
      
      
         [image: Cover Image]


      
   
    

      
      KISS THE DEAD

      
      LAURELL K. HAMILTON

      
      [image: image]
    
      
   




Copyright © 2012 Laurell K. Hamilton

The right of Laurell K. Hamilton to be identified as the Author of the Work has been asserted by her in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

Apart from any use permitted under UK copyright law, this publication may only be reproduced, stored, or transmitted, in any form, or by any means, with prior permission in writing of the publishers or, in the case of reprographic production, in accordance with the terms of licences issued by the Copyright Licensing Agency.

First published as an Ebook by Headline Publishing Group in 2012

All characters in this publication are fictitious and any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.

Cataloguing in Publication Data is available from the British Library

eISBN : 978 0 7553 8901 8

HEADLINE PUBLISHING GROUP

An Hachette UK Company

338 Euston Road

London NW1 3BH

www.headline.co.uk

www.hachette.co.uk


About the Author

Laurell K. Hamilton is the bestselling author of the acclaimed Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter, Novels.  She lives near St Louis with her husband, her daughter, two dogs and an ever-fluctuating number of fish.  She invites you to visit her website at www.laurellkhamilton.org

   

Praise for the Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter, Novels

‘Anita Blake is one of the most fascinating fictional heroines since Scarlett O’Hara’ Publishers Weekly

‘What The Da Vinci Code did for the religious thriller, the Anita Blake series has done for the vampire novel’ USA Today

‘Hamilton remains one of the most inventive and exciting writers in the paranormal field’ Charlaine Harris

‘Hamilton’s complex, enthralling world is utterly absorbing’ Booklist

‘A hardcore guilty pleasure’ The Times

‘Always very, very sexy and exciting’ Dreamwatch

‘This fast-paced, tough-edged supernatural thriller is mesmerizing reading indeed’ Locus

‘The action never stops’ The New York Review of Science Fiction

‘Supernatural bad guys beware, night-prowling Anita Blake is savvy, sassy and tough’ P N Elrod

‘I was enthralled by a departure from the usual type of vampire tale . . .’ Andre Norton

‘A real rush . . . a heady mix of romance and horror’ Jayne Ann Krentz



Anita Blake, Vampire Hunter, Novels

Guilty Pleasures

The Laughing Corpse

Circus of the Damned

The Lunatic Café

Bloody Bones

The Killing Dance

Burnt Offerings

Blue Moon

Obsidian Butterfly

Narcissus in Chains

Cerulean Sins

Incubus Dreams

Micah and Strange Candy

Danse Macabre

The Harlequin

Blood Noir

Skin Trade

Flirt

Bullet

Hit List

Kiss the Dead

Affliction

eSpecials

Beauty

Dancing


   
About the Book

I knew without doubt that if any more of the vampires tried to attack us I’d kill them, too, regardless of apparent age, race, sex, or religious affiliations.  I was an equal-opportunity executioner; I killed everybody.

My name is Anita Blake and I am a vampire hunter and necromancer, as well as a US Marshal.  So when a fifteen-year-old girl is abducted by vampires, it’s up to me to find her.  And when I do, I’m faced with something I’ve never seen before: a terrifyingly ordinary group of people – kids, grandparents, soccer moms – all recently turned and willing to die to avoid serving their vampire master.  And where there’s one martyr, I know there will be more . . .

But even vampires have monsters that they’re afraid of.  And I’m one of them . . .


      To Jonathon, my husband, who understands that the journey is long, but worth the ride. To Shawn for all those calls about
         police work and for just being that lifeline call over the last two decades. All mistakes in this book are mine and mine alone;
         there never seems to be time for him to see all of the book. To Jess, who has taught both Jonathon and me that mischief is
         both fun and damn near necessary in our lives. To Pilar, my sister of choice, who taught me that it’s never too late to have
         a happy childhood. To Missy, welcome aboard, a continuity editor at last. To Steven, who helped me with research I didn’t
         even know I was doing. To Bryan, who managed to inspire and challenge me in unexpected ways. To Mitch, good luck in New York.
      

      
   
      

      I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee: no way but this; 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss.
      

      
       – Speaking to the corpse of Desdemona, 
and kissing her, Othello dies

   
      
      1

      
      

      
      ON TV, INTERROGATION rooms are roomy and have big windows so that you can watch everything. In reality, the rooms are pretty small, and there
         are almost never big picture windows; that’s why real police footage is grainy and black-and-white, rather than Technicolor
         gorgeous. The interrogation room was painted pale beige, or maybe it was taupe, I’d always been a little fuzzy on the difference
         between them. Either way it was a bland color described by real estate agents as a warm neutral; they lied. It was a cold,
         impersonal color. The small table was all shiny metal, and so was the chair. The idea was that the prisoners couldn’t scratch
         their names, or messages, in the metal like they could have in wood, but whoever thought that had never seen what a vampire,
         or a wereanimal, could do to metal. There were plenty of scratches in the shiny tabletop, most done with just fingernails,
         superhuman strength, and the boredom of hours of sitting.
      

      
      The vampire sitting at the small table wasn’t trying to carve his initials on anything. He was crying so hard that his thin
         shoulders shook. He’d slicked his black hair back from his face in a widow’s peak that I was betting was a haircut and no
         more natural than the ink-black color.
      

      
      He was mumbling in a tear-choked voice, “You hate me because I’m a vampire.”
      

      
      I spread my hands flat on the cool metal table. My jacket’s jewel-tone blue sleeves looked too bright against the naked metal,
         or maybe it was the crimson nail polish. That had been for my date the night before; it looked out of place while I was U.S.
         Marshal Anita Blake. I counted to ten, to keep from yelling at our suspect again. That was what had started the crying; I’d
         scared him. Jesus, some people don’t have enough balls to be undead.
      

      
      “I don’t hate you, Mr. Wilcox,” I said in a smooth, even friendly voice. I had to deal with clients every day at Animators
         Inc.; I had a customer voice. “Some of my best friends are vampires and shapeshifters.”
      

      
      “You hunt and kill us,” he said, but he raised his eyes enough to gaze at me between his fingers. His tears were tinged pink
         with someone else’s blood. His putting his hands over his eyes had smeared the tears around so that his face was trailed and
         marked with the drying pink tears. It didn’t match the perfectly arched black eyebrows, or the eyebrow ring that sat dull
         blue metal above his left eye. He’d probably done it to bring out the blue in his eyes, but at best they were a watery, pale
         blue that didn’t work with the dyed black hair, and the dark blue of the eyebrow piercing just seemed to emphasize that his
         eyes were too pale, and matched the pink traces of blood way better than the artificial additions. I was betting he started
         life as a white-blond, or maybe pale, nondescript brown.
      

      
      “I’m a legal vampire executioner, Mr. Wilcox, but you have to break the law to bring me to your door.”

      
      Those pale eyes blinked at me. “You can look me in the eyes.”

