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      Adrianne Riddick always said she’d only return home under the threat of violent, fiery death for anything longer than a quick visit.

      And today, she was going home.

      That was just the kind of week she was having.

      It wasn’t that she didn’t love her family. She did. She adored them. Her father, stepmother, and stepsister were her favorite people in the world.

      But they were demon hunters. They ran Section 8, the government’s super-secret operation that tracked down demons who crossed into the human world through rifts in the veil between dimensions. So the threat of violent, fiery death was just…Tuesday for them. It wasn’t a life Adrianne had ever wanted for herself.

      It was bad enough she was half dhampyre (a vampire/human hybrid) and a psychic. Those little genetic “gifts” had caused her nothing but grief over the years. Add to that her family’s legacy of hunting things that go bump in the night and it was just more than her teenaged self had been able to handle.

      Going away to college had been Adrianne’s saving grace. She’d grown and blossomed during those years at Juilliard. She was no longer a shy, awkward kid with braces and a bad attitude.

      The braces had been gone for three years, thank you very much. Awkward was probably still debatable. As was the bad attitude, she supposed.

      But all that mattered at this moment was getting home and letting her parents know the details of her psychic vision.

      The vision of her own death.

      The truly hilarious part of this whole thing? (And by “hilarious” she meant not in any way funny. Not. At. All.) Her stepsister, Haven, had sent a demon to the airport to pick her up.

      Not a metaphorical demon, either. The real kind.

      This demon was the only one that had been recruited by Section 8, rather than eliminated or imprisoned. He was also the demon that, six years ago, Adrianne had kissed the crap out of, and offered him everything she had—heart, body, and soul.

      He’d, of course, soundly rejected her.

      Yeah. Good times.

      And that was the demon who was waiting for her now.

      She imagined Haven was somewhere laughing her ass off at the thought of Adrianne having to ride home with him.

      Haven knew there wasn’t anyone—human or demon—on the planet who made Adrianne edgier than Gabriel Malek.

      Gabriel, of course, didn’t look the least bit uncomfortable (the smug bastard) as he stood there, leaning negligently against the wall in the baggage claim area, wearing the hell out of a gray Henley and a faded pair of jeans.

      He was every bit as gorgeous as he’d been when she’d last seen him. The least he could’ve done for her was gotten a little soft around the middle. Maybe developed a receding hairline and adult acne. But no, not Gabriel.

      I’m not a kid anymore, she reminded herself. I’m a Juilliard grad, owner of a shiny new Master of Arts in music degree, with a teaching job waiting for me at Berklee College of Music.

      None of which made her feel any better about seeing him again.

      Gabriel had a kind of dark mojo about him that turned Adrienne into a simpering puddle of mush. Always had. Ever since she was thirteen and he was…how the hell old was he, anyway?

      She’d never gotten a straight answer out of him about that. Not in all the time she’d spent with him before she’d gone away to college. (Which was a lot of time. Her younger self had used any excuse to seek him out.) All he’d say was that time passed differently in his dimension.

      The hell dimension he’d come from, that is.

      But you’d never guess his age or background by looking at him. At a glance, Adrienne would think he was maybe thirty years old and worked as either an underwear model or a construction worker. Maybe a construction worker who modeled underwear in his spare time?

      He straightened up as she got closer, his eyes—black as midnight—locked on her.

      She swallowed hard. Shit, why did he have to be so damn handsome?

      And had he always been this tall? Adrienne topped out at five-five in her ballet flats, and the crown of her head barely cleared his shoulder.

      His hair—which was perpetually shaggy and in need of a cut—was as dark as his eyes. He had the kind of knife-edged cheekbones and chiseled features that would make an angel weep. And his mouth…

      Well, there was nothing angelic about that mouth.

      Those lips were made for sin, and Adrienne had always wanted to take a bite out of that plump lower lip of his.

