpowering the other less attractive smells in the air. He collected himself and started toward the church. For the second night, his neighborhood was quiet except for the sounds of a few children and revelers, typical for a spring evening, and not indicative of a riot.

He sauntered toward the church and admired its simple, small beauty. The diocese tried to close it a number of times, but the political clout Catherine exerted with their family name kept it open. She thought she’d kept her protection of her youngest brother from Xavier, but the bishop had told him about it, rather bitterly. Regardless, Xavier loved serving there, amidst the common people, helping them through their daily struggles.

The sound of footsteps broke his contemplation.

“Abbé, I hoped to find you here. I’m sorry about the late hour. I was doing business.”

Xavier’s heart pounded at the long black hair, broad smile, and Thomas Lord’s confident voice.

“I thought you didn’t come to Paris on business?”

“I didn’t,” Thomas answered and looked away. “But I still have matters to attend to. I promised not to lie to you anymore. I’ve kept my word.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to imply anything.”

“No offense taken.” Thomas smiled again.

“What can I do for you?” Xavier struggled for words, but, too nervous, instead sounded like the authoritative priests he despised.

Thomas’s smile turned to a frown. “I didn’t come here to be insulted.”

“No, no. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean it that way,” Xavier backpedaled. “I enjoy your company. I just had some things on my mind. Please—”

“Perhaps we need to stop being so nervous with one another. Can we be friends? Pardon my forward behavior, but last night, I felt an attraction to you and wanted your company. I confess my ignorance of French custom, so I don’t know if I’m crossing some boundary. But can we become friends without all of the pretense and nervousness?”

Xavier listened, exhilarated and terrified all at once.

“Excuse my boldness,” Thomas continued, “but I want companionship beyond the casual acquaintances I’ve met thus far. I love spending time with you. My friends say that my biggest fault is telling people how I feel, but now you know.”

They stared at each other before Xavier glanced at the ground. Thomas’s proposition came with innuendo. The mere idea of a personal friendship made Xavier nervous, but was Thomas suggesting something else? He was lost. His entire life he’d fought his sexual attraction to men. He had entered seminary, hoping for a magical cure within the priesthood’s celibate world but instead found only more admonitions to control oneself and no solutions.

Xavier’s heart almost pounded out of his chest. “I’m sorry. I don’t know how to respond.”

“For one thing, you have to stop apologizing. Every other sentence out of your mouth requests forgiveness. The Catholic Church’s teaching on guilt means too much to you.”

“I’m sorry, I only mean—”

“See? There you go again,” Thomas said. The gentleness in his tone caused Xavier’s breath to catch in his throat.

Xavier smiled when he almost apologized yet again.

“Is something funny?” Thomas asked.

“If you want this friendship, then I have a confession, one I think you already know. I don’t have friends.” He raised his hand to ward off any response from Thomas just yet. “I know. It sounds preposterous, but I have colleagues and parishioners, and I have an intimate relationship with my family. But no other personal relationships.”

“I guessed as much. But you should revel in life from time to time. You’ll find that I take things to the opposite extreme. I’ll teach you all you wish and more. May we sit?”

“Of course.”

Xavier ushered him toward a bench, with only a faint lantern for illumination. Thomas sat next to him and looked into his eyes. The proximity aroused Xavier, sending panic through his body as his stimulation increased. Before either of them said anything, Thomas laughed.

“Abbé, you astound me. Why are you petrified? Your face is bright red.”

“Please, it’s Xavier.” He never said that to anyone outside his family. The church forbade such intimacy, and Xavier was not close to any of his colleagues except one nun.

“Xavier it is, then. Do you always look so distressed?”

“No, really—not usually. I just don’t know what to do with this…friendship.” He drew out the word, savoring it, uncertain what it meant.

“Well, what can I do to help?”

“I’m not sure. What do we do?”

