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Independent Kinsley Jacobs is an unusual predatory marine shifter who is too busy at her new job as an agent for Oceanic Shift to worry about love. She’s helping her work partner accept her overwhelming beast and they’re closing cases at rapid rates. Debriefings on said cases means she has to appear unfazed and professional in front of her dreamy boss, who isn’t her fated mate, right? Surely her beast would know… 

Older than he’d like to admit Maclaren “Mac” Atlas has been waiting for his mate for decades. He’s trying to stay strong, but gorgeous Kinsley keeps distracting him. Between hunting bad guys, kidnappings, and an internal spy, Mac doesn’t have time to fall in love. Besides, who he falls in love with depends on his beast, not on his strong attraction to a certain agent who works for him. At least he keeps telling himself that.
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Chapter one
Chapter One


The sleek creature glided through the water, intent on her prey. Her long tail and aerodynamic fins propelled her forward at impressive speeds. The great white shark never knew what hit him as she rose stealthily from below, huge jaws open, to better allow her double rows of razored teeth to slice through the predator. She accomplished this task with her usual precision. 
She did not gloat. Nor did she eat her kill. Instead, she watched dispassionately as the serial killer floated to the floor of the ocean as his beast. Smaller marine animals congregated on the carcass pieces. Nature took care of her own.
The triumphant predator turned and headed back to the boat several miles away. She swam with the grace of her kind, although few had ever seen her type swimming in these waters. She kept to the depths, only surfacing when she had to breathe.
By the time she reached the boat, Kinsley Jacobs made certain no one else was around before breaching the surface. She shifted back to her human form and swam to the ladder off the side of the large boat. Not a yacht but comfortable anyway.
Oceanic Shift didn’t shell out money on extravagance, but they did spend money when needed. And a decent boat had been one of those purchases. She climbed the ladder, dripping water as she went.
Her colleague handed her a towel. “Mission accomplished?”
“Mission accomplished.” She spoke without expression. Making a kill as her beast was easier emotionally. As a human, she would suffer nightmares, but her beast didn’t work that way.
No one on the boat asked her what her beast was. They knew she was a top-of-the-line predator, but etiquette dictated that each person keep that to themselves unless you planned to work with the person. Then you needed to know what the other was, so you didn’t inadvertently eat one another.
Kinsley made it a point to never eat anything while on a mission as her beast. She had no interest in being known as the agent who ate her colleague. A terrible sidenote in her record. Let’s avoid that, thank you.
Her current colleague, Marty Mays, a human cocker spaniel look-a-like with red-gold curls and chocolate brown eyes, was also one of her new best friends. But Kinsley had no idea what creature Marty shifted into. As far as she knew, no one did. If she had to guess, she’d state that Marty was embarrassed by her beast.
Normally, Kinsley would swear her friend shifted into an adorable dog with ruffled ears and the ability to catch food in her mouth. Yet if Marty was here, on the ocean with her, she was a sea shifter.
Kinsley’s own family were the only ones she knew who were capable of shifting into her specific creature. That very reason might be why she had chosen to join Oceanic Shift. In an attempt to see if there might be others like her and her family.
Her mother kept assuring her and her siblings that you marry your mate. If they love you, they’ll accept what you are. Yet the risk seemed high. If word got out of what she was, it could ruin her career. Not to mention she and her family might end up in a lab somewhere or worse. Not my ideal lifestyle.
She finished drying herself and her already drying bathing suit before dressing in the flowing trousers, blouse, and coat she discarded before diving into the ocean. The trip back to the dock shouldn’t take long and she needed to give her report and complete all the required paperwork after weeks on this case.
The only other person on the boat was the captain. A taciturn man no one knew much about. One didn’t speak of Bart’s age or whether Bart was his first or last name. Speculation ran wild whether he was a fellow shifter and what his beast might be if so. Kinsley had her doubts about him being a shifter.
She wondered if anyone she worked with knew. Did her boss, Maclaren Atlas, know? He must have some insider information since he ran Oceanic Shift. But then, maybe he had hired Bart because Bart came with a military background and excellent piloting skills.
