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  Savage Secrets


Poised Skylar Addison is starting a second career as an agent for Oceanic Shift. This cynical Alaskan native is a fierce, unusual marine shifter and has never exerted a single feminine wile in her life. She knows who she is, what she is, and even where she’s going. However, her lonely self has always assumed that her mate got run over by a garbage truck…so when gorgeous Malcolm tells her they’re mates, color her skeptical. 

Veteran Malcolm Vasquez has been an agent for Oceanic Shift for four decades. He and his beast have been impatiently waiting for their mate. When she finally arrives, he almost overlooks her. He never expected a quiet, ready-to-rumble woman who can take him down in seconds. Once he meets her, he wants no one else. Now he has to convince her they’re mates.







  
  Oceanic Shift Series Characters



Adanna Ward – agent in training at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, supercroc – one of ten kidnapped women 
Arnaaluk “Arna” Etook –  retired agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, large and in charge beast
Bart McNally – crusty old sea captain –  founder of Oceanic – no one argues with him
Brody Rhodes – agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, Megalodon
Calhoun "Cal" Hunt – retired from government, new hire at Oceanic shift, Level 5 shifter, squid Kraken
Cassidy Norwick – scientist at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, sea dragon – one of ten kidnapped women
Dr. Colin Wozinaky – head of Coral Reef Project at Oceanic Shift, eel shifter
Cyrus “Cyclops” King – agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, Cyclops-like beast
(Hubert Johnson) – betrayer - agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, liopleurodon
Janelle Jones – works in Records at Oceanic Shift – orca – cousin to Sam, kidnapped separately by a stalker
Jermaine Jeffries – agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, supercroc
Katrina Mundy – human scientist at Oceanic Shift, nearly Ph.D. level – one of ten kidnapped women
Kinsley Jacobs – agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, mosasaurus – mate to Mac – one of ten kidnapped women
Kristoff Everton – head of a government department, Michelle’s boss – blue whale 
Lauren  De Graw – Oceanic human accountant – one of ten kidnapped women
Logan Marxin – pyscholgist & head of security at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, Isle of Tentacles
Maclaren “Mac” Atlas – Director of Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, mosasaurus – mate to Kinsley
Malcolm Vasquez – agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, livyatan
Marcy Sharp – Oceanic Shift trainer, great baker, hammerhead shark
Mateo Torres – head of security at Oceanic Shift
Marty Mays – agent at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, octopus Kraken – one of ten kidnapped women
Michelle Olson - human who works for the government (Jason Gaetz - her non-husband wanted her dead) – one of ten kidnapped women
Mick – agent at Oceanic Shift, partner to Cyclops – Level 5 shifter
Piper Lockhurst – works at the aquarium – one of ten kidnapped women
Sam Jones – assistant to Mac at Oceanic Shift – orca – cousin to Janelle
Sofie Redin – assistant to Logan
Skylar Addison – agent in training at Oceanic Shift – Level 5 shifter, livyatan – one of ten kidnapped women
Trista Savoy – scientist at Oceanic shift – sea witch – one of ten kidnapped women
Willa Frederick –  receptionist who has been at Oceanic since it began
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  Chapter 1


Malcolm Vasquez took the stairs to the training room three at a time. Marcy, their trainer at Oceanic Shift, was a grandmother who knew how to bake. The woman could open a bakery. So what if he had to help her teach their new recruits? One of those new recruits was his soon-to-be-partner and he definitely wanted the man trained on the mundane quickly. The experienced agent had started today from what he’d heard. While the other two trainees started last week while he’d been tying up loose ends relating to his ex-partner’s betrayal. 
He shoved open the door and entered the room. The first person he spotted was his new partner. His initial impression was that of calm, control, and confidence. Much different than his previous partner who had gone rogue. They still didn’t know for certain that Hubert had been selling women for marine blood sport, but he had plenty of proof that his ex-partner had taken money for nefarious deeds. What those nefarious actions were and who funded them remained a mystery, despite the work he put in last week to discover all of Hubert’s misdeeds.