      
      I smiled, and tried to shove it all the way up into my own dark brown eyes, but was pretty sure I failed. “Mr. Wilcox, Barney,
         you haven’t been dead two years yet. Do you really think your weak-ass vampire mind tricks will work on me?”
      

      
      “He said people would be afraid of me,” and this was almost a whisper.

      
      “Who said?” I asked. I leaned forward just a little, keeping my hands still, trying to be pleasant, and not spook him.
      

      
      He muttered, “Benjamin.”

      
      “Benjamin who?” I asked.

      
      He shook his head. “Just Benjamin. The old vampires only have one name.”

      
      I nodded. Old vampires had one name, like Madonna, or Beyoncé, but what most people didn’t know was that they fought duels
         to see who got to use the name. A powerful vampire could demand that another lesser vampire give up the use of a name he’d
         had for centuries, or fight for the right to keep it. I didn’t say that part out loud, because most people, even us vampire
         experts, didn’t know it. It was an old custom that was dying out as the modern vampires kept their last names, and duels were
         illegal now that vampires weren’t. Dueling was looked on the same under the law regardless of whether the participants were
         alive or undead. I would have bet a lot of money that this Benjamin wasn’t old enough to know the history behind vampires
         having only one name.
      

      
      “Where can I find Benjamin?”

      
      “I thought you were so powerful that no vampire could resist you.” There was a flare of sullen anger in his pale blue eyes.
         There was temper in there, under the tears.
      

      
      “I would need a connection with him, someone who was metaphysically joined with him in some way, so I could follow the psychic
         connection. Someone like you.” I let the hint of threat ride into that last part.
      

      
      He looked sullen and arrogant. “You can’t do that; no one can.”

      
      “Are you sure?” I asked, and my voice dropped a little lower.

      
      “You’re a U.S. Marshal, you’re not allowed to do magic on me.”

      
      “It’s not magic, Barney. It goes under psychic skills, and law enforcement officers are allowed to use psychic abilities in
         the performance of their duties if they think that is the only way to prevent further loss of life.”
      

      
      He frowned, rubbing one pale hand across his face. He sniffed loudly, and I pushed the box of Kleenex toward him. He took
         one, used it, and then gave me angry eyes. It was probably his hard look, but as hard looks go, it wasn’t. “I have rights.
         The new laws won’t let you hurt me without a warrant of execution.”
      

      
      “And a minute ago, you were worried I’d kill you. Barney, you need to make up your mind.” I raised a hand and spread it flat
         in the air as if I were holding something he should have been able to see. “Am I a danger to you, or” – and I held up my other
         hand – “not able to hurt you at all?”
      

      
      His anger sputtered down to sullenness. “Not sure.”

      
      “The girl that Benjamin and the others took is only fifteen. She can’t legally agree to become a vampire.”

      
      “We didn’t take her,” Barney said, indignant, slamming his hand on the table.

      
      “Legally, she’s a minor, so it’s kidnapping, regardless of whether she went willingly or not. It’s kidnapping and attempted
         murder right now; if we find her too late, it’s murder, and I’ll get that court order of execution for you and Benjamin, and
         every other vampire that may have touched her.”
      

      
      A nervous tic started under his eye, and he swallowed so hard that it was loud in the quiet room. “I don’t know where they
         took her.”
      

      
      “Time for lies is past, Barney; when Sergeant Zerbrowski comes back through that door with an order of execution, I’ll be
         able to legally blow your head and heart into bloody ribbons.”
      

      
      “If I’m dead, I can’t tell you where the girl is,” he said, and looked pleased with himself.

      
      “Then you do know where she is, don’t you?”

      
      He looked scared then, wadding the Kleenex up in his hands until his fingers mottled with the pressure. He had just enough
         blood in him for the skin to mottle. He’d drunk deep of someone.
      

      
      The door opened. Barney Wilcox, the vampire, made a small yip of fear. Zerbrowski’s curly salt-and-pepper hair fell around
         his half-open collar, his tie at half-mast with a spot of something he’d eaten smeared down it. His brown slacks and white shirt looked like he’d slept in them. He might have, but then again, his wife, Katie,
         could dress him neat as a pin and he still fell apart before he reached the squad room. He pushed his new tortoiseshell glasses
         more firmly up on his face and held a piece of paper out to me. The paper looked very official. I reached for it, and the
         vampire yelled, “I’ll tell you! I’ll tell you everything, please, please don’t kill me!”
      

      
      Zerbrowski drew his hand back. “Is he cooperating, Marshal Blake?” There was the slightest of twinkles in Zerbrowski’s brown
         eyes. If he grinned at me, I’d kick him in the shins. He stayed serious; there was a missing girl.
      

      
      I turned back to Barney. “Cooperate, Barney, because once I touch that piece of paper I am out of legal options that don’t
         include lethal force.”
      

      
      Barney told us where the secret lair was, and Zerbrowski got up and went for the door. “I’ll start the ball,” he said.

      
      Barney stood up and tried to move toward Zerbrowski, but the leg shackles wouldn’t let him get far. It was standard operating
         procedure to chain vampires. I’d removed the cuffs to try to gain his trust, and because I didn’t see him as a danger. “Where’s
         he going?”
      

      
      “To give the location to the other police, and you better pray that we get there before she’s been turned.”

      
      Barney turned that pink-stained face to me, looking puzzled. “You aren’t going?”

      
      “We’re forty-five minutes away from the location, Barney; a lot of bad things can happen in that amount of time. There’ll
         be other cops closer.”
      

      
      “But you’re supposed to go. In the movies it’d be you.”

      
      “Yeah, well, this isn’t the movies, and I’m not the only Marshal in the city.”

      
      “It’s supposed to be you.” He almost whispered it. He was staring into space, as if he couldn’t think clearly, or like he
         was listening to some voice I couldn’t hear.
      

      
      “Oh, shit,” I said. I was around the table before I had time to really think what I’d do when I got there. I grabbed a handful of Barney’s black T-shirt and put our faces inches apart. “Is this
         a trap, Barney? Is this a trap for me?”
      

      
      His eyes were wide, showing too much white. He blinked way too fast; the unblinking vampire stare took decades to perfect,
         and he hadn’t had that much time. The pale watery blue bled over his entire eye, so it was like looking at water with sun
          shining through it – his eyes with vampire power in them. He hissed in my face, snapping fangs at me. I should have backed off,
         but I didn’t. I was so used to dealing with vampires who wouldn’t hurt me that I forgot what it meant that he was a vampire,
         and I wasn’t.
      

      
      He moved, too fast for me to blink, his arms around my waist, lifting me off my feet. I was fast enough to have time to do
         one thing, before he slammed me down on the table. Once I would have pulled out my cross, but it was in the locker with my
         gun, because a new law had declared it unfair intimidation against preternatural suspects. I had a split second to choose
         between my only two options: Do I slap my hand on the table to take some of the impact, or put my arm against his throat to
         keep his fangs away from mine? I chose my arm in his throat, and I was down. The table shuddered with the force of the blow,
         but his arm was between my back and the table and it took some of the impact. I wasn’t stunned, good.
      

