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In her twenty-fifth adventure, vampire hunter and necromancer Anita
Blake learnsthat evil isin the eye of the beholder ...

Anita has never seen Damian, her vampire servant, in such a state. Therising sun
doesn’'t usher in the peaceful death that he desperately needs. Instead, he' s being
bombarded with violent nightmares and blood sweats.

And now, with Damian at his most vulnerable, Anita needs him the most. The
vampire who created him, who subjected him to centuries of torture, might be
losing control, allowing rogue vampiresto run wild and break one of their kind's
few strict taboos.

Some say love isagreat motivator, but hatred gets the job done, too. And when
Anitajoins forces with her friend Edward to stop the carnage, Damian will be at
their side, even if it means traveling back to the land where all his nightmares
spring from...a place that couldn’t be less welcoming to avampire, an assassin,
and a necromancer: Ireland.

From the Hardcover edition.
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Editorial Review

Review
“Hamilton remains one of the most inventive and exciting writersin the paranormal field.”—#1 New York
Times bestselling author Charlaine Harris

“If you' ve never read this series, | highly recommend/strongly suggest having the Anita Blake experience.
Vampires, zombies, and shifters, oh my! And trust me, these are not your daughter’s vampires.” —L iterati
Book Reviews

“A sex-positive, kick-ass female protagonist.”—Starbur st

“Number one New York Times bestseller Hamilton is till thrilling fans...with her amazing multifaceted
characters and intricate multilayered world, amix of erotic romance, crime-drama, and paranormal/fantasy
fiction. Her descriptive prose is gritty and raw, with amosaic of humor and horror to tell this complex, well-
detailed story. But it' s her enigmatic stable of stars that continues to shine, managing their improbable
interpersonal relationship dynamics.”—Library Journal

From the Hardcover edition.

About the Author
Laurell K. Hamilton isafull-time writer and the author of the Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter, and Merry
Gentry series.

From the Hardcover edition.

Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.
1

I'd fallen asleep cuddled between two of the men | loved most, with one arm flung across their naked
bodies so | could touch thethird. All three of them were warm when | fell asleep, but when my phone
woke me hourslater, only two of the bodiesin the bed wer e still warm. The only vampirein the bed
had died when the sun came up a mile over our headsin our nice safe cave of a bedroom. It was great
for vampires, but if you were afraid of thedark or didn’t liketheidea of tons of stone pressing down
on your head, well, you couldn’t sleep with us.

| scrambled over Nathaniel’s almost fever-hot body for my phone, which was plugged in on the
bedside table, but when the screen came on it was his phone, not mine, because hislock screen wasa
picture of the three of us and mine was a close-up of our hands entwined with the new engagement
rings. | finally got my phone and hit the button, but it had already gone to voice mail.

Micah asked in a voicethick with deep, “Who wasit?”

| squinted at the bright screen in the very dark room and said, “1 don’t recognize the number, or hell,



thearea code. | think it’sinternational. Who the hell would be calling me from out of the country?”

Nathaniel snuggled against the front of my body, burying his face between my breasts, as he tucked
himself lower under the covers. He mumbled something, but since he was both the heaviest sleeper and
the most likely totalk in hissleep, | didn’t pay much attention.

“What timeisit?” Micah asked, hisvoice less sleep-filled and closer to awake.

“Fivea.m.,” | said. | clicked my phoneto black and tried to put it back on the bedside table, but
Nathaniel had pinned meand I couldn’t quite reach.

“We've only been adeep for three hours,” hesaid in avoice that was starting to sound aggrieved.

“I know,” | said. | was still trying to push my phone back on the edge of the table with a now firmly
asleep Nathaniel weighing me down.

Micah wrapped hisarm around my waist and Nathaniel’s back and pulled us both closer to him.
“Sleep, must have more sleep,” he said with hisface buried between my shoulders. If | didn’t dlide
down into the covers soon, they’d both be aseep and I’d be pinned with my arms and shoulder s bar ed.
The bedroom at night was about fifty degrees; | wanted my shoulders covered. | gave onelast push to
my phone, which fell to thefloor, but it didn’t light back up, which meant it was still plugged in, so |
was good with it on the floor. Screw it, | was going back to sleep.

| had to force both men to give me enough room to slide down between them so we were all covered
and warm again. | wasjust starting to drift back to sleep to the sounds of their even breathing when
my phonerang again, but thistimeit played a different song, George Thorogood’s“Bad to the Bone.”
It was the personalized ringtone for one of my best friends, Edward, assassin to the undead and fellow
U.S. Marshal Ted Forrester. Interestingly, Edward and Ted wer e the same per son; think Clark Kent
and Superman.

