
  
  
      
        
          Scary Secrets

          Fated mates, unusual shifters, workplace romance, sweet, lighter paranormal suspense

		      
          D.R. Grady

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Scary Secrets Blurb



Feisty Marty Mays might resemble a cocker spaniel, but this Oceanic Shift agent is a fierce, savvy fighter who takes out bad guys with ease. Now that she’s made friends with the creature inside, this unusual marine shifter has her sights set on a certain man whose beast is rumored to be even scarier than hers. Only every time she tries to ask him whether they are possibly, maybe… mates, she’s thwarted.

Empathetic Logan Marxin hides the most intimidating beast known to the shifter community. To the extent that he got a Doctorate in Psychology in order to deal with his terrifying monster. Too bad his likely mate has only just made friends with her own scary beast. While it’s time to reveal that he believes they’re mates, they won’t know for certain unless they shift together. Only he’s reluctant because he can’t bear for her to swim shrieking into the night at the first glimpse of his colossal beast.
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  Chapter 1


“Never again.” Logan Marxin trailed discreetly behind Marty Mays on the Washington, DC. city sidewalk. Losing her once to kidnappers had been bad enough. While he hadn’t personally contributed to her being kidnapped by men who had intended to kill her, he was still at fault. 
Those scumbags had planned to use the ten kidnapped women for sport. For their own fatal entertainment.
He was partially at fault for not instituting better security around their place of work, Oceanic Shift. He had been complicit because he had not done enough to prevent Marty, Kinsley, and eight other women from being snatched off the city streets. The only bright spot in the entire daunting situation was that the idiots had snatched eight women from Oceanic’s front step. Only two women out of the ten hadn’t worked for Oceanic. Of the eight who did, five of them were shifters. And one was a rare sea witch.
None of the six smelled like the sea—they were among Oceanic’s deepest secrets. Two of the women, Marty and her partner, Kinsley, were trained agents for Oceanic Shift. The six women had saved themselves and the four human women.
Despite this, his heart hadn’t stopped pounding, one day later.
I nearly lost her. This refrain hammered through him with alarming intensity.
Might have lost her before they ever had a chance to be together. Before she realized they were mates. Even he didn’t know for certain if they were mates. Kinsley Jacobs and Mac Atlas had only recognized they were mates after they both shifted into their beasts, at the same time. It had been apparent to all of them on the boat that day that the two were mates. [Shifter Secrets - Book 1 - Oceanic Shift Series]
Logan had firmly suppressed his envy at his long-time friend’s good fortune. Mac had admitted to being attracted to Kinsley from the start, but they hadn’t known they were mates until they shifted together.
Logan’s dilemma was in shifting. Marty had barely made peace with her own beast. No one would say this adorable woman was comfortable in her shifted form. He understood that as it had taken him years to come to terms with his own beast. The biggest, scariest one he had ever encountered. And Logan had worked for Oceanic Shift for four decades. He and Mac were both pushing old age in human years, but neither looked older than their mid-thirties. Maybe younger.
Marty and Kinsley were in their forties but neither appeared to be out of their twenties yet. Thank you, shifter genes. 
New hires, both of them, Marty had worked for a couple different private investigation firms while Kinsley had honed her skills as a military contractor. Both women brought amazing skills and deadly beasts. Both were necessary to excel at their jobs.