      
      The vampire snarled in my face, fangs snapping; only my forearm shoved against his throat kept him from tearing mine out.
         I was more than human-strong, but I was a small woman, and even super-strong, I wasn’t as strong as the man pinning me to
         the table. He grabbed my wrist where it pushed against his throat and tried to pull it out of the way. I didn’t fight him
         for it; the best he was going to do was turn more of my arm into his throat. He didn’t know how to fight, didn’t understand
         leverage, he’d never grappled for his life – I had.
      

      
      I heard the door slam open but didn’t glance at it. I had to stare into those burning blue eyes, those fangs; I couldn’t afford
         to look away, even for a second, but I knew the door meant help was in the room. Arms grabbed him from behind, and he snarled,
         rising up off me, taking his arm from behind my back so he could stand up and face them. I was left lying on my back on the table, to watch the vampire
         hitting the men, careless blows with no training behind them, and my knights in uniform went flying. I took the moment they’d
         given me to roll off the other side of the table and to the floor beyond. I landed on the balls of my feet and fingertips;
         the heels of my Mary Jane-style stilettos didn’t even touch floor as I crouched.
      

      
      I could see legs: the vampire still shackled, the other legs uniforms and slacks; police. Two of the policemen went flying.
         One uniform didn’t get back up, lying in a painful heap against the wall, but two other sets of legs, one uniform and one
         slacks, were still struggling with the vampire. The shoes with the slacks were shiny and black like they’d been spit-polished,
         and I was almost sure it was Captain Dolph Storr.
      

      
      The vampire popped the chain on his shackles, and suddenly the fight was on. Shit! In the bad old days I could have gotten
         my gun from the locker where it was stored and shot his ass, but I didn’t have a warrant of execution for this vampire. Zerbrowski
         and I had lied to him. Without the warrant, we couldn’t just shoot him. Fuck.
      

      
      I stood up in time to see Dolph’s six-foot, eight-inch frame wrapped around the much smaller body of the vampire. Dolph had
         his arms around the vampire’s shoulders, with his own hands behind the vampire’s head. It was a classic full nelson, and Dolph
         was big enough that against most humans he’d have won, but he was struggling to keep the hold on the vampire, as the uniform
         struggled to pin one of the vampire’s arms. Then the uniform’s face went slack, and he tried to hit Dolph in the face. Dolph
         saw it coming, and ducked using the vampire’s trapped head as a shield.
      

      
      I yelled, “Don’t look the vampire in the eyes, damn it!” I went back over the table, sliding to the fight, because it was
         the quickest way I could think to get to Dolph. One of the other uniforms was struggling with the officer who had been mind-fucked
         by the vampire. The vampire reared back and bucked against Dolph’s hold, and his hands came loose. There was movement by the
         door, but the vampire was twisting in Dolph’s grip, and I was out of time to see what the backup was going to do.
      

      
      I kicked the vampire in the ribs, the way I’d been taught, visualizing the kick going into the ribs, through the body, and
         a few inches out the other side. That was the goal I’d been taught in judo, and even now that I was taking mixed martial arts
         the old training kicked in, and I aimed through the ribs and the wall beyond. I forgot two things: one, that I was more than
         human-strong now, and two, that I was wearing three-inch stilettos.
      

      
      The kick drove the vampire stumbling away from Dolph, a hand going to his ribs, as he leapt for me still on the table on my
         side. I kicked him again, this time aiming for the sternum, aiming to take the breath out of him, as if he’d been human and
         needed to breathe all the time. In a fight, you fall back on training, no matter what you’re fighting.
      

      
      My foot caught him square in the chest, my stiletto sank into his sternum, and the force of the kick drove my heel upward
         toward his heart. I had a moment to feel the heel sink home, a second to wonder if three inches of stiletto would hit his
         heart, and then he reacted to the stab, and I realized there was a strap on my shoe, and my heel was stuck in his chest, because
         he moved away, and my foot went with him, and the rest of me slid off the table. I was short enough that I had to put my hands
         on the floor to keep from just dangling from his chest. There was nothing I could do to protect myself, or to keep my skirt
         from inching down. I had a moment of modesty fail as the thigh-highs and thong were exposed to the room. Shit! But if my modesty
         took the worst of it, I could live with that.
      

      
      A bright white light began to fill the room. The vampire hissed and backed up. I had to hand-walk as he dragged me across
         the room. My heel began to slide out of his chest, my body weight finally too much for it. My foot slid all the way out as
         someone walked into the room with a holy object blazing white, strangely cool, as if the cold light of stars could be held
         in your hand. I’d never seen a holy object glow this bright when I didn’t have my own glowing along with it. It was even more impressive as I lay on the floor, tugging my skirt down, and watched Zerbrowski walk past me, hand held high, most of
         his body lost in the bright glow of his cross. I had after-images of the cross in my eyes when I blinked, as if I needed a
         welder’s helmet. It never seemed this bright when my own cross was shining alone, but we were allowed holy objects in the
         interrogation room only if the vampire was under arrest for assault or murder. Then we could say we needed the protection
         of something that couldn’t be taken away from us like a weapon could.
      

      
      Dolph offered me a hand, and I took it. There’d been a time when I wouldn’t have, but I understood that from Dolph it was
         a sign of respect and camaraderie, not sexism. He’d have offered Zerbrowski a hand, too.
      

      
      We watched Zerbrowski drive the vampire into the far corner with the light of his faith, because a holy object doesn’t shine
         unless the holder believes, or the object has been blessed by someone holy enough to make it stick. There were a few priests
         that I wouldn’t let bless my holy water, because I’d had it not glow for me at critical moments. The Church actually surveyed
         the vampire executioners around the country asking what priests had failed that test of faith. I’d felt like I was tattling.
      

      
      The vampire curled into the corner, trying to make himself as tiny as possible, his face hidden between his arms. He was yelling,
         “Please, stop it! It hurts! It hurts!”
      

      
      Zerbrowski’s voice came out of the shining light. “I’ll put it away after you’re cuffed.”

      
      A uniform had brought in some of the new cuff-and-shackle sets that were designed specifically for the preternatural suspects.
         They were expensive, so even RPIT didn’t have a lot of them. Barney was a new vampire; we didn’t think he was dangerous enough
         to need them. We’d been wrong. I looked at the one uniform still lying against the wall. Someone was checking his pulse, and
         he moved, groaning, as if something hurt a lot; he was alive, but not because of anything I’d done. I’d been stupid and arrogant
         and others were hurt because of it. I hated it when it was my fault. Hated it, fucking hated it.
      

      
      The uniform had wide eyes but he went toward the vampire. Dolph and I both reached out at the same time to take the cuff set
         with its single solid bar connecting the hands and ankle shackles. We looked at each other.
      

      
      “I was the one who took off his cuffs to play friendly cop.”

      
      He studied my face. His dark hair, cut short and neat, was actually just long enough on top that it was mussed from the fight.
         He smoothed the hair in place, while he gave me serious eyes.
      

