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Fall in love with the sexy series readers call "deliciously addictive" and "binge-worthy" from

New York Times, Wall Street Journal, and USA Today bestselling author Meghan March. Are

you ready to head back to New Orleans?The only permanent thing in my life is the ink I put on

my clients. I drift from city to city, in and out of beds, from one tattoo shop to the next. Every

time I start to put down roots, I rip them up. Until New Orleans. Until her. She’s everything I’m

not.Full of fire and life. An innocent where I’m a sinner. I want to consume her. Protect her.

Keep her. But first, I have to escape from beneath these shadows.Beneath These Shadows is

the sixth book in the Beneath series, but each of these hot contemporary romances can be

enjoyed as a stand-alone. Then again, why would you want to miss out on all the alpha heroes

and the women who bring them to their knees? After all, there's something for everyone in New

Orleans...Reading Order:Beneath This Mask (Beneath series book 1)Beneath This Ink

(Beneath series book 2)Beneath These Chains (Beneath series book 3)Beneath These Scars

(Beneath series book 4)Beneath These Lies (Beneath series book 5)Beneath These Shadows

(Beneath series book 6)Beneath The Truth (Beneath series book 7)
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the written permission of the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a review.This book

is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are either products of the author’s

imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events,

or locales is entirely coincidental. The author acknowledges the trademarked status and

trademark owners of various products referenced in this work of fiction, which have been used

without permission. The publication/use of these trademarks is not authorized, associated with,

or sponsored by the trademark owners.Visit my website atNOTE FROM MEGHANThank you

so much for purchasing Beneath These Shadows! Have no fear, this book can absolutely be

read as a standalone, but because it is the sixth book in a series of standalones, there will be

some appearances by characters who have been in other books in the Beneath series. If you

have any questions about other characters, here is where you can find their stories:(Book #1 -

Simon and Charlie)(Book #2 - Con and Vanessa)(Book #3 - Lord and Elle)(Book #4 - Lucas

and Yve)(Book #5 - Rix and Valentina)(Book #7 - Rhett and Ariel)This is also a book where

worlds collide. If you’re wondering whether Dom Casso has appeared elsewhere, you can find

him in the and the .None of these books are required reading before Beneath These Shadows,

but if you want to dive deeper, that’s where you’ll find more on these characters and back

stories.Happy reading!-Meghan xxto sign up for my newsletter and receive exclusive content

that I save for my subscribers.Want to be the first to know about upcoming sales and new
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permanent thing in my life is the ink I put on my clients.I drift from city to city, in and out of

beds, from one tattoo shop to the next.Every time I start to put down roots, I rip them up.Until

New Orleans.Until her.She’s everything I’m not.Full of fire and life. An innocent where I’m a

sinner.I want to consume her. Protect her. Keep her.But first, I have to escape from beneath

these shadows.ONEEdenMy office. Now.The text appeared on the screen of my phone with a

sharp ding, and I dropped my mascara wand on the counter, narrowly avoiding smearing a

black streak down the front of my white blouse.I reread the text three times to make sure I



hadn’t misunderstood. Three words. Impossible to misunderstand. Impossible to ignore.I ran

down a mental list of anything I could have done that would have drawn his ire, but came up

with nothing. I went to work—the job he allowed me to have. I came home. Everywhere I went,

I was chauffeured by a man with a gun in a big black SUV with armored doors and bulletproof

windows.But that didn’t mean my father texted me. Actually, he rarely remembered I existed.A

knock sounded on my front door, and I shoved the mascara wand back in the tube. A summons

from Dom Casso, head of one of New York’s most notorious crime families, didn’t allow for any

delay.I hurried toward the door, catching my stockinged foot on the handle of a bag I’d left next

to the couch. My toe slammed into the table leg, sending pain rocketing through my

foot.“Shit.”The knock turned into pounding as I winced.“Eden, hurry up.”The voice belonged to

Angelo, my regular babysitter. Excuse me, I mean security.“Just a second.”“Don’t got a second.