Logan had seen Marty’s beast, but he refused to terrify her by revealing his own. There were agents who had worked for them for decades who had never witnessed his beast. Mostly because he understood the possibility of causing widespread panic.
Oceanic Shift conducted a good amount of research on the ocean and on the natural and man-made shifts in the marine environment. But it also researched and hunted down bad criminals who used their ability to shift for sport or illegal gain. Most humans had no idea shifters existed. Much less that marine shifters existed. In fact, some marine shifters were unaware that “exotic” marine shifters existed.
Mac’s, his, and all the agents’ beasts were considered exotic. His beast barreled over the line into nightmare inducing. Marty had described her own beast that way.
If she describes her beast that way, what will she think of me?
He didn’t have an answer. Logan was as reluctant as his beast to introduce Marty to said beast. He quite liked his beast, now that he’d spent time with him and got to know him. Nightmare inducing for bad guys but reassuring for good guys. Or so Mac stated. Repeatedly.
But Marty might be afraid of his beast.
Marty stopped at the next intersection to allow traffic to flow past. Others congregated with her on the sidewalk. He held back. He didn’t mind if she spotted him, but he also didn’t want her to believe he was stalking her.
I’m not, right?
His beast snorted. Mate. Can’t stalk mate.
While partially reassured, Logan didn’t grow complacent. Marty had shown no indications that she realized they were mates. She hadn’t expressed they weren’t, either. Yet he might be alone in this belief.
Until she was on board, he refused to push her. She had only just become comfortable with her shifted self.
She had shifted while kidnapped. Her beast took out a nasty octopus shifter who had been last into the water. Well, her and Kinsley. Kinsley’s beast sported lots of sharp teeth. Marty then shifted back to human form to usher the human women out of the frigid open sea and back into the safety of the boat.
Logan had been impressed by the way the six women joined forces to protect the other four. They were agreed on their purpose in taking out the vile men who had thought to kill women they believed to be vulnerable. He’d have liked to have seen the scumbags’ shock and dismay when they realized five of the women shifted into much scarier beasts than them.
Much scarier.
His own beast hummed in contentment at having met Marty’s beast. He claimed to have even spoken to her. They both felt that his beast meeting Marty’s beast was their best course. That way her beast would recognize his and reassure Marty when he expanded. And expanded and expanded and kept expanding.
The walk sign lit, but most of those who had stopped on the sidewalk had already crossed. He hurried after them. Some protector I’m turning out to be.
He reminded himself that he hadn’t lost sight of Marty. Not at all. His musings might have distracted him, but he knew where she was at every moment. His beast wouldn’t allow for anything less.
Another reason why he’d come to like and trust his beast. Part of Logan’s job at Oceanic Shift was to help other reluctant shifters come to terms with their own beasts.
He had helped Marty to shift with those she trusted. She shifted while he’d been on the boat when Mac and Kinsley discovered they were mates. He’d seen her. And she had shifted during a traumatic experience—when she and the others were kidnapped. [Shifter Secrets – Book 1 – Oceanic Shift] 
This spelled the end of their working together. She was more comfortable shifting now. He had done his job.
Everything inside him disagreed.

