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        Dying: 0 out of 5 stars. Would not recommend…

      

        

      
        Haven Hall died on the job one time, for two measly minutes, and no one will let her live it down.

      

        

      
        She should be out hunting paranormal threats to humanity with the rest of her family. Instead, she’s stuck at Section 8 headquarters like some kind of supernatural librarian.

      

        

      
        Solving a big case would get her off desk duty and finally prove to everyone that she’s a kickass hunter. All she needs is a partner. And she knows the perfect demon for the job.

      

        

      
        Roan Malek.

      

        

      
        It didn’t matter that he used to be her best friend (long story). Or that the last thing he wants to do is help her get her dangerous job back. What matters is that the stupidly hot, grumpy jerk owes her one.

      

        

      
        So now, all she has to do is track down a dimension-hopping bad guy, not let her bosses (aka: her parents) know she’s gone rogue, and work through her epically messy feelings for Roan.

      

        

      
        All without getting her heart broken or, you know, dying again.

      

        

      
        Hard, but not impossible…right?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          CHAPTER 1

        

      

    

    
      The thing that really sucked about dying? No one ever let you live it down.

      It was a fact Haven Hall had learned the hard way.

      She’d only been dead for two measly minutes, and two years later—two years!—she was still riding a desk at Section 8, doing stupid research, instead of being out in the field, hunting demons and other paranormal threats to polite society like she should be.

      She was a legacy hunter, for crap’s sake! In what weird, alternate reality did the daughter of Harper Hall and Noah Riddick end up sitting behind a desk for a living?

      Haven had been taught to fight practically from birth. As a dhampyre, a half-vampire/half-human hybrid, she had way better-than-average strength and senses, could see auras, and was psychic. She should be leading teams of hunters, not doing research and giving them intel like some kind of supernatural librarian.

      Meanwhile, everyone was so focused on that one measly time they nearly lost her that no one seemed to give a single crap about what she’d lost. And especially who she’d lost.

      But she wasn’t going to think about him. Not now. This was about her career, not her stupid broken heart.

      Because once again, a staff meeting had just ended, and once again, everyone had walked out of the Section 8 war room with an assignment. Everyone but her.

      Haven didn’t want to pout. Pouting didn’t reinforce her position that she was a grown-ass adult who could handle herself. So, instead, she crossed her arms over her chest and shot her mother a sharp frown. “You can’t keep me in the research department forever,” she said, sounding petulant even to her own ears.

      Her mother raised a brow at her and shoved a stubby pencil behind her ear. “You underestimate me.”

      No one underestimated Harper Hall. Not twice, anyway.

      Harper’s career trajectory was the stuff of legend. She’d run the most successful paranormal PI agency in the country for years before grabbing the reins of the government’s top-secret operation to hunt down supernatural threats to humanity. And she was surprisingly intimidating for a fifty-something-year-old woman who looked like she was still thirty-something, sometimes forgot to comb her hair,  and wore T-shirts like the one she was wearing now. (The shirt said, “Jesus Loves You. But I think you’re a cunt.”)

      But Haven wasn’t intimidated. She was annoyed. Supremely annoyed.

      “Mom,” she began as calmly as she could, “I’m perfectly healthy. There’s no reason to keep me from working. If I was anyone but your kid, I would’ve been cleared for active duty a week after…the incident.”

      Her mom leaned forward, clasping her hands in front of her. “The incident. You mean when you got hit with a blast of demon energy and your heart stopped for two minutes? That incident?”

      She was about to remind her mother of all the times she’d almost died on the job but was stopped when her father laid a hand on her shoulder. He didn’t say anything. Just shook his head.

      For a guy who barely ever said anything, Noah Riddick had no trouble communicating his feelings. He was silently telling her that arguing and pointing out the hypocrisy of this whole mess wasn’t going to help her current situation.

      Her father had been the cool voice of reason between her and her mother for as long as she could remember. Haven and Harper were all fire and passion. Someone had to be level-headed and pragmatic to keep the family running, and that job typically fell on her father. It was a fact that would probably shock outsiders, because when it came to how he looked, she’d heard him described as the love child of Superman and Wolverine, a biker from an MC romance novel, or a violent felony waiting to happen. And, of course, there was the lady at the grocery store who told her he looked more like Haven’s hot older brother than her dad, which was just gross.

      But anyhoo, she knew he was right. Haven sighed. To her knowledge, no one in the history of, well, ever had won an argument with her mother. Not even her father (also a powerful dhampyre), or her grandmother (an empath who terrified everyone she came in contact with.)  “Can I at least get off research detail? I’m dying over there.”

      Harper narrowed her eyes.

      “Poor choice of words,” Haven mumbled, slumping in her seat.

      Her dad cleared his throat like he was stifling a chuckle. “What if we put you on triage instead of research?” he suggested. “That’s a step up, right?”