      
      “Besides, the captain shouldn’t be wrestling suspects even if he’s the biggest guy here,” I said with a smile.

      
      He nodded, and let me go first. Once he would have protected me and gone first, but he knew that I was harder to hurt than
         anyone in the room except the vampire. I could take a beating and keep on ticking, and he also understood without having to
         say anything else that I was blaming myself for it all getting out of hand. Protocol was that you left vampires completely
         shackled. I’d taken his cuffs off so he would talk to me. I’d been convinced I could handle a baby vampire like Barney with
         his hands free. We were lucky no one was dead.
      

      
      Dolph understood all of that; he’d have felt the same way, so he let me move forward with the heavy metal contraption. He
         waved the uniform back and he stayed at my back, just in case. When you have someone who is six foot eight and keeps himself
         in good shape, I’ll take him as backup. There’d been a time when Dolph hadn’t trusted me because of my dating the monsters,
         but he’d worked out his issues, and I’d gotten a real federal badge. I was a real cop according to the paperwork, and Dolph
         had wanted a reason to forgive me for consorting with the monsters. The new badge had been reason enough, that and the fact
         that he had behaved badly enough toward me and others that he almost let his hatred of the preternaturally challenged cost
         him his badge, and his self-respect. Some long talks with the local vampires, especially one ex-cop named Dave, of the bar
         Dead Dave’s, had helped him make peace with himself.
      

      
      I walked around the edge of the cool, white glow of Zerbrowski’s cross. The vampire had stopped yelling and was just whimpering
         in the corner. I’d never asked any of my vampire friends what it felt like to face a cross like this; did it really hurt, or was
         it just a force they couldn’t stand against?
      

      
      “Barney?” I made his name a question. “Barney, I’m going to put the cuffs on you so that Sergeant Zerbrowski can put the cross
         away. Say something, Barney. I need to know you understand me.” I was kneeling beside him, but not close enough to touch him.
         It was still way too close if he went apeshit again, but someone was going to have to get that close and I’d picked me for
         the job. I couldn’t have stood there and watched while he hurt someone else, knowing that I’d given him the space to do it.
         Arrogance had made me uncuff him; guilt made me kneel there and try to get him to hear me.
      

      
      There was movement behind us. I kept my attention on the vampire in the corner; I knew better than to look away from one danger
         to another. I trusted the other policemen to have my back. My world had narrowed down to the suspect in the corner. But Dolph
         spoke low to someone, and then he leaned over me and said, “We found the location, but we’ve lost contact with the first officers
         on sight.”
      

      
      “Shit,” I whispered. It could be that the officers were having to stay off their radios to search for vampires, or they could
         be hurt, or dead, or hostages. We were out of time to mess with this vampire; others had our people. I needed him to hear
         me. I needed him to do what I wanted him to do. “Barney,” I said, “hear me.” And there was a thread of power in my voice now,
         a faint vibration of my necromancy. I was a vampire executioner as a job, but I’d started life raising zombies. My psychic
         gift was with the dead, or the undead. I hadn’t meant to, but my desire to control him had found a part of my own natural
         gifts that might do just that. Was it illegal to use psychic gifts on a suspect? Not after what he’d just done, and not with
         a fifteen-year-old girl maybe dying at this minute, and at least two officers gone into radio silence. We were out of time,
         and we needed any help he could give us. The law did allow for psychic force to be used if it would save lives, or if the
         suspect had proven uncooperative with more normal means. The same new laws that had made it so I couldn’t just shoot Barney
         also allowed me to do things that would have been iffy before they were in place. The law giveth, and the law taketh away.
      

      
      Barney whimpered, and then his voice came small and almost childlike: “Don’t.”

      
      “Don’t what, Barney?” But my whisper held that echo of power. In the middle of the fight there hadn’t been time to think of
         it, because it took concentration to work with the dead. I could have put the power back in its box, but I wanted him to let
         me cuff him. I wanted him to talk to me. I wanted it enough that I was willing to go all “witchy” in front of the other cops.
      

      
      “You aren’t my master,” he said, “and your master isn’t my master. We’re free vampires and we won’t let you control us.”

      
      He was one of the new vampires, ones that didn’t want to follow a Master of the City. They wanted to be free like humans were,
         free to make decisions and be just people, but no matter how many vampires I might love, and protect, what Barney had done
         in the few minutes he’d been free proved why freedom from the control of the masters was a bad idea. Sometimes you had a bad
         master and the system went bad, very bad, but you couldn’t let people with this level of strength and power out there without
         a power structure. They needed someone to hold their leashes, because you give most people this kind of power and you find
         out that they aren’t nice people at all; they’d been nice because they were weak. It takes a truly good person to gain power,
         strength, and mystical abilities and not misuse them. Most people weren’t that good, or sometimes they’re just too stupid
         to not hurt someone by accident. Think about waking up one night strong as a superhero. There is a learning curve, and people
         can get hurt while you learn. How do you balance one section of the population’s right to be safe against the freedom of another?
         We were still struggling for that answer, but today, this moment, I knew my answer. I would take Barney Wilcox’s free will
         in trade for the safety of a fifteen-year-old girl and the officers that his vampire friends were holding hostage. If I could
         take it, that is. He wasn’t blood-oathed to Jean-Claude; if he had been, then I could have made him behave through my links
         to Jean-Claude. He was a free vampire with no master to answer to, or no master he knew about. We’d found that most of the “free” vamps followed their group leader.
         Vampires are just like most other people; they want to follow, they just don’t want to admit it.
      

      
      I called my necromancy and aimed it at this one very young vampire. He pressed himself into the corner, as if he could push
         himself through the wall. “You can’t do necromancy on me with the cross there.”
      

      
      “I raise zombies every night with my cross on, Barney,” I said, voice still low and with slightly deeper power. There had
         been a time when I’d believed my power was evil, but God didn’t seem to feel that way, so until He changed His mind, I just
         had faith that my power came from the right side.
      

      
      “No,” he said, “no, please don’t.”

      
      “Let me cuff you, Barney, and then maybe I won’t have to.”

      
      He held his hands out, but the remains of the first cuffs were still on his wrists. I had to lay the heavier cuff set on the
         floor and have someone hand me a key, because my keys with the cuff key on them were in my purse, which was in my locker with
         my weapons and cross.
      

      
      The light from Zerbrowski’s cross began to fade. One of the younger officers asked, “Why is the glow fading?” First, he shouldn’t
         have asked that in front of the vampire, and second, he shouldn’t have asked until the emergency was over.
      

      
      Another cop called out, “I’m surprised that Zerbrowski could make it glow at all.”

      
      “Yeah, Sarge, didn’t know you were that goody-two-shoes.”