Now, gazing at his new partner, Malcolm would bet his boat on this man’s integrity. Mac had stated that the man was a longtime friend and would never turn on them. Malcolm had no difficulty believing that. His new partner’s rock solidness could nearly be discerned.
With brown hair and green eyes, he looked as solid as a monolith. The man had a face that would look even better carved in stone. A good many of Malcolm’s worries disintegrated. He nodded to the man who returned the gesture.
The second person he noticed was a woman who made his breath catch. So beautiful he had to blink a couple times to determine if she was even real. A Black woman with gorgeous natural hair and mesmerizing golden eyes, he took a long moment to enjoy the view. With bone structure that couldn’t possibly be real, yet here she was.
He moved on because he didn’t want to be pegged as a creep. The third person in the room sat in front of one of the tall windows in the training room. The light diffused behind her so perfectly that all he saw was a burst of light haloing her. As though she was an angel or some higher being.
He scoffed at his own ridiculousness. Yet he couldn’t discern her features. She was definitely a woman. There was enough of her shape to confirm the person seated in front of the window was female.
That’s all he could tell though. He sent her and the other woman a quick smile of welcome before Marcy bounced across the room to squeeze him. A vibrant, intelligent woman, Marcy looked to be about fifty years old. Which meant she was way older. She was a great-grandmother, maybe a great-great-grandmother by now.
She brought vitality and enthusiasm to her job as a trainer. You had to be really grim to not appreciate this woman. If people didn’t respond to her—definite red flag.
She wrapped him in the arms of grandmothers around the world. Strength, gentleness, and love encased him for the moment, and he enjoyed her vanilla and cinnamon scent. “Malcolm, you made it.”
“I heard you baked. Of course I made it.” He sent her his best smile. The same one she swore got him anything he wanted.
Marcy laughed and hauled him across the room. There, nestled inside a plastic container he recognized, were the coffee cake muffins he adored. Nothing this woman produced was bad, but these were favorites. He scooped up one and headed for the coffee machine in the training area.
“I love you, Marcy.”
“I know.” Her delighted laugh echoed around the room and if that didn’t help calm the nerves of the three trainees in the room, nothing would.
“Malcolm, this is Calhoun Hunt, your new partner. The women are Adanna Ward and Skylar Addison. They were among the ten women kidnapped.” That had happened the same day he and Mac took down Hubert, his former partner. Mac gave him the rest of that awful week off, so he hadn’t heard about the kidnappings until the following Monday morning. He’d spent much of the time off as his beast.
Malcolm swallowed a large bite of his first muffin and nodded at all the trainees.
“This is Malcolm Vasquez. He’s been here nearly as long as Mac and Logan, and he’s a stellar agent. He’s going to do your training this morning as he actually works in the field.” 
With that, Marcy slid into a desk beside Calhoun, clutching a spiral notebook and her trusty pen and offered him a devilish grin.
He sent her a droll look before washing his muffin down with coffee. “Thank you, Marcy.” No one would guess this woman shifted into a massive hammerhead shark.
She smelled like the sea, but most would likely guess her other form was a tuna. Or a seahorse. Nope. The woman turned into one of the fiercest predators in the sea.
He shook his head. “Now that Marcy is making me do her job…”
A polite round of laugher from his new pupils. The light still diffused around the second woman. He caught the impression of blonde hair but couldn’t discern the exact shade. Just that her hair was lighter than anyone else’s in the room.
Marcy had the classic cap of silvery curls one might expect from a grandmother. The mystery woman, Skylar, did not have silver hair. Although, the light caught in the strands, and he spotted silvery tones. Maybe platinum?