“I see I have my work cut out for me,” Thomas said dryly. “We just do what we did last night. We talk and learn from each other. And there will be times we need to help each other. I’ll never need a priest, but I may need companionship.” Thomas patted Xavier on the back, sending that thrill down Xavier’s spine that he both loved and feared. “It’s difficult to explain how friendship works. Make this agreement with me. We’ll just enjoy the company, and when you need clarification or feel the urge to apologize, tell me and we’ll address those concerns as they come.”

“I’ll do my best, but tell me when I fail.”

“You’ll never have to guess about my feelings. In fact, I already have a concern.”

“What?”

“I hear a lot of anticlerical sentiment in Paris. What keeps you safe?”

Xavier shrugged. “They lash out at the establishment. My parish never threatens me. Worship attendance has suffered, but I don’t fear the people.”

“Will the militia assist you?”

“There’s no need for extreme measures. They attack that which threatens them, and this small church in no way endangers anyone.”

Thomas seemed assuaged, and for the next hour, they chatted as they had the night before, about the riots, government, and Paris. The more they talked, the more Xavier relaxed. But his initial hesitance embarrassed him. He found Thomas’s familiarity liberating and fun, with no inhibitions or threat of condemnation. Perhaps friendship was simple, and as they talked behind the church, Xavier lost track of time. He was jolted out of their leisure when he heard steps echoing up the catacomb’s entrance behind the church.

How could he forget Maria? All this talk of friendship and he forgot his one friend in the Catholic Church. Maria and he arranged a visit in the late evening to ensure the secrecy of their plans without the watchful eye of church authorities, but in his infatuation with Thomas, he forgot.

Xavier jumped off the bench and away from Thomas too late. Thomas looked befuddled and then saw the approaching figure. The plump nun, dressed in black, stood off by herself.

“Is this a bad time, Abbé?”

“Sister, good evening. No, not at all. Please come,” Xavier said. As he floundered around, Thomas rose and headed toward the gate. He nodded and smiled, as if to say he understood, though Xavier worried that he had offended him.

“Good night, Abbé. Thank you for your counsel. It brought me comfort.” Thomas walked away into the night and Xavier stared after him, then caught himself and turned to Maria.

“Did you forget our plans?”

“Of course not. The gentleman sought comfort about a…a business and personal matter.”

“Is there anything wrong?”

Xavier wiped his brow with his shaking hand. “No.”

Maria raised her eyebrow, but he ushered her into the sanctuary and closed the door. She walked forward in silence. Did she suspect? Did she somehow know?

 

BLOOD PASSION

 

Thomas left Xavier with the nun, glancing back only to show that all was fine between them. Xavier’s sudden jump from the bench and startled expression shocked Thomas until he saw the nun appear from the catacombs. Too bad she had appeared, because he wanted to ravage that priest’s body.

Thomas walked through Paris, never bored with watching humanity during the night. Other vampires longed for the sun and questioned the goodness of their souls while they pronounced themselves evil. Not Thomas. He never wondered about such divine nonsense. Instead, he reveled in eternal life and his power.

When Anthony had made him, he taught Thomas to only feed on criminals and to never touch the innocent. Anthony had commanded him to obey the ethic, that no other lesson meant more. Thomas had obeyed the code more than anything because Anthony said the Vampire Council would otherwise kill him.

He walked toward his favorite bars in Paris, craving people. A man’s blood. Thomas licked his lips. Xavier, that innocent, angelic priest, brought out the worst in him. He grinned at the irony and set to work hunting to quell his rising hunger.

It never took long in these modern cities to find fitting victims. One only had to look into another’s eyes to view evil. Indeed, a candidate for the night’s amusement stood before Thomas, and moments later, he left the degenerate soul dead in the alley. Thomas wiped the blood off his mouth, avoiding another taste of it so as not to see a repeat of the man’s murderous existence. The one curse that came with his vampirism was the fact that, in tasting the blood, he saw the victim’s life pass before his eyes.

Fed, Thomas felt better and so dashed through the darkened, damp streets to his flat, where he reveled in the serenity of his home and removed his clothing. He loved being naked.

Without meaning to and within minutes, he had pleasured himself while sitting on his favorite silk chair. The young man from the night before had barely satisfied him. He wanted something deeper. And so it served his purposes more to satisfy the urges alone, to envision Xavier underneath him, clinging in love.