      [image: image-placeholder]Marty Mays wasn’t aware she held her breath until she stepped into her condo and locked the front door behind her. Then all the air suspended in her lungs whooshed out. She didn’t relax.
No, after being kidnapped, her sense of freedom and liberty had been snatched at the same time as her body. She performed a complete sweep of her home. Checked under beds, into the depths of closets, and around every corner.
Lesson learned. Her senses remained on high alert as she made a scanty dinner and retreated to her small breakfast nook to eat. She strained to listen to all the activity out in the hallway.
“Happy Friday night to me.” She cheered the nonexistent person seated across from her. Her social life kind of sucked. Where others were out with friends, enjoying the start of the weekend, she sat in her lonely apartment. Alone.
With little to no interest in any of the activities she normally enjoyed.
The feeling of being watched had increased since the kidnapping. Whether the watcher was friend or foe she hadn’t ascertained. Yet. However, her beast didn’t seem alarmed by the watching, so Marty suspected whoever kept watch was a friend.
A tiny thought infiltrated and sent a zing through her. Maybe it was him.
Even the idea of Logan Marxin watching out for her made her want to sing. Never a good idea. Her husky voice and lack of musical ability were not conducive to singing. Although… my singing might make the bad guys surrender way faster.
She shoved that thought aside to think more on being protected by the man who fired up all her senses and made her want to growl along with her beast. Attractive to the extreme, with dark hair, gray eyes, and chiseled features, she found herself clenching her teeth around him.
Yet the notion that Logan was attracted to her always deflated her. The man was seriously hot. No way on earth was he attracted to a woman who at best was considered cute.
Oh to be as beautiful as her partner Kinsley. Tall, blonde, and so beautiful she seemed unreal, Kinsley also had a great brain, good instincts, and the skill set to take care of herself and those around her.
Marty, on the other hand, had heard herself described affectionately as a cocker spaniel. And she totally saw it. Red-gold curls, big brown eyes, and a smattering of freckles, plus small, and husky voiced, she concurred on the cocker spaniel bit.
Not sexy, not beautiful. Cute.
She resisted the urge to bang her head on the table. That hurt and would likely give her a big lump that she’d have to explain. Which she did not want to do. 
Men didn’t date cute women. They wanted sleek, sexy, and gorgeous like Kinsley.
Remember, Kinsley didn’t mate until this week. Until she found her mate. Once you find your mate, you’ll mate too and be everything he wants.
The voice in her head sounded like a combination of the snarky voice that lived in the back of her mind and her beast.
It held merit. Kinsley, despite being beautiful enough that she could have anyone she wanted, had waited for her mate. And she’d scored big. Mac Atlas, the director of Oceanic Shift, was a perfect contrast to Kinsley’s feminine loveliness. As handsome as Kinsley was beautiful, he also had the body of a movie star, the same skill set as Kinsley, only more, due to his longer tenure at Oceanic, and he was a good man.
He and Kinsley suited each other in every aspect. Even their beasts were the same. Kinsley once voiced the fear that she’d never meet someone with the same shifter form.
Marty thought about her beast. A scary, nightmare inducing one that wasn’t sleek or sexy either. Although she certainly could not be classified as cute. Other than her tendency to tickle her colleagues.
Huh.
Wait, do my co-workers think she’s cute? Even though she’s not, it’s her actions and her sense of fun that makes them not fear her. Same with my nephews and niece. They’re not afraid of her, even though she is scary.
This thought process completely changed a few tightly held beliefs that she had lugged around since her first shift. After the daunting realization that she wasn’t a dolphin shifter like her family.
They all smelled of the sea. She did not. They all were funny, wonderful animals who enjoyed swimming together as a pod. Marty had never been able to participate.
Not only because her beast was so much bigger than their sinuous shapes, but also because swimming wasn’t something she needed to do much in her shifted form. She could park in one place and wreak havoc.
Swimming was possible for her, and she was fast, but moving wasn’t necessary.
Marty brooded on this. It wouldn’t do to brood about her beast’s incompatibility with her family’s dolphins all night. Maybe she should lose herself in a book, a movie, or the internet.
None of those options appealed.
What do you want to do?
This errant little question circulated through her brain.
I want to spend the evening with Logan.
That’s not going to happen though. She stared listlessly at her pathetic little meal.
At least if I have to stay in tonight, I should be able to eat pizza.
Pizza sounded wonderful. Her stomach offered a rousing growl of agreement. Okay, that’s settled. A delicious meat pizza it is. Her beast had worked hard this week, and she liked her meat. Marty could forgo it, but she decided to treat her beast. And herself after a long week.
A quick call to the delicious pizza shop around the corner and she placed her order. If she got the largest size, she’d have leftovers for the rest of the weekend.
Can’t we share this? Her beast’s small question made her long for things that she wanted but seemed far out of her reach.