She wanted to know. A good thing then that this burning desire didn’t keep her awake at night. The answer must not be too important… Or I’m a yellow-bellied coward.
Kinsley located her water bottle and took a long draw from the container. Then she dropped onto a seat beside Marty.
“Has the adrenaline worn off?” Marty’s curls exploded in the dancing sunlight as they powered over the crystalline waves.
“As soon as I shifted back to myself.”
“That’s good. I usually have to contend with the adrenaline pitfalls for the next hour or so.”
“Ugh.” Kinsley winced. “At least an hour?”
“Usually. My beast isn’t … nice.” Marty’s pause made Kinsley dart a look at her.
“Are you afraid of your beast?”
The air whooshed out of Marty’s lungs.
“Maybe.” She brushed curls off her cheek. “I don’t like her.”
Kinsley’s jaw unhinged. “Really? She’s bad?”
A half shrug from Marty. “She’s fierce and…” Again, Marty hesitated. But Kinsley thought maybe this was because she didn’t have the proper words.
“Mine is also fierce. She’s powerful and an apex predator and she knows it.”
“Yet, you’re comfortable with her.”
“I am. She’s a buddy, even if she is large and in charge.” Kinsley liked her beast.
“See, I have no idea what that’s like. To like your beast.”
And Kinsley’s heart broke for her friend. Living in harmony with your beast was a must. Otherwise, the discord ate at the person like a cancer until eventually it destroyed the shifter who couldn’t make peace with their animal.
Now she had a dilemma. Did she tell this to Mac, or keep it quiet, since it was Marty’s secret, not hers?
Working with a partner who wasn’t comfortable with their beast could harshly impact everyone on the team, especially your partner.
Ugh, moral dilemmas.
***Maclaren “Mac” Atlas waited at his desk for Kinsley Jacobs and Marty Mays to arrive for their debriefing. He didn’t have long to wait before a knock sounded and the two women entered his office. They brought the scent of sunscreen and womanhood with them. He also caught the faint freshness of the sea, probably from Kinsley who’d taken a dip an hour ago. He wanted to breathe deeply but that would be creepy. Don’t be creepy.
The two women’s friendship showed in their body language. He had yet to learn what creature either shifted into. He only knew both were fierce predators in the water and both were capable of taking out a serial killer who enjoyed stalking his kidnapped prey in the water as his beast, a massive great white shark.
Mac studied Kinsley and Marty. Both could be classified as blondes. Marty had red-gold curls and he’d overheard Kinsley once call her a human cocker-spaniel. This descriptor fit so well that he now thought of Marty the same way. So cute you couldn’t help but smile when she walked into the room. Her personality fit too. Bubbly and sweet, but also loyal and protective, Marty was a stellar being.
Kinsley, on the other hand, would never be classified as cute. If he had to label her, he’d lean more toward the popular girl’s doll stereotype. She wore her blonde hair long and her large green eyes only added to the blonde bombshell image. She was model height with that body type.
And the woman used these attributes to her advantage. Few knew that Kinsley boasted incredible cunning. She had the intellect, instincts, and beast to excel at hunting serial killers and other dangerous criminals. If they had a criminal who hunted women, who enjoyed toying with them, his secret weapon was Kinsley. Often with Marty as backup. It boggled the mind at how many men lost their minds in the presence of the proverbial blonde and her cute “sidekick.”
Bad guys loved Marty’s innocence and Kinsley’s beauty. And they longed to possess both. Little did they know that both women’s beasts were far more powerful than their own. I think. He frowned as he stood and invited them to seat themselves.
Most shifters could scent the magic in others. If you shifted into an animal, others could tell. Neither Marty nor Kinsley adhered to this rule. Both women could take another form, yet neither smelled like anything other than human.
He could smell their faint ocean scent, but only because he was unusual himself.
Mac seated himself and continued studying his two employees. Both remained mysteries.
He shoved those thoughts aside and delved into their report of what happened. Marty had been backup in case something untoward happened. Or unforeseen. She had not dived today.
Therefore, he turned his attention to Kinsley. “You made the kill?”
“I did.” She explained how they tracked the killer through the water and caught him toying with his intended prey. A different team had fished the hapless woman out of the water and whisked her to safety. He hoped she had been unaware that she’d been stalked by a killer who transformed into a shark.
