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      Welcome back to Otherworld. After so many years, the entire series is mine again, and it feels wonderful to write in it again. I’m looking forward to writing Otherworld Unleashed, which will be a sequel series. My characters are back home again, where they belong.

      Thanks to my usual crew: Samwise, my husband, Andria, and Jennifer—without their help, I’d be swamped. To the women who have helped me find my way in indie, you’re all great, and thank you to everyone. I’m thrilled to be among their ranks.

      Also, my love to my furbles, who keep me happy. My most reverent devotion to Mielikki, Tapio, Ukko, Rauni, and Brighid, my spiritual guardians and guides. My love and reverence to Herne, and Cernunnos, and to the Fae, who still rule the wild places of this world. And a nod to the Wild Hunt, which runs deep in my magick, as well as in my fiction.

      You can find me through my website at Galenorn.com and be sure to sign up for my newsletter to keep updated on all my latest releases! You can find my advice on writing, discussions about the books, and general ramblings on my YouTube channel, and exclusive material on my Patreon. If you liked this book, I’d be grateful if you’d leave a review—it helps more than you can think.

      April 2026

      Brightest Blessings,

      ~The Painted Panther~

      ~Yasmine Galenorn~

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WELCOME TO OTHERWORLD

          

        

      

    

    
      Ever wonder if the monsters under your bed are real...?

      We’re the D’Artigo Sisters: Half-human, half-Faerie, we’re savvy—and sexy—operatives for the Otherworld Intelligence Agency. But our mixed-blood heritage short-circuits our talents at all the wrong times. My sister Delilah shapeshifts into a tabby cat whenever she’s stressed. Menolly is a vampire who’s still trying to get the hang of being undead. And me? I’m Camille—a wicked-good witch. Except my magic is as unpredictable as the weather. And we’re about to discover what life in our mother’s home world is like...

      We’re just in from Otherworld, moving to our mother’s homeland, and nothing will ever be the same. As we settle into the lovely old house we discovered, house sprite Iris moves in to help out. And we meet Chase, who’s our official contact, at least for now, with the OIA—the Otherworld Intelligence Agency.

      But the swarthy, all-too eager detective is in trouble. He’s stumbled into a secret grove and triggered a curse. Now it’s up to us to help our new friend, and to learn how to adapt in a world that feels both familiar and alien.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Here we go,” I told myself as I approached the Indigo Crescent. My bookstore was decked out in Samhain decorations—though over here, Earthside, the majority of people called it Halloween. Delilah and I had spent most of the evening before carving pumpkins for my store window, and a couple for her office upstairs.

      My heels clattered on the sidewalk as I darted through the rain to unlock the door, but Iris beat me to it. She had already arrived, and now she opened the door and held it for me while I slid inside.

      “It’s pouring,” I said. “I have the pumpkins in the car.”

      “I’ll help you get them,” the talon-haltija said. A Finnish house-sprite, Iris Kuusi was as pretty as she was magical. Her golden-blond hair coiled down to her ankles and her eyes were glacier blue. She looked to be in her early thirties, though I knew she was far older than that, at least in human years. Sorting out the various ages of the humans and shifters and other Supes that lived over Earthside was a chore in itself, especially since most of us aged far slower in looks and health than humans.

      As we headed out to my steel-gray Lexus, I suddenly stopped. The Seattle streets were wet, filled with people hustling toward their destinations. Nobody here used umbrellas—it made no sense with as much wind as the city got. People had toughened up to the constant gloom and drizzle, and the bleakness only added to the city’s beauty. And here I was, part of the hustle-culture, the heartbeat of the land resonating beneath the heartbeat of the city.

      Iris and I wrestled the pumpkins into the shop and, after toweling the rain off my hair and face, I lined them up in the expansive window that overlooked the street. A seating area by the window allowed my customers to sit and read. In fact, I had an appointment to talk to the president of the local Faerie Watchers Club this afternoon. They wanted to ask me something, and I wasn’t sure what it was, but the woman who had called to set up the meeting—Erin Mathews—had sounded sincere.

      I’d been running the store for the past six months since we first arrived from Y’Elestrial, and I’d grown to love the rhythm of my days. As I swung around the counter and took my seat on one of the high bar stools, Iris handed me the mail.

      “Anything good?” I asked, flipping through the envelopes.

      “Beyond bills?” she said. “Not really.”