We need to move.”I shook off the stubbed toe and rushed across the room, avoiding any more

potential tripping hazards. I peeked through the peephole as I’d been taught, ensuring that

Angelo was alone and not being held hostage at the end of someone’s gun.It appeared all

clear. And for the record, I thought that rule was ridiculous. I probably ranked in the triple digits

on Dom’s list of priorities. Illegitimate daughter fell just below resoling shoes and remembering

to pick up a new black golf umbrella.“I’m hurrying. I swear.”I slipped into a pair of pale pink Tori

Burch flats I’d left in a haphazard pile of shoes by the door and snatched a black trench coat

from the whimsical iron hooks I’d screwed into the wall with my very own drill—and it wasn’t a

pink drill either. Don’t mind the few pieces of patched drywall where I missed the studs.I

unlocked the four dead bolts and pushed back the security bar. Angelo, who looked just as tall,

dark, and Italian as his name suggested, stepped inside.He surveyed me from the top of my

golden-blond head, which definitely didn’t look Italian in the least, to the soles of my less-than-

practical flats. But it wasn’t like I was walking the streets of New York.God forbid I should do

such a thing.I shoved my arms into my coat and tied the belt around my waist. “That was me

swearing when I stubbed my toe. Don’t worry. I’m good.”I stepped out of the apartment, and he

waited impatiently while I locked and checked the door before leading the way to the

elevator.“What’s the hurry? What’s going on?”Angelo pushed the call button and stepped inside

first when it came. “You know I can’t tell you nothing. It ain’t fair for you to ask me shit like

that.”This might have been true, but I also knew that Angelo had a soft spot for me, which was

why he’d finally brought me dinner from The Halal Guys’s cart on 53rd and Sixth last week

after months of me begging him to take a detour during our drives to and from work. Even

though I hadn’t actually gotten to have the whole experience like I was craving—standing in

line, avoiding making eye contact with strangers, yelling my order as loud as I could over the

noise—I still appreciated the gesture all the same.Regardless, it also meant I kept pushing for

an answer as the doors slid shut and he became a captive audience.“It has to be something

big. Dom never wants me in Hell’s Kitchen. Why now?”Angelo shrugged and leaned against the

mirrored wall. “I’m sure he woulda rather come to your place, but he just don’t have time.”I

needed the reminder like I needed another credit card in my wallet.“Just tell me so I know what

I’m walking into.”“E, I swear, even if I knew what he was going to say—which I don’t—I couldn’t

tell you. All I know is that bad shit is happening and we’re on the defensive on every front. Dom

sure as fuck don’t like being on defense, so he’s gonna hit back and hard.”Chills traveled up my

spine despite my black trench coat, because even living in the little bubble that made up my

world, I had an idea of the brutality that Angelo alluded to. Well, at least I imagined I did. I’d

seen The Godfather movies, after all.“So, what does that have to do with me?”Angelo met my

gaze as the elevator door opened in the lobby. “Wish I knew, Eden. Really wish I knew.”Twenty

minutes later, Angelo and I stood outside the doors to my father’s office on the top floor of a



brownstone on the edge of Hell’s Kitchen. Angelo knocked, and from inside, someone barked

the command to enter.I hadn’t exactly spent hours and hours committing Dom’s different vocal

pitches to memory, but it didn’t sound like him.Angelo pushed the door open and gestured for

me to enter first. As I always did before entering this office, I steeled my spine.Normally, Dom

sat behind his big wooden desk, doing whatever it was mob bosses actually did during the day.

I wasn’t quite sure what that was because there hadn’t been a take your daughter to work day

for organized crime. Today, the desk sat empty.I scanned the office and my eyes locked on

Vincent Francetti as he turned from the window. Dom’s second-in-command had dark hair

slicked back from his face in a style I swore came right out of Hollywood. It might as well be

called the mobster.He’d always made me uneasy for a reason I couldn’t articulate. I’d never

been in a room with him without Dom present, and trepidation crept into my veins like a tiny

team of commandos.“Where’s Dom?” I hoped he couldn’t hear the tremor in my voice.“Dealing

with more important things.” Vincent snapped out the words, and the slice of his insult hit the

mark.I shoved my shoulders back and lifted my chin, determined not to let him see how much

his words stung. Just because I knew my father didn’t care, didn’t mean I wanted it shoved in

my face.“I can come back at a time that’s more convenient for him.” I kept my tone crisp and my