He swallowed again and launched into the information these three would need in order to do their job. From what Marcy just told him, Cal had apparently come in late last week to complete his paperwork and do some orientation. The women had been through the rounds of paperwork and shown the most basic things last week. Such as where to find the rest rooms, the cafeteria and cafe downstairs, as well as where the various break rooms were. In addition, they were shown the rudiments of the job. What they could expect from the day to day, and he heard they’d done a preliminary boat and safety training that Cal should already know. 
Now, it was time to get into the nitty gritty of the actual job. Malcolm had been doing this for forty years. He could teach this training session in his sleep. While in his beast form.
His beast form might make things a little more complicated. His beast spoke a form of English. And Spanish, like he did. But he sometimes mashed together those two and all of the other languages he had picked up over the years.
Malcolm had the trainees open their training material and started the class. Wishing the light would change so he could see the mystery woman. His beast’s nudges felt more like rams now than simply trying to get his attention.
What did that mean?

      [image: image-placeholder]When the man, Malcolm, walked through the door, Skylar’s heart performed a series of acrobatics. Her breath caught on a gasp. She managed to stifle the gasp, barely. Now she drank in the sight of the most handsome man she’d ever seen in her whole life. And hello, there were so many handsome, single men here her hormones had been cartwheeling.
He didn’t wear a wedding band and for that she was grateful.
She’d feel dirty if he was mated. The epitome of tall, dark, and handsome, he might not be to every woman’s taste, but most would agree he was gorgeous. This man’s face showed years of experience and honor. He showed up, solid and trustworthy, and got the job done. Malcolm Vasquez wouldn’t allow minor details to pass by him.
He would do the job to the absolute best of his ability and do so with cool confidence. He emitted not one arrogant or entitled vibe. Just a quiet certainty in his abilities. He knew who he was.
The way he moved seemed like magic to her. As though he was more fluid than solid. Graceful and yet tough at the same time.
Her breath suspended again, and she wrestled her breathing back into submission. Panting during training would call far too much attention to her.
But…
He’s so handsome. Her beast’s take on Malcolm Vasquez matched her own.
I agree. Skylar worked to keep all breathlessness out of her tone.
Then she thought about the possibility of this man even noticing her as anything other than a woman he had to train. Everything inside her deflated. No man—not one of the men in her village at home in Alaska or during college—had ever noticed her.
She was Skylar, a friend. Like a sister. Maybe an aunt. She winced. No longer a young woman, not when she stared fifty in the face this year—but looked twenty-seven or eight, thank you shifter genes—she had long given up on dreams of being anything other than single.
I have been on exactly two dates.
Both of those had been because the men in question wanted to ask about her cousin once and her best friend the other time. Her cousin and her best friend had both been mated for twenty-five years. They had kids in college.
As if this gorgeous man would ever look twice at me.
Her track record was not in her favor. Two dates and not because the men in question found her appealing. But because the men had wanted to learn about the more attractive women in her life. Those two times had done nothing to improve her confidence as a woman.
As a person and as her beast, she had plenty of confidence. She had lived long enough to understand her own self-worth. But as a woman, well let’s just say she understood she lacked something men found attractive.
Apparently.
Her village was small and the men there were mostly shifters. All of them except her twin brother and one older, mated woman, smelled of the sea. 
They don’t like you because of me. Her beast spoke with a tinge of asperity.
They just don’t find me attractive. She had to stay truthful to herself. They didn’t find her attractive. It hurt. She didn’t lie to herself. Those years of spinning fantasies about herself were long past.
Her beast made a scoffing noise in her head. They know I can eat them so they’re afraid of me. Her beast sounded smug about this.
Skylar offered an internal laugh that ended on a snort. Her beast might be fierce, but she was also cute as could be. At least Skylar thought so.
Maybe. After all these years, Skylar had given up on the notion of being anything other than lonely. Yet when Arna had retired and moved home, she changed Skylar’s world. That fabulous lady from their village had lived here in Washington, D.C. for a century and a half. But Arna’s job remained a mystery to those at home.
