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A love as vast as the ocean, a mystery as deep as the sea… 
After a lifetime of violence, former mercenary and Alpha hammerhead shark shifter Miguel longs for a fresh start. Sent to the Kinkaid Clan with the rest of his small pod of sharks, he’s determined to leave his dark past behind and build a future filled with peace—and maybe even love.
Deidre, a selkie from the magical shores of Ireland, arrives in the Gulf to visit her Kinkaid kin and her playful curiosity draws her to Miguel. Their connection is undeniable, and the sultry waters of the Gulf can barely contain their growing passion.
When a mystical island appears on the horizon, shrouded in mist and brimming with ancient magic, their budding romance takes a dangerous turn. Deidre becomes entranced by the island’s seductive pull, and Miguel must rush to save her from its enchantment. Can Miguel and Deidre overcome the forces that threaten their fledgling relationship and claim the love they were destined to share?
Dive into a world of magic, mystery, and fated mates in this unforgettable tale of romance beneath the waves.
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This book is for those who have helped me during one of the darkest times of my life. The ones who spend time with me every day as we work together on our various projects. We may have never met in person, but I consider you my friends. 
I don’t know what I would have done without the internet and the various apps on which I co-work with a small group of people each day. This writing thing has always been a lonely occupation and its even lonelier now that my home is missing vital members of my family, who have died. I miss them each and every day, but having friends to chat with while we work brings some sense of normalcy – whatever that is – to my day and makes it worth getting up in the morning.
Thank you, my friends, from the bottom of my heart.
And, as usual, all my creative work is dedicated to the memory of my family, now lost to me. They were my greatest support and what got me through. Now, the memories of them and their love and support, sustain me as I search for a new way forward.
I really miss you guys.
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  Prologue


On the Top-Secret Plum Island military base 
Miguel’s wrists ached in the uncomfortable iron cuffs. His shark snarled beneath his skin, but shifting would only leave him flopping around on land, unable to breathe. He might be on an island, but these military shifters weren’t going to let him anywhere near the water.
Oh, he could shapeshift to get out of the cuffs, then shift back to human, but the men around him would probably kill him before he managed the second shift. They hadn’t let him or any of his men alone long enough to even try to escape since being captured on the beach. There weren’t supposed to be shifters on this island. The intel for this op had been sorely lacking, which only made him angrier at the predicament he now found himself in.
Miguel forced his breathing to remain steady as the lion shifter across the table leaned forward, golden eyes gleaming in the dim light of the interrogation room. Kinkaid lions didn’t play games. He knew that much. Everybody knew that much.
“You think we should just let you go? When you’re probably working for the Venifucus?” The man across the table—a Kinkaid, for sure—glared at Miguel, his golden eyes gleaming. His delivery was smooth, but there was a dangerous edge beneath his calm façade.
Miguel didn’t like hearing that word. Venifucus. He might be a shark and therefore living in the morally gray area between the Light and darkness, but he wasn’t evil. None of his guys were that bad, really. And none of them were allied with that ancient order known as the Venifucus.
Miguel lifted his chin. “We’re not your enemies.”
The man’s brow arched. “No? Because from where I’m sitting, you and your little band of sharks are working for the same son of a bitch who keeps trying to kidnap my friends. The same bastard who ordered a hit on the women closest to them. Civilian women. Human women. In order to get to the men. That’s pretty low. Even for a shark.”
Miguel swallowed hard, working to control his anger. He didn’t like this lion, or the snotty way he spoke of sharks. “We didn’t know what we were getting into when we took the job.”
The lion snorted, seemingly unimpressed. “Didn’t know? You’ve been trying to kidnap soldiers by targeting their families. That’s not just not knowing—that’s willful ignorance. Or maybe you’re just blindly following the orders of your Venifucus masters.”
Miguel said nothing. What could he say? That he’d been blinded by the promise of an easy payoff? That his pod had wanted to buy homes, build a small coastal community like those damned bears in Grizzly Cove? That they’d needed the money to escape a life of endless fighting?
