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This book is full of foul language, lots of death, and not enough smut in my humble opinion. That doesn’t take into account the light stalking, a bit of domination, backstabbing, the alphaholes, a possessive MMC, and a fiery FMC, both of whom are determined to blow shit up. 
So, I hope you’re good with pussy and the endless use of fuck. It occurs 117 times in this story in several variations. Yes, I counted. According to my mother, my characters need to learn a new word. I disagree. As for the smut, it’s there, and a decent amount. The characters and I argued over how much.
As this takes place in my NYC world, you’ll cross paths with shifters, vampires, hunters, and witches. And the main guy, well, he's a merman who has a knack for charring his victims and a shoot first, ask questions later philosophy.
If that doesn’t wet your palate or it offends you, then this book may not be for you.
Continue at your own risk.
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Gray peered through the rifle scope, sighting his prey. Hitting his target this way was a bit on the antiquated side, but the male didn’t travel alone. He spotted his victim in the passenger seat of a black van as it pulled into the dimly lit parking lot. At least he didn’t need to lure the male to the dock. The guy had arrived all on his own. Though it certainly took away the thrill of the hunt. He rather enjoyed that look of fear that filled every one of his victim’s eyes when they realized death had come for them. 
While he wouldn’t get up close and personal with this target, he’d still revel in the kill. After the mess the male and a few others had left in the waters last week, they deserved nothing less. He ensured that everyone who crossed his…family…suffered at his hands.
The black van parked in a spot not too far from the dock’s entrance. He watched as the driver and his target climbed out of the vehicle. Although he could strike from this distance, he didn’t want to take out his prey too early. Where would the fun in that be?
His gaze narrowed as the two men strode around to the back of the van and two more men got out. The four lingered there for a moment, discussing something. Not that he could tell what from his position in the tree. What the hell were they doing?
“Just grab her!” his target yelled.
Her? Shit. Didn’t that just complicate matters? Eh, only a little, the more he thought about it. He’d let things play out, not that he’d let them go too far. It might even give him the opportunity to end more than one life, drawing no attention to his pod. His leader wouldn’t like that.
Two men lifted a dark-haired female out of the back of the van. She squirmed, struggling against their hold, and shrieked through the gag around her mouth.
“Shut it, Red!” his prey hollered. “You brought this on yourself.”
It didn’t matter why these men intended to harm or kill the female they carried. He could easily save her with a headshot to each male in a matter of seconds. His finger inched closer to the trigger, settling against the cool metal. One move. That’s all it would take.
They’d easily drop her. What if she got hurt in the process? Or she got caught in the crossfire? Maybe he just needed to wait until they got closer. Then he’d take less of a chance that the woman got injured. Gray shook his head. Why the fuck did it matter how he saved her? Or if she got a little banged up?
Shit. He didn’t even have to save this chick. It wasn’t his primary objective. The bearded guy was the only one left of the group to kill. Gray scrubbed a hand across his face. Saving the chick came second to that. The how mattered little. His gut twisted at the mere thought of her getting hurt.
Fuck. What was wrong with him? He needed to get it together. Steeling his shoulders, he looked through the rifle scope. Son of a bitch. He’d lost track of them. It shouldn’t take him long—they’d moved faster than he expected.
Only one man had a hold of the female now. Gray narrowed his eyes as the male’s grip tightened on her. His target removed the woman’s gag. “Tell me where it is, Red.”
“Fuck you!” she spat.
“Wrong answer.” His prey backhanded the woman, splitting her lip.
A low growl rumbled in Gray’s chest. One tiny squeeze and he’d explode this piece of shit’s head. Though if he waited a few more seconds, then he might just find out what they wanted. Either way, this shitbag was about to die.
“Shh,” the male holding the female demanded. “Someone’s here.”
Gray stilled his body, leveling his breaths so they blended with the gentle breeze. New York City was so cold this time of year, it took extra work to camouflage with the background. No way they could hear or see him.
His target swiveled his head around, scanning the surrounding dock. “Ain’t no one here but us.” The male frowned and turned his attention back to the woman. “Now, let’s try this again. Tell me where it is, Red, and we’ll make this quick.”
With a gleam in her honey-brown eyes, the corner of her mouth upturned. “Might as well kill me now, Chucky, because I’ll never tell.”
“Don’t call me that!” He struck her across the face, jerking her head to the side. 
It took every ounce of control he had not to react. His entire body itched with rage. He wanted to race down there, wrap his hands around that grubby bastard’s neck, and squeeze the life out of him as he sent endless jolts of electricity surging through that shitbag’s body.
Her tongue snaked out to the corner of her mouth as she focused back on the male. “What’s the matter, Chucky? Don’t like being thought of as a psychopath or a maniacal doll?”
“You bitch!” Chucky lifted his hand, which the male holding the female caught.