Arna yanked Skylar in to help devise a plan to thwart the pirates who had taken to stealing their supplies. Skylar had thrown herself into the plan.
Arna had found her mate in D.C., and she assured Skylar that she would also find her mate, not in their small village, but in the big city. Arna shifted into a nightmare and understood Skylar’s dilemma as her Level Five beast had no name. Arna had reassured Skylar that the work here at Oceanic Shift suited her perfectly and she’d find plenty of single men who also shifted into impressive beings.
She had repeatedly reassured Skylar that “you mate when you find your mate.” 
Skylar was still fuzzy about what Arna meant by that. Two dates. Neither of those two men had been interested in her.
She studied the magnificent specimen of man who invited her to open her training binder to the fifteenth page. He was everything she wanted in a mate.
If she even had one of those. Reality had long ago shoved that fantasy into the trash. She no longer fantasized about some man who would take one look at her and fall instantly.
Bah hum bug.
If such a man existed, he had gotten run over by the truck collecting the weekly trash. Skylar dutifully opened her binder and forced herself to concentrate on what the hottie said.
Her gaze landed on her new bestie, Adanna. And right there is why we won’t get this man. She internally pointed at Adanna, one of the most beautiful women she’d ever seen in her entire life.
Adanna was from Barbados, so she brought not only outward beauty, but she was fierce, intelligent, funny, and she spoke in a gorgeous Barbadian lilt. Please.
Skylar shoved all other thoughts out as she concentrated on what Malcolm taught them. Of course, in keeping with tall, dark, and handsome, his voice matched. Deep and sonorous, it sent dancing tingles up and down her spine.
She wanted to bathe in his voice. To see those gorgeous dark eyes darken in… Yeah, that’s never happened, so I can’t even describe it.
Her pen creaked in her hand, and she stopped exerting unnecessary force on the simple writing device.
Remember, you’re good at lonely, chickie. 






  
  Chapter 2


As the morning light moved across the sky and Malcolm progressed through the training material, he finally caught more of the woman’s face. Her face was now in shadow as she sat with her back to the window. Not something he or his colleagues would choose to do. However, in a room this size and with it several floors up, it was a little safer. 
He still wouldn’t do it. His new partner had chosen a seat where he had a clear view of every entrance and exit. Including the windows. He had situated his desk so it left his back against the wall. With all the windows in the room, the man had placed his chair with the attached desk to the left of the two windows and in the corner. It was the best option in the room.
The beauty from Barbados had taken the chair and desk at the front of the room. That left only one additional desk. The one in front of the window. Marcy’s desk was situated at a right angle to these desks, a space she rarely used when she had agents to train.
Otherwise, she led the training session from the same area where he now stood. She had taken the only other student desk in the room. It was stored on the other side of Marcy’s desk. She dragged it behind Skylar and to her left. Her desk was placed between the two windows.
The most unsafe desk in the entire room was the one Skylar had chosen. Malcolm guessed the glass was reinforced and the type to stay together if broken from the outside, so dangerous but not horrific.
That brought his thoughts right back to the woman whose face he still couldn’t discern. What he did see intrigued him. Her hair dazzled in the light and shot streaks of gold and silver around her. A blonde, for certain. He wondered what color her eyes were.
He concluded a longer chapter in the training manual and glanced at Marcy. “A break?”
Her decisive nod and smile of approval meant he’d called that right. He sent her a crooked smile. You could take the grandmother out of the classroom, but you couldn’t take the classroom out of the grandmother. Or some such silliness.
Their students all stood, and he noted that the mystery woman wasn’t as tall as he supposed. She wasn’t short per se, but the beauty had her beat by a couple inches. And his mysterious woman was also more petite than he suspected. The man in the back towered over both women, exactly as Malcolm did.
The beauty, Adanna, carried herself with the confidence of a woman who knew herself and could take care of herself. For that matter, so did the mystery woman. She stepped away from her desk to join Adanna. 
