
Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series

By Sherrilyn Kenyon, Dianna Love

Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series By Sherrilyn Kenyon, Dianna
Love

Supernatural warriors bound by an extraordinary code of honor face an ultimate
test of loyalty in the exciting new paranormal thriller from New York Times
bestselling authors Sherrilyn Kenyon and Dianna Love.

Atlanta has become the battlefield between human and demon. An outcast among
Beladors, Evalle Kincaid has walked the line between human and beast her
whole life. Her origins unknown, she's on a quest to learn more about her past . . .
and her future. When a demon claims a young woman in a terrifying attack and
there's no one else to blame, Evalle comes under suspicion and the only person
who might help her is Storm, a sexy new agent with secrets of his own. Now
she's on a deadly quest for her own survival. Through the sordid underground of
an alternate Atlanta where nothing is as it seems to the front lines of the city,
where her former allies have joined forces to hunt her, Evalle must prove her
innocence or pay the ultimate price.But saving herself is the least of her problems
if she doesn't stop the coming apocalypse. The clock is ticking and Atlanta is
about to catch fire. . . .

 Download Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series ...pdf

 Read Online Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series ...pdf

http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828


Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series

By Sherrilyn Kenyon, Dianna Love

Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series By Sherrilyn Kenyon, Dianna Love

Supernatural warriors bound by an extraordinary code of honor face an ultimate test of loyalty in the exciting
new paranormal thriller from New York Times bestselling authors Sherrilyn Kenyon and Dianna Love.

Atlanta has become the battlefield between human and demon. An outcast among Beladors, Evalle Kincaid
has walked the line between human and beast her whole life. Her origins unknown, she's on a quest to learn
more about her past . . . and her future. When a demon claims a young woman in a terrifying attack and
there's no one else to blame, Evalle comes under suspicion and the only person who might help her is Storm,
a sexy new agent with secrets of his own. Now she's on a deadly quest for her own survival. Through the
sordid underground of an alternate Atlanta where nothing is as it seems to the front lines of the city, where
her former allies have joined forces to hunt her, Evalle must prove her innocence or pay the ultimate
price.But saving herself is the least of her problems if she doesn't stop the coming apocalypse. The clock is
ticking and Atlanta is about to catch fire. . . .

Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series By Sherrilyn Kenyon, Dianna Love Bibliography

Sales Rank: #559609 in Books●

Brand: Pocket Books●

Published on: 2010-10-19●

Released on: 2010-10-19●

Original language: English●

Number of items: 1●

Dimensions: 6.75" h x 1.10" w x 4.19" l, .45 pounds●

Binding: Mass Market Paperback●

528 pages●

 Download Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series ...pdf

 Read Online Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series ...pdf

http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828
http://mbooknom.men/go/best.php?id=1439155828


Download and Read Free Online Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series By Sherrilyn Kenyon,
Dianna Love

Editorial Review

Review
 "...new Belador series explodes onto the urban fantasy scene with a fresh concept, complex world and
unique characters wrapped into an emotionally engaging story full of twists." Publishers Weekly

"Fantastic New Urban Fantasy Series by Experts in the Genre...BLOOD TRINITY is a fantastic start to a
new Urban Fantasy series ..I am finding it difficult to wait for the next book to find out what happens next in
their lives." Fresh Fiction

"BLOOD TRINITY is an ingenious urban fantasy with imaginative magical scenarios, characters who grab
your every thought and more than a few unpredictable turns...paranormal action is
instantaneous...meticulous storyline of Book One in the Belador series will enthrall you during every
compellingly entertaining scene." Single Titles.com

"The writing team of Sherrilyn Kenyon and Dianna Love delivers a fascinating, action-packed story in this
first book of the Belador series...the authors surprised me with a loop here, a twist there...they made one
heck of a good story. I can't wait for the next book!" The Romance Reviews

About the Author

SHERRILYN KENYON is the #1 New York Times bestselling author of several series, including the
Beladors. There are more than thirty million copies of her books in print in over thirty countries. She lives
with her family near Nashville, Tennessee.Visit her website at SherrilynKenyon.com. 