      Not that he’d ever let her. He’d probably always see her as the pimply faced thirteen-year-old who used to follow him around Section 8 like it was her damn job.

      She twirled the chain of her necklace—the gold half- moon one she hadn’t taken off in six years—around her index finger like she always did when she was nervous.

      The necklace was her good luck charm, and today, she needed all the luck she could get.

      She really needed to snap out of this Gabriel-induced angst coma she was slipping into. This wasn’t an episode of Dawson’s Creek, for fuck’s sake. Her current problems were so much bigger than a stupid little unrequited crush.

      One corner of his mouth quirked up as he snatched her carry-on bag from her hand—without asking permission, of course.

      That was Gabriel. Absolutely zero fucks given about what other people might want. He did only what he wanted to do.

      “Moonshine,” he said, his rough, raspy voice sending a shiver of pure longing down her spine. “It’s been a long time.”

      Moonshine. His nickname for her since she was just a teenager. He called her sister Sunny. Which made sense. Haven had always been the happy, sunshine-y one. Adrienne leaned more toward the dark and twisty. Hence her dyed black hair, black-on-black wardrobe, and black nail polish.

      She was nothing if not consistent.

      “Gabriel,” she said, cringing as her voice cracked on the word. Jesus, five seconds in his presence and she’d already reverted to her teenage self. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

      He quirked a brow at her. “Sunny said you needed a ride—someone who could keep their mouth shut and not tell your dad you were on your way. Can you think of anyone other than me who wouldn’t immediately spill their guts to Riddick?”

      She bit her lip. Noah Riddick could be terrifying. Not to her—but to pretty much everyone else on the planet. No one (other than Gabriel, of course) would be bold enough to keep secrets from him.

      And knowing her overprotective father, he would’ve insisted on coming to collect her along with his entire staff of armed trainees and dhampyres as protection. It would’ve been a circus.

      But that was to be expected. Chaos was the norm for her family.

      “Thank you,” she said. “I didn’t want to worry him.”

      Gabriel snorted as they made their way to the exit. “He worries about you all the time. He’s probably going to kick my ass for not telling him you were coming home.”

      And he didn’t sound particularly concerned about the prospect of getting his ass kicked, either. Probably because Gabriel was one of the only supernatural beings in all of Section 8 who could hold his own with her father in a fair fight.

      “We can go to Section now,” she told him. “I’ll tell him everything that’s going on. I just wanted to avoid a lot of extra attention here at the airport.”

      She didn’t look at him, because looking at him turned her insides to jelly. But she could feel his attention on her when he asked, “What is going on, Moonshine? Something is obviously wrong.”

      Stupid, perceptive, ridiculously hot demon. Leave it to Gabriel to see right through her everything-is-normal façade.

      And it was just a façade.

      She’d been fooling herself these past six years. Playing piano, partying on weekends, planning a future that didn’t involve demons…it’d been fun while it lasted. For a short time, she’d been almost normal.

      Too bad normal just wasn’t in the cards for someone like her.

      “I had a vision,” she admitted quietly.

      He snagged her wrist and stopped moving, forcing her to look up at him. She tried—and failed—to ignore the tingles shooting up her arm at his touch.

      “How bad?” he asked.

      She swallowed hard. “Bad.”

      For the briefest of seconds, she saw flames flicker in the depths of his dark eyes. And again, not the metaphorical kind. The actual kind.

      Because that’s what happened to fire demons from the hell dimension when they felt any kind of emotion.

      Most people who knew Gabriel were freaked out when they first saw the flames. But not Adrienne. To her, they were beautiful.

      Just like the rest of him.

      Ugh, she was so pathetic! This whole oh-poor-me-why-won’t-the-hot-demon-love-me thing she had going on had to stop. Like, now.

      She forced herself to look away and start moving again. The quicker she got to Section 8, the quicker she could get away from Gabriel and give her father news he was not going to be happy about.