I flung the covers off all of usand scrambled, falling to the floor and fumbling for the phone that was
glowing in the pile of clothes beside the bed. | hit the button and said, “Here, I’'m here!”

“Anita, areyou all right?” Edward’s voice was too cheerful, which was all the cluel needed that he
was with other police officerswho would be over hearing everything.

“Yeah, I’m good. You sound awfully chipper for fiveam.,” | said, trying not to sound like | was
already getting cold outside the body heat of the bed. | started to fumblein the clothes pile for
something that was mine but kept coming up with just the guys' clothes.

“It'seleven am. here” hesaid.

Hewasn’t homein New Mexico then, so | asked, “Whereareyou?’

“Dublin.”

“Dublin what?”

“Ireland,” he said.



| sat naked and shivering on the floor, scooping through the pile of clothes around melikeabird
trying to make a nest, and tried to think. | failed, so | asked, “Why areyou in Dublin, Ireland?”

“For the samereason I'm calling you, Anita.”

“Which is?" | tried not to get irritated at him, because it usually amused him, and Ted usually took
longer to tell anything. Edward was far more abrupt. Yes, they were the same per son, but Edward was
mor e of a method actor, and trying to get him to break character wasn’t a good idea.

“Vampires.”

“Therearen’t any vampiresin Ireland. It’sthe only country in theworld that doesn’t have them.”

“That’swhat we all thought until about six weeks ago.”

“What happened six weeks ago?” | asked, trying to burrow myself into the clothes on the floor for
war mth.

Someone from the bed above me threw my robe on top of me. | told whichever of my partnershad
doneit, “ Thanks.”

“They had their first vampirevictim,” Edward said.

| dipped into therobe, using my chin to hold the phone against my shoulder. The black silk robe was
better than being naked, but silk isn’t really very warm. | kept meaning to buy something with alittle
mor e heat retention, but it was hard to find sexy and warm at the sametime. “Vampirevictim, so
dead?”

“No, just alittledrained.”

“Okay, if it was nonconsensual blood donation herein the States the vampire would be up on charges,
but if it was consensual it’snot even a crime.”

“Vampire gaze wiped her memory of it,” he said.

“If the vampire and blood donor had agreed that the vamp could use their gaze so the donor could get
the whole vampir e experience, then it’streated like you let someone drink too much at a party and
then let them walk home drunk, again it’snot even a crime here, just bad judgment.”

“Vic can't remember, sowe'll never know if consent was given or not.”

“If they took a swab of the bitefor geneticsand he, or she, isin the system, they can find the vampire
in question.”

“Nobody believed it was a vampir e bite, so they didn’t treat it like an attack. They thought she'd been
dipped a date-rapedrug.”

“Thefang marksweren’t aclue?’ | asked.



“You said it yourself, Anita: thereare no vampiresin Ireland. In thousands of years of history, there's
never been a vampire here. They noted the fang marks as possible needle marksfor the drug they
thought had been used on thevic; if they hadn’t been hunting for needle marks and other signs of
drug use, they wouldn’t have even found them. They are some of thetiniest, neatest marks|’ve ever

| sat up alittle straighter, both to tie my robetighter and because that meant something. “ You’ve seen
almost as many vampire bitesas| have.”

“Yep,” hesaid in hisbest Ted Forrester drawl. He was probably playing the full American cowboy,
accent and all, for thelrish police. He could be the ultimate under cover person and blend in damn
near anywhere, but when hewas Ted, it waslike he enjoyed just how thick he could play the part. |
wondered if he'd packed Ted’s cowboy hat and brought it on the airplane. The thought of him
wearingit in Ireland was either fun or cringeworthy. | wasn’t sure which yet.

“How tiny? Do you think it’sa child vampire?”

