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      Hello dear reader,
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        The collection of stories that make up my Paranormal Underworld collection are a shared world of standalone M/F PNR stories.  Each story features a separate couple, each is a complete story that ends in an HEA, and they can be read in any order. Enjoy!
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      The leather seat was cool against the backs of my thighs, and the boning in my gown pressed into my sides each time I drew a full breath. Beyond the tinted windows, Coventon streamed past in fractured ribbons of white and red lights. I couldn’t hear the traffic noise or feel the broken pavement beneath the tires. Between the silencing spells woven through the limousine and the new suspension I’d had installed last month, we might have been floating above the street.

      The quiet should have soothed me. Instead, it left too much room for the pressure building inside my chest.

      “Five minutes,” Mina said.

      She sat across from me with her head bent over her phone, her thumbs moving as she dispatched witches across the city. The blue-white light of the screen sharpened the angles of her black bob and turned her skin ghostly pale. Every few seconds, another message appeared on the screen reflected in the window beside her before disappearing beneath her fingers.

      I rubbed my thumb over a smear of red candle wax near the base of my palm. I’d washed the ash from my hands and changed out of my ceremonial robes, but I’d missed the wax in my haste.

      Less than three hours ago, I had been standing with my coven along the shore of Black Lake, surrounded by the scent of pine smoke and wet earth as we celebrated the rites of Midwinter.

      My phone had vibrated against my hip before we closed the circle.

      I hadn’t recognized the number, but something made me check it. I’d stepped beyond the light of the bonfire before opening the message, more annoyed by the interruption than concerned about whatever waited on the screen.

      Victor Montalban. Someone placed a contract on his life. It would happen tonight, at his fundraising event.

      I’d stared at it and read it several times before the meaning of the words landed in my brain. Then I’d stood at the edge of the black water with cold sinking through my shoes as I forced myself to focus. I had time to finish here and tend to him after. For now, my coven was waiting for me to complete the rite we’d all prepared for.

      Mina’s phone chimed, breaking my reverie. “Just heard back from Elena and Deidre. They met with Catalina at Sanguine a few minutes ago. The vampires haven’t heard anything.” She glanced up. “Catalina said she’ll let us know if they do.”

      “Good.” My voice came out softer than I wanted.

      It wasn’t good. It was one more door that just closed on me, and even less time to find out who’d opened the contract on Victor.

      Catalina owned most of the vampire bars in Coventon and knew what passed through their back rooms long before the rest of the city caught the scent of it. If she knew who had accepted the contract, she wouldn’t protect them from me. And if for some reason she was behind it, she would have claimed the hit herself and warned me to stay out of her way.

      While I wouldn’t call many of the supernatural communities in Coventon friends, we enjoy an alliance, uneasy as it is at times. It’s hard enough for us to live among the humans, and we all understand the need to work with each other when we can. One never knows when they will need something from me and my witches, or from the vampires or the demons… even the angels and wolves… we all have our purpose, our uses, and our secrets.

      We traded information, favors, access, and the occasional threat. The vampires owned the nightclubs. The demons kept tabs on the humans and heard every desperate wish they begged for when they thought no one else was listening. The wolves kept crime in check, even if they protected their own neighborhoods first, and even the angels honored the exchange when they needed something done.

      Then there were my witches.

      Everyone had a purpose in Coventon.

      Everyone had secrets.

      “Anything from Lola?” I asked.

      Mina tapped on her screen. “Still waiting. She’s meeting with Bertrand as we speak.”

      The tall, brooding demon came to mind, along with the scent of wood smoke he wrapped around himself to cover the sour brimstone that clung to his skin. Bertrand had contacts in places I couldn’t enter on my own, and I had no interest in owing that kind of favor to him.

      I finally dislodged the last of the wax between my fingers until it softened into a little red ball. “I hate waiting.”

      “I know.” Mina said, not lifting her eyes from her phone.

      “But I guess there’s nothing else we can do.”

      “Della.” Mina lowered her phone. “It’ll be all right.” Her smile gave me comfort because she knows where my head is right now and why I need to do what I am about to do. She was the only one who was there for me when everything fell apart. She was a shoulder for me more times than I could count as my heart broke each day after I left him.

      “We’ll find out who’s behind this and put a stop to it.” I said, more for myself than for her.

      She reached across the space between us and opened her palm.

      I dropped the bit of wax into it.

      “We’ll find out who’s behind this,” she said, closing her fingers around the small crimson lump. “And we’ll stop them.”

      I nodded, though the muscles along the back of my neck refused to loosen. Finding the person behind the contract would be for later. Tonight, only one thing mattered.

      Keeping Victor alive.

      The city lights blurred against the glass when I turned toward the window. Six months had passed since I last saw him, but my body hadn’t learned what the rest of me already knew. The thought of Victor Montalban still brought the heat beneath my skin. I could still see the glint of his blue eyes in the lamplight and the hard angle of his jaw. I remembered his hands pressing into my hips and the taste of his mouth on mine with enough clarity to make my stomach pull tight.

      Mayor Victor Montalban had once run the largest crime family in Coventon. Then he had gone straight, or close enough to straight that voters could pretend not to see the difference. He stood at podiums and promised to rid the city of organized crime while men who worked for his family operated only blocks away. Coventon accepted the contradiction because Victor understood what the city required: a polished face in daylight and someone willing to enter the dark after the sun went down.

      Now he was running for governor, and every person with something to lose had more reason to want him dead.

      The limousine turned, and my shoulder pressed into the soft leather seat. My hand slid over the polished mahogany inlay in the armrest, following the seam until I reached the small latch near the door. Inside the compartment was everything one of my witches might need for an evening with the rich and powerful: lipstick, cash, two burner phones, a small vial of sleeping draught, and a thin, enchanted silver blade.

      I closed the compartment without touching any of it.

      My coven called ourselves escorts because it was the simplest word for the work we did. The title opened doors without inviting questions. Sometimes a client wanted a beautiful woman beside him at dinner who understood which conversation to overhear. Sometimes he wanted compromising photographs of a rival or access to someone who believed himself untouchable. Sometimes he wanted a threat delivered by a woman no one thought to fear.

      And sometimes he wanted a person removed from the picture entirely.

      You called me, named your price, and I made sure the job got done. If I was available, I would go. If the contract suited one of my witches better, I’d send her instead. My coven had spent years building a reputation that bought us protection from people who might otherwise have tried to control us. We didn’t fail. We didn’t speak about our clients. We didn’t flinch when a job became unpleasant.

      At least, I hadn’t.

      Then someone hired me to kill Victor.

      The memory arrived with the pressure of the compartment latch beneath my fingertips. A similar silver blade had been strapped against my thigh that night, hidden beneath a gold gown while I stood beside Victor at a masquerade and let him believe I had come as his guest. I’d danced with him. Drunk his wine. Smiled when he touched the bare skin at my back.

      Then I’d followed him into the library and placed the
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