      
      The vampire in the corner began to be visible again as the light faded, almost as if the glow had made him partially invisible,
         and he became more solid as the holy fire receded. I had the old cuffs off and was able to see Barney’s wrists clearly enough
         to think that they were both thicker than mine, though still narrow for a man of his height. I had a moment of struggling
         with the locking mechanism on the new cuffs. It was only the third time I’d put them on anyone outside the practice that we’d
         all been ordered to attend when they became semi-standard issue. I was up on my knees, concentrating so hard on the metal that Barney leaned close enough so his mouth almost touched my hair, before Dolph put a foot on his shoulder and kept
         him pressed against the wall. He also had a handgun pointed at him. It would be hell to pay if he died in custody, but Dolph
         was the boss, and if the boss said it was time for guns, you didn’t argue. I couldn’t even argue, not really.
      

      
      I answered the young cop’s question, now that I had Dolph there ready and willing. “Most holy items only glow like that when
         the vampire is using vampire powers; once the vamp quiets down the glow diminishes, or goes out.”
      

      
      I got the shackles off over Barney’s boots; they were the big ones designed to go over men’s boots. The cuffs were big enough
         to fit around my neck and have room to spare. The vampire was tall enough that he had to draw his knees up so the single solid
         metal bar between cuffs and shackles could reach, since Dolph was keeping his upper body very solid against the wall.
      

      
      “So, it’s not that the Sarge lost his faith?” the young guy asked, and the moment he asked I realized we had a more serious
         problem. I stood up so I could keep half my attention on the newly chained vampire and still see the cop who’d asked. He was
         a uniform, with brown hair cut too short for his triangular face. His eyes were a little wide still. I didn’t get into it
         in front of the suspect, but I made a mental note later, noting the name tag on the officer: Taggart. If you didn’t have faith
         in God, or whatever, then holy items didn’t work no matter how bug-nuts the vampires got. It was the person’s faith that made
         it work, unless it was blessed by a priest or someone equally holy. Blessed items glowed and protected without need of faith,
         but just regular crosses, not so much. Even blessed items needed to be reblessed from time to time. I would have to see if
         Taggart was having a crisis of faith, because if he was, he had to be moved to a different squad. This was the monster squad,
         and an officer without faith was crippled against vampires.
      

      
      I started to help Dolph get the vamp on his feet, but Dolph wrapped one big hand around the other man’s upper arm and just
         pulled him up. I was strong enough, but not tall enough or heavy enough to have the leverage to do it with someone so tall.
         The vampire was about six foot three, but Dolph still towered over him. The vampire marks I shared with Jean-Claude made me stronger, faster, harder to hurt,
         but nothing would make me taller.
      

      
      Dolph put him back in the chair he’d knocked over. He kept one big hand on the vampire’s shoulder, and the gun was very big,
         and very black, as he held it beside his thigh. The implication was clear: Cooperate, or else. We couldn’t actually shoot
         him now, but no law prevents the police from making threats to get suspects to talk, and the vampire had opened the door for
         naked guns in the interrogation room. It took two men to help the worst of the wounded officers out the door, but everyone
         was able to walk out; it was a good night. Now all we had to do was get the girl out before she was murdered as a vampire,
         and find the officers that had gone radio silent unhurt. Oh, and get them all away from a rogue vampire kiss. Yeah, that’s
         the group name for a bunch of vampires: a kiss of vampires. A gobble of ghouls, a shamble of zombies, and a kiss of vampires;
         most people don’t know that, and the rest don’t care. A pretty name for a group of super-strong, super-fast, mind-controlling,
         blood-drinking legal citizens, who might live forever if we didn’t have to shoot them. That last part made them just like
         any other bad guys; the earlier parts made them unique, and too fucking dangerous.
      

   
      
      2

      
      

      
      POLICE OFFICERS GO radio silent for a lot of reasons, including equipment failure. It doesn’t automatically get SWAT called out, or anything
         much except more officers dispatched to the scene to check on things, unless preternatural citizens are involved. Words like
         vampire, werewolf, wereleopard, zombie, et cetera, can be an automatic rollout for our special teams. Unless they’re already busy elsewhere with a genuine situation,
         not just a maybe one. Some of them were with my fellow U.S. Marshal Larry Kirkland delivering a warrant of execution on a
         vampire that had moved into our town with a live warrant from another state. He’d killed the last Marshal who tried to “serve”
         the warrant, so the warrant had been electronically transferred to the Marshal who was next up in the rotation here, which
         made it Larry’s warrant. A warrant of execution was always considered a no-knock warrant, which meant we didn’t have to announce
         ourselves before coming through the door. I’d started Larry’s training, but the FBI had finished it; he was all grown up now,
         married with a kid, and I’d learned to ignore the tight feeling in my gut when he went off on his own into something dangerous.
         There was also a more routine warrant on drug dealers, suspected of a string of deaths, so SWAT was going in with that one, too. St. Louis is a smaller city; our SWAT had enough men to field one more team, but
         we wouldn’t get it until we had proof something bad had happened. Until then it was just the officers originally dispatched
         to the scene and us, RPIT. Frankly, I preferred it that way sometimes. Too many rules with SWAT.
      

      
      The night was strobed with blue and red lights as Zerbrowski and I pulled up. There were no sirens, just the lights. In the
         movies there’s noise to go with the lights, but sometimes like now, when you get out of the cars, it’s quiet, just the colored
         lights swirling over and over the huge brick buildings and empty brick courtyard. In the 1800s the brewery had been one of
         the major employers in the city, but it had been abandoned for years. Someone had bought it and was trying to convince people
         it could be condos and office space, but mostly it rented out for photo and video shoots. The two police cars looked empty.
         Where were the cops who went with them, and why weren’t they answering their radios?
      

      
      Detectives Clive Perry and Brody Smith got out of their car. Perry was tall, slender, neatly but conservatively dressed. He
         was African American, but his skin wasn’t as dark as the colored lights made it seem; Smith was a natural blond, and he looked
         paler as the lights painted him blue and red. Perry was almost six feet, Smith not much taller than me. Perry was also built
         like a long-distance runner, all height and slender frame; Smith’s shoulders were broad and he was built like someone who’d
         muscle up if he ever hit the gym enough. Smith’s white shirt was open at the collar, no tie, and his jackets always fit wrong
         through his shoulders, as if he had trouble finding suits that fit them and were still short enough for his height. They say
         opposites attract, or at least work well together, and Perry and Smith did. Perry was the normal one of the pairing, and Smith
         the supernormal – which sounded better than psychic, or witch. Smith was part of an experimental program that St. Louis was trying in which cops with some psychic ability were trained
         up so they could use their talents for more than just following their gut. What had surprised the top brass had been how many
         cops were psychic, but it hadn’t surprised me. Most cops talk about their gut feelings, instinct, and most of them will tell you it’s kept them and their partners alive. When tested, it turned out most of the “gut
         instinct” was latent psychic ability. Smith could sense the monsters once they used some sort of ability. When a lycanthropy
         suspect started to shapeshift, Smith would sense it and warn everyone, or warn the suspect not to do it. He could sense vampires
         once they went all vampire-wiles on your ass. He was better with the furry than the undead. He could sense when someone was
         using certain psychic abilities, like when I searched for the undead. As psychics went, Smith was pretty mild, or they hadn’t
         found his true ability. It was sort of a wait and see.
      