New York Times bestseller Dianna Love once dangled over a hundred feet in the air to create unusual
marketing projects for Fortune 500 companies. She now writes high-octane romantic thrillers, young adult
and urban fantasy. Fans of the bestselling Belador urban fantasy series will be thrilled to know DEMON
STORM (book 5) is available and WITCHLOCK (book 6) will be available June 2015. Dianna's Slye Temp
romantic thriller series launched to rave reviews with five books so far and more coming in 2015. Look for
her books in print, e-book and audio. On the rare occasions Dianna is out of her writing cave, she tours the
country on her BMW motorcycle searching for new story locations. Dianna lives in the Atlanta, GA area
with her husband who is a motorcycle instructor and with a tank full of unruly saltwater
critters. AuthorDiannaLove.com or Join her Dianna Love Street Team on Facebook and get in on the fun!
 
*PLEASE NOTE that this is an Urban Fantasy, which is an ongoing series with the same characters so it's
important to read from book 1. 
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DEMON STORM (#5)
WITCHLOCK (#6)
ROGUE BELADOR (#7 - April 2016)
FIREBOUND - Belador novella FREE at AuthorDiannaLove.com
"..non-stop tense action, filled with twists, betrayals, danger, and a beautiful sensual romance. As always
with Dianna Love, I was on the edge of my seat, unable to pull myself away."
~~Barb, The Reading Cafe

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

Evalle kept a city block between her and the Cresyl demon skulking along Peters Street through one of the
riskier sections of downtown Atlanta after dark.

Three-in-the-morning dark. Graveyard quiet for a Sunday morning. Where were all the people leaving the
bars? There should be more on the street than this.

But more importantly, who had sent a Cresyl demon into this territory—again—and why? Second time in ten
days, and she wouldn’t have identified this one so quickly if not for having studied up on them after the last
one showed up and ruined her day.

So many nonhumans to learn about, so little time. Especially while hunting them. But the last Cresyl sighted
in Atlanta had disappeared before causing any trouble.

This time, they weren’t so lucky. A human had died, and in a suspicious manner for a demon attack. A death
that meant trouble for Evalle in the worst way with VIPER.

The body of a young female had been mauled with only the heart missing. Worse had been the stink of
sulfur, which told her exactly how nonhuman the attack had been. But that didn’t make sense. A demon had
to ingest the entire human to take a soul, so why only one organ? Why maul the body?

It didn’t smack of demon. It smacked of the way Alterants had decimated bodies in the past.

Was someone intentionally trying to make the killing appear as though an Alterant had attacked the woman?

Or am I just being paranoid?

She wished Tzader and Quinn hadn’t both been called out of town. They could sort reality from paranoia.
She hadn’t been really good at doing that for herself since surviving their escape from the Medb two years
ago.

Had the Medb sent this demon?

Were they still trying to get her?

But that didn’t make sense either. Cresyls were South African and not Celtic, therefore they weren’t the kind



of demon the Medb would use.

Stop with the crazy thoughts and catch that friggin’ thing sneaking around the city. If she handed proof of
what had killed the human to VIPER before they opened an investigation, she wouldn’t face even
suspension. If not, the first finger would point at her the minute they found out about a ripped-up human.

Always worked that way.

Guilty beyond doubt. Burden of proof on me, no matter how much I prove myself.

Bastards.

She’d never harmed a human, but she was an Alterant after all, profiled in the purest sense of the word as a
predatory threat for nothing more than breathing their air.

Even temporary suspension would be unbearable, because it meant having her powers stripped to a minimal
level. That would leave her practically defenseless in a city where preternatural beings moved silent and
deadly.

With purpose.

Like the being that crept along steadily ahead of her.

If she ran around Atlanta without her powers, it’d be open season on her and she’d end up on a slab in the
morgue next to that poor woman missing a heart.