statement pointed.“He needs you gone now.”“Gone?” I choked on the word.Vincent looked at

me like I was a child, and a developmentally delayed one at that.“Yes. Gone.” He strode to the

desk and grabbed a thick manila envelope off the leather blotter before holding it out to me.It

seemed like a dare, as if he knew I didn’t want to get any closer to him than I had to, but he

was going to force the issue.Digging deep into my stores of poise to appear unaffected, I

crossed the room and reached out to take it. Vincent jerked it out of my reach, toying with

me.Now that I was close, he lowered his voice so that not even Angelo could hear. “You’re

going to take this envelope and you’re going to disappear. Don’t tell anyone where you’re

going, especially any of your little friends.”If there had been any room for awkward humor in

this situation, I would have laughed at that. Friends weren’t exactly part of Dom’s policy of

enforced isolation.“There’s a number in here to a line you call only in an emergency. If you’re

not bleeding to death or being held at gunpoint, think twice before using it. Only use the ID,

credit cards, and cell phone in here. Don’t even fucking take yours with you. Leave it all at

home. Do you understand me?”I dipped my chin a fraction of an inch, indicating that I

understood what he was saying, even though I didn’t. “I’m just supposed to leave?”“Lay low.

Don’t attract attention. And for fuck’s sake, don’t tell a goddamned person who you are.”“How

long?” The question came out a whisper.“Until you get a text from the number in here telling

you to come back.”The orders he issued repeated in my head over and over until they began to

sink in. Disappear. Don’t tell anyone where you’re going.He finally held out the envelope again,

and I reached to snatch it from him, praying that my hand didn’t shake. But Vincent didn’t let go

as I tugged.“Don’t fuck this up, Eden. You’ve been a liability to Dom since the day you were

born, so for once in your life, do something to make yourself less of a fucking burden. Don’t call

Dom. Don’t bother him. Just get the hell out of here.”With that verbal slap to the face, I yanked

the envelope from his grip and turned away from the distaste stamping his features.The words

sliced at my insides as they played on a loop in my head. Make yourself less of a fucking

burden. I wanted to scream as Angelo followed me out the door and down the stairs.I never

asked to be a burden. Why can’t they understand that?We walked in silence until I slid into the

backseat of the SUV.“I’m supposed to take you home to pack and then to the airport.” Angelo

glanced at me in the rearview mirror, and his tone carried an apology.I nodded, but my brain

was already moving forward.Where will I go? What will I do?As much as I’d chafed against the

restrictions I lived under, I never realized that they also acted as a security blanket until the



moment they were ripped away.It was one thing to paper the bulletin board in my office with

pictures of places I wanted to see with thoughts of someday I’ll go, but all of a sudden,

someday was now.The freedom to go anywhere, all by myself, should have been heady and

intoxicating, but instead unexpected anxiety invaded my every breath.Angelo had spent more

time with me than any of Dom’s other soldiers, and he recognized the change in my mood.“It’s

going to be okay, E. Just pick somewhere, check into the nicest hotel in town, order room

service, get a massage, do girly spa shit, and pretend you’re on vacation. You wanted a break

from all this, so now you got it.”I inhaled a deep breath and let it out. I can do this. I’ll be fine.

This is what I’ve wanted for years. Regardless of how uneasy it made me that it was being

shoved upon me, I vowed to embrace the opportunity. The proverbial door to my gilded cage

had been flung open, and it was time for me to explore.But one piece of this whole thing

continued to elude me. “Why is he doing this? What happened?”Angelo’s gaze dropped away

from the rearview mirror and fixed on the road. “I thought Dom would be there and he’d tell you

what’s what.”“Apparently he couldn’t be bothered.”“I’m sure it’s not like that.” Angelo’s words

came out stiff because we both knew it was like that, at least for the last decade, with no signs

of changing anytime soon.“Just tell me.”He stopped at a light and turned around to look at me.