The two women leaned into each other and smiled into each other’s eyes. Exactly as he’d seen Kinsley and Marty do. A dynamic agent duo here at Oceanic Shift. The two were now mated to two of Oceanic’s oldest employees.
At oldest employees, Malcolm winced. He was only three years younger than Mac, their director and Kinsley’s mate. He had no idea where Logan, Marty’s mate, stood in the age bracket, but he guessed Logan only had a year or two on him.
Cal strode past Adanna’s desk and halted in front of him. Malcolm shook his hand. “I’m Malcolm. Thanks for answering Mac’s call to action.”
“Cal. I was ready for a change.” Cal’s handshake was firm and solid, not too limp or too tight. He didn’t try to show his strength or prove himself.
Malcolm approved. “You heard about my previous partner?”
Cal’s frown told its own story. “I heard enough.” His frown deepened into a scowl. “I take down bad guys. I don’t reason with them or work with them.” The latter part came on a growl.
“Same.” They shared a moment of agreement before Marcy bustled up to ask Cal a few questions to fill in her paperwork.
Malcolm headed back to the muffins. He now caught full sight of the mystery woman. It stopped him mid-stride. Where he stopped so suddenly he reeled.
All the breath in his lungs whooshed out and left him dizzy.
The bluest eyes he’d ever seen met his. A beautiful smile curled her lips as she greeted him. Her handshake was every bit as impressive as Cal’s. But hers was warm, sweet, and confident in a way that left him even more dizzy.
Adanna offered her hand as well and he enjoyed her handshake but if interrogated, wouldn’t be able to offer any details. He smiled at Adanna, but his gaze shot right back to the woman in front of him. Not young. But younger than him.
She stood there in all her womanly glory and used not one bit of it. Skylar Addison brought confidence in the form of experience and age to the table. She laid it there and left it to him to accept or reject her offering. As though to say, this is who I am, take me or leave me, I don’t care.
Malcolm wanted to breathe her in and snatch everything she laid down for himself.
His beast roared to the forefront. Mine.
If he didn’t soon inhale, he’d pass out. Not a scene he wanted to cause. Not at all the impression he wanted to leave.
He now understood what other shifters had said in the past. You’ll know when you meet her. Yet Mac hadn’t known.
On the other hand, Logan had figured out quickly that Marty was his mate. Only Marty had to make peace with her beast before they could be together. Mac and Kinsley, on the other hand, while they had been attracted to each other, hadn’t known they were mates until they shifted together.
Mac and Kinsley were mosasaurs. Logan and Marty were both large tentacled creatures you did not want to encounter if you were a bad guy. Logan’s beast dumped multiple ships of bad guys simultaneously, during their last epic battle.
Or so he’d heard. He’d been off chasing leads pertaining to Hubert, so he hadn’t been there. An epic battle and he missed it.
We’ll be at the next one. His beast made that a vow.
And continued with another thought. We need to shift, with our mate, so everyone knows she’s ours.

      [image: image-placeholder]Skylar shook Malcolm’s hand and struggled to keep her reaction to herself. In all her years of living, she’d never had the overwhelming urge to drag a man off to her lair before. We don’t have a lair. Her beast’s tart interjection made it even harder to keep all expression off her face and in her body language.
But we need to get one. Then drag him there. Her beast might be salivating over this incredible version of a man.
You do know he gets a say, right? Skylar really hated to rain on their parade, but her track record had shown her that men weren’t clamoring to learn anything about her, much less visit her so-called lair. Which she still did not have. Might need to seriously reconsider that oversight.
And remember, we live here in the dorm right now. Don’t even have an apartment. Ever since being kidnapped Thursday a little over a week ago, she and her fellow shifters, other than Kinsley and Marty, had been living with the four human women who had been kidnapped with them. They provided comfort for the women who had to process the terrible event, which inevitably showed up in their nightmares.