If possible, they captured these types of predators with plenty of evidence and handed them over to the authorities. The only time they killed was when said predator was wealthy and influential. Those types did not face the consequences of their heinous actions. In this case, the powerful man had been a serial killer. He had to be taken off the streets.
Kinsley explained that she waited until the team rescued the woman, a young intern, before she shifted and made the kill. Expressionless. Matter-of-fact. Exactly the way she should. This was business as usual. The serial killer she’d taken out would likely circumvent the judicial system and revert to his crimes with a vengeance if they had allowed him to live.
No one enjoyed the killing aspect. If it became evident they did, they were immediately moved to a totally different position. Oceanic Shift was created solely to keep humans safe. As a last resort to protect against those born with no emotions, no sense of right or wrong, who thrived on criminal activity and eventually crossed the line to murder. This man in particular had enjoyed killing. Kinsley and Marty had stumbled onto his predilections while researching another man. Only to discover this particular politician had been far worse than the one they were investigating.
When the man didn’t return to his fancy yacht tonight, the investigating authorities would deem him dead. Lost at sea. That way his family could be notified, and his affairs settled.
Perhaps not the ideal way to bring him to justice, but Mac at least hoped that Kinsley’s other form had struck fear in his heart for a moment before he died. The man’s body would never be found as it seemed better to kill him in his shifter form. That way the oceanic ecosystem would take care of itself, and the nasty man might do some good in his death.
Mac asked questions for his own records and listened to their debriefing. Wondering all the while what they each shifted into. A mystery for certain. Both were fairly new to the center, so he didn’t push. When they were ready to reveal their other selves, they would.
Marty especially seemed reluctant. He suspected Kinsley remained mum on her beast because of fears for her family. She had mentioned all but her father shifted into the same beast. Marty might carry a similar reluctance. Once Marty finished her part of the debriefing, she rose to leave. She was currently working with a different branch and set off to debrief the leader on that side.
When she left, a different quiet settled over his office.
His eyes met Kinsley’s. He tamped hard on the attraction that bubbled inside for this woman. Unprofessional.
Besides, he had waited this long for his mate to appear. He would wait for as long as necessary. Minor attractions to a woman who reported to him needed to be shoved deep and ignored.
At all costs.
“I’m concerned about Marty.”
That simple statement from Kinsley aided him in shoving away all thoughts of attraction. “What’s wrong?”
Kinsley remained silent for a long moment. She swallowed a few times then bit her lip.
Then she blurted, “I think she’s afraid of her own beast.” 




Chapter two
Chapter Two


Kinsley restrained herself from clapping a hand over her mouth. Barely. Horror sliced through her. 
Who blurted out their friend’s deepest secret to their boss?
She flinched at her own unprofessionalism.
But Mac didn’t call her on it. His forehead pleated and his body tensed. “I’m aware of that. It’s why I asked her to work with Logan Marxin. I believe if anyone can help her, it’s him.”
At this assurance, the ache in Kinsley’s shoulders eased, as did the one in her heart for her new friend. Logan was who Marty had left to debrief. Kinsley had heard amazing things about him even though she’d only met him once. She didn’t know anything more about Marty’s struggle than what she expressed earlier.
Kinsley had been apprised of her new partner’s reservations about shifting. But they only started working together at Oceanic Shift six months ago. Both of them new to Oceanic but not to the work.
Marty came from a private investigation firm where she had performed similar tasks, although not as extreme as what they did here. Kinsley came from the military by way of a back door. She had no affiliation with any branch but had been recruited as a consultant operative. She enjoyed her time in the service, but the need for a change pressed hard. She finished her appointed time and moved on.
Oceanic Shift offered more freedom and less structure. Along with the chance to meet new people and learn additional skills.
Now she and Marty were paired, and she couldn’t be happier with her new colleague. Many of the other members of her department were male and they had been here longer. Kinsley didn’t enjoy being the new girl, but at least she got to be one of two with Marty.
“I’m thankful Marty is in good hands then.”
“As much as she allows Logan to help her.” Mac gave little away.
