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Excerpt from ETERNAL DEMON


	
		
			The pop of the gunshot slammed into Synjon’s ears, then echoed throughout the corridor. At first he thought the bullet had missed its mark, that his beloved veana, Juliet, had jacked upright to secure her grip on him. But then he felt it. Blood, hot and plentiful, soaking through his shirt.

			His head pounded and his gut clenched as the scent of her death pushed piteously into his nostrils. He heard Alexander say something, but couldn’t make it out over the drip, drip, drip of Juliet’s blood hitting the floor.,

			His eyes locked on his veana.

			Pale and far too peaceful.

			She was already gone from him.

			And this time, it wasn’t a lie. This time, she was never coming back.

			Synjon pulled the crumpled body of his dead female to his chest, threw his head back and roared.

			“Not her!” an ancient voice cried out over the din. “Not her!”

			Synjon’s head snapped forward with a snarl. In under a breath, he shifted Juliet to one arm, snatched a dagger from one of the Beasts who stood beside him with the other, and flung it straight for the murderer’s neck.

			But justice wasn’t Synjon’s to claim.

			The blade hit the wall with a deadly smack and lay quivering on the floor.

			Cruen, the evil coward of a Pureblood vampire, and the one who had murdered his love, his life, his reason for breathing, had flashed away.
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