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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.
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Paulina – Romania – September 

“New York City? I have no desire to return so soon.”

“I know you do not want to go, Paulina,” my father says with his infinite patience. “But we need you to go and represent us.”

I refrain from groaning in exasperation, knowing full well this day would come. In truth, I’m surprised it hadn’t come sooner. One doesn’t exist for nearly two millennium by sticking one’s head in the sand. By thinking their life is insular—a tiny bubble that cannot be burst.

No, we did not achieve keeping our heads intact and our lineage preserved by not paying attention to what has been happening throughout the world over these many, many years. Doesn’t mean I want to leave my little corner of the world, but I’ll do what’s necessary to ensure the survival of my family. Including going to a city that’s too loud, too populated, and simply too much for me.

“When?”

My parents smile. “I’ve taken the liberty of arranging your flight,” my father says. “You leave tomorrow. Our condo in Manhattan is being prepared for you. Your contact within the SRA is, of course, Nic. He thought it also valuable for you to have a female liaison. That will be a fairy shifter, Gemini McKearney. You’ll have her details and contact information in your email.”

I’m very familiar with the SRA—Shifters Relations Agency—the organization comprised of shifters and humans, working at establishing regulations and harmony between the races. I’m also aware that knowledge of paranormal races is becoming more known to humans despite attempts at suppressing that information. 

Again, inevitable. Nothing stays hidden forever.

Nic Stavros is a human agent within the SRA at the headquarters located in Manhattan. My father, Eugen Anghel, head of one of the five original lines of vampires, initiated contact with the agency two decades ago shortly after its inception. It had become necessary when a faction of shifters had staged an obnoxious, inept uprising simply to make their presence known. Fools.

Word, of course, traveled. Even with careful containment of the situation and tenuous relations still taking shape between humans and shifters, it also became evident that the SRA needed more offices when other shifter groups began pushing the boundaries of ethics. And of course, humans began to push back. Understandable.

Offices formed around the US and expanded worldwide. It’s a fragile relationship given each race claims supremacy, but as the saying goes, cooler heads are prevailing. For now. Our mission is to ensure that continues.

Europe’s SRA is headquartered in Bucharest, led by—you guessed it—me. So, yes, I’ve maintained a working relationship with not only Nic, but a network of others, given our technological advances. Have I traveled outside of Europe? Numerous times. Some for pleasure, some for work. But the more I travel, the more I realize I’ve truly become a homebody, enjoying remaining where I’m comfortable. In a place I love.

Maybe I’ve become complacent after so many years of existence, and little excites or surprises me anymore.

Due to our wealth, I certainly have the means to go anywhere I want and be comfortable. And our family has residences on most continents. I say most, because we truly have no desire to visit Antarctica. Frigid temperatures and an icy wasteland? No, thank you. Sure, there’s life in the region. From organisms as minute as fungi and phytoplankton to penguins, seals, and whales. But not any life I care to seek out. With explorations, there’s been no discovery of shifters, and measures have been put in place to monitor the region.

But on the other six continents, there is a plethora of species and shifters. Australia is the one continent where there is no original vampire family. Surprisingly, they have the least concern with shifter and human disruption even with humans having a greater knowledge of the existence of paranormals. It goes well beyond tolerance for one another, it’s mutual respect for a symbiotic relationship. There are still SRA divisions on the continent should matters change. 

The other five continents of North America, South America, Europe, Asia, and Africa are each home to the five original pure blood vampire families. Our territorial boundaries are well-defined and respected, and each family has representatives within the SRA. Besides me heading the European division, I stay apprised of unusual vampire activity with family delegates around the world.

Many of the delegates are turned vampires, others are humans we’ve vetted and employed. My family’s reach is vast, and our connections plentiful on their own, and my involvement with the SRA affords us the knowledge of shifter and human interaction across the globe. That’s how we learned of increasing activity of the unusual kind involving shifters. Last year it was Lycan. This year, it’s vampires. Who’ll be next? And while we had no need to step in last year, that isn’t the case right now.

“Is Gemini an agent as well?” I ask, unfamiliar with the name.

“She is an informant,” Father says. “She works at two establishments in Manhattan owned by and catering to the paranormal. One is The Gin Room, which you know is an upscale bar and lounge, catering to the wealthy, both paranormal and human.”