“You can’t tell anyone I told you any of this.”I lifted the manila envelope. “And who am I going to

tell while I’m in exile? Hell, who would I tell here?”“Cash houses got hit this morning, and so

did some of the businesses.”Unease bloomed in my belly. “Which businesses?”As much as I

wasn’t supposed to know that the spa where I kept the books—clean, legit books—was a front,

I wasn’t dumb enough to ignore the comings and goings of Dom’s people, and the briefcases

and duffels they carried.“The spa. It . . . it was bad. That’s why you gotta go. They don’t know if

it got hit because you work there or if it was just part of the overall plan. Either way, I’d get you

out of town too.”The dozens of questions I wanted to ask were wiped away in the wake of the

most important one. “Was anyone hurt?”Angelo glanced up at the rearview mirror, his face

apologetic for a beat before taking on a hard cast. “They threw a Molotov cocktail through the

front window before they shot up the place from a car out front. Four of the girls went to the doc

to be treated, but no one died.”Oh, thank God there were no casualties. But still, the thought of

any of the girls being injured twisted my gut in knots.“Do you know who? What kind of

injuries?”His eyes back on the road, he shook his head. “Didn’t get any details.”“Then why am I

going to some undisclosed location and not a safe house somewhere?”Angelo’s shoulders

tensed. “No fucking clue. Not like Dom and Vin explain themselves to me. But if I had to guess,

I’d say they’re worried the organization has been compromised. If no one knows where you are,

no one can tell.”You’ve been a liability to Dom since the day you were born.I stayed silent for

the rest of the drive to my apartment.“You’ve got twenty minutes to pack, and then we need to

be on the road before it gets leaked that you’re leaving town.”Angelo’s words started my

internal clock ticking down as soon as we stepped into my apartment. My mind chaotic, I strode

into my room and stared at all the clothes in my closet for a full minute before I realized I

couldn’t pack anything until I decided where I was going.Spinning around, I headed for my

office and the bulletin board of all my maybe somedays. Clippings from magazines, printed

articles, postcards, and pictures of skylines covered it. Must Do lists for each city hung along

the bottom.Just pick one, I told myself. But decision paralysis set in. What if this was my only

chance to see a piece of the world?“Can I leave the country?” I yelled to Angelo.“Are you

fucking nuts? No, you can’t leave the fucking country.”Disappointment slammed into me, but I

shoved it down. Good-bye, Paris, Rome, Dublin, and Barcelona.Focus on the positives. It

narrowed down my choices. I paced my small office, my gaze flicking to the bulletin board with

every pass.“You got fifteen minutes, and I don’t hear any fucking packing,” Angelo called.“Stop



rushing me!”“I’m not fucking around, Eden. We gotta move when your time is up.”“Fine. Now

stop yelling at me.”Just pick a place.Pictures of San Francisco, Nashville, Seattle, and Miami all

hung there, but my gaze zeroed in on something else.New Orleans.I’d seen ads on top of cabs

for the last two weeks, advertising an upcoming Mardi Gras party at a club, and wished that

someday I could see a real Mardi Gras parade.I’m taking it as a sign.I was going to New

Orleans. I reached out to grab the Must Do list, but snatched my hand back. If someone came

into my apartment and noticed it was the only one missing . . . wouldn’t that be giving away my

location?I reached out again, grabbing the lists for both New Orleans and Nashville off the

bulletin board.Spinning on my heel, I ran for my bedroom and stuffed my carry-on with all the

clothes I could possibly make fit before exchanging my ID, phone, and credit card for five

thousand dollars in cash from the safe bolted into the back of my closet. I stripped out of my

trench coat, skirt, blouse, and pantyhose, and tugged on jeans, a polo shirt, and a lighter

jacket.When I wheeled the bag into the living room, Angelo was staring at his watch.“You

ready?”Ready to leave the tower and experience life without a bodyguard dogging my every

step?“Yes. I’m ready.”When we pulled up to the curb at JFK, I gave Angelo a quick hug and a

kiss on the cheek.“Take care, big guy.”“Be safe, Eden. If you need anything—”He cut off his

offer because he knew I couldn’t call him.“Thank you for everything.”When I got to the ticket

counter, I pulled my new ID and credit card from my wallet. When I laid them on the counter, I

got my first look at my new name. Elisha Madden.“I need a ticket on the next flight to New

