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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.
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Chapter One
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Scath, Present Day

“What the fuck do you mean?” asked Conall, popping his boots off the desk.

Dax, head of the Division of Aeternal Management or Nullification, sat behind his desk chewing on a big-ass cigar. The acronym, DAMN, chosen by him, was proof that vampires had a warped sense of humor.

No answer to Con’s question. Just the vamp stare-down that was supposed to intimidate him. Well, wolf shifters didn’t get the heebie-jeebies when they faced a bloodsucker, even a snarly beefed-up one like Dax.

Unfortunately, Nace, Con’s Firebrand commander from the North Shelter stronghold, had lent him to the vampire for a mission. The jaguar shifter’s last words had been, “Play nice.” Wolves did get the heebie-jeebies when facing a big cat who pushed four hundred and fifty pounds. Add to that his ginormous claws, long, sharp teeth, and Con’s three-hundred-pound beast was no match in a straight-up fight. So, he listened when Nace talked.

Conall took a deep breath. “There’s gotta be someone else you can send to Earth.”

Dax chewed some more on his cigar. Then, he took it out of his mouth to hold it between his thumb and forefinger. “Probably is, but I heard you have a knack for solving problems.”

“Humans don’t like me.” Conall growled, exhibiting his canines. “Guess I’m too snarly.”

Dax smiled, showing off his pearly white, sharp fangs, as if to say, See mine? “They feel the same way about me. Well, except for my mate Chiara. First she liked me, but then she didn’t. I had to win her back with my charm and wit.”

Con was skeptical, never having seen those sides of Dax.

“Look at it this way. The sooner you get to Earth, the sooner you solve the problem and the faster you return. All cozy in your wolf den on Scath.”

“I don’t live in a den. I have a huge log cabin in North Shelter—wood floors, comfy furniture, and plenty of hunting grounds in the forest.”

“Sounds great. Unfortunately, some Earther had the audacity to get dead. Worse, an overly excited Aeternal may have done the deed. Evidence points to a vampire or predatory shifter. Could be a human with a dull blade. Could be a berserker with big-ass teeth. Ask me if I give a shit. I don’t, but I do hate bad press because the blowback interferes with my time for Chiara and the kid.”

“What do you expect me to do? Play police dick?”

“See. I knew you were right for the job. If it’s one of ours, you’re gonna have to find the asshole, bring them to justice, and smooth some feathers.”

“Have you ever met a diplomatic wolf?”

“No, but don’t fuck this up. My rep’s on the line ... oh, wait. I don’t care about my rep. But I do care about my mate, and she asked for DAMN’s help.”

“Why?” Con didn’t like how this was playing out.

“Some friend she knows contacted her.”

Conall was right. This assignment had all signs of becoming a shitstorm. “You do know I’m not warm and fuzzy. My usual missions call for how-dead-do-you-want-them.”

“I’ve heard, but I asked for Nace’s smartest Firebrand warrior, the one most likely to solve a complex problem. He mentioned you were the deadliest, too. In my book, that’s a plus.” He stuck the cigar back in his mouth and talked around it. “Just don’t eat any humans while you’re there. Makes us look bad. Fuck. If you gotta, hide the bodies.”

Dax had once been a Firebrand and still bore the mark of the Phoenix, but that was before he was promoted. Given his past rep, Con figured he knew a lot about disappearing the bodies. “I don’t like their taste. More likely I’d rip out their throats if they piss me off.”

“Again. Hide the bodies.”

Conall gave in to his fate. He jacked his boots back on the desk, put his hands behind his neck, and leaned into the chair. “Give me one of those damn cigars and a light.”

Dax riffled through a drawer and came up with smoke. He offered it to Con.

After a light and a few deep drags, Con relaxed, allowing acceptance to creep into his bones. He removed the cigar from his mouth. “Where am I going?”

“New York City.”

“Fuck. Crowds of humans.” Could it get any worse? The smell of flesh. The timid eyes of prey. He jammed the cigar between his teeth. Puff. Puff. “I’ll get a little aggressive around that many Earthers. I know. Hide the bodies. Isn’t that kinda ironic since I’ll be going there because of a body?”

“Yeah. It’s not lost on me, but Nace said you’re the best. I’d start with the dead guy at the morgue. Then, here’s your contact.” Dax handed him a slip of paper.

Conall looked at the name. He looked at Dax. He glanced at the paper again. “It’s a female.”

“Yeah. Apparently the New York police force is an equal opportunity employer. Gotta problem with females?”

Con growled. “Is this your mate’s friend?”

Dax nodded.