I nod, remembering well what transpired at the Gotham Point Gin Room last year involving their underground shifter fight club and the Lycan. Their souls were being stolen and their essence, their energy was being absorbed for nefarious reasons. That reason being Fenrir, one of the greatest Lycan in our history. And, turns out, the deadliest.

Thankfully, his reign of evil was ended due to the actions of a troll shifter, Herleif Aganarsson, and his soulmate, Alexia Stavros, an empathic witch and Nic’s niece. She has the ability to guide souls to the afterlife, and she discovered she had previously untapped power, which is the ability to absorb souls, forcibly sending them to their predetermined destination in that afterlife.

“She’s also employed at another bar, and this one, shall we say, is far from upscale. It’s called After Dark, located at the north end of Manhattan, and it caters to the baser needs of shifters. Namely, sex, fighting, and blood.”

“Daysha reported about the majority of the vampire activity occurring in that area, spilling over into the Bronx as well as across the river into New Jersey.” Daysha is my primary delegate among six stationed in New York. “In the last two months, humans and shifters have been found dead, fully drained. The most recent incident occurring only two weeks ago. I’ve only glanced over the information but plan to read all the details this evening. There have also been accounts of those turned without consent then left without guidance, fending for themselves.”

“Which in turn leads to more deaths we may not even be aware of because they cannot control their hunger,” Mother says.

“Precisely.” Father nods. “Has Daysha given you a count of those turned and any idea of the perpetrators?”

“Those numbers I did see. Of those located, the number of turned is fifteen. The body count of those drained, again, those located, are double that. She’s been working with agents in the SRA as well as local law enforcement, locating and containing the turned until it can be determined whether they live or are terminated. Sadly, many have already been ended as they were too feral and thought unable to be reformed. They along with the drained have been incinerated, and the ashes encapsulated and cast out into the Atlantic Ocean.”

My parents nod approvingly.

“Any communication from the Stoyanov family and what they’re doing with this situation? It is their territory, after all,” I say. “I’ve received nothing from them when I reached out a week ago, and there’s no lead on those responsible.”

My father’s face hardens a fraction. “Initially, Boris wasn’t forthcoming in his information or cooperation. He felt it was the work of a few rogues who were quicky contained by his delegates. But when more turned began emerging and more deaths occurred, he couldn’t ignore the seriousness of the situation. He contacted me two days ago, humbly seeking our assistance. Even with his numbers in the States, he said he would value a working relationship in the matter.”

Mother scoffs and I try not to do the same. “He simply wants our people to be the sweat dogs, doing all the dirty work,” Mother says. “His people have become unbothered by activities of that sort. Disgraceful how far his line has fallen. Their decadent ways have led to the belief that vampires are supreme and can do as they please, regardless of the consequences. Granted, not all in his line feel nor operate in that manner, but when the majority do...”

“Then it leads to unruliness,” I say, taking up the conversation. “It leads to humans having every right to believe the stories about the big, bad shifters—vampires in particular—and their desire to take over. To rule or annihilate the human populace.”

“Which is a ridiculous notion,” Father says. “The human race far outnumbers shifters. Balance is key.”

“Then let’s make him and everyone else realize that.”

My parents grin as they walk over to flank me on either side. “You are just the one to do so,” Mother says before looping her arm with mine. “Now, let us enjoy a family moment together then I will help you with your hair.”

I smile at my mother then my father as the three of us exit the den and make our way to the kitchen. Mother releases my arm and opens the refrigerator to retrieve three bags of blood. Father fills mugs with instant hot water from the sink to warm the bags. When ready, we each take one and drain the contents. For half a century, we’ve taken to drinking blood from bags collected at our blood banks, all of which is freely donated by humans who are handsomely compensated.

“I will let you women do your thing,” Father says as he sets the mugs aside to dry. He then comes to me for an embrace. “You have what you need at your disposal. If anything comes up, do not hesitate to contact me or your mother.”

“O voi face. Te iubesc, tată,” I say, telling him I will and that I love him.

His smile is endearing. “Te iubesc, fiica mea.” I love you, daughter. He then passes Mother to kiss her cheek before leaving the two of us alone.

“Would you like a flight before we dye your hair? I’m thinking yes.” She grins.

“I’d like that.”

