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Monsters of New York is a sizzling paranormal romance series where passion collides with danger in the heart of the city that never sleeps. Each book introduces a new, irresistible shifter—each with its own dark secrets and primal desires. From wolves and bears to elusive creatures lurking in the shadows, these powerful beings navigate love, loyalty, and mystery in a world filled with human and supernatural monsters.

Set against the backdrop of New York's vibrant streets and hidden corners, every romance is an unforgettable journey where forbidden love and heated encounters could be the death of them—or the one thing that saves them. With danger always just around the corner, the shifters must face not only the threats of their own kind but the intense pull of a love that could change everything.

Uncover the secrets, feel the heat, and discover if love can tame the wildest beasts in Monsters of New York.

DEDICATION

For those who have been told they are too much or never enough.

For the outsiders who watch the world from the edges, aching to belong.

For the broken, the haunted, the ones who whisper their worth into the dark.

You are seen.

You are wanted.

You deserve everything they said you could never have.

This story is yours.
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Author’s Note

Shifting Desire contains themes and scenes that may be distressing for some readers. As an author, I understand that trigger/content warnings are necessary. I have compiled a list to the best of my abilities which is freely available on my website. 

Website: www.jademarshallauthor.wordpress.com 

Your mental health matters. For those of you who wish to go in blind, please remember that this is a work of fiction, and I do not condone or wish to romanticize any of the situations or actions of the characters. 

Happy Reading. 
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Malichai

The First Time I Saw Her

Three years ago

I’ve been away on business with my father for a week and my stress level is at an all-time high. I need to break away from all the expectations the old man keeps piling on and just be a man for a few hours.

The Gin Room is packed tonight. Music pulses like a heartbeat through the walls, bodies pressed too close together, all of them chasing distraction or desire. I lean against an aged barrel in a back corner, drink in hand, scanning the crowd around me with idle detachment.

That is, until she walks in.

At first, I think I’m imagining it, the sudden shift in the atmosphere, the way the sounds around me seem to dull, the way my breath catches in my throat. She’s small, like a fae child playing dress-up, with cotton-candy pink hair piled high and a pair of bright yellow combat boots that make no damn sense, and somehow, she makes it all work.

She doesn’t glide. She bounces, all energy caught up in a small package. I watch her as she moves, interacting with everyone she passes. She talks too fast and laughs too loudly. She's all color and sunshine in a world I’ve ruled in onyx and blood. It’s not her smile that stuns me and it’s not the way her hips sway as she moves behind the bar, serving customers like she has been here for years instead of days. It’s the feeling that slams into me like a freight train the moment our eyes meet.

The mate bond ignites in my chest. It’s hot and instant. My dragon roars in recognition, clawing at the cage I’ve locked him in for centuries. He pushes at my control, wanting to get out and get to the strange little female on the other end of the room.

Mine. The word is a roar that vibrates through my body.

My soul screams it even as my feet remain planted. She doesn’t react. There is no spark of awareness. No softening in her expression, just polite disinterest. I watch her glance past me like I’m just another stranger in the crowd and my dragon rages.

She can’t feel what I am, will be, to her but I feel it.

My jaw clenches, my nostrils flaring as I drink in her scent—jasmine and moonlight and something uniquely hers. The pull is excruciating, and I want to drag her out of this damn bar and lock her away where no one can look at her, breathe near her, touch her. I want to hoard her all to myself.

But she doesn’t feel the bond. She doesn’t know. Because she’s not like me, like us. Not fully at least. I scent the air again, forcing myself to focus this time. Half-fae, half-human. Fuck. She doesn’t sense our fate bond because of her human side.

I’ve heard of this before and I know that if the bond is left to build, she will experience it with time, her fae side winning out. Not that it will matter. To the rest of the supernatural world, her human side is all that anyone will see.

She will be seen as ‘less than.’ A mutt. An abomination. Unworthy of a mate, especially a full blood dragon in line for the throne to rule over all paranormal creatures. I am meant to be a king and my father, the council, and most everyone else will never allow me to take a half-breed as my queen.

I don’t give a fuck about legacy and bloodlines, but my father does. And so does the fucking council. I know my father well enough to know that when I tell him about her, about my mate, he will laugh in my face. He will accuse me of thinking with my cock. And if, when, I tell him I will give up everything for her, he will do what he must to keep me in line ... even if that means killing the woman that just became the center of my entire fucking universe.

I stare at her with longing, my dragon fighting to get to the only treasure that means a damn thing to him anymore. She is pure, and beautiful, and everything I can never have. My shoulders slump and a heavy sigh falls from my lips as I walk out of The Gin Room.

Pulling my phone from my pocket, I call the only person who can help me, who will keep my secret. Serephine Dhalora, an excommunicated witch and one of the few people I count as a friend.