  
  Chapter 2


Logan made certain Marty entered her building and that the door shut firmly behind her. Her building was in a safe area and was well maintained. He settled into the shadows while she made her way to her condo. He waited until her light clicked on. His beast would know if she encountered any issues on her way to her unit, as well as inside. 
He quieted his mind but opened his senses until he became aware of everything around him. The cars that passed silently on this street and those surrounding it. The pedestrians who hurried by on their way to their evening plans.
The tall buildings surrounding them. Activity hived all around him as people scurried past. His human self couldn’t see well in the dark, but his beast could. He narrowed his eyes, and his beast shoved forward. The night opened up as though it were daylight.
A small movement grabbed his attention. Another man hunkered in the shadows down the street from him. The hairs on his nape lifted.
At that moment the windows he watched lit from within. The watcher down the street also focused on the same windows.
Logan barely suppressed his beast’s growl. That would give away their location.
His beast picked up no disturbances in the unit several floors above them. He noticed nothing out of order other than the man half a block away who also concentrated on the light spilling from Marty’s condo.
It wasn’t hard to ease into the shadows lining the street in his pursuit of the identity of the man watching with him. His beast did not growl again. He’d caught a whiff of the man or somehow identified him. Instead, the noise he made sounded welcoming.
Then the way the man moved, as he too caught sight of Logan, registered.
The hairs on his nape settled as he straightened to his full height and met the man in the middle of the street. “Hello Brody. It would appear we’re here with the same intention.”
Brody Rhodes, an agent who had taken a brotherly interest in Marty, nodded in greeting. “Kinsley has Mac to make certain she gets home okay. Marty doesn’t.” His voice didn’t carry in the night air, but it was fierce.
Logan agreed. “Yes, I’m here for the same purpose.”
One of Brody’s eyebrows cocked. “We both followed Marty home?”
“It would appear that way.” Warmth spread through him even as the humor of the situation occurred to him. He spouted about how important communication was, yet he and Brody were both here. At the same time.
“I couldn’t go home without knowing she was safe tonight.” Brody shook his head.
“Same.” They shoved their hands into their pockets in sync and stared up at those lit windows. He wanted to be on the other side of them. Wanted to be with the woman.
“You got plans for tonight?” Brody’s question came out of nowhere.
“No.” He wasn’t even that embarrassed to answer.
“She’s up there, alone, with a long evening stretching out ahead of her.”
He could relate. “Want to go knock on her door and see if she wants to spend it with us? I’m guessing she’s feeling unsettled after yesterday.”
“Yeah.” Brody hurried across the street toward Marty’s building. Logan hastened to keep up. Why not? Why did they all have to spend the evening alone?
The doorman let them in when he explained they worked with her. He’d seen Logan at least once before. They signed in before heading upstairs to her floor. That they both knew the floor she lived on, and her condo number hopefully did not indicate they were creepers.
He knocked on her door. Brody stood beside him, both of them in the frame of the keyhole.
A muted gasp before she disengaged the locks. It took her some time to unlock them all. He approved.
“Hello.” Her pretty lips formed an o and stayed that way while she stepped back to usher them into her place.
The decor colors were taken right from the sea. He suspected they all did this. Blues, grays, and greens, but also yellows. That bright color made sense for bright, vivacious Marty. Her couch was navy blue, just like his while her chairs matched in a feminine print. A cozy, well lived in space.
Not precious, but with books piled in the bookcases on either side of the fireplace, a brick outside wall, and large black metal framed windows. An abundance of plants spilled across several surfaces.
“This is nice.” Brody patted her head as he passed her.
“What are you doing here?” Her eyes widened. She held up a hand. “Not that I’m not thrilled you came, but I’m a little shocked.
“We have a confession to make.” Logan decided to go for it as a plan formed in his brain. “Brody and I both followed you home tonight.”
“We wanted to make certain you got home safely.” Brody settled into one of the chairs, confident in his welcome.
“I had the feeling I was being watched.” Marty chose to sit on the couch, and Logan dropped into the space beside her on the cushy surface. It was one of those that enclosed you, soft and comfortable and exactly what he would expect from this woman.
“Now that you know, maybe Brody and I can take turns making certain you get home safely.”
“Jermaine has his sister’s wedding this weekend, so we elected me to watch Marty tonight.” Brody mentioned his partner at Oceanic Shift. Of course, the two men cooked this up together.
Logan laughed at the same time as Marty did.
“What you’re saying is, you’re lucky you lot weren’t tripping over each other.”
“Maybe. But we met our goal. You are home safely.” He indicated the room. All it needed was a roaring fire as the early spring night was a little chilly. A fire would chase off the chill still in the air from winter’s grip.
“I am. I’m thrilled you decided to spend the evening with me.”
“Having trouble settling?” He would have been surprised if she hadn’t.
Her nod told him everything he suspected. He rushed to reassure her. “You’ve been through a traumatic experience. It’s going to unsettle you.”
“The good thing is that we’ve all experienced this.” Brody crossed his cowboy boots. The man was from Texas and had brought the state with him in the form of his attire choices. And faint drawl.
“I’m having a hard time tonight, but I don’t think this will last long.” Marty frowned. “It’s not something you expect to ever experience.” She sat up straighter. “At least Kinsley and I finished the main report, so we’ve basically closed the case.”
“That’s two more cases you’ve finished this week. After three last week.” Brody’s lips pursed in a silent whistle.
“True. Think Mac will give us a raise?”
Before either of them could answer, a firm knock sounded on her door.
He and Brody both tensed.