Much as the idea of losing her powers gave her the shakes, her greater worry would be that the sudden
stripping of powers might trigger an involuntary shift into her beast form out of a natural instinct to protect
herself.

That would end any question of her guilt as far as VIPER was concerned, and she’d be doomed.

She’d face a room full of demons to avoid that scenario. Besides, VIPER needed her out here working. She
had the best informants in the city when it came to supernatural intelligence.

That’s how she’d found this demon in so little time.

The Cresyl stumbled, caught his balance, then stopped as though stuck in place. Dividing her attention
between him and her path, she barely sidestepped a pile of putrid-smelling ick on the sidewalk that he’d left
in his wake.

Great … like walking behind a horse. Jeez. Didn’t they have any sense of cleanliness?

He—the demon’s gender as determined by the size of his horns—glimmered in and out of shape, appearing
more as shadow and mist than anything lifelike to unsuspecting humans at three in the morning. Even
through her dark sunglasses, Evalle’s natural night vision picked up his bony spine, slinking tail and leathery
skin as clear as a high-resolution image.

Why was he moving at such a sluggish pace? Cresyls were generally quick and dangerous … and traveled in



pairs.

Where was this one’s mate?

Which one had ripped into a human tonight …

Or had they?

Something had, and they were the most likely candidates. The remains of the young woman had shown up in
the Atlanta city morgue a few hours ago. The morgue where Evalle worked part-time as a maintenance tech
from ten at night until five in the morning. All agents at VIPER were expected to integrate into the
community, preferably somewhere that allowed them intel on supernatural activity.

The morgue was a perfect place to be. Not just for VIPER but for her own personal reasons as well.

The dead were not a threat.

Most of the time.

And what better place to hear about unusual killings or strange DNA evidence? Being on call for early
Sunday morning usually meant processing run-of-the-mill Saturday night violence, not a demon mauling.
The graveyard shift supervisor who’d received the woman’s body had filed a request that animal control
come inspect the ravaged body and gouged chest.

That visit wouldn’t happen until Monday during business hours. But Evalle couldn’t gamble on the
possibility of VIPER finding out about the mutilation before Monday, since they had other spies with
morgue access besides her.

Even if a wild animal from the zoo could have ripped the heart out of the body so cleanly, any investigator
would question why an earthly predator would leave the rest of the body uneaten.

Animals tended to be sloppy killers. Demons not so much.

Everything about this death was off, didn’t fit anything she’d ever seen or heard about with regard to Cresyl
demons—or any other kind, for that matter. Her Spidey sense was tingling off the charts, and she couldn’t
shake the feeling this was bad for her. Real bad. Having been alone right before work, she had no alibi for
the time of death.

Not paranoia. I’m being set up. I have to be. Nothing else made sense.

Quinn and Tzader would help with a minute’s notice, but they were in Charlotte, and she refused to call them
like some helpless female. I came into this world alone and I can handle anything it throws at me.

And by the gods, she could handle the Cresyls.

If she didn’t make a mistake.

Or run out of time. With daylight coming in less than two hours, she’d be forced off the streets to hide from
the August sun. That was why she’d faked a case of nausea at the morgue and clocked out early to go home.



It wasn’t a total lie. She really was feeling sick to her stomach that someone wanted her butt in a sling.

Or more to the point, a cage.

Evalle flinched as unwanted memories tore through her with sharp talons at that thought. Nothing set off her
panic attacks worse than imprisonment.

Well, there was one other matter, but she wouldn’t think about that either.

Focus. But it was hard. No matter how much she tried to keep the past buried, things like this threat
unearthed her worst fears and made the old wounds burn anew.

Which was why she’d much rather battle the demons without. Once she killed them, they stayed dead. Too
bad the ones inside her weren’t so cooperative. Even when she did manage to kill one, a dozen more cropped
up to attack her.

As Quinn would say, bloody inconsiderate wankers.