Excuses. Weak justifications. None of them would change the fact that they’d taken blood money.
“Look,” Miguel growled, “we didn’t kill anyone. We didn’t intend to kill anyone. We’re not proud of what we did, but we’re just doing a job. We’re not them.” He couldn’t bring himself to utter the name of that ancient, evil sect.
The shifter’s lips curled into something that wasn’t quite a smile. “Not them, huh? Then tell me, Miguel Aroyo—who exactly are you?”
Now, that was a really good question. Too bad Miguel didn’t have an answer.
The lion shifter stood, pacing slowly around the table. “We should have let those Green Berets finish you off.” He growled a bit, his cat issuing a warning. “But my Alpha thinks you might be worth something, so you’re not dead. Yet.”
The door creaked open before Miguel could respond. Another man walked in, but this one wasn’t a lion shifter. He carried himself differently—graceful, calm. Predatory in a way that made Miguel’s instincts sharpen. He smelled faintly of the ocean.
This one had to be a seal shifter. A selkie. The Kinkaid Clan had plenty of them, too. Miguel had no name for this one, but he knew the look in his eyes well enough. This was a man used to dragging secrets from the unwilling.
The selkie set a thick file on the table and flipped it open. A stack of surveillance photos slid across the surface. Miguel didn’t need to look to know what they contained—images of him, his brother, and his podmates moving along the coast, meeting with Kettering’s men. Proof of their sins.
The selkie finally spoke. “Let’s talk about what you’re going to do to earn your keep while you’re in our custody.”
“You’re not letting us go,” Miguel said quietly, mustering what dignity he could. “But you’re not going to kill us. What gives?”
“We have other plans. Unlike your former employers, we like to think we have a bit more patience in learning the truth about those we capture. We can’t let you go, but we’re not murderers. If you abide by our rules, you’ll stay alive and even come out of this with a bit of money in the bank. If you cross us, you’re dead. We’re giving you a chance, but only one. Screw up and you’re all history.”
Miguel exhaled slowly, feeling the cuffs dig into his skin.
Shit.
*

“What do you think?” Liam Kinkaid, a tall, blond Navy man and lion shifter asked those who had been observing the interrogation. Liam was running things under his father’s command on the top-secret military base off the coast of Long Island.
“It’s an audacious plan, if it works,” offered Captain Haliwell, the leader of the Green Beret unit that had been targeted by the hammerhead shifters and others in the employ of foreign agents. “Though it’s a shame there’s no secure prison where you can hold them until this is all over. It’s a risk letting them work for your family.”
“There aren’t many prisons that can hold shifters long term,” Liam explained again. These Green Berets had some awesome magic, but they were new to it, and to the wider world of shifters and other magical beings. “Our law is usually harsh and the penalty for doing something as heinous as they tried to do is usually death, but killing them in the heat of battle is one thing. Killing them in cold blood isn’t really something our human sides condone. And given their somewhat ambiguous reputations as men who only take jobs that aren’t completely evil, it’s good to give them a shot at redemption. Even though my lion wanted to rip their heads off at first.”
“Well, if they can be turned to work for our side, then so much the better,” Captain Haliwell said, rising from his seat at the conference table. They’d moved into the conference room to discuss the results of the interrogations more than two hours ago. Each of the shark shifters had been grilled and examined every which way and now they had to discuss whether or not their plan still seemed viable. “For what it’s worth, I think that last one—Miguel—is their leader and he seemed surprised that you were going to let them all live. He also didn’t hate the idea of working for your Clan, which surprised me. He’s not what I thought he was, but what he is, is still a mystery.”
“Exactly my thoughts,” Liam concurred. “We’ll give the Clan in Texas a chance to sort them out and then we’ll see.” Liam stood and stretched. “Like you said, if we can get them on our side, it’ll be a feather in our caps. Sharks have shady reputations, and some are downright evil, but the ones I’ve dealt with before were great whites or other varieties of shark. I’ve never really crossed paths with a hammerhead before. They’re…weird.”