      I stopped as I came to a plain sealed envelope. It had my name on it, rather than that of the store’s, and no return address. I picked up the letter opener and slit open the top. As I pulled out the single page and opened it, my blood began to boil.

      “What the fuck?” I asked as I stared at the words scrawled across the paper.

      “What is it?” Iris asked. “I didn’t open it because it was personally addressed to you.”

      Wordlessly, I held out the page for her to look at.

      Across the blank paper, someone had scribbled go back where you came from, faerie whore!!!

      Iris stared at the message for a moment, then sighed. “I’m sorry⁠—”

      “Why? You didn’t write it,” I said. “If that’s the best they can do, they’re falling woefully short. Idiots,” I added, setting the paper aside. “I’ll give it to Chase. He wants us to keep everything like this in case there’s ever any trouble. That way, they might be able to tie these threats to it.”

      I folded the paper and stuck it back in the envelope, setting it aside to give to the detective the next time I saw him.

      “I’m still sorry. People can be such jackasses,” she said.

      “It’s that way over in Otherworld, too. Though people are more open about it. There’s less hiding behind anonymity.” I set the envelope aside, rolling my eyes. “Back home, we were constantly called Windwalkers, right to our face.”

      “What’s that mean?” Iris asked.

      “It means…it’s used for half-breeds. Over there, being half-Fae, or half-Elf—especially—brings with it a stigma that absolutely prevents you from rising in either society. Though the disgrace is less so among the Fae. But there are always assholes in every corner. Anyway, we got used to it when we were children. Technically, the term Windwalker usually means that you don’t have a home. That you have no roots. Nomads aren’t exactly welcome in most places. Okay, let’s see what else the mail brought.”

      I tried to shake it off. There wasn’t much we could do against the trolls, so why feed them? I had better places to focus my energy. I handed Iris the bills. “Can you put these on my desk in the back? And while you’re back there, can you check what time my appointment with Erin’s supposed to be?”

      “Will do,” Iris said, giving me a glance over her shoulder as she headed towards the back.

      I finished examining the ledgers. I’d learned early on to pay attention to the books, even if they were only for the household.

      The Indigo Crescent did better than a lot of small shops, though it wasn’t a breakout success. Then again, I didn’t want it to be. The more we stayed below the radar, the better. A glance at the clock told me it was almost ten—time to open the shop. As I flipped the sign from closed to open and unlocked the door, Iris returned.

      “Erin’s due around one-thirty,” she said. “I did a little research on her. She’s a good sort, and I think you can trust her. At least, as far as you can trust most humans.”

      “She’s an odd duck, that’s for sure,” I said. “For someone who owns a lingerie boutique called the Scarlet Harlot, she dresses like a lumberjack. Or rather, she dresses like Delilah,” I added, laughing.

      My sister Delilah had always been what our mother called a tomboy. And even though my father had harangued me about getting her to wear dresses, during his absences I’d let her run around in whatever she pleased.

      “Erin’s a conundrum. When we first met, I thought she and Henry Jeffries might make a good pair, but I found out she’s gay.” Iris scrambled up on the tall box that allowed her to see over the counter. It also allowed her to access the bar stools without struggling to climb their rungs.

      I paused. I hadn’t yet gotten used to how much some humans cared as to who was fucking who. Back in Otherworld, it only mattered when the subject of producing an heir arose. Here, it seemed certain factions wanted to regulate the sex partners you had. Which, of course, seemed both preposterous and wrong.

      Iris seemed to notice my hesitation. “Did I say something wrong?”

      “No,” I said. “I’m still…there are certain human preoccupations that I don’t understand. I may be half-human, but I was raised in Fae culture. It doesn’t matter.” Turning my thoughts to other matters, I added, “Should we decorate with more than the pumpkins? For Samhain…Halloween, I mean?”

      “Well, actually, the FBH witches do celebrate Samhain, and some also celebrate Halloween,” Iris said. “Think of Halloween as a secular party day. I think it would be fun, to be honest.”

      “Then maybe you can pick up what you think we need?” I asked. “Just take whatever petty cash you need for shopping.”

      Iris nodded. “I can do that—” She paused as the door opened and Chase Johnson came in.