Orleans. One way.”TWOBishopWiping blood and ink from the smooth, pale skin beneath my

tattoo machine should have been calming, but today, the fine lines of the butterfly mocked me. I

wanted this tat over and done with. I should have made Delilah take the girl, but we were taking

turns on the flash work that got so much action during Mardi Gras season.The girl, whose

name I couldn’t remember, kept glancing up at me from beneath her fake lashes in a way that

was probably supposed to be sexy, but didn’t stir my interest in the least. I’d had enough party-

girl pussy thrown at me in the last week to put me off the species completely. If it wasn’t a

challenge, then what the fuck was the point?“How much longer do you think? I can’t wait to get

back out and grab a drink.”Even her voice annoyed me. Too breathy and high pitched.“Ten

minutes,” I said, trying not to breathe in the cloud of vanilla perfume wafting off her in clouds.“Is

it cool that I’m going to go back to party after it’s done? I’ve never had a tattoo before, so I don’t

know the rules.”I lifted the needle away from her skin as she shifted for the fiftieth time in half

an hour. “You can do whatever you want. Care sheets are on the counter out front if you want to

do it right.”Her lips twisted into a pout at my answer, but it didn’t deter her for long.“You wanna

come?” Her glitter-slicked lashes batted again as she twisted around to face me. “My friends

and I would show you a real good time.”“You quit moving and we’ll be done a lot quicker.”She

returned to the position I’d asked her to take with a huff.What in the hell would make this girl

think I was remotely interested in joining them? I’d done nothing but shut her down over and

over when she tried to start a conversation. Customer service at its finest, right? My boss

would probably kick my ass, but then again . . . maybe not. He had as little patience for this shit

as I did.“Just think about it.” She didn’t move this time, but the plea came through loud and

clear.“Got plans.”My short answer finally did the trick. She let me finish my work in silence, and

the minute I taped the clear plastic over the tat and snapped my gloves off, I stood.“You can

settle up with Delilah.”I had to get the fuck out of the room before her heavy perfume suffocated

me, so I strode out into the main area of the shop. My sister’s laughter followed me as I headed

straight for the front door and fresh air.“Can’t get any peace, can you, Bish?” Delilah tapped a

pencil against her sketch pad as she grinned at me.It was her running joke that four out of five

female clients would hit on me, and the fifth would hit on her. I wouldn’t have been surprised if



she actually kept track of it. But she was the only family I had, and I loved the shit out of

her.“Don’t go too far, hot stuff. I’m heading out to pick up our food in a few.”I flipped her off and

ducked outside to suck in a lungful of fresh air. Well, as close as I was going to get in this town.

Pockets of smokers congregated among the crowd, clouds wafting away from them, but the

urge to light up didn’t hit. Damn, maybe I’ve actually outgrown that shit.I leaned against the

window and cracked my neck on both sides as I watched the crush of people waiting for the

parade to turn down Canal Street. I didn’t know or care which parade this was; I only cared that

I was out of the shop and the next piece of flash that someone wanted inked on their body was

Delilah’s problem.It made me wish my boss didn’t have a policy about blocking off time that

appointments could otherwise have filled during these three weeks of the year. So instead of

challenging artistic pieces, I had tourists wanting shamrocks on their asses and names on their

arms.I scanned the crowd, trying to pick out the next one who’d walk through the door. I didn’t

actually care who it would be. I only wanted the distraction.But I had no idea how big of a

distraction I was about to find.THREEElisha EdenI’d picked the Roosevelt because I figured I

couldn’t go wrong with a Waldorf hotel, even though I’d never actually stayed at one. When the

cabbie dropped me off, excitement warred with anxiety as I climbed out of the cab. Sucking in a

deep breath as the bellman opened the door, I walked into the lobby covered with gold gilt and

intricate tile work.I can do this, I told myself.But apparently I couldn’t. At least, not here.After I

waited ten minutes in line, the front-desk clerk stared at me like I was an idiot when I asked for

a room and informed him I didn’t have a reservation.“We don’t have any vacancies. I’m sorry,

ma’am, you’re unlikely to find anything close to the French Quarter with Mardi Gras coming up

next week.” His words, in that condescending tone, seemed to carry an extra punch to crush

the excitement I’d been feeling.Mardi Gras. How could I have forgotten?“Do you have any