But that was neither here nor there. She’d made the ten-minute ride to her secure apartment beneath a
downtown parking deck only to pick up a weapon—the special dagger she carried, which had a bone handle
carved with Celtic designs. The blade shimmered with a death spell. Badass to the extreme, it could be used
to kill most demons if she stuck the blade into the creature’s forehead between where horns grew above each
eye. The dagger had been a gift from Tzader after he and Quinn had saved her life in Utah.

Just one of several treasured gifts from Tzader and Quinn, with friendship and trust being the most cherished
of all.

But she was on her own right now.

The demon paused in the middle of the next block at the newspaper-wrapped feet of a sleeping vagrant, a
poor wadded-up piece of humanity not bothering anybody.

Was it sizing up the guy as a meal?

Evalle paused, perfectly still. Sweat trickled beneath her top to streak down the naked skin on her back and
soak the top of her jeans. The back of her vintage BDU shirt stuck to her back. She wore the cotton military
shirt for comfort, but nothing felt good in this heat. Her steel-toe boots were hot, but much handier and safer
than sandals if someone or something wanted a throw down. She fingered the dagger in the sheath at her hip
and wrinkled her nose at the sulfuric odor trailing off the demon. The odor was too faint for a demon who
had eaten a human heart.

Although one of them might have discovered the magic of deodorant or perfume.

Then again, perfumed crap still stank no matter what you did.

Maybe this thing hadn’t attacked the human. She didn’t like the idea of hurting anything on purpose, but that
young woman had died a hideous death, and the quickest way to find this thing’s mate would be to make him
call for help.



Besides, as a VIPER agent, she was expected to do whatever it took to protect the humans from predators.

And she would.

A car turned onto the street half a mile down and headed toward her, the burned-out muffler rumbling loud
in the still night. She kept her eye on the demon. The last thing she wanted to do was attack one in front of a
civilian who would see the demon clearly if it solidified to do battle, but she wouldn’t let him kill the
vagrant.

The demon shook his head and mumbled under his breath, then continued on as though reluctant to pass up
the human.

She let out a breath of relief, but why had he passed up this chance?

When the approaching car’s headlights flashed on the demon, the creature sprinted ahead then disappeared to
the left down a side street.

Evalle sucked into a recessed doorway until the car passed her then rushed forward, holding her breath as she
leaped over the vagrant, who reeked of body odor and urine. Man, that stench gave the demon a run for his
money in the stink department. Maybe the demon had paused to wonder if the guy was kinfolk.

At the corner, the side street turned left and shot through a dark shadow cast by buildings on each side.

The street stopped at a railway embankment.

Empty. No demon.

Damn. She couldn’t have lost him.

Evalle moved ahead carefully, sniffing for any wisp of sulfur in the air. Luckily, she caught the scent by the
time she reached a weed-infested concrete pad twenty feet square at the end of the street.

The demon, now in solid form and hunched over, sat on a stack of tires, patting his scaly head above the
horns. He mumbled incoherently. The scent of rotten eggs stank up the air, but the smell would be even more
overwhelming at this distance if he’d fed on a human recently.

“What’re you doing here?” She spoke with authority even though she doubted he’d just blurt out the truth.
Had to open the conversation with the Cresyl somehow.

He slowly lifted his head. Drool slid off one side of his wide mouth. His dull yellow eyes were unfocused.
He started muttering again, a low guttural sound. “You.”

Huh? What was wrong with him? She took another step but kept a ten-foot separation. “You working with
anyone?”

“You.”

For a Cresyl, this one didn’t act dangerous. He acted demented … or drugged.



Or maybe sad. Could he be sad about something? And why had she sensed it? She’d have thought her
emerging empathic side was more discerning. “Who killed the human?”

His eyes moved around in strange circles, then focused on her. “You.”

“Guess I should make it multiple choice. Got any more words, or do I have to buy a vowel?”

Where are you, Evalle? Tzader called to her telepathically.