      It was going to be a long, long day.
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      Section 8 was housed on a huge, sprawling military base dead set in the center of a wooded area in upstate New York. If you didn’t know it was there, you’d never find it, which was pretty much the idea.

      The outside was about what you’d expect. Twenty-foot-tall fences with barbed wire rolls on top, guard towers occupied by armed snipers at all times, and concrete as far as the eye could see.

      The operations and training center occupied the middle of the compound. But around that building, (which was roughly the size of two airplane hangars back-to-back) were houses for the families of employees. Very suburban-looking houses, complete with yards, dogs, and welcome mats. It was all happy and normal looking, because Adrienne’s father and stepmother didn’t want families to feel like they were living in a gnarly episode of Prison Break.

      And there were a lot of families living in Section 8. Because this place wasn’t just about hunting down demons. It was also about training young people who had gifts how to control them and either become hunters or contributing members of normal, human society.

      Some kids had that kind of choice. With the proper training, shifter kids could pretty easily pass for normal humans. So could dhampyre kids like Adrienne and Haven.

      Except Adrienne and Haven were also psychics, which made fitting into the mundane world just a little tougher.

      But Harper and Riddick were all about letting folks exercise their free will. And if they didn’t want to use their gifts to hunt down monsters, they were free to leave.

      Adrienne was pretty sure her dad would’ve done a jig of pure glee when she decided to leave Section—if he danced, of course…which he most assuredly did not. Anything that kept her out of danger was A-OK with him.

      Harper had known she’d be back, though. She’d seen it in her stepmother’s eyes when Adrienne was accepted to Juilliard. But Harper let her go. Gave her blessing, even. Adrienne loved her for that.

      There was actually a lot to love about Harper Hall. Not only was she the most powerful psychic Adrienne had ever met (except for maybe Haven), but when her own mother abandoned her on her dad’s doorstep at thirteen, Harper stepped into the maternal role like Adrianne was her own flesh and blood. She’d always be grateful to Harper for that.

      And while she was parenting two kids, Harper also gave up her thriving paranormal PI business to take control of Section 8 and become a full-time demon hunter. That was over a decade ago. Now, a slew of humans, dhampyres, vampires, and shifters followed Harper’s every order without question. The woman was the walking, talking, pop-culture-reference-spouting definition of girl power.

      Her father, second in command at Section 8, worshipped the ground Harper walked on. He’d follow her to the ends of the earth and back again. Their love was the stuff of legends.

      Then there was Adrienne. Twenty-four years old with only a handful of not-too-serious relationships in her rearview, and an all-consuming crush on a demon who still saw her as a little kid.

      Legendary love, she supposed, was not for everyone, otherwise it wouldn’t be legendary.

      But True Love 101 wasn’t one of the courses taught here at Section 8. Here, you learned how to fight, handle weapons, and hone whatever magical skills you might possess. You could also learn how to beat a lie detector (in case you ever had to fib to the human police, who were not aware of Section 8’s existence and never would be if Harper had anything to say about it), pick a lock, build homemade explosives, and make chloroform.

      Adrienne had always excelled at making explosives. And she could concoct a batch of chloroform that didn’t even leave the victim with a hangover. But she was the worst liar in the world.  She had zero poker face and couldn’t lie her way out of a parking ticket, let alone beat a lie detector.

      None of that had mattered when she decided to leave Section 8, though. There were plenty of other people here who wanted to hunt down demons. They didn’t need her.

      “How’s it feel to be back?”

      Gabriel’s voice jarred Adrienne out of her musings. She glanced over at him as he drove up to the gate and waved to the guard.

      “It feels…strange, I guess?”

      He nodded. “I can imagine. It’s been a long time.”

      This place held some of her best—and worst—memories. She’d done a lot of growing up here. Had learned more than most women learned in a lifetime. Everyone she loved was within these walls. And yet, part of her hated being here.

      Hated that she needed to be here.

      Really hated what she was going to have to tell Harper and her father.