suggestions where else I could try?” I asked, trying to keep a positive attitude.The front-desk

clerk was already looking over my shoulder and waving the next person forward. “I’m sorry, I

really have no idea. Maybe someplace out near the airport?”Dismissed.I forced a smile and

thanked him as I dragged my suitcase across the lobby. When I’d pictured all the traveling I

would do while tacking things to my bulletin board, it had never occurred to me that I wouldn’t

be able to find something so simple as a hotel room.Making my way through the brass-framed

doors, I stepped out onto a sidewalk that swarmed with people. Screams and cheers came

from half a block away, and it seemed like that was the direction everyone was heading. Canal

Street, the sign in the distance read. I heard the music next, and my frustration at the hotel

clerk’s lack of assistance faded away when I realized I was going to see my first Mardi Gras

parade.
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Stacy Hahn, “Fantastic!!. Beneath These Shadows it's the first book I've read by Meghan

March and it definitely won't be my last. I absolutely devoured this book! I was hooked from

page 1 and could not put it down. When I started reading, I knew this was part of a series but

could be read as a standalone. Well now I must read all the books! Not only did I fall in love

with the hot, sexy, brooding tattooed man bun wearing, bearded Bishop and sweet and sexy
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Eden; I also fell in love with all their friends and can't wait to read their stories.If you love bad

boy alpha males then you will love this book. Bishop's world completely turned upside down

after a chance meeting/rescue of Eden outside of Voodoo Tattoos. He couldn't get this beautiful

and obviously naïve girl off his mind and he had a fierce need to protect her. This was so unlike

him. He was usually a one and done kind of guy; not doing relationships. Always running from

his past. Never wanting to settle down.Eden has been placed and ignored in a protective

bubble her entire life. When this mob bosses daughter had to leave her home for her safety,

she saw her chance to spread her wings and live. New Orleans was just the place for her to go.

She wasn't prepared for the chaos Mardi Gras brought. She realized just how sheltered she'd

been. Bishop was there to rescue her at every turn. As much as she wanted to be her own

protector, she was helpless to resist this man. And boy who could resist! They were explosive

and hot!! Burning the page it's hot!Both Bishop and Eden have secrets from their past that

could tear them apart. When those collide get ready for the intensity that comes.This book is a

five star must read!!”

Teri, “LOVED IT!. 5 'Cupcake' Stars!!!!!I have really loved each story from the 'Beneath' series.

This book is definitely a standalone BUT in my opinion reading the others books will only help

you understand and love all the other characters making a recurring role even more. The

series just gets better and better, and I want more (please let the next book be Hennessy!!!).

Lucas and Yve have been my absolute favorite couple of the series until Bishop and Eden.

WOW! He is one sexy dark alpha male. YUMMY! The chemistry between Bishop and Eden is

off the charts. Eden might be a little naive, but she is not to be underestimated. I love her drive

to become a strong independent person when in actuality she already is, she just needed to

believe it for herself. They both have secrets they are trying to hide from until their pasts finally

collide. Enjoy the ride!One of the best things about this series is the location, New Orleans. It

is one of my favorite cities in the states. The way Meghan describes and uses the location as

part of the story, makes me love the story even more. For me, it makes it more relatable, I can

see myself in those places that i have been before.This is now my favorite book in the series.

Definitely recommend it as well as the other books in the series.  They are hot and a lot of fun.”

Lenor B, “HOT!!!!!. “…You’re mine. I don’t have much, but what’s mine I keep. I protect. I don’t

ever let it go.”Every single book in this series is magnificent, each story is so different, yet they

all are connected; this is probably one of my favorite series ever!!!Eden has been sheltered all

her life, always having guards telling her what to do, taking orders from her father, Dom Cassio;

she’s been the secret of his father all her life. She never felt free; until things change and she’s

forced to leave New York and leave her life as the Mafia princess. With no idea where to go,

she takes the chance on New Orleans, and so, she finds herself in the middle of Mardi

Grass.Bishop is the quiet type, strong, sexy, and quiet; every woman that enters Vodoo has

only one thing in mind and that’s Bishop, but no one can tame him, there is no one who can

make him chance his ways… until her.There is some kind of magnet between them and Bishop

can’t understand what is it about Eden that he finds truly fascinating, but every single time they

cross, she in some kind of trouble and he ends up rescuing her… but he's no hero, never was

and never will; she is too innocent too pure but he can’t stay away from her. They both have

secrets and is only when everything blows that secrets are no longer kept.”