Off Peters on the south side of Atlanta. Not far from where we busted that Midnight Moon Fae ring last year.
Why? Where are you?

In Atlanta. What are you doing?

Thank the goddess Macha that Tzader was back. Evalle wouldn’t turn down his help. I’ve cornered a—

The demon snarled and jumped to his feet, shoulders hunched in an aggressive stance. His eyes glowed white
hot. “You killed her.”

“Killed who?” She pulled out the dagger and spun it once, preparing for him to attack.

“You killed her.” He started howling, and his body shook as if reacting to a drug, but drugs didn’t work on
demons, did they?

He took a step and stumbled.

Had someone cast a spell over this thing to accuse Evalle of killing the woman? “Who’s your master? Who
sent you here?”

Evalle?

Get back to you in a minute, Tzader. Busy right now.

“She died. You. Die.” The demon launched himself at her.

He had to be talking about someone else. A Cresyl would never avenge a human.

She dodged to the right and swung around when he missed her. “Who killed the woman?”

“You.” He stumbled around and snarled.

“Could we fast-forward to a new answer?” She needed a question he couldn’t answer with “you.” “Where’s
your mate?”

That had been the wrong question.

He lifted the stack of tires and threw them at her, but she was too quick and spun away.

Or he was too slow for a demon. When she stopped spinning, she faced him. He curled over his chest,



moaning so pitifully she almost felt sympathy for him.

Why wasn’t his mate coming to him?

If he stopped making that horrid sound long enough to talk, she might get some answers out of him. She’d
planned on his fighting her so she could catch his tail. Cresyls were like opossums. If you could wrap one’s
tail around your forearm, he was under your control.

Something had screwed up his mind.

Maybe he had some kind of weird sickness. Did demons get sick? Like demon Parvo or something?

She couldn’t hurt something that wouldn’t fight her.

Evalle softened her voice and eased toward his tail as she spoke. “Look, buddy. Just tell me who sent you
here and I’ll find someone to help you feel better. Or tell me where your mate is and I’ll go get her for you.”

The demon howled a screeching sound so high-pitched no human could hear it. His tail lengthened,
whipping around to slap her legs out from under her. She slammed backward, her skull bouncing on the
concrete.

Dazed, she blinked and touched her sunglasses, which were cockeyed on her face. No one had told her
Cresyls could do that with their tails.

He dropped down over her, landing his knees on each side of her legs, arms arched above his head with
claws extended to attack and a mouth full of teeth open to rip a chunk off her body.

Survival instincts shoved her mind past the pain in her head. Someone called her name from far away … or
had it been Tzader in her mind?

The demon swung downward in slow motion.

She kept her eyes locked on the crazed look in his gaze. Blood rushed through her ears. Her heart pounded
like war drums in her chest the closer his sharp fangs came to her face.

At the last minute, she whipped the dagger up in both hands and stabbed him in the forehead.

Putrid yellow dust swirled, then disintegrated, confirmation he hadn’t killed a human. If he had, she’d have
been able to capture his essence in her fist before it disappeared.

Crud. No evidence. She had to get the other demon.

“Couldn’t you wait until I got here?” an angry male voice yelled from the alley.

She rolled over and pushed up to her knees to find Tzader running toward her. He had on a T-shirt, jeans and
boots that were all so dark she’d never have seen him with normal vision.

Dusting off her jeans, she stood. “No, I couldn’t wait.”



“What’s the point of saving your butt in Utah if you’re going to put it at risk every time we turn our backs?”

“Can we not have this argument again?” She would forever be appreciative to Tzader and Quinn for saving
her life and guarding her secret, but they were like two overprotective brothers at times.

Most of the time.

“This was just a Cresyl, and a whacked one at that.”

One of Tzader’s eyebrows rose in question. He crossed his arms. “So you fell down on the ground to even
the odds?”

Rather than admit she’d made a tactical error no trained warrior should by underestimating her opponent, she
shrugged. “Seemed like a good idea at the time.”