      She nearly jumped out of her skin at the clang of the metal gate as it slammed shut behind Gabriel’s truck.

      “Welcome home, Moonshine,” he said quietly.

      Yeah. Welcome home. Being here was bittersweet on a good day.

      And today was not a good day.
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      In a world full of supernatural oddities, no one was weirder than Harper Hall.

      When Gabriel walked Adrienne into the compound’s war room, her eyes immediately found her stepmother. She was kind of hard to miss…especially since she was wearing a giant inflatable banana costume.

      Next to her, Harper’s friend Benny (who was a halfer—a wererat/human combo) caught sight of her and immediately started jumping up and down, waving his arms, yelling, “Yo, Adrianne!” in a shockingly great Rocky Balboa impression.

      Adrianne couldn’t hold back a laugh—then a surprised grunt—when Benny flung himself at her and grabbed her in a lung-crushing bear (rat?) hug.

      And next to them, looking a little exasperated, and both shocked and thrilled to see her, was her dad.

      If not for the few silver strands now intermingled with the rest of his thick black hair, and the extra laugh lines around his blue eyes (eyes that perfectly matched her own), her dad might’ve still been able to pass for her older brother.

      Looking at him now, she almost couldn’t believe she’d stayed away for so long. As soon as she got within a few feet of him, she launched herself into his waiting arms.

      He laughed and caught her, swinging her around like a rag doll before setting her back on her feet. When she pulled back, she impatiently swiped at the tears in her eyes and smiled up at him.

      “Baby,” he said in his low, growly voice, “what the hell are you doing here? I had no idea you were coming.” He turned to Harper. “Did you know?”

      She shook her head. Or she shook her head as best she could, given that she was dressed as a giant banana. “I had no idea. But Haven was acting shifty this morning and worked very hard to block me from seeing what she was up to psychically. So, I’m guessing she knew?”

      Adrienne didn’t bother lying. What was the point? “I asked her not to say anything.”

      Her dad let her go long enough to punch Gabriel in the arm. Hard. Gabriel frowned at him and rubbed the spot where there would likely be a fist-sized bruise for a while. “What the fuck was that for?”

      Riddick pointed a finger in Gabriel’s face. “Because Haven can’t drive, and you’re the only one I can think of who would’ve gone to pick Addy up at the airport and not tell me about it.”

      Adrianne shot Gabriel an apologetic look that he shrugged off with a wink before turning back to her father. “You would’ve preferred I left her there to fend for herself? Maybe hitchhike?”

      Riddick visibly shuddered at the thought of his baby girl hitchhiking. “I would’ve preferred picking her up myself,” he muttered. “Along with twenty or so armed guards.”

      Harper snorted. “And what young woman doesn’t want her dad embarrassing the hell out of her at the airport?”

      He glanced over at his wife and raised a brow at her. “Says the woman in the inflatable banana suit.”

      Harper blew a raspberry at him like an agitated chimp and said, “OK, enough of father-daughter time.” Then she grabbed Adrianne’s arm and yanked her in for a hug.

      Adrianne laughed, hugging her back, even though her face was squished into the plastic of Harper’s costume. “OK, I gotta ask. What’s with the banana?”

      “It’s a very long story,” her dad said, shaking his head. “I’ve heard it twice and I still don’t entirely get it.”

      Harper scowled at him. “I told you, Viktor was trying to serve a client’s husband divorce papers. But the guy was a vamp who could read minds and didn’t want to get served. Viktor can’t block that shit, but I can, so he asked me to serve the guy. But I couldn’t march up to the door like a dumbass and expect him to take the papers from me, so I went in as a Singing Banana—you know, the people who deliver the fruit baskets?”

      Adrianne nodded like any of that made sense. She knew Viktor was a friend of Nikolai, one of the instructors here at Section 8, and Viktor had taken over Harper Hall Investigations when Harper left. But the rest of the story was still kind of…odd.