She studied him covertly. His dark brown hair glowed with faint red highlights in the subdued light of his office. She loved that his eyes were the deep blue of the ocean, and his face held the most interesting plains and valleys. As though a detail-oriented artist had rendered him. His body was that of a natural bodybuilder. Something about this man made her heart race and her breath suspend in her throat.
Why do I have the hots for my boss?
With her beast she didn’t have a choice in her mate. He was already fated for her and neither got a say. From all accounts, they’d simply recognize each other.
But in which form remained vague. Kinsley suspected she had to meet him in the ocean in her animal form to really recognize her mate. She could be wrong. He might be walking the very halls of this company.
They hadn’t had much time to meet new people. She and Marty had been assigned three cases a couple weeks ago that all coalesced at the same time. They ended up putting in a lot of hours lately. It had been this way from the start.
“Do a lot of the cases here result in needing to complete them all at the same time?” She frowned. It seemed safer than going googly-eyed.
I’m such a professional. Kinsley rolled her eyes at herself.
Never had that been a problem before. But this man created unfamiliar clamors deep within her.
Don’t I have enough going on with learning a new job and proving I’m capable despite being a womb owner? Her inner beast huffed. It’s because we own a womb that we are so capable.
I know that. You know that. Lots of idiots out there do not know that. Not until we prove it to them.
While she calmed her beast, Mac shook his head. “No. Usually you get plenty of time to wrap up each case individually. I have never seen so many bad guys come out of the depths the way they have for you.” He tapped his fingers. “This has been weird, even for us.”
Good, good. Kinsley let out a small, relieved breath. Maybe clarify that. “So, none of your other operatives have ever had three cases come to a head at the same time?”
“No.” Another decisive head shake. “If it’s any consolation, you’re earning yourself legend status in your first six months of employment.”
She waved that away. “This is why I left the service. I no sooner finished one mission than I got another thrown at me. There was never time to catch my breath. No one can sustain that sort of pace.”
A troubled expression crossed his face. He made a note on the notepad in front of him. She bet it read something like call Kinsley’s commanding officer to verify what she just said.
It was true. She had left her previous employment because she got tired of no breaks. She no sooner got leave than it was rescinded, and she had to scrap her plans for relaxation and head back into the field. Before arriving at this new job, she took a couple weeks off to relax and spend the time rejuvenating. If she hadn’t, there was no way she would have been able to take on the three intense cases she and Marty just finished. Or all the others they had concluded since starting here.
In addition, the original man they’d been investigating still required further investigation. “Do we need to keep on Kenneth McCarthy?”
“No, I gave that assignment to Brody and Jermaine. They’ve been making noises that he’s a bad guy, but still need additional evidence.”
The tension holding her muscles hostage faltered as she sorted through the information she knew. “Tell them to look into the friend, Jeremy Mason. I think he’s going to be another assignment.”
Mac’s eyes narrowed. “I’ve heard his name in the course of several investigations lately.”
“I think he and McCarthy have teamed up to do nefarious things, but that information is vague. They’re both marine shifters.”
One of Mac’s eyebrows rose. “You got close enough to tell they’re both shifters?”
“We did. They both smell strongly of the sea. We couldn’t tell what they shift into.”
“Hold on.” He hit a button on his phone and soon a knock sounded at the door.
Brody Rhodes entered at Mac’s invitation. Brody was sandy-haired and dark-eyed and as laid back as they came. The guys enjoyed teasing him about his cowboy boots and faint drawl. He was a Texan and clung to those ways, despite now living in the Washington, D.C. area. The drawl still worked here. The cowboy boots, not so much.
Mac offered the information Kinsley had supplied. Brody took on an alert air. “We just stumbled onto that Mason guy yesterday.” His intent gaze settled on her. “You think he’s involved in whatever’s going on?”
She nodded. “I believe they’re both marine shifters.”
“McCarthy is a barracuda. Mason’s an octopus.”
Kinsley thought about that. “Yes, both of those fit.” As shifters of those species, they’d be larger than the normal animal. How much larger was the question.
Brody stretched out his legs. “Jermaine and I are having trouble figuring out what these men are doing. Did you happen onto their crime?”