Captain Haliwell laughed. “No shit. I’ve always thought those things looked downright prehistoric and I can’t really wrap my head around a person shapeshifting into one of them. I still have problems believing in lion shifters and werewolves and all the rest of you that I deal with every day.”
“Give it time, Captain,” Liam said with a grin. “We’ll grow on you. I know it.”






  
  Chapter One


Three months later, off the coast of Texas 
Miguel and Jose Aroyo didn’t claim to be shifter geniuses, but they both knew they had screwed up royally when they’d accepted a job from eccentric German billionaire Abdul Kettering. The half-Afghani Kettering was heir to a fortune made by his late, arms-dealer father, and he continued in the same line of work, among others, that were definitely gray areas, if not totally black.
As shark shifters, Miguel and Jose weren’t exactly goody two-shoes. They lived their lives in the gray and hadn’t been raised to expect mercy from land-based shifters, or the humans that ruled over the dry areas of the world. Sharks had to be tough, or they’d get trampled when they chose to walk on two legs. In the water, they were supreme—or close to it.
Miguel and Jose were hammerhead shark shapeshifters. Just like the rest of their small group of bachelors that had banded together in hopes of making a lot of money in a short amount of time and setting themselves up like those crazy bears had in Washington State. The sharks didn’t expect to start their own town or anything as grand, but they could maybe buy houses in some coastal area and form a little community.
If they got that far, they hoped to attract mates, the way the bears supposedly had. Life was hard alone, and the hammerheads just wanted a nice place on the shore where they could live life and maybe raise families. But to do that, they needed cash, and Abdul Kettering had offered them a whole lot of money to capture a few human Green Berets.
They had guessed the mission would be difficult—since the human men had extensive training—but definitely do-able. Miguel and his friends were sharks, after all. Kettering had told them that the Army guys might have a bit of magic, but they were new to it and probably couldn’t use it well. He’d also suggested going after the women around those Army dudes as a way to force them to comply, after the outright snatch attempts made by earlier teams hadn’t worked out as expected.
Boy, had that been a mistake. Miguel and his small pod had been trapped and caught like any dumb flounder.
They’d been shot with poisoned arrows by a human woman who’d turned out to be some kind of witch. At least, that’s what they believed after being magically poisoned and then given a magical antidote by the same woman.
The same woman their black-hearted mercenary colleague Kotsa, who was a sniper, had shot only a few days before. He’d shot her in the shoulder—though he’d been aiming for her heart. Yet, she’d been healed enough to draw and aim a compound bow, which was no easy feat for a woman, even one with no injuries. She’d also managed to shoot two men with that bow in rapid succession. Miguel still didn’t know how she’d managed that. They were shifters, for goodness’ sake! They should’ve been too fast and agile for her to hit even one of them, much less two.
The Green Berets had captured the pod and then turned them over to a bunch of shifters who were also Navy SEALs. The leaders were Kinkaids, which opened a whole other can of worms. No shifter wanted to get crosswise with the all-powerful lion king, Sam Kinkaid. He was rumored to be ruthless in both business—where he’d made billions for both himself and his Clan—and when it came to his people. And the entire operation on that secret military installation seemed to be run by one of the elder lion Kinkaids. The SEAL Teams were known to be lousy with Kinkaid selkies. And they were everywhere on that island where the target Green Berets had been stashed.
Oh, yeah. The whole mission had been a clusterfuck from the moment Miguel and his pod had signed on. They’d gone in without all that vital information and had been caught totally unprepared. They’d been interrogated until Miguel felt sure they had no secrets left. Then they’d been put on transport and sent to Galveston, Texas, of all places. There, they’d been put under the watchful eye of the Kinkaid Clan. Getting away from the lion king’s justice was not going to be an easy thing.
It became clear almost at once on their arrival in Galveston, as to why the sharks had been sent to the Kinkaids. The Clan wasn’t just made up of lions, but selkies as well. The Irish ancestor of the current Alpha had been a selkie—a seal shifter. As a result, the current Clan had both lions and seals in it, and it was to the seals that the sharks had been assigned.