      Speaking of rolling eyes…

      Chase Johnson was a swarthy man, a detective who had helped us get adjusted when we first arrived about six months ago. He was the brainchild behind the FH-CSI. The Faerie-Human Crime Scene Investigation Unit gave the police the chance to merge the Supe Community residents with humans, bringing them into positions of authority.

      Given the scope of the organization, it had been the perfect choice for the OIA to use, to hide our clandestine assignment to Earth. We had a conduit to local law enforcement without having to break cover.

      Chase knew who we were, though I hadn’t told him the real reason we were ordered over here. Not yet.

      I didn’t enjoy talking about my prick of a boss back in Otherworld. Lathe had been after my ass the entire time I worked for the OIA. And when I’d refused to spread my legs for him, he had managed to find a reason to send us Earthside, after a number of bad write-ups.

      The shop bells jangled as he closed the door behind him, shaking the rain off his head.

      “Hey, Camille, Iris. How goes it?” Chase was a little too friendly for my tastes, and he had an unnatural fixation for breasts, but unlike Lathe, he never pushed the boundaries.

      “You’re wet,” I said, grinning.

      He blinked. “Um, it’s raining.”

      “Here.” I tossed him the towel that we had behind the counter. “Dry your hair.”

      “Thanks,” he said, picking it up. “Mind if I sit?”

      I shook my head as he took a seat at a folding table we kept near one of the bookshelves. I picked up the letter and sauntered out from behind the counter to join him.

      “So, I got this today.” I tossed the letter onto the table.

      He arched his eyebrows, opened the envelope, and withdrew the paper. As he shook it open and read it, he let out a grunt.

      “First question: do you have any idea of who sent this?” He glanced at the envelope. “No return address.”

      “Astute observation,” I said with a snort. “We already figured that out. As to: do I know who sent it? Not in the least. Could be any number of people who don’t like seeing the Fae flaunt their existence. I thought you might add it to the pile.” I had already accumulated five or six of these missives, and each one was safely in a file folder on Chase’s desk.

      He tucked it away in his pocket. They had already checked for fingerprints on a few of them, but the letters passed through so many hands that Chase deemed it useless to check the envelopes. The letters themselves were devoid of prints, so whoever sent them must have been wearing gloves.

      Chase yawned. He winced as he stretched.

      “You okay?” I asked.

      “Just tired,” he said. “And I ache. I had a rough night.”

      I looked closer. He looked tired. Chase was usually pretty upbeat, and he was in good shape, so for him to look off said something.

      “What happened yesterday?” I asked. He had done us a lot of favors and, other than him poking around my skirts, he was a good-hearted man. We had seen that several times. Chase always tried to give kids a break when they were hauled into juvie, and several had gotten their acts together thanks to his tough-love advice.

      He shrugged. “We were chasing some sort of creature through a park. It ran between a couple of huckleberry bushes. I was in front, so I followed it. I…” He paused, looking uncomfortable.

      “What? Spill it,” I said. The shop was empty, so I decided to pry a little.

      “It seemed to vanish for a moment. As I followed it, I felt queasy—it was as if the world suddenly began to spin, pulling me in every direction. It only lasted for a few seconds, then I sort of came to, I guess you’d call it. I found myself standing in a dark grove of trees. Everything felt incredibly creepy, and I couldn’t see the goblin—I think it was a goblin—anywhere.”

      I stiffened and glanced over at Iris. “Tell us more. This grove—have you ever seen it before?”

      “No, and what’s more, I think I might have been hallucinating.” He tugged at his collar, looking as if he wished he’d kept quiet.

      I had the feeling that Chase had experienced something he shouldn’t have. It sounded like he had stepped through one of the natural portals that connected the worlds. Most humans never knew they existed, but occasionally, someone would stumble through one of them and usually, end up in trouble.

      “Tell me exactly what happened,” I said.

      “Well, as I said, it felt like I was being torn apart by a tornado or something, then suddenly slammed back together. I found myself standing in a dark grove. My men weren’t with me, and it seemed like…like the park but not like the park.” Chase frowned, leaning forward. “The trees looked different. I mean, I ran into a stand of fir and maple, and all of a sudden there were different types of trees and bushes around.”

      “What else did you notice?” I picked up a notebook and began to scribble down some notes.

      “Let me think,” he said, squinting. “It was raining when I ran between the huckleberries bushes, and then—it wasn’t. And the grass was dry. Also, there was something in the center of the circle of trees⁠—”

      “Circle of trees? You mean, truly like a grove?” If he had stumbled into a secret grove, there was probably some form of magic involved.