Her beast growled low and viciously inside. “Marty and I suspect they’re running a pedophile ring.”
***Brody sat up so fast and straight Mac blinked. He’d never seen laid-back Brody move that fast. The man exclaimed something of the pithy nature under his breath. Since they were all marine shifters, their hearing wasn’t up to par with land-based shifters.
Acute hearing didn’t help much in the water. Their abilities had evolved to mimic the sonar-system based skills of whales and dolphins. They possessed better hearing than humans, but not the advanced sort of a wolf, big cat, or bear shifter.
“Pedophiles?” Brody shoved a hand through his hair. “We’ve been looking at this all wrong.”
Brackets grew at the sides of Kinsley’s mouth. “Didn’t you see my notes?”
Brody stared at her. “Notes?”
“I left several handwritten sticky notes on that file.”
“That’s the problem then. If you left it on the file and not in the file, then those would have been destroyed before we ever got the file.”
Mac nodded at Brody’s explanation. “We have a staff member who we’ve told repeatedly to not remove anything on those files, but she has an issue with sticky notes.”
The brackets around Kinsley’s mouth deepened. “You need to move that woman to another department.”
“Yes, it’s apparent that is true. We’ve told her multiple times—”
Kinsley’s beast roared although Kinsley managed to squelch her before she deafened them. “She just single-handedly set an investigation back several weeks by removing those notes.”
Mac made a mental note not to tell Kinsley the woman’s name or reveal her identity. She looked ready to wring Miranda’s neck. If you went by her white-knuckled fists and clenched jaw. Brody probably wasn’t far behind Kinsley in that sentiment. Also, rightfully so.
Miranda had gone too far, especially given that he was explicit about not touching anything on or in those files. She wasn’t even supposed to see said files.
His eyes narrowed. He jotted a note to have his assistant look into a few other setbacks within the company. Incidents that pointed toward Miranda being a spy. He’d trusted her only so far with important information, but now he wondered if even that had been a mistake. She did not have access to really important things, thankfully…
That those notes had not made their way to Brody and Jermaine meant Miranda could not be trusted.
Mac finished with the two operatives before he sent them on their way. Then he called Human Resources. After he concluded that phone call, he asked his personal assistant to join him.
Samson Jefferson was a tall, skinny Black man who wore dark, plastic framed glasses, and spoke in a voice as deep as the trenches of the sea. He also came from a long line of orca shifters. His beast wasn’t the only impressive thing about Sam. His hair was a classic ‘fro and his brain worked better than the computer on his desk.
His entry into the office brought the welcome scent of the sea and Mac appreciated that. Sam was steady, loyal, and so intelligent that talking to him sometimes made Mac’s brain hurt. Sam was one of the few here at Oceanic Shift who knew what Mac’s beast was. And he was cool with it.
Mac counted the younger Sam as an amalgamation of a buddy and a son.
“Hey boss.” Sam settled into the chair Brody had vacated and stretched out his long legs in a similar manner.
Mac checked out his footwear. “Oh good, you haven’t taken up Brody’s tendency to wear cowboy boots.”
Sam winced. “Please, I got standards.” His sneakers were probably higher end and pricier than even Brody’s boots. Mac made certain to pay Sam well for the job he did. If anything happened to Mac, Sam would step into his place and the place would run as though Mac had never been.
Mostly. Sam would then need a personal assistant, and finding one as good as him… Well, Mac couldn’t promote him until they happened onto another assistant as good. The place would collapse if something happened to both him and Sam. He never allowed both of them to go into the field at the same time.
Essentially, Mac was the head because he’d been here a lot longer, but people knew they would get a similar answer from Sam if they couldn’t reach Mac. Someday, after Mac retired, Sam would head the place—probably with more skill than Mac did.
He outlined to Sam the conversation he’d just conducted with Kinsley and Brody. Sam’s expression grew colder as Mac spoke. He approved. No need to mention the ramifications here. Sam caught on quickly and Mac guessed his assistant would come to the same conclusion he had.
“She needs to go. But we need to trace who she works for.” His gaze turned introspective the way they did when he churned on a problem.
“Correct. I’ve arranged for her to be moved to the cafeteria.”