“I"ve seen female vampsthat had a bite this small, but that one could be a child.”

“What do you mean, that one?”

“We have at |least three different biteradiuses.”

“So three different vamps,” | said.

“At thevery least, maybe more.”

“What do you mean, maybe more?”

“I"ve got permission to shar e photoswith you if you can get to a computer.”

“My phoneisacomputer. Can’t you just text me?”

“I could, but you'll want a bigger screen tolook at some of these.”

“Okay, | ...| can get to acomputer. | just need someone to help melog on, or something.”

“Y ou have a secur e email account, because I've sent you thingsto it before,” he said.

“I know, | know. | just don’t use the computers here much.”

“Whereareyou?”

“Circus of the Damned.”

“Tel Jean-Claude howdy for me?”

“Howdy? Even Ted doesn’t say Howdy.”



“I'm American, Anita. We're all cowboys; didn’t you know that, darling?” he said in a drawl so thick
it sounded like you should be ableto do a Texas two-step on it.

“Yeah, likeall the Irish are leprechauns and go around saying Top of the morning to you.”
“If I had my way, you'd be here seeing all the leprechauns.”
“What do you mean, if you had your way?”

“Go to the computer so you can seethe pictures, Anita,” and the out-West accent lost some of its
thickness, fading into what was Edward’s normal “middle of nowhere,” maybe Midwestern accent. I'd
known him for over six yearshbeforel’d learned that Theodore (Ted) Forrester was hisactual birth
name and the onethat both the military and the Mar shals Service knew him by. He'd just been
Edward to me.

“Okay, but what did you mean, if you had your way?” | got to my feet and my lower body was
instantly colder in just the silk robe without the nest of other clothes around me. | looked down at the
bed, because both Micah and Nathaniel wer e better with the computers down the hallway than | was,
hell, Nathaniel was still occasionally sneaking new ringtonesfor people into my phone. Some of them
had been embarrassing when they sounded at work with the other mar shals, but “Bad to the Bone”
for Edward had worked so well, | kept it.

“When you’'re at the computer, call meback,” he said, and hung up. That was morelike Edward.

Oncethe phone screen stopped glowing, the room was pitch-black, cave dark, so that you could touch
your own eyeball because you couldn’t see your finger coming to flinch away. We usually left the
bathroom door open, so the night light inside could give someillumination, but whoever had gonein
last had forgotten. The only thing that let me walk to the bathroom door without bumping anything
was familiarity with the layout. | opened the door and it was so damn bright that for a second |
thought the overhead lights had been left on; but as| blinked and adjusted to the glow, | realized it
wasjust the night light. It looked ungodly bright because my eyes had adjusted to the thick darkness
of the other room, but as my eyesreadjusted to the light it wasjust the night light like normal.

I'd haveliked to let the men in my life sleep, but | needed help with the computers. | wasreally going
to have to take notes the next time someone showed me how to do all thisbecause | never seemed to
remember it theway that they did. | stared down at the bed. Nathaniel had curled down into the
covers so that only the top of hishead and thethick braid of his nearly ankle-length hair showed. The
light wasjust bright enough to gleam red in the brown of hisauburn hair. Hewas curled up on his
side so that hisbroad shouldersrose like a hunky mountain above therest of the bed. It was
impossible to tell with him curled up like that, but he was five-nine. Micah lay just out of arm’sreach
from him; they wereleaving my spacein the middle of them empty, waiting for meto crawl back in
and slegp, which | so wanted to do, but duty called. Micah’s curls had spilled across hisface so the
most skin | saw wasthe darker skin of hisslender shouldersand one arm that showed muscles, but he
would never bulk up the way Nathaniel did. Genetics had made our very dominant and commanding
Nimir-Raj, leopard king, my size, five-three. You couldn’t seeit under the covers, but he wasbuilt like
a swimmer with that upside-down triangle of shouldersto sender waist and hips. Nathaniel was built
not only more muscular but more lush, the man’s version of curves. Jean-Claude lay on hisback. He
could sleep on hisside but he preferred to sleep on hisback, and since he died at dawn so he couldn’t
keep cuddling aswe moved during our sleep, it wasn’t asbig a deal that he didn’t spoon aswell asthe



three of us, who were all side sleepers.