“What was the rush?”

She told him about the body at the morgue. “I didn’t find out who sent the demon and I can’t prove that any
Alterant—including me—is innocent of killing that human until I get that second Cresyl.”

Another Alterant surfacing wouldn’t draw the attention away from her either. In fact, it created more
problems. Things had been quiet for a long time, but two months ago a new Alterant had shifted and attacked
humans. Evalle had been brought into VIPER once again and questioned extensively about her ability to
prevent involuntary shifting. In reality, Sen—the top dog at VIPER—had been trying to catch her in a lie so
that he could put her in protective custody.

Protective? Yeah, right.

Tzader sent his gaze up at the sky that was lightening by the minute. “You’re running out of time.”

“I realize that. Now that you’re back, we can split up and search.” She started walking toward Peters.

He fell into step beside her. “I can’t go hunting yet. I came back to meet someone who has a lead on the
Belador traitor.” They had yet to identify the bastard who’d betrayed them.

Two years … Two friggin’ years and they weren’t a bit closer than they’d been while shackled in the cave.
Meanwhile a traitor was moving undetected in their ranks, and who knew who else he’d killed and betrayed.

“That’s great.” She’d wondered many a night if they’d ever find out who’d betrayed them in Utah. Whoever
it was, they were resourceful and smart.

“It would be great if I didn’t have to worry about you out here on your own chasing demons. Give me an
hour to make this meeting and we’ll go together.”

Was he nuts? She looked up at the pale night sky again. “Don’t have an hour. Clock’s ticking and I can
handle a Cresyl demon. If VIPER gets word of this first, you know what they’ll do to me. Sen has zero
tolerance for anything with my name on it.” She stopped at the corner, her hand automatically at rest on the
dagger handle.



“I doubt he’ll hear about the killing before Monday. We’ll find the other demon first.”

“What if we don’t, Z? What if he does find out before Monday?”

Tzader looked away, bitter worry clouding his gaze. “Then I’ll make sure Brina knows. She’ll be there for
you.”

Yeah, right. She’d sooner trust a cottonmouth not to bite her in the woods.

Evalle didn’t consider Brina as supportive and benevolent as Tzader did, not when it came to Alterants.
Brina was the counterpart to Sen, since they were both in liaison positions, but with one difference. Whereas
Brina was an advocate when acting as liaison between Beladors and their goddess Macha, Sen was strictly a
conduit between VIPER agents and the Tribunal.

Sen enforced Tribunal decisions. No advocacy.

Especially not where Evalle was concerned.

Macha and her Beladors had to abide by Tribunal decree. To go against it would turn all Beladors into
enemies of the VIPER coalition. They would all be marked as outlaws and ordered for execution. If that
happened, Evalle’s tribe would battle on all fronts, not just with predatory nonhumans and other powerful
beings.

She shuddered at that thought. “Brina would never speak up for me.”

“Have a little faith in her. She will intervene if I tell her you didn’t shift and kill a human.”

And Evalle was supposed to trust in that? She could feel the prison door already closing on her.

She clenched the handle of her dagger. “I might show faith in Brina if she’d ever shown some in me without
you asking for it first. Regardless, she can’t stop the suspension. If I don’t find proof of what really did the
killing, I am screwed. You know what VIPER will do if I don’t find the flaming demon to prove otherwise.”
She held up her hand when Tzader’s eyes thinned to his look of lecture mode. “Neither of us has time for this
argument, and I’m not walking into VIPER without something in hand to prove my innocence. Call me after
your meeting and we’ll team up.”

“I can hunt after daylight, so don’t take any chances. Do you even know where the other Cresyl is?”

“Not yet, but I will soon even if I have to rattle every Nightstalker in the city.” But hopefully it wouldn’t
come to that. She’d try Grady first.

Even though he was a pain in the butt and made her work for every piece of intel she squeezed out of the old
ghoul, he was one of the best informants when it came to anything supernatural.

