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CRIMSON VENGEANCE

PROLOGUE

London, 1522

Lady Meriel Danson was tall enough to meet the gaze of most of 
the men, with full breasts and eyes as green as emeralds. Her golden 
hair fell across her shoulders in lush curls and the crimson velvet 

was the most stunning woman in the room and Catherine wasn’t the 
only one who noticed. Tonight, all eyes followed her. 

with adoring gentlemen as she crossed the room. They vied for 
her attention, some subtly, some with unabashed boldness most 
unbecoming. No one wished to be left out. The men wanted her. 

forbidden. 
Tonight, as every night, their secret would stay buried. It was 

more important to be pretty. To be seen. To dance. Neither of the 
young women would disappoint their families or their suitors. 
Indeed, Catherine and Meriel danced and smiled until late into the 

It seemed an eternity before they were at last alone in the 
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world that demanded their unquestioned obedience. For two blessed 

No prying eyes to spy on them or men with sweaty hands guiding 

breasts and pretend it was unintentional. 
Meriel’s body pressed against Catherine’s and everything else 

drifted away. Outside, the winter wind slapped against the carriage, 

of a thousand stars. The wheels of the carriage bumped along the 
rutted and muddy road, but inside the carriage cushions were soft. 

It was their time, their special world. Catherine lifted her arms 

Meriel moaned and gathered her close as her hands moved to 

parted and her breast was bared, eager for the touch of Meriel’s 

mouth. 
Catherine needed to feel the softness of Meriel’s breasts and 

she pushed the velvet dress off Meriel’s shoulders until she held 
them in her hands, brushing her thumbs across each nipple. She 

outside rumbled and growled, growing ever louder as it raged. 

sensations. She cried out as Meriel’s tongue brought her to a roaring 
climax.

She didn’t want the night to end. How glorious it would be 
to stay here wrapped in Meriel’s arms. Alas, too soon they would 
reach the city and once again become proper ladies to be dressed 

enthusiasm, for events such as tonight’s ball, all for the purpose of 
securing the highest bidders. Their fathers would sell them off in 
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the name of socially acceptable marriages. In reality it was little 

Catherine wouldn’t be surprised to discover the deal for her 

nothing better than to send her to the home of some rich and titled 
old man. Since the day of her mother’s death one year earlier, it 
was as if her father could no longer stand the sight of her. Catherine 

love and her body with the one person who made her feel alive. 
Catherine drifted into sleep despite the bumps and sways of the 

carriage. Her body was sated and her heart soaring. She rested her 

slowly remembered where she was. She straightened and peered into 

her time with Meriel asleep.
Catherine tidied her gown, patted her hair, and pulled the 

was mixed with something else: bitter, rancid. Catherine pulled her 

of horses nervously pawing the ground. Catherine turned her head, 

the stalled carriage. She pushed her hand against her lips at the same 
time a gust of wind ripped through the air, sending a spray of icy 
rain to slash across her face. 

Their driver lay sprawled in the middle of the muddy road, 

separated his head from his body. Catherine spun away from the 
sight, her heart pounding.

As she stumbled from the carriage, her gaze was drawn to 
the sodden earth and what should not have been. Meriel lay in a 
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hair. Her head lay at an odd angle, and when Catherine realized why, 
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They can conquer
who believe

they can.

Virgil
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CHAPTER ONE

Moses Lake, Washington
Present Day

Early spring usually arrived with blooming daffodils. This 
year it arrived with dead bodies. After all these years, Coroner Ivy 
Hernandez would have thought she’d be accustomed to death. She’d 
been at this game a long time and had seen everything from car 
accidents to suicides to drive-by shootings. Lately, a lot of drive-by 

was still cold as an iceberg, and no one had wanted that particular 

The water, though clean compared to most in the country, was 

him toward the shore and a watchful neighbor had seen him bobbing 

body loaded before the rain hit. 
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in from the waist-deep water, pulling the body behind him. He 

land.

It wasn’t the wounds that made Ivy’s heart race, or the blue of his 

“Shit,” she muttered as she stood and pulled her cell phone 

who surrounded the inert form. “Riah,” she said, after she heard the 
beep that put her into Riah’s voice mail. “It’s Ivy. I’ve got another 
one and I’ll be heading your way late this afternoon. Give me a call 
as soon as you can.”

once more to face the dead man. It would be hours before she heard 

and trusted friend. 