Mac waited for Sam’s reaction.
A deep belly laugh later and Sam dipped his head. “And that’s why you’re in charge and not me.”
“You do just as much to run this place as I do. I have no idea what I’d do without you.”
“I know. That’s why you pay me the big bucks.”
“You earned those fancy sneakers you collect. Now, can you look into all the files she’s had access to?”
Sam scribbled a note across his electronic tablet. “Already on it. I can have that list by the end of the day.” His dark eyes met Mac’s. “We’ll have to run damage control?”
“I hope it won’t come to that. As far as I can tell, Miranda isn’t a shifter, but you know how it is with the weird ones.” 
“I do. It’s freaky you don’t smell like the sea. Especially when you practically own the sea.”
“Eh, don’t tell that to Logan. His beast is way more impressive than mine.”
That made Sam pause. “Seriously?”
“Logan’s beast is likely the true owner of the sea.”
“We don’t know what his beast is?”
“I do. Logan is the only person I know who could handle that particular beast.”
“Sort of like Brody’s beast.”
“Brody can handle his beast once he’s made peace with it. But even Brody’s beast isn’t going to take on Logan’s.”
They both contemplated calm, friendly Brody and then thought about his superior beast. One no normal shifter stood a chance against, much less a human. Mac wasn’t certain his beast would win against Brody’s. “For the record, I think Brody could take my beast.”
“I’ve seen the analysis online. I’m not sure.”
“The good news is I don’t have to fight Brody and he doesn’t have to fight me. And neither of us have to fight Logan.”
“It’s nice to have all the scariest beasts on the same team.” Sam used his chin to indicate the door. “You figure out what Kinsley Jacobs is yet?”
“Nope.” But that didn’t mean he wouldn’t. Someday… His beast kept urging him to do so—soon.
That mystery had worked its way to a top priority.




Chapter three
Chapter Three


After her meeting with Mac and Brody, Kinsley returned to Brody’s desk first. There she flipped through the file and highlighted the areas that had made her suspect pedophilia as opposed to an adult ring. Either way, these nasty men were selling the “services” of unwilling children, and potentially women, to scumbags. 
Jermaine, recently returned from a doctor’s appointment, left his desk to peer over her shoulder as she pointed out the spots that indicated to her it might be a pedophilia ring rather than an adult one. Although with scum like this, chances were excellent they grabbed both children and women.
It made her gorge rise to think of people who lacked a conscience. Who cared about wealth over the individuals they sold. Her jaw firmed and when she caught sight of Jermaine, a muscle beat in his cheek.
She took a moment to admire him. This man was maybe the most handsome man she’d ever met. With classic features, brown skin, and melting brown eyes. He kept his natural hair short, unlike Sam, and this style showed off his perfect head.
Who had a perfect head? Jermaine, that’s who.
He and Brody were known as the “Pretty Boys,” “Movie stars,” or the “Prince Charmings,” depending on who you spoke with. And there might be some merit to this. Brody’s laconic cowboy to Jermaine’s movie star handsomeness melded perfectly and they got along well. They were on the same wave-length and closed cases in a staggering number.
These two were well liked, envied, and both men were intelligent and effective. Kinsley hoped she and Marty turned out to be as good as these partners. Brody pointed out something she’d missed, and he scribbled a note of his own. Jermaine looked over the file and mentioned a few avenues to research.
After their brief meeting, it became apparent they had a lot to work with now and the two settled in to hunt. She said goodbye and strolled to her own desk. Stacks of files littered her desk. Some of which had been there when she and Marty left and several that were not.
It took time to sort the stacks in a way that made sense to her. On the neighboring desk, Marty also had a stack of files. Kinsley couldn’t remember if her desk had looked that way when they left this morning to neutralize the politician serial killer or not.
A glance up the hallway indicated Marty had not returned from her meeting with Logan yet. She sighed for her friend. Kinsley had no idea what happened in those meetings with him. She listened to the snippets around the office about Logan.
The man had a stellar reputation. He himself changed into a magnificent beast, one he had struggled with for years. He’d worked hard over the years to make peace with his beast and those efforts made him effective in helping other reluctant shifters.
From what she
***
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