A true nightmare situation. The men who kidnapped the ten of them had intended to shift into their marine selves, various sharks, orca, and an octopus, to kill the ten women for sport. Too bad for them they’d kidnapped a mosasaur, Kraken, livyatan, supercroc, sea dragon, and a sea witch. She and her new besties had shifted and taken care of the idiots in a matter of seconds. [Shifter Secrets - Book 1 - The Oceanic Shift Series]
Skylar had taken on the role of protector for the four human women as it was immediately evident her fellow shifters were capable of taking out the bad guys. She’d been a little sad that she didn’t get to chomp on one, but sacrifices had to be made. She had been the largest beast in the water, other than Marty’s Kraken. An impressive beast.
Nowhere to take this beautiful man. Her beast mourned in a pitiful tone.
Right. We live in the dorm here with seven other women. Skylar wanted to shout at the heavens for that injustice, yet it was where she was supposed to be.
She did not voice to her beast that this gorgeous man had no desire to be drug off to their lair anyway. Malcolm could have any woman he wanted. He would overlook her exactly as all the other men in her life had.
Their loss.
Skylar knew she’d make a great mate. She knew who she was, and she’d waited a long time for her mate. There was a lot of pent-up love in her to give. And she would give it freely and without condition. Your loss if you don’t see that I’d make a great mate. 
It had taken a long time for her to come to that realization. But she was here, and she owned it. I’ll make a great agent and throw myself into my new job instead.
Skylar had enjoyed her previous job where she taught mostly eager students. She’d miss that part of her life. Yet it had been time to move on. Hunting bad guys embraced all of her skills and offered her a new set of abilities.
Then her gaze slid back to the man in front of her who was engaged with Adanna right now.
He smells really good. Her beast again voiced exactly what Skylar was thinking.
This was the scent she had caught when Kinsley and Marty had shown her and Adanna the offices where the agents worked last week. While faint, it captured her interest and woke her beast. Who had a lot to say about that masculine scent. In fact, she hadn’t shut up about it for the next hour.
A wonderful masculine aroma of sea air, an herbal soap he must use, and underpinning all that, a crisp shot of his beast.
If we think he’s handsome, what will Adanna—who is everything a man wants—think? Skylar didn’t ask her beast this question. This was solely for herself. Adanna was younger, about thirty-eight, Skylar thought. Adanna had plenty of experience, however. Still, she was younger, and men liked that.
Yet, if pressed, she would say that Malcolm appreciated Adanna, but didn’t seem taken with her. Huh. Odd that. Most men would be all over a woman like Adanna. Flirting like crazy with her and trying to get her phone number.
Except they were in a professional setting, and he was supposed to be their instructor. At least for today. Maybe he followed professional standards. Such as he did not act on his baser instincts while at work.
A shame. Her beast sounded sorrowful.
Skylar tamped the overwhelming urge to laugh. She also didn’t point out that if he did act on those, it wouldn’t be with her. Again, long history and all that.
She moved to speak to Marcy who had indicated she wanted to ask her a few questions. Malcolm stayed with Adanna. This didn’t make her heart plummet, or her stomach topple.
Oh no. Far from being disappointed, Skylar lived in reality. She knew her own limitations and knew how to take care of herself, both physically and emotionally.
You didn’t get to be her age without introducing yourself to reality. If you missed it, reality knocked you down repeatedly until you acknowledged that it was cruel and would always get its own way.
Reality might be harsh, but it was real.
Marcy was beaming when Skylar stopped in front of her. There was an emotion there, tamped, but still evident. It took far too long for Skylar to identify. Beating around Marcy’s person was… ah, yes, speculation. The woman’s direct gaze on her was one of speculation and anticipation.
Skylar answered her questions calmly and quietly. Marcy’s expression morphed into outright delight by the time they finished. “We expect incredible things from you, dear. Incredible things.” The older woman patted her hand. “You’ll be happy you made this decision. Good things are coming to you.”
Left blinking as Marcy bounced over to Adanna, Skylar tried to make sense of this Marcy interaction. She couldn’t. There was no sense to be made.