In the wild, some species of shark might eat seals, but these shifters were not prey by any stretch of the imagination. The hammerheads had been put to work on one of the many boats owned and operated by Kinkaid Industries and sent out to do deep-sea repair work on the floating oil rigs Kinkaid owned in the Gulf of Mexico.
The work suited their abilities, and they were actually being paid really well to do it, so the sharks were going along with their punishment and semi-captivity, for now. It was better not to anger the all-powerful king of the lions and get most of the military shifters in the U.S. on their trail once more. Miguel and his pod mates had discussed their situation at length, and they all believed it was better to bide their time working for Kinkaid and saving up their money.
They still might be able to live out their dream of buying nice homes on the waterfront and attracting mates. In fact, some of the ladies of the Clan weren’t put off by their being sharks, and a few of the guys in the pod had been casually dating some of the women in the area. Those guys, in particular, didn’t mind the change of plans at all.
It might take longer to achieve their dream this way, but at least they were doing it without earning the enmity of some very powerful people. Miguel realized that, as he got older, he didn’t really want all the conflict and strife in his life that he’d craved in his younger days. Now that he’d passed his century mark, he just wanted to settle down somewhere with a good woman and raise children, if possible. Was that too much to ask? Even for a shark?
It’s not like he was a great white. Those bastards were tough S.O.B.’s, and these days, were running with the mob in various countries. They were smuggling drugs, kidnapping pretty young women to sell to the highest bidder, and running prostitution and murder-for-hire rings all over the world. Not good people to get involved with.
Hammerheads, by contrast, were still sharks, but they were the butt of a lot of jokes among other kinds of sharks. It wasn’t fair. They were just as lethal. Just as deadly. They just looked a little weird to the modern eye. Could he help it if evolution chose to leave them as they had been millions of years ago with their eyes so widely spaced apart?
At least they had a cool name. Hammerhead. Yeah, Miguel had always liked that. It sounded badass.
But they weren’t as bad as the great whites or some of the others. They kept to themselves a lot because of the teasing and derision. Which was why this small group of bachelors had banded together when they’d met up in the ocean, and on land. There was strength in numbers, and all of the guys in his small pod were similar in skill, temperament and goals. They all wanted to settle down and figured it would be easier as a group than trying to do it solo.
Miguel leapt up out of the water in his human form to land on the deck of the Kinkaid boat. He had a work shift today, and he’d come back to the boat to get his gear. The Kinkaids were cool about letting him and his pod swim in the deep as much as they liked. It was easier to live as a shark, with lots of space to swim, than be stuck on a little boat for days on end. As a result, most of the guys stayed in their fish form on their days off, only touching base on the boat when they were scheduled to work.
The selkies spent a lot of time in the water too, so the hammerheads couldn’t get into too much mischief. A fast and supple selkie was always somewhere nearby, keeping tabs on them. Gaining more trust would take time. Miguel knew that. He and his pod had screwed up, and it was going to take a while before the Kinkaids got over it.
In the meantime, he and his friends were making really good money doing work that suited them. It honestly wasn’t like being a prisoner at all. They had a lot of freedom, though the Kinkaids did keep an eye on their whereabouts and what they got up to on their days off. Which wasn’t much. There wasn’t a lot to do around here, so far from shore, except swim, hunt and swim some more. Typical shark stuff. Not too exciting, really.
Except… Miguel had thought he’d seen something on his last big circle of the boat. He’d surfaced for a few minutes, orienting himself to where the boat had moved during the last day or two while he’d been swimming, and he could have sworn he’d seen something in the distance.
An island.
An island that disappeared when he’d taken a second look. One minute, it was there. The next, poof, it was gone.
That smelled of magic to him. Unless he’d finally gone around the bend and lost all his marbles. He didn’t think so, though. He suspected it was magic that kept that island shrouded from view most of the time.
Intrigued, he’d wanted to check it out, but he had a work shift. If not for that, and the progress he and his pod had been making with their Kinkaid watchers while all acting on their best behavior, he might have gone searching for the mysterious island. But he’d promised the rest of the guys. They were all going to behave to get the heat off the group. He couldn’t let them down.