      [image: image-placeholder]“Ah, dinner is here.” Marty rose to answer the summons. She already had the delivery guy’s tip. And was aware of Logan following her to the door.
This man is definitely acting like my mate.
That wonderful thought sent tremors of happiness through her. She forced herself to concentrate on the pizza exchange. The delivery guy eyed Logan with an expression she couldn’t put a name to but nodded at them before turning briskly for the elevator.
Logan took the pizza from her. “You planned well.” He carried the pizza to her breakfast nook where Brody joined them.
She set plates, cups, drinks, and napkins on the table. She even had the makings for a salad in the fridge, as they all strove to eat healthily. It worked better for their beasts.
Once they gave a quick word of thanks, they dove into the pizza and Marty reflected on the happy circumstance of ordering the largest option.
“You planned to eat this entire pizza?” Brody asked around a bite of the piping hot, cheesy goodness.
It warmed her that they enjoyed this dinner with her. She forked up some salad. The men had brightened at the addition of the leafy greens on the table.
“I figured I’d eat my usual two slices and then enjoy the leftovers throughout the weekend.” Her forehead wrinkled. “Except that’s ridiculous because I’ll be at Oceanic for most of the weekend.”
Neither man questioned this. “You’re planning to spend the weekend with the women you were kidnapped with.” Logan didn’t ask.
“I am. We tried to talk Kinsley into spending her first weekend solely with Mac, but she shut that down by stating he’d have be there for a good bit of the weekend anyway.”
“Are they at least going to their house instead of their condo tonight?” Logan didn’t question this decision either.
“They are. The left for the house after work today and I made them promise not to come back to work until sometime tomorrow afternoon.”
“But you’ll be arriving bright and early tomorrow morning?” Logan asked this time.
“I have some chores to do in the morning, so I plan to head out around ten tomorrow. That’s my best guess.”
“I’ll swing by and pick you up.” Logan helped himself to another slice of pizza. He and Brody were neck and neck in slices devoured.
Her heart beat an extra tempo. “You mean tomorrow morning?”
He nodded. “I plan to be there for most of the weekend as well. Mac and I both feel we need to be present. I imagine he’ll want to speak with the gifted women, and we need to make certain the human women are offered all the resources they need.” Logan took a sip of the iced tea he had selected from the drink options.
Brody looked like his pizza had smacked him in the face. “Will they be okay?”
“I think so. It helps that ten women were kidnapped.” Logan set his pizza down to lean back in his chair. The light over the table cast him in a wedge of light that showed off his dark hair. It looked glossy and healthy. His gray eyes rested on her. “I’m relieved you’re planning to spend the weekend there. Even though most people don’t enjoy spending the weekend at work.”
She waved that away. “Kinsley and I need to be there for support and to support. We can help the non-shifter women but we’re bonding with the others as well. It’s been wonderful to meet four other strong, gifted women.”
In the past she had avoided using the term gifted when speaking of those born with the ability to shift or control the sea. She had called her beast a curse. Now that faulty mentality had changed. Her beast enjoyed tickling her friends and had a cute sense of humor.
Much like yours, would you say? The dry comment in the back of her head wasn’t hers, but her beast’s. She internally laughed at her beast’s comment. Yes, I would say that.
She had turned an important corner with her beast. Who she now viewed as a friend. As a gift, not a curse.
It meant a lot to have this powerful creature protect her, but more importantly, to protect those women taken yesterday with her who couldn’t protect themselves. Her beast had stepped up to take on all those men who had thought to use them for their vile sport.
“Do you think the gifted women will come on as agents?” Brody and his partner Jermaine had jumped on the boat with Bart to rescue them after Oceanic received Trista’s distress signal.
“That’s the idea. Cassidy is already in training but thinks she wants to do research instead. Skylar was interviewing and Adanna is excited to train to be an agent. Trista is planning to join Cassidy and Katrina, the human scientist, in research, we think.”
“What are their beasts again?” Logan worked on demolishing his salad.
She counted her new friends off on her fingers. “Cassidy is a sea serpent, Skylar is a livyatan, Adanna is a supercroc, and Trista is a sea witch.”
“Those idiots should have done a little research before grabbing women from Oceanic.” Brody shook his head as he selected another slice of pizza.
“They made a major mistake grabbing women anywhere near the place.” Logan joined Brody in another slice. Marty worked on her second large slice. They’d expended a lot of calories this week and she enjoyed pizza. 
Plus, her potential mate sat beside her, and her new brother perched on her other side. An excellent ending to what had loomed as a pathetic Friday night.
“The girls and I enjoyed taking out the bad guys.” She happily chomped on a bite of her slice.
Her companions laughed. “It felt good to participate, didn’t it?” Logan’s fog-colored eyes were warm.
“Yes, yes it did.” But not as good as knowing for certain whether you’re my mate.
She did not voice this. But oh, how she wanted to.