Ah, Xavier. You haunt me. Thomas frowned, thinking about him. Was he already thus smitten? Besides, could the priest ever accept his own sexual longings? Thomas saw fear on Xavier’s face when they sat near one another or when Thomas brushed his hand against Xavier’s. Sighing, Thomas stood and began pacing throughout his apartment. What to do? He ached for Xavier, but the mere thought irritated him. He wanted him as a mate, even when he scolded himself that they had just met.

The one thing he longed for, the one area of his life that remained unfulfilled and empty, was the absence of a partner, an emptiness that made him bitter and angry at times. Perhaps, if Xavier could accept the love of another man, it would destroy his faith in that damnable Catholic Church and allow Thomas to tell him everything.

Thomas stood at the window and gazed into the night. How to proceed? Anthony had made the lessons simple for him, about how easy it seemed to navigate through eternity. But he’d failed to explain that emotion persisted in the darkness, that desire for love and companionship intensified the longer Thomas remained alone. True, Anthony had mentioned the need for a mate and had hoped for such companionship from Thomas, but both proved too strong-willed to stay with each other as lovers.

Thomas wrapped a silk robe around himself and went onto the balcony. The still darkness of the street surrounded him with peace. But loneliness plagued his mind. He knew it now more than ever and realized he wanted a lifemate. He wanted Xavier.




Four: Catherine – Betrothal

24 MAY 1789

 

Catherine wondered what Xavier was hiding. For the past few days, he’d left earlier each night. They spent almost every evening together, having dinner, reading, and talking until they were too tired to continue. But recently he’d left even before sunset, mentioning some nonsense about obligations and work. Or his ridiculous garden. Catherine suspected something else.

Catherine listened until curiosity got the better of her. “Where do you go when you leave here?”

“Go?”

“At night, when you leave here.” Catherine poured more tea and took a sip. “You’re doing something.” She looked at him. “You leave before dusk now. Why?”

“I return to the church,” he hedged.

“To do what?”

“What do you want to know?” Xavier’s face turned red.

Comprehension dawned. “You’ve met someone! Who is it?”

Xavier looked at the floor and fumbled with the cross dangling from his neck.

“You’re seeing someone. I knew it.” She sat back, surprised but delighted. “Tell me everything.”

“Catherine, please.” Xavier looked around the room. “I took a vow of celibacy. There’s no woman in my life.”

“I never said that.” She wanted to blurt out that she knew Xavier fancied men over women but thought better of it.

“Fine. I have a new friend from America. There’s nothing else. He isn’t Catholic.” Xavier leaned forward with a huge grin. “I’ve never had anyone from outside the church to talk to. So that’s my secret. Rather anti-climactic.”

“Well, thank you for sharing. Besides, we just got through the anniversary of Father’s death and now today arrives. How are you?”

“I know this day affects you and Michel. It certainly hurt Father. But I can’t recall it.”

Catherine strained to remember their mother, strained to remember that fateful day. The Saint-Laurent household had buzzed with excitement because the promised baby was soon to arrive. She and Michel had heard over and over about their responsibility in helping their mother after the birth. Catherine and Michel waited in the room adjacent to their mother’s quarters when the nurse raced out and shouted for the butler to get a doctor. Soon thereafter, their father ran through the room without looking at them. When he got into the bedroom, he roared with grief. It was the first sound from behind the door, their father wailing and beating his fists against the wall.

The nurses pushed him out of the room, where he fell into a chair, broken, his hands limp at his sides.

Then the baby cried. She recalled the vivid memory that had burned into her young mind. A baby was crying.

The nurse brought the small bundle into the room. “Monsieur, he needs you,” she said to their father. “Take him.” She thrust the child into his arms and retreated to the birthing room.

Tears streamed down his face as he clutched the babe in his arms. Michel sat at attention in the corner, bewildered. Not Catherine. She’d had enough and slid off the sofa, going toward her father. She crept up to him and glanced at the baby.