Jean-Claude was the tallest of us at six feet even. Lying on hisback, he looked every inch of it. Hislong
black curlsfell almost to hiswaist now, asdid mine. We both had truly black hair, me because my
mother’sfamily had been Mexican, and his becauseit just was; his skin was paler than mine, but not
by much thanksto my German father. | was pretty surethat if Jean-Claude hadn’t been a vampirel’'d
have been paler than he was, but no oneis paler than avampire. Even literally dead to theworld he
was still one of the most beautiful men I’d ever seen, and that waswith Nathaniel and Micah to
compar e to, though admittedly both their faceswere currently covered, but | knew what everyone
looked like. | wastold that | was beautiful and some days| believed it, but looking down at the thr ee of
them | was still amazed that everyone and everything in the bed was mine, and | wastheirs. | caught a
gleam in Micah’shair and realized it was his eyes open and watching me through the tangle of hisrich
brown curls.

| whispered, “Wereyou just pretending to sleep?”
He started to sit up and nodded.
| tsk-tsked at him. “1t’s police business.”

“Then get a policeman to help you with the computer,” he said, but he was already climbing out of the
covers, carefully trying not to uncover the other two men.

“Get my gun,” | whispered.

Hereached into the specially made holster attached to the headboard and my Springfield EMP, and
crawled to the foot of the bed to hand it to me so that he didn’t cross Nathaniel’s body with it. He was
nowhere near thetrigger, and he was being car eful, but he knew therulesfor gun safety. Treat every
gun asif it’sloaded and lethal, and never, ever cross someone’ s body with it unless you mean to shoot
them. | took the gun and put it in the pocket, wondering if it would hold the weapon. The gun fit, but
my robe was seriousdly hanging crooked from the weight. | tied the sash at my waist even tighter and
tried to seeif my hand would fit into the pocket well enough for meto draw the gun if | had to; it
wasn’t perfect, but it worked.

Users Review
From reader reviews:
Douglas Reece:

As peoplewho livein typically the modest era should be up-date about what going on or details even
knowledge to make all of them keep up with the erathat is certainly always change and make progress.
Some of you maybe can update themselves by studying books. It is a good choice for you personally but the
problems coming to a person is you don't know what one you should start with. This Crimson Death (Anita
Blake, Vampire Hunter) is our recommendation so you keep up with the world. Why, as this book serves
what you want and need in this era.



Virginia Glass:

Reading a book can be one of alot of pastime that everyone in the world loves. Do you like reading book
and so. There are alot of reasons why people enjoy it. First reading a publication will give you alot of new
facts. When you read a guide you will get new information mainly because book is one of several waysto
share the information as well astheir idea. Second, studying a book will make anyone more imaginative.
When you studying a book especially fictional works book the author will bring that you imagine the story
how the figures do it anything. Third, it is possible to share your knowledge to other individuals. When you
read this Crimson Death (Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter), you are able to tells your family, friends and soon
about yours e-book. Y our knowledge can inspire different ones, make them reading a publication.

Mary Flynn:

This Crimson Death (Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter) is great reserve for you because the content that is full of
information for you who always deal with world and get to make decision every minute. This kind of book
reveal it information accurately using great organize word or we can state no rambling sentences included.
So if you are read the item hurriedly you can have whole info in it. Doesn't mean it only offers you straight
forward sentences but tough core information with beautiful delivering sentences. Having Crimson Death
(Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter) in your hand like obtaining the world in your arm, information in it is not
ridiculous 1. We can say that no publication that offer you world inside ten or fifteen small right but this
reserve aready do that. S0, it is good reading book. Hey there Mr. and Mrs. stressful do you still doubt that
will?

Joshua Miner:

Y ou can find this Crimson Death (Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter) by check out the bookstore or Mall. Only
viewing or reviewing it might to be your solve problem if you get difficulties for your knowledge. Kinds of
this e-book are various. Not only through written or printed but also can you enjoy this book by means of e-
book. In the modern eraincluding now, you just looking by your local mobile phone and searching what
your prablem. Right now, choose your own personal ways to get more information about your publication. It
is most important to arrange yourself to make your knowledge are still up-date. Let's try to choose
appropriate ways for you.
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