      
      Zerbrowski and I weren’t officially partners. U.S. Marshals didn’t usually have official partners, and Preternatural Branch,
         never. But I’d probably worked with Zerbrowski more than any other single cop over the years. We knew each other. I’d been
         invited over to his house for dinners with his wife and kids, and last cookout he’d let me bring my two wereleopard live-in
         sweeties. Two men who were “monsters”, and I was living in sin with both of them, and he let me bring them to his house with
         his family and a bunch of other cops and their families; yeah, Zerbrowski and I were friends. We might never confide our deepest
         darkest secrets in each other, but we were cop-friends. It’s like work-friends, but you get each other’s blood on you, and
         keep each other alive. But when I went out with RPIT they did try to pair me with normals. Zerbrowski had gut instinct, but
         not enough to score on the tests.
      

      
      We checked the two cars, found them empty, and I just said it: “We have to assume that the officers are hurt, so I’m invoking.”
         Invoking the Preternatural Endangerment Act, that is; it was a loophole in the new, more vampire-friendly laws that allowed
         Marshals of the Preternatural Branch to use lethal force if they thought human lives were endangered and would be lost waiting
         for a warrant of execution. At least two officers missing from their cars, maybe more if either ride had two officers apiece,
         they were either hurt or dead, and there was still the missing girl. If we wanted anyone left alive, we needed to be able
         to shoot the vampires.
      

      
      “You’re not supposed to invoke until we know for sure someone’s hurt, or there’s a hostage situation,” Perry said. He was
         all about the rules, our Clive.
      

      
      “We have to assume the officers are hurt, or worse, Clive,” Zerbrowski said. “Anita’s within her rights to invoke the Preternatural
         Endangerment Act, which means she, and anyone with her, can use lethal force to save human lives without waiting for a warrant
         of execution.” Zerbrowski was the highest-ranking officer on site, and he was backing me. Clive did what the rule-lovers do,
         he followed the rules. Later he could tell himself he’d tried to prevent the bloodshed, but he was technically clean on it.
         He nodded, and said, “You’re in charge, Sergeant.”
      

      
      Zerbrowski let it go at that, and turned to me. “Sic ’em, Anita.”

      
      I raised an eyebrow at the phrasing, but let it go. His grin was enough; he’d make a joke with his last breath, and after
         a while you had to let the smart-ass remarks go, or he wore you down.
      

      
      “Give me a minute,” I said. If we’d been trying to sneak up on the vampires I couldn’t have searched for them using my necromancy
         because they might sense the power, and then they’d know we were coming, but with the marked police cars, it wasn’t like we
         were hiding.
      

      
      In the interrogation room it had been an accident, a little power leaking out, and only after that on purpose. There was nothing
         accidental about this. Most people who raise the dead – animators if you’re being polite, zombie queens or kings if you’re being
         rude – have to do ritual to raise the dead. They need a circle of power, ointment, ritual tools, a blood sacrifice, and even
         then, they’re lucky to raise one zombie a night. I used a circle of power to keep wandering bad powers out of my zombies,
         and the blood sacrifice just meant I could raise more and better zombies, but with nothing but my power I could raise the
         dead. If I used all the accoutrements of the profession I could raise cemeteries. I’d kept that part to myself as much as
         possible, because no one, absolutely no one, should be able to do that – not even me.
      

      
      I didn’t so much try to conjure up my necromancy as release it. The best I could describe it was like having a fist in my
         diaphragm, a fist that I kept clenched tight, holding on to my power so it didn’t escape. This was unfolding my fingers, spreading my hand wide, letting go that tension that was almost always there just under my ribs.
         It was like letting out a breath I always had to hold, and finally being able to be free.
      

      
      Maybe for some it was magic and that was why they needed all the tools and ointments, but for me it was a psychic ability,
         and all I had to do was unleash it. My necromancy was like a cool breeze flowing outward from me. It didn’t actually move
         so much as a hair on anyone’s head, so maybe breeze wasn’t the right word, but I could feel it seeking outward from me almost like the rings in water when you throw a pebble
         into it, except I was the pebble, and the power tended to be a little more powerful and directed in the direction I was facing.
         I could “feel” behind me, but it wasn’t as strong. I had no idea why.
      

      
      Smith shivered beside me, and Clive Perry actually took a step back from all of us. He didn’t really feel anything, but I’d
         learned that his grandmother, like mine, had practiced as a Vaudun priestess, except his had been a bad person and mine hadn’t
         been. It had made him skittish around me, but not have a problem with Smith.
      

      
      I searched for the undead. My power never even hesitated at a truly dead body. It was as if my power saw it the same as a
         table or chair: inert. Then I caught a hint of vampire, like something tugged at the edge of my attention, and I’d learned
         to direct my power so that it was like a scenting hound. I followed that “feeling,” that energy, and if the pull got stronger,
         then it was vampires; if not, it could be ghouls, or zombies, or just a place where vampires had been recently. The feeling
         got stronger, and stronger, and now my power was being pulled.
      

      
      “This way,” I said. They’d all been with me before on hunts; they knew that once the power found the vampires it was a race.
         A race to see if we found them before they fled, or found us. We got our guns out and we ran. Running over the brick in the
         stilettos made me curse under my breath. The men couldn’t go first, because I was the only one who knew where we were going.
         I moved up on the balls of my feet, so the heels didn’t touch, and I ran, gun pointed at the ground. I loved Nathaniel, but
         I was going to have to stop letting my stripper boyfriend dress me for work. I had a moment to realize I hadn’t cleaned off
         the one heel after it went in the vampire’s chest. They’d smell the blood on me; they might even know it was Barney’s blood.
         I wondered if they’d think I killed him; I wondered if I cared.
      

      
      A scream sounded, high and piteous, echoing off the buildings. We ran faster, and somehow I knew the “feel” of vampires would
         be in the same direction as the scream.
      

      
      I HATE IT when the bad guys are in upper stories because there are only two ways up, elevator or stairs, and either way they know you’re
         coming and can ambush you. The huge, rickety freight elevator, which was the only elevator in the place, was a metal cage – a
         kill box, if they had guns. No way.
      

      
      That left the stairs, which were so narrow, dark, and dank that given a choice I’d not have gone into them. Another scream
         sounded from above us and there was no choice, so we went up. The steps were so narrow and steep I had to kick the stilettos
         off, and the moment my bare feet touched the chilled, damp steps, I slipped because of the hose. Shit!
      

      
      There was just enough room for Smith and Perry to ease past us, while I sat down on the steps and unfastened the hose from
         the garters. Zerbrowski stood beside me, gun in hand, watching up and down the stairs. He never made one smart-ass flirting
         remark as I slid the hose down and left them crumpled on the steps. When Zerbrowski missed a chance to make some inappropriate
         remark, things were serious.
      