He tipped the dead man’s head to the side revealing, for all of 
them to see, small raised punctures marring the expanse of white 

wounds. Not that there would be any. There never was.

she received custody of the body.
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Ivy went through the motions. She made notes and diagrams, 
photographed the body and the landing from every possible angle. 

property, and found nothing. No surprise there either. 

and overcast seemed to be the agenda for today. If not for the latex 

would be as cold as her face. 
The deputies loaded the body, secure in the labeled and initialed 

both inside the guidelines and out. Time, at least for the moment, 
was on her side. 

steps for a homicide. She had to maintain appearances, after all. 

aware of it. If Ivy had her way, it never would be. Some things 

about gangbangers, drugs, and teenage violence. In other words, the 

now empty of both the living and the dead. For a long minute, she 

the air. Every year a few lost their lives, yet the unmarred beauty of 
the natural setting still brought visitors who didn’t fear the power of 

man’s only sin was to be in the wrong place at the wrong time. He 
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Each time she hoped it was the last. Until recently, the victims 

really thought she’d be out of the loop. These types of victims were 

chance. A night creature passing through that would continue to 

troubled young man from an equally troubled family.
It was different now. One death could be an accident. Two was 

double doors. She didn’t wait for anyone to come and help her 
unload. Instead, she opened the van’s rear doors and slid the gurney 
out. She pushed it into the building and down the hall. Once through 

Colin Jamison waited behind a clump of bushes for hours 

the boat launch. It was quiet now and he narrowed his eyes as he 
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Ocean here. No soaring mountains or endless forests. Here, there 
were too many tumbleweeds, too much sagebrush, and not enough 
trees. Not to mention way too many dead bodies with twin holes in 

how soon it would all be over.

a three-sixty. Not much to see. On the far shore, expensive homes 

bobbing slightly. On either side, water stretched as far as he could see. 

groomed beaches awaited the sunshine-loving crowds. This early in 

dump a body in the middle of the night.
With his eyes closed, Colin breathed deeply and listened. He 

hoped something would come to him—a scent, a sound—anything 

and pushed the hair off his forehead. 

X where the body was found. The circle was growing smaller as it 
moved in the direction of what Colin felt certain was the apex. 

and it was there the vampire appeared to be heading. Colin would be 
right behind her before the sun set.
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wasn’t sure why this place. The day didn’t have enough hours left 

get a nasty surprise.

caught it out of the corner of his eye—the coroner’s van heading 

earlier. The same one who secured the body bag. The van pulled 

between the van and his car to avoid arousing suspicion. Not easy, 

limit. Getting pulled over wouldn’t be good. It also wouldn’t be 
good if he lost sight of the van. He pressed the accelerator.

“Slow down, will ya,” he muttered.

his speed up and the van in sight. 

ached, his eyes burned, and his arms were leaden. 
His spirit was weary as well. He was tired…mind, heart, and 

about done. Truthfully, he’d be both relieved and lost. His entire life 
had been about the hunt, but what would he do once he completed 
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world where creatures that hunted in the night didn’t exist. His 
reality was shrouded in mist and mystery, blood and fangs, death 
and undeath. It was almost impossible to even try to remember what 

It didn’t matter. He’d worry about it later. First, he needed to 

followed it toward the mountains, the pine trees, and the mighty 

with reality. Or, so most people wanted to believe. Doctor Riah 

Riah was a vampire. 

without so much as a word on a gray, foggy winter night many 

satisfy a gambling debt when she was a newborn. Life had never 
given her choices, and it didn’t give her one now. That was the one 
constant in her life.

Ivy’s call today wasn’t completely unexpected. For some time 
now she’d feared that more would come to leave their discarded 

whispers on the night air, the sounds of discontent in the fabric of 
her reality. 

And, there were the calls from those who were not part of the 

to grab it. 

© 2011 Bold Strokes Books



SHERI LEWIS WOHL

down and allow a hunter to pierce her tired heart. Her life was lonely 

Nothing had been the same since the death of her beloved. Not her 
life, not her heart, not her very existence. The ache in her heart never 
seemed to go away and she grew tired of the pain. She longed for the 

soul mate 

what it meant. Only those whose lives became eternal could truly 

comes once, and when it’s gone, that’s it.
For Riah, it had been gone a very long time.

Enough with 
the soul searching and self-pity. It was a waste of time because it 
changed nothing. She was alone and would be for eternity. This was 
her destiny. She’d earned it and she’d live it. The best she could do 

When Ivy’s van pulled into the driveway, Riah hit the button 

almost down and time was at a premium. They needed to move fast 

Riah was an old vampire and, contrary to the legends, didn’t go 

true she preferred the shadows night afforded, she could move in 
the light if need be. It was uncomfortable but far from deadly. Riah 

Ivy’s van did. 
Jumping out of the open driver’s side door, Ivy came around 

face. Ivy reminded Riah more of a favorite Spanish teacher than an 
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investigator who dealt with death daily. She’d trained under Riah 

a doubt, Ivy had been one of her best and brightest students. She 
was a natural and Riah always felt Ivy could go anywhere. Over the 
years they became much more than friends. 

“Hola, chica,” Ivy said as she threw open the rear doors of the 

the time I hit the Maple Street Bridge. We’re wasting moonlight, 
sister.”

“Everything’s ready and Adriana’s on her way.” Riah eyed the 

nothing twitched now.
“Bueno.” Ivy snapped the doors of the van shut and pushed the 

softly as it rolled down the brightly lit hallway. 

ahead of Ivy down toward the autopsy suite.
“I told you,” Ivy said. “He’s a feisty one. Never would have 

guessed it from the boring business suit he was wearing when we 

Inside the morgue, Riah moved fast. The window in which 
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