Instead, she turned toward the exit. Somewhere in all these long halls was a restroom and a place where she could refill her water bottle.
At least all the good habits she’d incorporated in her life these past decades were paying off now. The hollow feeling inside echoed with what might be that old frenemy, loneliness.






  
  Chapter 3


Tuesday morning, Malcolm arrived at work a little earlier than usual. He hoped to run into Mac. That might be a pipe dream though, because Mac was newly mated. He had an excellent reason these days to work less hours. 
That sent a shaft of what might be pain through Malcolm. What did that feel like? To be mated.
His beast bumped him. We have a mate.
His eyebrows rose, even though his beast couldn’t see that. Yes. It’d be nice to meet her. The image of bright blue eyes and silver and gold shot hair rose in his mind’s eye.
His beast huffed. We know her. Yesterday.
You think Skylar is our mate? It took one’s beast to know one’s mate. He wasn’t exactly testing him, but the thought that he had met her blasted something altogether different through him. Something that might even be hope.
The pretty blonde woman is ours. His beast paused. Good beast.
Malcolm freely admitted he had no idea what that meant. Just as he went to further quiz his beast on this interesting topic, he nearly collided with Mac.
Desperation made him reach out to take the other man’s shoulders. Mac showed no signs of surprise. His old friend inspected him with the knowing gaze of a man who has experienced the best life has to offer. A mate.
“Which one is she? Adanna or Skylar?” Mac asked. Not in a knowing way. Then he said, “Skylar. Of course.”
Malcolm swore his eyebrows had to be in his hairline by now. He swallowed a couple times before his voice worked. “How… what…” He shook his head. It didn’t help. He had just realized that now that he had probably met his mate, his entire life was about to change. Panic swam nearby.
“I recognize your expression.” Mac patted his shoulder. “That shell shocked, in awe, slightly terrified look of a man who has found his mate but has no idea what to do with that knowledge.”
His mouth snapped shut. Mac perfectly described the weird feelings and thoughts in his head. “What do I do?”
“The best thing for you is to shift together.” Mac tugged out his phone. “I’ll arrange for that to happen…” he trailed off.
Malcolm’s ability to speak escaped him again. All he managed was a noise in the back of his throat.
Mac looked up. “Sorry. I’m checking the schedule. It will have to be late tomorrow or Thursday.” His fierce scowl at his phone mollified Malcolm. Some.
“Why so long?” His voice sounded rusty. He cleared his throat but wasn’t convinced that helped.
“The sea captains have a seminar tomorrow on some safety course. It’s a new regulation so they’ll be at that all day.” Mac tapped his screen several times. “Thursday is pretty wide open.” Then he paused. “Wait.” He worked on the phone while Malcolm’s entire life hovered in limbo. Or a precipice. Either way it was mighty uncomfortable.
Mate.
His beast was more vocal than usual.
Calm down. If she’s our mate, a few days won’t change that. Malcolm wasn’t certain who he was trying to convince. Himself or his agitated beast.
Mate.
He understood his beast’s insistence on getting this done. On shifting together so they could mate and plan their wedding and have their mate in their lair. He had a home he would love to share with her.
Then a thought occurred to him. She’s living in the dorm right now with the other women who were kidnapped. The timing totally sucked. She needed to be there with the four human women, especially. He almost shoved an agitated hand through his hair.
His life was about to change but he kept having to remind himself that her life was about to change too. Again.
Mac dropped his phone into a pocket. “She’s in training sessions all week. There isn’t time in her schedule for a spontaneous shift at sea.” His mouth formed a flat line.
Malcolm valiantly wrestled denial, anger, and disappointment. He also had to contend with his beast, who was not having this. “How many months did you and Kinsley dance around each other?”
Mac’s wry smile helped to quell a fraction of the disappointment. “Seven or eight. I was attracted to her from the start, but it wasn’t until we shifted that we both
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