“Papa? Who is it?”

Her father, despondent, gathered his senses and looked at her. He smiled through his tears and held her hand. “This is Xavier, darling. Michel, come here and meet your brother.” Michel plodded across the room and gazed at the baby. With one arm holding the baby, their father embraced his other two children in a hug and resumed crying. And then he told them that their mother died in childbirth.

Catherine’s eyes misted as she thought about the soft-spoken woman who’d raised her with love and devotion. She still missed her. But, if God had taken her away, He had left a perfect replacement in Xavier. Michel, her father, and she had embraced the new baby as the reincarnation of their mother and vowed to raise him as she would have, with patience, love, and reverence.

Catherine wiped at her tears.

“I’m sorry.” Xavier hugged her and the warmth of his embrace eased her pain.

“It’s a pity that your birthday is also that day. We tried to give you all of the attention, but—”

“And you did a marvelous job. I didn’t know the meaning of this day for a long time, not until I could comprehend it. I didn’t mean to be flippant before. I just never knew her.”

“Oh, this is silly,” Catherine said. “I know that, and you needn’t worry. Let’s talk about something else. I’ll revel in the misery later, when you go see your friend.”

Xavier smiled, as if he wanted to speak further on the subject, but a heavy footstep across the hall startled them. Catherine recognized the cadence and leapt to her feet as a man appeared in the doorway.

“Michel!” She ran across the room into his arms, his frame solid like a rock against her. “Don’t you cut a dashing figure in the king’s uniform?”

“I’ve missed you,” Michel said with a laugh. He turned, and his expression lightened even more. “And Xavier. What a pleasant surprise.” They embraced and kissed each other on the cheek.

“Are you in Paris because of the revolts?” Xavier asked.

“No, I came on other business. But I see the rioting persists in our fair city.” Michel clapped his brother on the shoulder and motioned for them all to sit down. Catherine waited for them to sit, then stood before them to ensure her brother knew he could not command her to sit like a dog.

“Well, they’re starving,” Catherine intoned. “What do you expect them to do? The king and that Mademoiselle Antoinette spend extravagantly while the people can’t feed their own children.”

“I think you best watch yourself,” Michel said in a tone reminiscent of their father. “Louis won’t sit around as the masses ruin his country.”

“Well, Louis better not wait too long, or there’ll be more blood on his hands,” she retorted.

“That’s treason, Catherine.”

“Oh, I swear.” Catherine rolled her eyes. “Can’t you see that things are changing? They have to.”

“Are you sanctioning this rebellion? Certainly you don’t participate, do you?” Michel barked his questions.

“Of course, I watch. It happens right outside my door. What do you expect? I won’t crawl into some hole while the world destroys itself. What if I can do something to help?”

“Help?” He scoffed. “Help the riffraff that threatens your country? Help the peasants who vow to overthrow their king? Listen to yourself. You sound insane.”

“That’s enough,” Xavier shouted. “The two of you never agree, so can we stop it?”

Catherine turned her attention from Michel and saw the pained expression on Xavier’s face. He so hated it when Michel and she bickered, which they did more and more since their father died. For Xavier’s sake, she stopped herself before she launched into another tirade against Michel’s reverence for the monarchy.

“I apologize,” Michel said through gritted teeth.

“As do I.” Catherine hoped she at least sounded sincere. “So. Michel,” Catherine continued, “what brought you here?”

“You did.” He waggled his finger at Catherine. “I have wonderful news.”

Something in his tone unnerved her and she sat down, twitching her leg as Xavier placed his hand on her knee to calm her. “Well?”

“I’ve betrothed you,” Michel announced, a hint of triumph in his tone.

Catherine’s face burned red. “You did what? You’ve no power over me.” She stood, rage swelling in her throat. Xavier and Michel both jumped up in response. “You wander around Europe with that damn army while I maintain everything important to this family. Then you come parading back with an announcement about my future? How dare you?”

“Catherine, listen to me,” he said, trying to placate her, but she stormed out of the room, cursing as she left.