Mother loops my arm again and steers us through the patio door. The sun is close to setting along the horizon but is still casting its rays across the stones at our feet. We kick off our sandals and wiggle our toes in its warmth.

Due to fiction and pop culture, many believe vampires cannot withstand sunlight. They’re wrong. Yet we’ve done little to correct that assumption. Because let’s give the humans one more reason to fear us. Not only can we stalk you in the night but also during the day. I internally roll my eyes.

Fire is a different story as we can most definitely be burned in quick fashion.

Holy water? It’s quite refreshing but isn’t detrimental.

Silver? Oy! Hurts like hell when shot, scratched, or stabbed, and deadly when driven through our hearts.

And then there’s beheading. Can’t regenerate from that.

“Shall we?” Mother asks.

I nod and remove my clothes, setting them on one of the tables. After Mother does the same, we leap into the air, changing into our raven forms. I look over to see the gleaming black feathers of our family’s matriarch, Daria Anghel. An iridescent sheen of blue and purple glisten from within, never failing to mesmerize me.

Mother flicks her gaze at me, cawing and cackling with glee. I catch a glimpse of my reflection in her eyes, a pure white body that’s half the size of hers.

I’m an albino, in both my vampire form as well as my raven. Exceedingly rare. Mother always said that’s what makes me so special. I’d alternate between believing it and despising it. But then I’d learned to accept what, who, I am. The direct descendent of the most powerful vampire line to ever walk the earth.

So what if I need contacts in my vampire form to not only enhance my poor vision but to also blend in when around humans. And so what if I choose to dye my frosty white hair as black as my mother’s wings in another attempt to assimilate. The fewer questions asked, the better.

Mother caws again to gain my attention before flapping her wings and jetting out across our land. I give chase as we spend the next thirty minutes soaring through the skies, plucking berries and bugs from the trees to fill our bellies, then finally splashing at our lake’s edge before returning to the house. We transform back as we land, laughing with delight.

“Always invigorating!” I say.

“It is,” Mother agrees as we slip into our clothes. “Now, for your hair.”

We head up to my en-suite bathroom where I keep my supplies and pull out a box of dye. The process usually takes over an hour due to the length of hair which falls to my rear. Mother patiently goes through the routine, and once complete, dries and brushes my strands until they’re silky smooth.

“Frumos,” she exclaims. Beautiful. “Of course, you’re beautiful no matter what the color of your hair. Now, you have plenty of contacts, yes?”

“I do. Depending on the length of my stay, should I need more, I’ll contact our ophthalmologist.”

Mother nods. “Scheduled deliveries from our blood bank are already in place.”

“Mulțumesc,” I say, thanking her.

Another nod then an embrace. “To a safe journey and successful undertaking.” She pulls away to kiss each cheek. “Now, rest. We’ll see you in the morning.”

“Thank you, Mother. Rest well.”

She exits my room, and I strip off my clothes, grabbing my tablet before sliding beneath the cool sheets on my bed. I know it’ll take me a while before sleep finds me, so I might as well make use of my time. My mind is awhirl with information and details regarding this trip to New York, and I decide to reach out to Gemini to set up a meeting. I don’t worry about the time difference, knowing she’ll respond when able.

I also know I’ll have to meet with the Stoyanov family at some point, or rather, their delegate in charge, Maurice LaRoux. I’m very familiar with Maurice and have had no concerns when dealing with him in the past. But if Boris is going to request my assistance, he knows me well enough to know I don’t merely assist. I lead. And Maurice knows this too.

I go over all I know regarding the organization of the SRA, the human POCs—point of contacts—that are trusted sources for the paranormal, and the various shifter species within the city. Dozens. 

While visiting New York only four months ago for the SRA biennial conference, I'd had meetings to discuss operations, evaluate how the organization was doing, and where we could improve. It had been extremely beneficial and productive. I then made visits to two of The Gin Room locations, especially enjoying the Manhattan location which is owned by a lion shifter, Oba Izem, and Asian tiger shifter, Vihaan Singh, two of the largest species. 

Well, if you don’t count dragons and the troll, Herleif, whom I also met. I’d made an instant connection with his mate, Alexia. Hard not to when she’s just so nice and genuine. A lovely person all together. And I was thrilled to receive news about the birth of their daughter, Phoebe, born only weeks ago. I am very much looking forward to seeing the couple and meeting their precious little one.

I send an
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