“You’re wasting time.” The male narrowed his dark eyes and shoved his target back a few steps. His fingers curled around the woman’s throat. “Now, tell me what I want to know. Where…is…it?” he punctuated each word as his grip tightened.
“It’s…gone,” she choked out.
“Then you’re of no use to me.” In one swift move, he threw the chick they called Red off the dock and into the water. “Go back—”
A bullet struck the male in side of the head, cutting off his words. Before Gray lost his one chance, he aimed, pulled the trigger again, and shot his target. While he should take care of the other two, seconds counted with the woman. Maybe she’d get herself untied and back to the top, but he couldn’t risk it. Gray tossed his rifle aside and raced down the tree.
Out of his periphery, he noted the two males sprawled on the pier, their blood pooling on the wooden planks. He’d address that once he got the female topside. The other two men had already run back toward the van. As much as he wanted to take care of it, the girl was more important right now. At least everything that happened wouldn’t come back to his pod. No one would suspect him as a merman. 
Popping the buttons on his shirt, he ripped it apart, threw it on the ground, and leaped over the railing. Gray dove into the cold, salty water with the finesse of a dancer. Although he didn’t have his tail or fins at the moment, he could still swim. Thankfully, the current didn’t work too much against him. His pants and shoes slowed him down a little.
At least they were near where the Atlantic Ocean and Hudson River met. He didn’t know how fresh water affected his kind. It wasn’t something he was prepared to discover. He swam through the blue water, using every muscle in his body to catch up to the sinking woman. As he got closer, he noticed she no longer struggled against her bindings. Shit! No way would she drown on his watch, which meant he only had one option to save her.
Though he loathed the idea of kissing her without permission, it was better than the alternative. Gray pushed harder and caught up to the female. Every second that passed brought her closer to death. Most mermaids or mermen used the kiss to delay the inevitable. It gave time for them to get a person to their leader. Except he wouldn’t wish the pain of that transition on anyone.
This is the only choice, he told himself. He wrapped a hand around her slim waist, worked on one knot, and pressed his lips to hers, breathing air into her lungs. Though the kiss seemed to take his breath away, he’d do it again to save her life.

      [image: image-placeholder]Lia stared wide-eyed at the male in front of her. What the fuck had he just done? How the hell was she breathing underwater? Better yet, what the fuck was he? Obviously, he was some kind of supernatural creature. Something to fret over later. The male got the last of her bindings undone. With no hesitation, she swam toward the surface, as did he. She didn’t know what the fuck awaited her when she got to the top, but it was sure as shit better than what had just happened.
They broke the surface simultaneously. Lia eyed him as he ran a hand across the top of his head, slicking his dark hair back. Normally, she enjoyed taking in a chiseled body such as the specimen before her, except all she cared about was getting the fuck away from there. Her attention flicked to the pier. Without uttering a word, she swam toward it.
The male followed suit. Though his strokes were extremely more efficient than her own, he got to the dock just after she did. While she hadn’t asked, he helped her climb onto the pier. Her gaze fell to the bodies splayed across the boardwalk. Droplets of blood and brain matter covered the ground. She glanced from the ashen color of Chucky’s face to Sandor’s…her eyes snapped back to the guy who’d saved her life. Shit! Had he done that? His lack of reaction suggested he had, which meant he didn’t know.
Lia opened her mouth—the male grabbed Chucky’s ankle and dragged him toward the pier’s edge. The tatted, dark-haired male pointed at her. “Stay put. I’ll be back in a minute.” He dove off the pier, hauling Chucky’s corpse into the water with him.
“Fuck that,” she muttered and jumped to her feet. No way would she be here when Sandor fully healed and awoke. Shit. He’d snatched her phone from her. They’d nabbed her before she got her weapons. Maybe she couldn’t properly kill him, but there might still be time for her to locate her phone. She couldn’t have been in the water long. Right? Gripping a handful of wet hair, she wrung it out and groaned. Only one way to find out. 
Reluctantly, Lia strode over to where Sandor’s body lay. Her boots squeaked with each step she took. “Fuck,” she mumbled as she kneeled beside the not-so-dead vampire. Quickly patting him down, Lia checked both pockets of his slacks and jacket. “Shit.” Nothing. She scanned the wooden walkway and nearby parking lot. No van. Which meant the other two goons had run off. One of them probably had her cell phone.
Whatever. Hanging around waiting for that dumbass to return was a death sentence. Lia stood and started toward the city. She had to get back to her place before they found the hidden drive. If they found it first, then they would render all her efforts from the past five years useless. She couldn’t let that happen. Even if it meant leaving the guy who’d saved her to face Sandor alone.
Lia ran across the walkway, stopped, water squishing into the grass beneath her wet boots, and glanced over her shoulder. Her rescuer could come back any second. It was insane to leave him to handle a vampire alone, especially if he didn’t know shit about them. With how quickly they healed, Sandor would come around any second now. Except what would he
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