Tzader looked around the street, taking stock of everything seen and unseen. “Your bike in the area?”

“Parked on the next block.” Her cell phone buzzed with a text message. She reached to pull the phone from
the back pocket of her jeans.



He checked his watch. “I gotta go or I’ll be late. I’ll call you soon as I’m free, but worst case I’ll swing by
your place after daylight.”

“Okay.” She lifted the phone into view as Tzader’s swiftly moving form disappeared in seconds. The text
was from Kellman, one of two teenage male witches who lived on the streets because they had no family and
no coven.

The message was simple: SOS … demon.

She took off running and punched up the GPS program Quinn had installed in her phone that would trace
back a cell call to a location.

Please, please let the demon threat be the Cresyl’s mate. For once in her life, let her be lucky …

With fewer than ten demons seen in this region in a year, that was a good bet.

At the next intersection, she hung a left and pulled out her remote key, pressing it when she got within fifty
feet of her motorcycle, a metallic gold Suzuki GSX-R. She adored her gixxer, which bolted down the
highway like a bullet. The headlight flashed once, scaring away the vagrants huddled around the bike. She
kinetically freed her full-face helmet from where it was hooked over the mirror on the handlebar and
strapped it on as she straddled the bike, then fired up the engine.

Pulling away from the curb, she rolled on the throttle sharply. The front tire lifted off the ground for fifty
feet.

In twelve minutes, she was cruising along Metropolitan Parkway. She turned onto the cross street indicated
on her cell phone, drove a quarter mile and stopped in front of a brick building for a trucking firm that was
closed on Sundays according to the schedule on the door. She listened for the boys above the low buzz of her
engine.

Nothing.

But that being said, the air reeked of a distinct sulfur stench.

Strong. Vibrant. Deadly.

The smell of well-fed demons.

And inside were two scared kids….

© 2010 Sherrilyn Kenyon

Users Review

From reader reviews:

Matthew Fry:

The book Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series make one feel enjoy for your spare time. You can
utilize to make your capable considerably more increase. Book can being your best friend when you getting



pressure or having big problem with the subject. If you can make looking at a book Blood Trinity: Book 1 in
the Belador Series for being your habit, you can get much more advantages, like add your capable, increase
your knowledge about a number of or all subjects. You may know everything if you like available and read a
reserve Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series. Kinds of book are a lot of. It means that, science book
or encyclopedia or other individuals. So , how do you think about this guide?

Raymond Dahms:

The knowledge that you get from Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series is a more deep you excavating
the information that hide in the words the more you get considering reading it. It doesn't mean that this book
is hard to recognise but Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series giving you thrill feeling of reading. The
writer conveys their point in particular way that can be understood by means of anyone who read it because
the author of this publication is well-known enough. That book also makes your vocabulary increase well.
That makes it easy to understand then can go along with you, both in printed or e-book style are available.
We recommend you for having this Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series instantly.

Chris Holmes:

Beside this kind of Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series in your phone, it might give you a way to get
nearer to the new knowledge or information. The information and the knowledge you are going to got here is
fresh in the oven so don't end up being worry if you feel like an aged people live in narrow community. It is
good thing to have Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series because this book offers to you readable
information. Do you sometimes have book but you seldom get what it's exactly about. Oh come on, that wil
happen if you have this in the hand. The Enjoyable set up here cannot be questionable, including treasuring
beautiful island. Techniques you still want to miss this? Find this book in addition to read it from now!

Alita Schmidt:

Reading a book make you to get more knowledge from the jawhorse. You can take knowledge and
information originating from a book. Book is prepared or printed or created from each source this filled
update of news. In this modern era like currently, many ways to get information are available for an
individual. From media social including newspaper, magazines, science reserve, encyclopedia, reference
book, novel and comic. You can add your knowledge by that book. Are you ready to spend your spare time
to spread out your book? Or just searching for the Blood Trinity: Book 1 in the Belador Series when you
required it?
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