“No man—brother or husband—will command me.”

 

DEFIANCE

 

Xavier stood dumbfounded. Had Michel not learned anything after all these years with Catherine? Betrothed? Without her knowledge? And where did she go? Catherine was too headstrong, and Michel too lost in his role as family patriarch.

“Did you see that?” Michel asked, pointing at the ghost of their sister.

“What did you expect?”

“I knew she’d resist. But she didn’t hear me out. She didn’t listen.” He turned back to Xavier.

“You’ll never command Catherine like one of your soldiers. She makes her own decisions.”

“How can I allow the defamation of the Saint-Laurent name because she refuses to marry? Father entrusted me with upholding our legacy.”

“No, Michel, society gave you that responsibility. Father taught you to obey when it served the right purposes and to disregard tradition when necessary. Perhaps this is a time—”

“What about her safety?” Michel yelled his interruption. “She rants about maintaining the family wealth. Yet if something happened to both of us, the only males in this family, what do you think the government would do to her? Do you think they’d look the other way and allow a woman to control such a vast economic empire? Men control the world, and Catherine needs to remember that.” He stood, hands on his hips, as if daring Xavier to argue with him.

Xavier remained calm. He had heard Michel’s argument a million times, but Catherine loved her life and managed her affairs quite well. “Regardless of your worry, it won’t help to defy her. I know you want the best for her. But you drive her away.”

“It’s more complicated this time.”

“How so?” Xavier prodded.

Michel stopped and looked at him again. “The man. This will hurt him terribly.”

“Who is it?”

“Jérémie Metcalfe.”

Xavier gasped. “How could you put such an old family friend in such a position? He’s like a brother. I had no idea he had feelings for Catherine.”

“Nor does she.”

Xavier rubbed his temples. “How did this come about?”

“He passed through a port where I was stationed a month ago. We had dinner, and we asked about our respective families. I told him how I worried about Catherine. Before I said much, he blurted out a confession that he wanted to marry her. I was ecstatic. I thought she loved him as well. Lord knows she’ll never see it my way, but I did it for her. He asked permission to marry her and I granted it. We planned to meet here today to tell her.” Michel sighed, forlorn. “I thought she guessed. Jérémie told me he visits often.” He looked at Xavier then. “I must swear you to secrecy. I promised Jérémie not to tell a soul until she responded. He didn’t want to face public humiliation if she rejected him.”

“But she did no such thing,” Xavier corrected. “She rejected you.”

“I know, but Jérémie won’t see it that way. Swear to me, Xavier. He’ll be here soon.”

“You invited him here? What were you thinking?”

“Damn it, there’s no time for this. Swear to me.”

Xavier stared at him, torn between his siblings. “Of course,” he answered as a servant announced Jérémie. With his heart pounding, Xavier greeted their old friend.

“Jérémie,” Michel greeted him. “Come in. We need to talk.”

Xavier nodded politely, noting that Jérémie was indeed a handsome fellow with his soft white skin, height, and green eyes. He greeted Xavier and followed Michel out of the room.

Xavier stayed behind, bewildered. The footsteps in the hall startled him. He turned to see his sister, always beautiful in her flowing dresses and blonde hair even when scowling as she stormed down the hall.

“Is he still here?” she spat.

“Yes. Jérémie as well.”

Catherine’s eyes narrowed. “Come with me.” She pulled him into the library and ushered him to a seat, then leaned against the desk piled with letters and papers.

“Can you believe him? Help me.”

Xavier dreaded involvement in the fight but hated to see Catherine so distressed.

“You have every right to feel angry. But listen to him. Give him a chance.”

“I won’t tolerate a monarch in this house. France prepares to throw out the king, and yet I suffer one here.”

“But you told me that you want to marry someday. At least listen to him.”

“I want to choose my partner.”

Someone knocked on the door. “Catherine? Xavier?” Jérémie timidly entered. “Michel left.”

“Good,” Catherine said.

Jérémie came in, smiled at Xavier, but never looked at Catherine.