      Barely. Triage involved taking complaint calls from all manner of paranormal folk across the country and deciding which claims should be investigated, in what order, and how many resources to send. It was basically a mystical project management position with a little 911 thrown into the mix.

      Calls ranged from vampires who thought humans/werewolves/witches/demons were out to get them (they usually weren’t), to old shifters who were afraid younger shifters were doing stupid shit that would expose their existence to humans. (Which happened all the damn time. Frankly, it was a miracle humans were still blissfully ignorant about the existence of shifters and demons and thought the only paranormal threat they faced was from vampires.)

      But she didn’t want to seem ungrateful, because her dad was right. Project manager beat librarian in this particular scenario. So, she swallowed her indignation at having been sidelined (again), and said, “That’d be great. Thanks, Dad.”

      He beamed at her and leaned down to drop a kiss on the top of her head. “You’ll be fantastic there.”

      She’d be bored out of her gourd. But her dad was adorable when he was happy, so she decided to keep that thought to herself. “Looking forward to it.”

      Her mom snorted, knowing full well she was lying through her teeth. Just another hazard of growing up with a powerful psychic. “I’ll have one of the trainees set up an office for you in the East wing.”

      The East wing. Where everyone who washed out of the hunter training program went to rot.

      Fan-fucking-tastic.

      Who knew life after death could suck so hard?
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      Haven considered banging her head on her desk. It’d hurt, but it wouldn’t hurt as bad as taking yet another triage call.

      It was barely lunchtime, and she’d already taken twelve calls. Each one was more annoying than the last. In fact, she was considering sending hunters out to a few of them just to share the annoyance. No one liked to be annoyed alone, right? Why not share the wealth?

      Oh, and if annoying calls were wealth, she’d be a freakin’ billionaire at this point. She wondered if all the other triage agents in the call center got calls like she was getting, or if she was just supremely unlucky. Or maybe she’d wronged someone in another life and was currently experiencing a karmic bitch slap of epic proportions.

      She supposed she should count herself lucky she’d gotten an office instead of being stuck out on the cube farm with the other agents. It was the one kindness she’d been afforded in this new assignment.

      Not that the office was anything to brag out. It was more like a roomy prison cell that contained nothing but a cheap, faux-wood desk, a rolling chair with a coffee stain on the lumpy cushion, an empty plywood bookshelf, and a fat procedural manual she absolutely would not be reading.

      Oh, and the stupid framed poster of a flower growing through a crack in a concrete sidewalk with the word “determination” printed on it. That had been a gag gift from Benny, her mom’s best friend.

      Benny was a halfer—a wererat/vampire combo—and had been in her life for as long as Haven could remember. He was the first to buy her beer on her twenty-first birthday, took her to all the violent movies she wanted to see when she was a kid, and taught her to cheat at cards when she was five. Usually, his sense of humor delighted the hell out of her. In this case? Not so much.

      Regardless, she needed out of this chickenshit assignment. She’d planned on staying here for a while, doing a great job, and proving to her parents that she could be put back on active duty. But with the calls she was taking, she wasn’t going to prove anything but her ability to fake being nice when talking to lunatics.

      And they were all so rude! The sheer number of times someone had asked to speak to her supervisor today was staggering.

      Part of her wanted to transfer the lot of them to her supervisor. It’d serve her mom right. And Harper would probably make the jerks cry before they got off the phone, so it’d be a win-win now that she was thinking about it.

      Note to self: transfer the next supernatural Karen to Mom.

      Haven let out a pained groan when the phone rang. Again. Jesus, were there any happy paranormal folk in the world? Anyone who didn’t have something they needed to bitch and moan about?

      She couldn’t even force a customer service voice this time. She was too tired. “Section 8. How can I help you?”

      “Well, aren’t you just a ray of fucking sunshine.”

      Aaaannnddd now her day was officially the worst workday ever. And she’d been dead on the job before, so that was saying a lot.

      Haven would know the voice on the other end of her line anywhere because she’d spoken to this horrid woman every damn day, at least twice a day, since she took this stupid, awful, boring job.

      “Hello, Margaret,” she said, summoning her most patient tone from the depths of hell. “How can I help you this time?”

      Margaret huffed out a harsh breath. “You haven’t helped me yet. Not sure why I’d expect more at this point.”

      “Oh, so you’d like to end the call, then?”

      Margaret Vassel was over four hundred years old. That was an impressive age, even for a vampire. Unfortunately for Margaret, she looked every bit her age and sounded worse. Haven was pretty sure the old bat had smoked every day of her unnaturally long life, and not even vampiric healing powers could fix that kind of damage.