Marian Chawner, “Bishop and Eden story. I’m speechless. This whole series has been so

totally absorbing, mind blowing and although each one of the seven can be a stand-alone, why



would you want to just read one. I started at the end so for me Eden and Bishops story is the

last but equally as mind blowing, dramatic, intriguing and totally phenomenal. The twist turns,

sub plots, character interactions and whole picture of previous characters to is fabulous. The

humour is wonderful, the suspense epic and the whole relationship between all the alpha

characters is w fantastic experience. This lady sure knows how to right, different storylines,

with a definite feel good factor at the end. Some subject material is dark, but covered

sensitively and sufficiently. I have no intention of discussing the plot as it should be read, and

deserves more than 5 stars but not possible. I am slowly digesting all of this authors books in

the past and ordered those in the future. Her praise is justified and the reward is for the reader

to enjoy immensely.”

Lisa Hershaw, “Loved Bishop & Eden. I don't usually read books out of order, but seeing as

each is standalone I don't mind because I want to go devour the rest now. This was my first

Meghan March book and I cant believe I've put off reading this series for so long.Bishop is

everything I love in an tattooed beard man-banned alpha, he was all caveman protectiveness

over Eden without being too over-bearing.Eden is in New Orleans on her fathers orders, but

when she turns up she forgets its Mardi Gras meaning it's exploring this new adventure is

bound to be fun, but has some dangerous aspects - in steps tattoo artist Bishop the protective

alpha. He is drawn to Eden with the need to save and protect.I loved the interaction between

the two,Eden lets her mouth run away before she thinks but she also wants freedom to show

everyone she can take care of herself, whereas Bishop wanted to be the one to show Eden

around so he could look after her, but in the best possible way.The book has everything I love

including what I believe to be previous characters of the series that I cannot wait to meet.

March knows how to write alpha romance well and this one didn't lack drama or

suspense.What a great read.”

BookAddictSusan, “Fantastic 5***** Magic.. I just adore this series it's everything you want Hott

Alpha Males who go all out for the females in their lives.Bishop is no exception, in fact I'd say

he's my second favourite from this series as Con will always remain my number one.Bishop is

the Tall, Tattooed, Broody Sex God that every girl wants but they never manage to keep, Did I

mention the Man Bun too.He's never found a girl he's even remotely interested in pursuing. He

follows his rules to never date his clients no matter how hot they are. He's always been a drifter

never settling in one place to long anyway.He's currently working as a tattoo artist. Just happily

cruising along not wanting to settle down.Eden is a woman who has her own secrets. She's

trying to spread her wings in NOLA seeking some of the freedom she's been denied over the

years.She's thrown into Bishops path and he feels the need to protect her. She seems far to

innocent and vulnerable to be wandering around on her own. His protective instincts kick in and

lead them both on a journey they never expected.This is honestly one of my favourite series

I've read to date. Meghan delivers with each and every book in this highly addictive series.So

don't hesitate start these today and fall in love with the Hott Alpha Males and the Sassy

females that have captured the hearts of all those who have read them. ”

Jess Winthorpe, “Man Bunned Tattooist and the Mob Bosses Daughter. Another exciting

installment in the Beneath series. It’s not my favourite in the series but it’s far from being a bad

book. There is enough of a story to keep you entertained and plenty of hot Alpha action to get

your pants in a twist. I like both of the main characters although didn’t get as attached as I have

to other characters in this series. Bishop seems to switch all at once from being stoic and



bristly to being in love which I wished could have been a more gradual awakening. Well worth a

read if you are on the Meghan March train!”

H H, “One of my favourites. I absolutely love all the books in the Beneath series and this is no

exception. In fact I think it is one of my favourites from the series, not only because of Eden &

Bishop, but also the other characters seem to play more of a part in this book than they have in

the others. I love the whole group and will be so sad to finish the series.”

The book by Meghan March has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 902 people have provided feedback.
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