Even better. Conall swept an errant chunk of sandy blond hair out of his eyes. Though it was short in the back, it was getting too long in the front. Time for a trim before it hindered his ability to hunt prey.

And then off to New York, one of the largest cities on Earth. Con had not shared his fears with anyone. He was beyond middle age for a wolf shifter. While others like him often mellowed as they grew older, he was turning more aggressive. He felt it in his blood, his bones, his muscles. His beast prowled just beneath his skin, wanting out too frequently.

His father, once alpha of the pack, became feral and had to be put down. Such was shifter law. Con was excused from the execution squad, but the death hit him hard. The biggest problem with his kind going wild was that they took others with them, almost like they carried a contagious infection. His father had gathered companions to join in his frenzied kills that cut a wide path across the realm. The deadly group murdered without a conscience—children, females, anyone they pleased. And the encounters were brutal, bloody, half-eaten flesh the only remnants of a once-living being. The explanation offered for their rampage was their insanity.

When the others in the group escaped retribution, Con went on his own killing spree. He brought down all of his father’s renegades but one wolf. To this day, that violent predator remained elusive. 

Shortly after the hunt to bring the feral wolves to justice, Con was called to join the Scion Firebrands. It was an offer recruits didn’t turn down. He was assigned to Nace’s stronghold. The jag commander told Con, who showed signs of his burgeoning wild nature, to get his head out of his ass and leash his beast. He drove the point home with a clawed swipe across the cheek. Point made.

Like all the warriors, Con proudly wore the colorful brand of the Phoenix on his upper left arm, the beak pointing upward at his shoulder, the talons nearly at his elbow with the wings wrapping around his bicep. Written below, the tat read, “Natis in Igne. Probata est in Sanquinem.” Born in Fire. Tested in Blood.

The Phoenix called only the strongest who had a legacy among the warriors. His ancestor was his grandfather, now dead. A legend. Why Con was tapped when he was older and one step from feral was anyone’s guess. But the Phoenix was fickle. It chose only those it wanted.

He had hoped that by joining the Firebrands, he might skip the whole I’m-gonna-lose-my-shit that worried predatory shifters. Maybe not. His claws threatened to pop from his digits, and his canines filled his mouth. He needed to get control of himself.

It wasn’t as if anyone could tell a feral wolf from a non-feral one. They didn’t drool. Nor did their eyes spin around in their sockets. They simply killed for pleasure. Viciously. And although Con’s kills were sanctioned by the Firebrands, he had been putting his canines to work more vigorously. Whereas a clean capture had once been his goal, he now found himself drawn to increased blood splatter.

So, bring on the humans. He was ready to see how much he could take before he tore one of them apart and fed on their flesh.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two
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New York, NY, Present Day

Her cell phone rang. “Detective Reyna Todd.”

“Rey. It’s Chiara.”

“Hey, girl.” She straightened in her chair, anxious to hear what her friend had to tell her.

Rey and Chiara had spent time in the same group home. It was a bad place, and Rey escaped early when a family adopted her. She’d been told Chiara got out the hard way—on foot and following a horrible incident her friend had been unwilling to share.

After the explosive news that humans were not alone on Earth, that another species called Aeternals shared the planet, living in another realm—Scath—Chiara reached out to Rey. She filled her in on Aeternal breeds and her own mate, Dax. A vampire. They’d kept in touch.

“I got what you asked for. Well, Dax did.”

Be careful what you ask for. You might get it. Rey tapped a pencil on the desk. Tap. Tap. Tap. “Guy or gal?”

“A guy, I think.”

“Okay. I can live with that as long as he doesn’t try to take over.”

“Rey, he’s an Aeternal. Taking over is in their DNA. I’m confident you’ll set him straight.”

“Do you know him?”

“Nope.”

“What is he?”

“Like what breed? Demon? Vampire? Etcetera? Don’t know. Didn’t ask. Does it matter?”

Tap. Tap. Tap.

“No. I don’t think so. Just so he can help if the perp turns out to be an Aeternal.”

“Stick up for yourself. The males are pushy, pushy, pushy.”

“I’m used to that. Most cops are men. Same attitude. I can put them in their place. Brains top brawn anytime.”

“But the brawn is so pretty.”

“I kinda like my men trim and bookish. I get enough of muscle-bound all day or night.” Rey pushed away from her desk, propping her boots on it.

“I’m to tell you he’ll meet you at the morgue tomorrow at 2:00.”

She wasn’t on duty until 3:00, but she’d get a head start on the day.

“Tell him to wait for me before he jumps in. I have some stuff I want to share about the case.”

“I think Dax already talked to the guy.”

“Did your matey say how that went?”