  
  Chapter 3


Once they finished one of the best pizzas he’d ever eaten and a delicious salad—maybe the company helped make the food so excellent—Logan rose to help Marty clear the space. He could attest to being comfortable in her apartment. The place felt as homey as his own home.
Mate.
He didn’t need his beast’s comment to understand why he felt at home here. Brody wasn’t Marty’s mate. But he acted like a brother, and he showed signs of being comfortable too. He teased her throughout the night, as one would expect from a big brother.
Another reason might be that Marty wholeheartedly welcomed them. Their idea to crash her evening proved to be a solid one. Otherwise, she’d have spent far too much of the night reflecting on the hectic week. From her and Kinsley closing two cases in the same week, Kinsley and Mac finding each other, her and Kinsley’s kidnapping, and Janelle from Record’s kidnapping, they’d had a busy week.
They settled back in the living room, he and Marty again taking the couch. There had been some room between them earlier in the evening, but this time they sat much closer together. Not touching but enough that her fresh scent teased him. She used an herbal product, maybe chamomile, a fragrance he loved on a woman and his mate used it. Underneath that calming feminine scent was what he associated with Marty. A slight tang of tentacles and woman that he couldn’t get enough of.
Her bouncy red-gold curls paired with melting brown eyes, and a smattering of freckles across her pert nose made him want to pluck her off the couch and into his lap. He could well imagine curling his large body around her much smaller one.
Nowhere had he ever imagined his mate would resemble a cocker spaniel—his favorite breed of dog—but he approved. Marty Mays was everything he wanted in a mate. Her journey to accepting her own scary beast was similar to his. Her skill set nearly identical to his, and her desire to right the wrongs of the world matched his. She got him.
Okay, maybe she didn’t get him right now. At the moment, they were still acquaintances. Everyone started out as acquaintances before they became friends.
He’d stepped into the mentor role for her, to help her accept and enjoy her beast. Pretty sure they’d accomplished that. He wouldn’t need to interact with her as much in that capacity.
We need to spend time with her. His beast sounded aghast.
It took him a moment to soothe the savage beast. We will most certainly spend more time with her. That’s a given. Only we need a reason to do so.
That soothed ruffled tentacles.
Logan guessed his beast retreated to work out ways and means to spend time with Marty. He would enjoy the beast’s suggestions. They should be amusing. Hopefully, also helpful.
Brody’s head tilted now. “You shifted when you were kidnapped?” His blue-eyed gaze fixed on Marty.
Logan’s hackles did not rise as Brody acted like a brother. Nothing in his demeanor or body language spelled romantic interest in Marty.
“I did. When the last man shifted into a large octopus my beast demanded to show him what a real tentacled beast looked like.”
Logan chuckled at her statement with true humor and a wince. A real tentacled beast. His own beast bumped him. Yes, at some point she’ll meet you. Don’t worry. He and his beast shared the same fear that she’d run screaming into the night. Or swim screaming into the night.