“I missed you today,” Catherine said to him. She sighed. “At least you don’t have a brother telling you what to do. Can you believe him?”

Xavier cleared his throat. “I’m sure Jérémie doesn’t want to hear about it.”

“I don’t mind.” Jérémie offered a smile. “It must be difficult.”

Catherine pushed herself away from the desk and rushed to Jérémie and pecked him on the cheek. “Why can’t you be my eldest brother? You’re the most charming man. You understand me. I can’t tie myself to someone who dictates my life. Especially a brother who runs around in the army fighting people away from home. He probably picked some authoritarian general to push me around.”

“I’m sure the gentleman meant well,” Jérémie whispered.

“If someone wants to marry me, he better tell me about it, not my brother.”

“Perhaps the gentleman was concerned with decorum,” Xavier said. “I’m sure he meant the best.”

Jérémie flashed Xavier a surprised glance. To Catherine, he said, “I have to leave. I’m expected elsewhere.” He bowed and left.

“Jérémie was odd.” Catherine frowned. “He came yesterday on the pretense of business but chatted for a while, like the typical Jérémie. He seemed morose today.”

“Just be patient,” Xavier hinted.

“You’re strange. Aren’t you here a little late today? You usually bolt away to see your new friend.”

Xavier blushed. Catherine perceived too much.

 

THE WOULD-BE BISHOP

 

Xavier hastened through the streets, only greeting the people with whom he usually stopped to converse with a quick nod. Michel’s return, the news about Jérémie, and Catherine’s reaction kept him at the house longer than he’d anticipated.

“You look distressed.”

Xavier jumped at Thomas’s voice. “You scared me.”

“Your brow is creased with worry. Should I go?”

“No. Please, stay.” Xavier wanted nothing more than to lose himself with Thomas. Without prompting, he launched into the entire tale as Thomas listened. Instead of continuing toward the church, they walked around Paris, passing a few angry people discussing the Estates General, but most went about their business.

“You feel too much responsibility for them.” Thomas put his hand on Xavier’s back. The masculine touch sent chills through Xavier.

“Can we talk about something else?” Xavier had had enough of the Saint-Laurents. “I need to forget about it for a while.”

Thomas turned Xavier down a quiet, abandoned street, his hand still on Xavier’s back.

“This is the first time you’ve said much about your family history,” Thomas said. “I take it you come from a great deal of money?”

“Yes,” Xavier said with a trace of irritation. He hated talking about their wealth.

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of. It makes you more intriguing.”

“How?”

“I assumed you were poor, with your small parish in a rather nasty part of Paris. I don’t think many people from the nobility receive such assignments. How wealthy are you?”

“I’ve no idea. Catherine handles all that. It’s extensive.”

Thomas stopped and held Xavier’s shoulders. His eyes burned into Xavier’s soul. “You’re beautiful.”

Xavier squirmed. He looked away from Thomas’s piercing brown eyes, but Thomas grabbed his head and forced them to look at each other. “Why do you serve in this filth? Your family must have connections in the church.”

Xavier turned his head and looked at the ground as he pulled away to remove himself from the sexual tension. He resumed their walk.

“It’s not about power,” Xavier said. “My family has served the monarchy for generations. Becoming a bishop would be easy for me, but I prefer my small church. I could send Michel a letter tomorrow and move to a new location overnight, but I can’t imagine serving the wealthy and listening to them pretend to practice their faith, while in reality. They disregard human need.”

“Doesn’t the poor condition of your church bother you? Why do you grow vegetables when other clergy eat four-course meals every day?”

“I don’t do it as some form of penance. I eat with Catherine most nights anyway. I know it sounds preposterous. Michel says so all the time.”

Thomas stopped when they reached the Bastille’s edges, the dark structure that housed so many of Paris’s criminals casting more blackness over the night. Xavier glanced at it, wondering how many people truly belonged in its confines. It loomed over them as Thomas stared at Xavier. Passionate feelings of lust, infatuation, and fear flooded through Xavier.

“Your moral standards astound me,” Thomas said.