      The real problem, though, was that Margaret was bored. She had no friends because she was a racist, homophobic, ageist jerk who thought things were better back when people died from the common cold, and all her family wanted no contact with her long before any of them died. So, when she needed to berate someone and complain, Margaret called the Section 8 help line.

      Which meant that Margaret would not let herself be bullied off a call, no matter how hard Haven might try. And, oh, how she’d tried.

      “Child, you can either listen to me and do something about my complaint, or I can go to the TV station. It’s up to you. But something tells me your bosses wouldn’t like that kind of publicity.”

      Haven rolled her eyes. Her bosses wouldn’t blame her for anything she might do wrong. If she called either of her parents and said she needed help hiding a body, they’d show up, no questions asked, shovels in hand.

      But listening to old lady Vassel whine was her job now. Yay. “What’s wrong today, ma’am? Is your werewolf neighbor listening to his music too loud again? Or did the witch at the coffee shop forget to put the flower design in your latte again?”

      Both were examples from actual calls she’d taken from Ms. Vassel earlier in the week. The werewolf in question was on parole, so he was quick to comply with the city noise ordinance. The witch at the coffee shop, however, was unrepentant. She’d left the flower off that latte intentionally because Margaret told the girl her tattoos would make her look like a melted box of crayons when she got old, and she refused to serve her again. Haven didn’t blame her. But thankfully, another coworker agreed to take care of Margaret when she came in going forward, so the tattooed witch wouldn’t ever have to deal with her again.

      Haven wished someone was willing to take the Vassel bullet for her, too. But alas…

      “You’re sassy,” Margaret said dryly. “No one likes a sassy child.”

      She sighed. “I’m not a child. But again, what’s wrong this time, ma’am?”

      “Two of my cows were mutilated.”

      Haven sat up a little straighter in her chair. Animals were sometimes used in demon rituals. Was it possible that Margaret had finally stumbled upon an actual paranormal problem she could help with? “Mutilated how?”

      Margaret huffed out a harsh breath. “Girl, I hope for your sake that you’re pretty, because you are dumber than a box of hair. Mu-til-a-ted, I said. How many ways are there to mutilate a freaking cow?”

      Haven decided she’d ignore the box of hair comment. Telling Margaret that what didn’t kill her disappointed everyone around her, or that she’d fail a personality test, or that even Bob Ross would call her a mistake, or that she was a sentient menstrual cramp wouldn’t do either of them any good. And it wasn’t very customer service-y. “I mean,” she began, calling forth every bit of patience she had left, which admittedly wasn’t much, “do you think it was a shifter? Or was it a ritualistic mutilation?”

      “If I knew that, why would I call you?”

      She pinched the bridge of her nose. Deep, calming breath in, deep, calming breath out. “Are the bodies still there, or did you dispose of them?”

      “I dragged ‘em into the barn so that the buzzards wouldn’t take ‘em.”

      “Good. That’s good,” Haven said, typing some notes into the call log. “I’ll send an investigator out to examine them later today. Does that work for you?”

      There was a loaded pause on Margaret’s end of the line. “You mean you’re actually sending someone out?”

      “Yes. Is that a problem?”

      “You mean to tell me you’re actually concerned about my safety after all this time?”

      Don’t say it. Don’t say it. Don’t. Say. It. “No. But we take the safety of livestock very seriously around here.”

      D’oh! She said it.

      Margaret let out a dry snort. “Your parents should be tried at the Hague for how they raised you, you know that?”

      Weirdly enough, it wasn’t the first time she’d heard that one. “And you bring joy to every room you exit.”

      Margret was silent for a beat, and Haven feared she’d gone too far. Hell, she really might get fired. She had to think the only thing more humiliating than washing out of the hunter program was washing out of the fucking call center. But after a long pause, Margret sniffed delicately and said, “Good one.”

      Then she hung up.

      Well, if nothing else, she’d at least learned how to get rid of Margret. Apparently, all you had to do was impress her with an insult. Maybe the horrid old bog witch wasn’t so bad after all.

      But as Haven was looking through the project management software that would tell her which agents had time to check out Margret’s complaint, she had a thought. Or maybe an epiphany?

      She switched her screen to do a quick web search to define epiphany to see if what she was having met the description.  Yes. Yes, this was definitely an epiphany.

      If she figured out who or what was mutilating old lady Vassel’s cows without any trouble—or, you know, dying this time—her parents would have to admit she was ready to be back in the field and off this damn desk.

      It probably wasn’t even a difficult or particularly dangerous investigation. Margret did live in the middle of werewolf country, after all. And the day she couldn’t handle some werewolves was the day she didn’t deserve her old job back.

      Hell, she’d been sparring with her uncle Lucas, an alpha (in strength only. He had no interest in actually managing a pack), for as long as she could remember. He’d taught her more about their strengths and weaknesses than anyone outside of pack life should ever know.
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