      It seemed to make perfect sense to Benny, though, because he said, “Ain’t no one gonna turn away a Singing Banana basket.”

      Harper said, “Right? Who doesn’t love those pineapples shaped like daises with the cherry centers? But anyhoo, I put the papers in the basket, so when he accepted delivery, he was officially served. I was going to change before coming in here, but Haven told me I should hurry, so…here I am in a giant inflatable banana costume.”

      Harper shrugged like this was something that could’ve happened to anyone.

      Adrianne couldn’t think of a single other person on the planet that could’ve happened to. Only Harper Hall.

      They all made small talk for a few minutes after that. Benny wanted to know about Juilliard—probably so he could come up with a scam to fleece some rich kids out of their trust funds. Harper wanted to know about the job Adrienne had just been offered in Boston. Her dad remained pretty quiet through it all, but she could tell there was only one thing he wanted to know.

      Why are you here?

      He loved her and wanted her to be home, of course, but in the back of his mind, he knew her too well not to realize that if she was here, something was wrong.

      Behind her, Gabriel cleared his throat. He was obviously impatient with the small talk and wanted her to get to the point. She would’ve at least flipped him off, but he was right. Procrastination never helped.

      “My visions are back,” she blurted.

      Everyone went deadly calm and silent for a moment. They all knew she’d worked for years to block her visions, and she’d gotten really good at it. So, if they were back, only something truly awful could’ve triggered them.

      “What did you see?” her father asked.

      She swallowed hard. There really wasn’t any easy way to say this, so she went with blurting again.

      “I think I saw my own death. I was…on fire.”

      Looks of shock and horror rolled around the room like sports fans at a stadium doing the wave.

      Adrienne Riddick, everyone. Always the life of the party.
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      The kid looked like she was going to puke.

      No, not kid, Gabriel corrected mentally. Moonshine was a lot of things, but she was not a kid anymore.

      The scrawny girl who used to follow him around Section 8 like an overeager pet was a far cry from the woman he’d picked up at the airport this afternoon. And the difference was seriously fucking with his concentration as he tried to listen to her recount her vision.

      Not that he wasn’t taking what she’d seen seriously. He was. He knew better than to ever doubt a psychic—especially one in her family.

      But she was here now, and there was no way anyone—himself included—was going to let anything happen to her. So, the danger of her vision of fiery death coming true was slim to nil, in his opinion.

      His real problem, he decided, was that she was too damn pretty. Even when she was thirteen, it’d been obvious that Adrianne Riddick was going to one day be a great beauty. The promise of it had always been there, but back then, her mouth was a touch too wide, her chin a bit too pointy, and her eyes a little too wide set to be considered conventionally attractive. Today, though?

      She’d grown into her beauty in a big, distracting, confusing way.

      Confusing for Gabriel, of course, not for anyone else. Because he could no longer look at her and see the young woman who’d once kissed him and professed her love. It’d been easy to remind that young woman that she had way too much living to do before she should ever consider giving her heart—and her innocence—away.

      And she never should’ve considered giving either to an asshole like him.

      But if the Adrianne he was looking at now kissed him? He was fairly certain it would end differently—for both of them.

      Then her father would eviscerate him and choke him to death with his own intestines and that would be the end of that nonsense.

      Gabriel couldn’t say he’d blame him, either. He probably deserved to be strangled with his own intestines for the thoughts he was having about the woman sitting in front of him right now.

      She did everything she could to hide her shine. Always had. Adrianne still dyed her blonde hair black and let the thick mass of waves fall forward to cover her face when she was nervous or embarrassed. Her wardrobe was still black-on-black, just like her fingernails. He’d bet her toenails matched. They always used to.

      And still, to him, she was the brightest light in the room. It wasn’t just her beauty, either. It was her spirit. She’d always been kind. Tenderhearted. So smart and talented he just knew, even when she was a moody teenager, that she’d do great things with her life.

      The visions she was saddled with were a curse
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