She will sympathize with my situation and help me. After all, she was thrown out of her coven for loving the wrong person.

“Hello, Mal,” she says, her voice low and sultry. “To what do I owe the pleasure of this midnight call?”

Damn, I didn’t realize it was so late. Not that it matters, dragons don’t need much rest.

“I need you to meet me at my office. I have a problem.”

“Sounds serious.” Sarcasm drips from her words. “Can’t we do this tomorrow?”

“No, Serephine, we can’t,” I say angrily. “I just found my mate and unless you want my damn dragon to burn New York to cinders to get to her, you will meet me now.”

“Shit,” she mutters, and I hear her moving around on the other end of the line. “Give me fifteen minutes.” With that she ends the call, and I pocket my device.

I take my time, walking the three blocks to the offices of Veythronn Tower. My dragon writhes beneath my skin, barely kept at bay and hidden beneath the surface. I allow my thoughts to roam to the woman whose name I don’t even know. To the possibilities of what we could have been if she had been born full blooded fae or if I had been born as a lower ranking dragon. But neither of us are anything other than what we are, and I need to make peace with that.

I pull my cell out again and send a text to my second in command Tavian.

Me: There is a new hire at The Gin Room. I need to know everything about her.

Tavian: Consider it done.

Reaching the building that houses my father’s empire, I watch as Serephine steps from a yellow New York cab. She looks at me with sad eyes and I know she will help me. I lead her inside silently, past the night security guard, and into the elevator. Neither of us speaks a word until we are in my office, the door closed securely behind us.

“Malichai, what is going on? I can feel your dragon’s fear and agitation.”

“I need you to end my mate bond with the woman. My father will never accept her.” My heart breaks at the words, my dragon roaring in the recesses of my mind. “I don’t want to do this, but it is for the best.”

“You need to take a moment and think this through. Is there no way for you to claim your mate?” she whispers brokenly.

I stare at her, looking closely at my usually vibrant friend. Her shoulders are hunched, and her sadness coats the air. She doesn’t want to do this and unless I tell her the truth, she won’t.

“She’s fae, and half-human, Sere.”

The words fall between us like lead, and I watch her flinch before she nods.

“I can’t break the bond, but I can mute it. For three years she will live without feeling the bond and you will suffer its weight alone. After that ... you’ll either need to claim or reject her.”

“Do it.”

I will carry the burden of our bond. To protect the woman who has unwittingly claimed my heart and soul, I will do just about anything.

Serephine unpacks the satchel at her waist. Crystals, candles, herbs, and more are all placed on the low glass coffee table. She folds her legs beneath her as she takes a seat on the thick grey carpet of my office.

“I need a drop of your blood,” she says holding out her hand.

I hold out a single finger for her to prick with her blade, a droplet falling into the chalice she holds. Sadness coats the air, like a living, breathing entity of its own.

“Are you sure?” she asks once more.

“It’s the only way to protect her. If my father finds out...”

She nods and lights the items in the chalice before she chants.

“By root and ash, by flame and frost,

Let truth be veiled, let sense be lost.

The bond remains but shall not burn,

Until the wheel has thrice returned.

Hide the spark, conceal the thread—

Let love lie sleeping, not dead.”

I feel the moment the bond magnifies in intensity, both sides coalescing and land squarely on my shoulders. I will bear this bond alone until the time comes. Then I will either claim or reject my mate.

The intensity is too much to bear, my dragon crying out in pain and outrage as my knees buckle and I land on the carpet beside Serephine. My breathing is ragged as black dots dance in front of my vision. I don’t know how long it takes me to recover to the point of awareness of my surroundings, but when I do, I am alone in my office.

I slowly make my way to my feet and behind my desk. I rub at my temples, the storm of an oncoming migraine already barreling down on me. A sound draws my attention, and I see the notification for an email.

To: m.veythronn@vtowers.com

From: security@vtowers.com

Subject: New Hire

Here is the information you requested. Let me know if there is anything else.

Name: Arinaghwyndrelle Caelthrone aka Arina or Ari

Age: twenty-seven years old

Address: Apartment 2C, Hoboken Point

Occupation: Bar lady at The Gin Room

Relationship status: Single

Family: None. Mother died in childbirth. Father killed in a drunk driving accident

Fuck. She hasn’t had an easy life from the little information I have received. I wish I could make it easier for her but right now, I need to keep my distance. Not that it will stop me from watching over my unclaimed, unwitting little mate.
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Ari

Gin, Glitter, and Glaring Dragons

The Gin Room smells like citrus and sin, sharp lemon zest from the fresh-sliced garnishes and the thick, heady musk of desire that clings to the velvet couches and shadowed corners. I breathe it in like oxygen, the sweet spot between chaos and comfort. My domain, my happy place.
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