      I shifted, crossing one leg over the other. I was wearing my purple chiffon dress that had a black lace bodice, and over that, a black corset. I had fallen in love with goth-fetish fashion, and now my wardrobe was filled with all sorts of goodies. I leaned down and adjusted the strap of my shoe. I loved my silver stilettos. Earthside had it all over Otherworld in fashion. It was easy and quick to find outfits that made me feel feminine and sexy, and yet hard as nails.

      Chase’s gaze followed my legs as I crossed them, and he cleared his throat. “Um… Where was I? Oh, right. Yes, it was like a grove. In the center was a stump that was flat on top, and on the stump—I think it must have been an oak before being cut down—I found this.”

      He reached into his pocket and brought out a small metal disc. It was about the diameter of a small peach, but flat with a ridged edge. Made from bronze, it was covered with runic engravings. As he set it on the table, I leaned forward to examine it.

      Immediately, the bronze disc set off my inner alarms. I stared at it for a moment, trying to pinpoint what was making me so wary. Then a wave of magic hit me, striking like a snake as it bounced against the wards in my aura. I shuddered, pulling back.

      “Cripes,” I said. “That’s not good.”

      “What is it?” Looking concerned, Chase started out of his seat. He reached for me, but I shook my head and raised my hand.

      “I’m all right. I didn’t expect to get ambushed by magic.”

      As he slowly returned to his chair, I leaned forward again, cautiously approaching the disc.

      “Iris? Can you come here?” I called over the talon-haltija. “Can you tell me what you sense from this?”

      She worried her lip, staring at it. “I don’t even want to get near it. Whatever that thing is…Wait!” She hurried over to one of the bookshelves, where she pulled what looked like an old grimoire off the shelf and returned with it.

      “What’s that?” I asked.

      “I found it in the back not long ago. I wasn’t sure if you wanted to sell it or keep it, so I put it on the ‘restricted’ shelf.”

      We kept a shelf of books that we wanted to keep. One day we’d make a display for them, but it included a few first editions and other such tidbits.

      I glanced at the cover. Taylor’s Grimoire of Odd Artifacts.

      “Well, this looks like a keeper.” I flipped it open and started looking through it. “This is a goldmine of information,” I said. “Let me see…” I turned to the table of contents and found the chapter on talismans and charms. As I began to thumb through the pages, I realized the search was going to take some time. “All right, I look through this. Meanwhile, where did you find this grove?”

      Chase took my notebook from me and began to diagram the directions. “Here, in Belles-Faire. First on Cayson Street, turn right on Farleaf, and stop at Weaver’s Point Park. The grove was toward the back, near two large huckleberry bushes. Their branches are all tangled up. Normally I wouldn’t run through them because it’s easy to get jabbed. But the goblin raced through them, so I followed him.”

      “Did any of the other officers follow you?” I asked.

      He shook his head. “No. But when I turned around and walked back, they were calling for me. I told them I’d been right beyond the bushes, but then, when I turned around and tried to find it again, the grove had vanished. I tried walking back through the two huckleberry bushes, but nothing happened.” He frowned. “All I know is that last night I slept like crap. I had nightmares all night long, though I couldn’t tell you what any of them were. I woke up feeling like I was under a cloud, or a shadow.”

      Concerned, I picked up the metal disc again. “Can I keep this?”

      He nodded. “Yeah. And if you find out what it is, can you let me know?”

      “Of course,” I said, as he stood.

      “I’d better get back to the station. I’ll add the letter to the stash of others. But Camille, you might want to consider some form of protection for the store here. Bars on the windows, maybe?”

      I shook my head. “I don’t want to do that—at least, not unless I have to. But I’ll fashion some wards and other magical protection. I promise. Meanwhile, call us if you need anything. I don’t know what this is,” I held up the disc, “but I have a bad feeling about it. I’ll figure out what we’re dealing with. Just be careful,” I added.

      He smiled, thanked me, and took off. I stared out into the gray day as Henry Jeffries entered the shop. Iris vanished into the back—he had a tremendous crush on her, one that she didn’t return—so I headed over to help him. But the metal disc weighed heavy in my pocket, and I had an odd sense that Chase had set something in motion. And whatever that ‘something’ was, it wasn’t good.
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