      
      I stood up, my bare feet feeling the grime on the steps, but I didn’t slip as I followed Zerbrowski up. Still, I went up with
         my gun in a one-handed grip, the other hand on the wall, just in case. I smelled blood, a lot of it. I grabbed his arm and
         moved up beside him, our bodies almost pressed together by the narrow stone walls. I used two fingers to point not at my eyes,
         but at the tip of my nose. He knew that meant I’d smelled something, and that something was usually blood. He let me ease
         around him and go first. Zerbrowski also knew that I was harder to hurt than he was, and let me go forward as if I were the
         big bruiser of a guy, the meat shield. I was small, but I had become fucking tough thanks to the vampire marks.
      

      
      Blood was drying on the steps in a thick, darkening pool; at the top of that pool was a uniformed officer I didn’t know on
         sight. I was glad I didn’t know him, and felt instantly bad about thinking it. His pale eyes stared wide and sightless, his
         face frozen in death. His throat was savaged on one side so there was no way to check for a pulse; it was gone, torn out.
      

      
      Shoe prints marked up the sticky blood; Perry and Smith had gotten past this point. I tried not to step in the blood with
         my bare feet, but couldn’t avoid it all unless I wanted to climb over the dead officer. I wasn’t willing to do that, and the
         blood was thick and squishy. I forced myself not to think about it, but just to think about getting up the steps to help the
         others. There was at least one more officer on site, maybe two more, depending on whether he’d been riding with a partner.
         I concentrated on the living and left the dead for later, but it was hard to ignore the blood sticking to the stone with every
         step I took. Perry and Smith’s bloody footprints went up, too. There was no way not to track the crime scene up, no way to
         avoid the blood, no way . . . Another high-pitched scream sounded and this time I knew it was a girl, and I could hear words:
         “Don’t hurt them! Don’t hurt anyone else!”
      

      
      I didn’t look back at Zerbrowski to check, I just started running up the steps. They were so steep, my center of gravity so
         low, that it was faster to use my free hand to help me run up them. I climbed up the steps like you’d go up a stone hill,
         so that when I suddenly spilled out the opening into the huge room at the top I was on hands and knees, which was why the
         gunshot shattered the stone above my head, and not me.
      

      
      I flinched, but was already turning to find the shot and return fire. I saw the standing figure, gun in hand, and had already
         sighted and fired at his chest before my mind had caught up to the fact that his other hand held the girl’s arm, while she
         struggled to get away from him. He fell backward, taking the girl with him. I felt movement in time to see another man launching himself at me, but there wasn’t time to bring my gun around. Another gun exploded in the room and the
         vampire fell beside me, a hole in his chest, but still reaching for me. I put a bullet in his head without thinking about
         it. He stopped trying to grab me, mouth open, so his fangs glistened. Zerbrowski was standing in the doorway, gun pointed
         at the fallen vampire. I wasn’t sure if he’d shot him, or . . . Smith was kneeling behind a huge industrial-sized metal cog that
         was to one side of the door. His gun was pointed that way, too. I caught a glimpse of Perry lying on the ground beside him.
         Smith had him behind cover, which was more than Zerbrowski and I had. Another gunshot made Zerbrowski duck back through the
         doorway, but I was too far away; I turned and found a boy with a gun in his hand. He was standing there, so straight, so tall,
         so arrogant, as he took his time and aimed at me. I shot him in the chest before he could finish. He crumpled around the wound
         and then fell to his side. Another teenager rushed forward to grab the gun from his hand.
      

      
      I slid to a one-knee shooting stance and shot him, too. Smith was yelling, “They’re kids, Anita, they’re just kids!” He was
         still behind cover; I wasn’t.
      

      
      I yelled out, “Touch a gun, you die! Hurt anyone, you die! Are we clear?”

      
      There were sullen murmurs of yes, yeah, and one fucking murderer. Some of them looked scared, eyes wide. There were a few more teenagers in the group, but there were also adults. In fact,
         we had vampires of all shapes and sizes in the large group. “Hands where we can see them, now!”
      

      
      They raised their hands up, some ridiculously high, others barely out. “Hands on your head.”

      
      Some of them looked confused by the request. Zerbrowski said, “Hands on your heads, just like you see on TV, come on, you
         know how to do it.”
      

      
      I stood up, keeping my gun aimed in their direction, but I was keeping a peripheral eye on the first one I’d shot. The girl
         was whimpering, trying to get his hand off her arm, but either his hands had seized up in death or he wasn’t quite dead. One silver-plated
         nine-millimeter bullet in the chest doesn’t always kill a vampire.
      

      
      The vampires in the shadows did what Zerbrowski told them. Smith came out from behind his cover, and I saw Perry moving a
         little. He wasn’t dead – good – and he wasn’t hurt enough for Smith to feel he needed to keep pressure on the wound, or whatever
         had happened to him, even better.
      

      
      I eased toward the girl and the first vampire. She looked up at me, tearstained face, eyes wide. “He won’t let go,” she said.
         She was trying to peel just one finger back so she could get away. His hand stayed closed. Vampires died weirder than humans;
         sometimes they seized up, but . . . I went slow and careful, my bare feet making almost no sound on the dirty floorboards. But
         he was a vampire; he’d hear my heartbeat. There was really no way to sneak up on them, not yards away, not feet away . . . He
         sat up, gun coming with him. I put a bullet in his forehead before he had the gun aimed at me. The girl was screaming again,
         but she was able to get away now and ran away from the vampire into my arms, trying to get comfort, but I needed to make sure
         he was well and truly dead, and unarmed, so I pushed her away, told her, “Go to the others. Go!” I pushed her too hard, and
         she fell, but I was moving to the fallen vampire. The gun was still in his hand. I needed it not to be.
      

      
      I crept up on him with my gun held two-handed. If he’d twitched I’d have shot him again. I kicked the gun out of his hand
         and he never reacted. His eyes stared wide and sightless like the officer on the stairs. The vampire might actually be dead,
         but . . . I put a second bullet beside the hole in his head, and another one just a little lower than the other hole in his chest.
         I could have shot holes through both head and heart with the handgun, but it was messy, and it might eventually go through
         the body and into the floor beyond. Smith or Zerbrowski would have called for backup by now. It would be bad to accidentally
         shoot cops on the other floors. Bullets weren’t always a respecter of floors and walls. I needed my vampire kit from the car.
      

      
      Smith was yelling at me, “You shot kids!”

      
      I didn’t want to walk away with the vampire’s head and chest still intact, so I reached down, grabbed the dead vampire by
         the back of his jean jacket, and started dragging him over toward the other dead bad guys. Smith followed me, still trying
         to pick a fight, or something. I let the man drop beside the two teenagers’ bodies. Now I could keep an eye on all of them.
         If they moved I’d shoot them some more.
      

      
      Smith actually pushed my shoulder, moving me back a little. “You fucking shot them! You shot kids!”

      
      I glared at him, but knelt down by the teenagers and pulled the lips back on the first boy, exposing the fangs. I showed Smith
         fangs on the second teenager.
      