The only way they’d meet as beasts is in the wide-open ocean. He reminded himself and his beast that Marty could hold her own in the scary monster scenario.
He had to keep believing that or they’d never mate. It was one thing to come to terms with your own beast but another thing completely to come to terms with your mate’s monster.
I’m not a monster. 
Yes, you are. And you love it. 
“You weren’t embarrassed or reluctant?” Brody’s fascination at Marty’s experience made Logan shove out other thoughts to concentrate on the very important conversation between these two people he’d been mentoring.
“Not at all. These men, seven of them,” she frowned. “I’m not sure at the number, but they intended to terrorize all ten of us before they killed us.” Her frown intensified. “That alone brought out my beast.”
“Any one of the six of you could have taken out all those men,” Brody said musingly.
“Oh yes. Skylar didn’t make a kill, nor Trista. But the rest of us did.” Marty spoke as though she hadn’t realized that detail.
This was new information for Logan. “Skylar didn’t kill?”
Marty’s head wagged from side to side. “No. Her number one priority was protecting the human women.” Marty held up a finger. “I am certain that had anything tried for those women, Skylar’s livyatan would have chomped on them quite happily.”
Both he and Brody nodded. “She was in full protector mode.”
“Correct. One of us had to make certain the four vulnerable were safe in the middle of the ocean.”
“Right.” He admired that. “She’ll make an excellent agent.”
“Adanna, the supercroc, and Cassidy, the sea serpent both made kills, but they also remained close to the four humans. I did the same until the octopus came out. While not a shark or orca, it was obvious he could do a lot of damage.”
Logan winced. “Right.” He couldn’t fault her logic. The octopus might not have scary teeth like the other creatures, but it had its own means of killing that he and Marty were all too aware of.
Marty pondered his face, and his senses hit high alert. As though she assessed his agreement and…
He had no idea where that thought should go but for him it immediately homed in on what he wanted it to: that she considered him as mate material.
That she saw him as her mate.
None of them truly had a choice, they just knew their mate. Normal shifters tended to know upon their initial meeting. But Mac and Kinsley had proved that it took Level Five shifters to meet while shifted before knowing.
That was going to present a colossal sized problem for him. Pun intended.

      [image: image-placeholder]If anyone had asked what her plans were for Friday night, Marty would have mumbled something about spending it in. She hadn’t lied. She was in for the night, only she could have never imagined her new brother and her potential mate—please be true—enjoying the evening with her.
The pizza had been a hit, as had the salad. They all ate with appetite and only one lonely slice remained of the pizza. This brought her so much satisfaction for reasons she couldn’t ascertain. And didn’t care to figure out.
What she focused on instead was the interesting mix of pride and trepidation in Brody’s vicinity as he gazed at her. “I’m thrilled you shifted.”
“Didn’t even think about it. I did what needed done and discovered my beast is as bloodthirsty as I feared.” She paused.
Logan sat up straighter. “How did you feel about that?”
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