Xavier wanted to get away from the Bastille’s wicked eye so he headed north, toward his parish. “I’m sorry.”

Thomas smiled. “There you go, apologizing. Doesn’t Catherine support you?”

“Yes, of course, but she relates it to her independence. Mine isn’t about myself. I feel an obligation to humanity.” They reached Xavier’s church and leaned against a small fence. “When I work here, I touch people. For a moment, for a day, however long, I ease the pain.”

“Do you accept Catholic theology?”

Xavier thought for a long moment. “Is this just between us?”

“I’d never betray you.” Thomas grabbed Xavier’s hand.

“I don’t believe all of it. Some higher being exists, which we can’t understand. It’s impossible to believe this happened by accident. Mankind seeks to answer this question, and for many, those answers come through the church.” He stared at their clasped hands with a thrill. “I serve the church because I was raised in it. It’s how I come into contact with the spiritual world. It also allows me to help people. Really, this sounds ridiculous.”

“Not at all.” Thomas squeezed his hand and let go. “It makes sense. The first day we met, I saw you help that little girl find her mother. You never hesitated or got angry. You just acted. That’s a profound love that few feel. I wish I shared such zeal.”

“You make me a saint prematurely.” Xavier managed a wan smile. “I get angry with the world and fail to live by my own standards. I almost never succeed with my brother.”

Thomas moved them to a bench and sat opposite him. Xavier struggled to control his urge to sink into the shelter of Thomas’s powerful arms.

“What about your brother? I thought you cared so much for him.”

“Oh, I do, I do. I cherish my brother and sister. Remember what I told you about Catherine, about how Michel has taken his responsibility to lead this family too far?”

Thomas nodded.

“He does the same to me. It enrages Michel that I refuse to accept a higher position in the church. He claims that it degrades the Saint-Laurent name. He sees religion differently, as more of a duty, another cog in the government. I try to listen, but I get so angry. Then yell at him.”

“Forgive my bluntness,” Thomas said. “Your biggest weakness is that you’re too hard on yourself. You expect perfection of yourself, but you’re fallible. Let yourself be.”

Thomas spoke the truth, yet Xavier thought of all the people who did expect perfection of him. The Catholic Church elevated priests to a false pedestal, and Michel and Catherine doted over him all the time. His eyes filled with tears.

Thomas patted Xavier on the shoulder. Without a word, he moved closer and hugged him as he whispered into his ear. “I understand, Abbé, I understand.” They sat that way for a long moment before Xavier sat up, collected himself, and smiled.

“Thank you. I’m sorry.”

“You apologized again,” Thomas teased.

Xavier struggled to stay awake and allow the moment to continue, but the evening had worn him out. His head bobbed once, and then he heard Thomas laugh.

“Are you exhausted?”

“I’m tired. I get up early to read and then work through the early afternoon so I can visit Catherine in the evenings.”

“Should I let you rest tomorrow?”

“No, please, come back.”

Thomas stood and accompanied Xavier toward the church. He held the door open for Xavier, who walked in and turned around.

“Good night.” Xavier smiled.

“Abbé.” Thomas smiled in return and turned. He paused at the gate, looked back, waved, then disappeared into the night.

Xavier hated that his stomach ached when Thomas disappeared.

He had fought these longings his entire life and scolded himself for them. Many of his colleagues ignored their vows of celibacy, and more than a few “friendships” developed in seminary. Even bishops knew about these arrangements and entered into them. Yet Xavier could not bring himself to defy the church so openly. For every accepting curé or official, another might expose his blasphemy and ruin his chosen path.

Anguish. Bitter, aching anguish engulfed Xavier. Why did he struggle with these feelings for Thomas? He groaned. Those dreams of lying with another man and feeling his strength overpower him with its protection overcame Xavier. He longed to run his hand over tight muscles and feel coarse whiskers against his cheek. It was too easy to fantasize in the dark.




Five: Marcel André

26 MAY 1789

 

Xavier looked twice from his rectory window to see who approached, then squinted against the sun to confirm that Catherine walked up the path. He closed his Bible and raced down the stairs.
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