      
      “You knew they were vampires,” Smith said.

      
      “Yeah.”

      
      All the anger just leaked away, and he looked confused. “They jumped us at the door. They threw Perry into the wall.”

      
      “How hurt is he?” I asked, standing up from the pile of dead.

      
      “Shoulder and arm may be broken.”

      
      “Go see to your partner, Smith,” I said.

      
      He nodded and walked away to do that. Zerbrowski joined me, his gun still on the kneeling teenagers. There wasn’t an adult
         face in the kneeling group. Zerbrowski leaned in and whispered, “You told me once that when your necromancy is on full power
         you can’t always tell vampire from human servant in a room.”
      

      
      “Yeah,” I said.

      
      “You didn’t know they were vampires when you shot them,” he said quietly.

      
      “No,” I said.

      
      “Were you checking for fangs when you showed Smith?”

      
      “No, I knew they were vampires.”

      
      “How?” he asked.

      
      “Look at the wounds,” I said.

      
      He did, and said, “What?”

      
      “The blood’s wrong,” I said.

      
      “It looks the same to me,” he said.

      
      “It’s too thick. Human blood is a little more watery than that, even heart blood.”
      

      
      His eyes flicked to me, then back to watching our prisoners. “You know, Anita, it’s just fucking creepy that you know that.”

      
      I shrugged. “If you’d been in front, would you have hesitated because you thought they were human teenagers?” I asked.

      
      “Maybe; they’re not much older than my oldest,” he said.

      
      “Good that I was in front, then,” I said.

      
      He glanced down at the dead kids. “Yeah,” he said, but not like he was sure.

      
      I walked away to get closer to our prisoners, one, to help watch them better, but two, to stop the talk with Zerbrowski about
         my decision to shoot the vampires when I thought they were flesh-and-blood teenagers. I didn’t regret my choice in that split
         second of life and death, but a small part of me wondered how I could be all right with the choice. It bothered me that it
         hadn’t bothered me to gun down two kids neither of whom could have been more than fifteen. It didn’t bother me as I looked
         at the kneeling figures, and I knew without doubt that if any more of the vampires tried to attack us I’d kill them, too,
         regardless of apparent age, race, sex, or religious affiliations. I was an equal-opportunity executioner; I killed everybody.
         I let them see that in my face, in my eyes, and watched fear leak through the toughness on their faces. One of the women started
         to cry softly. What does it mean when the monsters are so afraid of you that you make them cry? That maybe monster depends on which end of the gun you’re on, or that I was just that good at my job. Looking at the twenty or so frightened
         faces staring at me, I felt bad that they were afraid of me, but I knew that if they attacked us, I’d kill them. They should
         have been afraid – of me.
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      THE AMBULANCE TOOK Perry away with his arm as immobilized as they could get it. We’d found the other officer dead with a host of vampire bites
         on his torn and bloody clothes. They’d take bite impressions of the surviving vampires, and if their bite marks matched the
         wounds it was an automatic death sentence. They’d be morgue stakings, which meant they’d die at dawn, be chained down, hung
         with holy objects, staked and beheaded while they were “dead” to the world. They were already caught, so there was no need
         for a hunt. I wondered if they understood that they were as good as dead; I doubted it, or they wouldn’t have given up. They’d
         have fought, right? I mean if you’re dying anyway, wouldn’t you go out fighting?
      

      
      Once we had more police on site than we knew what to do with, I found a spare room to change and put on all my vampire hunting
         gear. I trusted Zerbrowski to alert me in case the captured vampires got out of hand, but I had to change in order to keep
         the Preternatural Endangerment Act in effect. Another U.S. Marshal of the Preternatural Branch had ended up on trial for murder
         because he invoked the act, but then didn’t change into his gear when he had the opportunity. The idea behind the act is that the Marshal can, in effect, create his own warrant of execution on the fly in the middle of the
         action. The act came into law after lives were lost because several Marshals who had been trying to get a warrant of execution,
         but hadn’t been granted one yet, had hesitated to kill vampires for fear of being brought up on charges. They could have faced
         serious charges, or at least lost their badges, for killing legal citizens who just happened to be vampires without some judge
         telling them it was okay. With the vampires shooting at us, and a hostage, we would probably have been in the clear on the
         shootings, eventually, but while the investigation was ongoing we might have had to turn in our badges and guns, which meant
         that I wouldn’t have been able to do any monster hunting or executions for the duration of the investigation.
      

      
      There weren’t enough Marshals in the Preternatural Branch to spare us every time we had to kill someone; it was, after all,
         our job. But more than that, the Preternatural Endangerment Act covered the police with me just like a warrant of execution.
         As long as I invoked, and was with the police, then it was green-light city for all the bad guys. They’d tried to enact it
         so that only the vampire executioner, personally, could kill without a warrant, but that had made local police reluctant to
         be backup for the Marshals, and since most of us work solo a lot, that got people killed, too. Law is almost always made by
         people who will never see that law in action in a real-world situation; it makes it interesting.
      

      
      One of the first cases to test the use of the act in the field had come down to the fact that the Marshal involved had not
         put on all his gear, which he was legally forced to wear once he was actively hunting monsters with a warrant of execution
         in effect. The lawyers had successfully argued that if the Marshal had truly believed the situation merited a warrant of execution,
         then why hadn’t he geared up appropriately once he had time and access to his gear? He obviously hadn’t felt it was the same
         as a real warrant of execution; he had simply invoked the act so he could play Wild West and kill everything in the room.
         The police with him had also been charged, but were declared free before the trial started, because they had acted in good
         faith, believed the Marshal’s judgment to be sound, and didn’t have the preternatural expertise to make any other choice. The Marshal had been found guilty
         and the case was in appeals, but he was in a cell while the lawyers argued.
      

      
      It did mean that I always had a change of clothes with me – pants, T-shirt, socks, jogging shoes, underwear, and bra. The undies
         were for those moments when I got enough blood on me that it soaked my clothes to the skin. I had a coverall, too, but that
         was more for official morgue stakings. I put the protective vest on over the T-shirt, because otherwise it rubbed. The vest
         had MOLLE attachments, because the weapons came next. The 9mm Browning BDM went to my side with a holster attached at my waist
         and around my thigh so it didn’t move. In an emergency you wanted your gun to be absolutely where your body memory could kick
         in – seconds counted. I had the Smith & Wesson M&P9c in a holster attached across my stomach, canted to the side so I could
         grab and pull it smoother and faster. I had a new sheath attached to the back of the vest with the MOLLE grips for the big
         knife that had enough silver content to slice anything, man or monster, and was as long as my forearm. Wrist sheaths held
         two more slender knives, again with high silver content. Extra ammo for all the handguns was on my left hip, strapped down
         like the Browning on my right. I had one AR on a tactical sling. I still had my MP5, but now that I had a badge I didn’t have
         to sweat the barrel length restrictions for carrying, so I had an AR modified to be a door-kicker for close indoor action.
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