“I got the impression the guy may not have been too excited. Dax said he was growly.”

“Thanks for the help. I need an expert opinion because this looks as if an Aeternal is the killer.”

“I hope not. Hey, stay in touch. Maybe I’ll get to Earth, or you can have your new partner bring you here. We’re just a portal away.” 

Rey disconnected and opened the active case file in front of her. She glanced through it, making sure she had everything straight to review with her new temporary partner tomorrow.

An ass planted itself on the edge of her desk, not mindful of the stacks of papers shoved aside. “Rey.”

“Arnie.” She didn’t bother to glance at the guy.

“Wanna join us for a drink after shift change?”

“Who’s going?”

“Me. Natch. Len, Rob, and Henry.”

“Not Lauren?”

“Nope. She has plans. Just you and the boys.”

“I’ll pass.” No way was she going with just the guys. They’d get sloshed on beer, brag about their exploits, and recount the latest stats on Yankee games. In between, they’d drop hints about wanting to fuck her. They were harmless. Their sexual jibes were more for the other guys than for her.

“Oh, come on. You’ll be somebody to hit on.”

“I understand, but I don’t want to get any of you in trouble since the department frowns on sexual harassment.”

“So you’re passing for our benefit.”

“Yeah.”

“You don’t know what you’re missing.” He slid off her desk. When papers fell to the floor, he leaned over to fetch them.

“I think I do, Arnie. Next time.”

At shift change, she gathered the case files and her personal murder book, stuffing them into her messenger bag. Since it was spring, she was fine with her blazer, which she unhooked from the back of her chair before slipping it on.  Removing her purse from the drawer, she slung it over her shoulder and headed out for her condo on Washington in Tribeca. It was a little after midnight.

Rey never left the precinct on time. Some called her driven, an overachiever. She was. And she was okay with that. After all, who did she have waiting at home? Nobody.

When she felt like going for a long hike, she walked. Not in the mood tonight, she took the steps to the subway, caught the train, and exited at Chambers. From there, it was a short walk to her place, her refuge.

Inside, she greeted the security guard and rode the elevator to the top floor of the luxury complex. After a rough start in life, Rey had lucked out. Her adoptive parents were great people—older and loving—who also had beaucoup money and a condo in Tribeca.

They’d had everything a couple could have except a child. When they died, she inherited all they owned. Even though she didn’t need to, she worked. She saw her job as giving back what she owed.

Using her keycard, she entered the four-bedroom, sumptuous interior. Rey had not redecorated much or remodeled since her parents died. She liked the place the way it was. Contemporary luxury, low-level furniture, all done in muted brown tones. 

Large picture windows let in light during the day and revealed a breathtaking skyline at night. She dropped her messenger bag and purse on the living room coffee table.

Rey never moved into her parents’ room. That felt wrong. Instead, she kept her old bedroom. It remained much the same as it had always been, except she repainted and decorated it with a new bedspread and pillows. It didn’t offer a great view, but it was okay.

In her bedroom, she kicked off her boots and disrobed. After a shower, she donned pajamas and headed for the kitchen, a vast open space off the living room. She peeked into the fridge and extracted a store-bought prepared meal. After popping it into the microwave, she accessed the New York Times on her cell, reading it while waiting.

When the timer dinged, she removed her food and ate standing up. Sitting at the table brought back sad memories. This was better. Finished, she dumped the container into the trash and went into the living room, where she dragged the files out of her bag.

Rey settled onto the couch to read. She’d never worked a case that involved an Aeternal. This one had p-r-o-b-l-e-m written all over it. That was why she’d called Chiara for help. She had a top-notch solve record and didn’t want to ruin it. Even if it meant putting up with a bit of testosterone to do it.

As she did many nights, she fell asleep on the sofa, reading over case files.
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At nearly 1:00 in the afternoon, the morgue assistant pulled out the temperature-controlled refrigerated drawer for Con after the intros and official papers. He opened the body bag.

Con didn’t touch, but he did study the dead guy. After scrutinizing every laceration and contusion, he bent forward, his nose near the jagged tear in the neck.

The skin between Con’s eyes pulled tight. He straightened, taking a breath of fresh air. Again, he leaned over and sniffed.

Interesting.

“What chemicals do you use on the bodies?” he asked.

“Germicidal soap and water.”

“May I smell the solution?”

“Sure.”

He led Con to a station and supplies, where he opened an industrial-sized plastic container and stuck it under Con’s nose.

He took a whiff. “Thanks.”

The sound of the door opening captured Con’s attention.

“What the fuck!” said the female storming toward them, her boots clicking on the concrete floor. “You should have waited for me.”
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