So, he’d gone back to the boat and vowed to check it out on his next few days off.
Deidre had arrived on the boat only that morning and was still getting used to the way her Kinkaid cousins ran their business. She’d been briefed on the shark shifters who were under observation of the Clan for having done some bad stuff. She wasn’t surprised. Sharks were the ultimate bad boys of the water shifter world. She’d run across her share of sleazy great whites in her time, but she’d never encountered a hammerhead shifter.
She was looking forward to learning more about them, actually. If she was going to run a boat like this in her home waters for the far-reaching and ever-expanding Kinkaid Industries, then she was going to have to find some aquatic shifters of her own to work on her crew, and sharks were known for their muscle and stamina. She just wouldn’t hire any great whites. She didn’t like what she knew of them, and she’d never met a single one that wasn’t some kind of scoundrel.
Most of them were on the wrong side of both human law and the eternal battle of good vs. evil. She didn’t want to deal with any of that on her crew. She just wanted strong men who could handle the pressure and had the strength to do the job. Was that too much to ask?
When she saw the bronze-skinned Adonis leap out of the water and land on the deck of the boat, her breath caught. He was like something out of legend. He’d shifted in mid-air, though he seemed to have started the shift the moment he left the water, and by the time he was on deck, he was on two feet. Very human. Very naked. And very well hung.
As a shifter herself, she was used to nakedness. Almost every shifter went into and came out of their shift without their clothing. Only the really super magical species could take their clothing into shift and have it return when they resumed their human form. She didn’t know where it went or how it all worked, but she just chalked it up to another magical mystery.
As a selkie, she had a lot more magic than the majority of shifters, but she still had to do the naked thing when she shifted shape, so nakedness was nothing new or exciting to her. Except maybe when she saw a bod like the one that had just leapt onto the deck like it was no big deal.
He was a handsome so-and-so, she’d give him that. He had dark hair that had just enough natural curl to make it look silky and inviting. His body was ripped. Sleek muscle, broad shoulders, and washboard abs that made Deidre’s mouth go dry. Sweet Mother of All, that man was hot.
“Oh, good,” came a voice from behind her. “Cousin Deidre. When did you come aboard?”
She turned to greet her cousin, Tom Kinkaid, with a big smile. “Just a few minutes ago, actually,” she told him, reaching up to give him a big hug. “I swam up and borrowed clothes from the bin.”
Most shifter households and boats, for that matter, kept extra clothing available for those who arrived in their animal forms. On a boat like this, it was even more important for there to be towels and dry clothing available for those coming out of the water. Deidre had her hair wrapped in a towel and was dressed in a loose T-shirt and shorts that she’d found in a compartment on deck.
Tom was a lot taller than her, and he gave great big bear hugs, even though he was a seal shifter, like herself. They’d known each other a long time, and he was like another brother to her. In fact, it had been his idea to expand this operation to the European market, and he’d even suggested her family to run it. This first visit to the Gulf to check out how it all worked might be the beginning of a new business line for her family back home.
“That was a long swim for you,” Tom said as he pulled back to look at her. “Are you tired? Do you need to rest?”
“In these temperate waters? It was nothing. Truly. I enjoyed the exercise. You’re a spoiled selkie with such warm water to swim in. It feels almost tropical down here to me,” she told him, laying the brogue on thick, just to tease him.
“Let’s go to the galley and get some coffee. I want to hear all about your family and how everyone is doing. I’ll give you the nickel tour of the boat on the way down,” Tom offered.
She agreed, and they headed below for the tour and the promised coffee, as well as a plate of sticky buns and some other confections that Americans loved so much. Who was she kidding? Deidre liked them just as well and enjoyed her frequent trips to the U.S. and the varied cuisine in different parts of the country.
It wasn’t until later that same day that she ran into the handsome shark shifter. The crew had gathered in the galley for dinner, and Tom introduced her as an observer. The dark-haired man was there. She learned his name was Miguel, and his brother, Jose, sat next to him. The other sharks were spending most of their time in the water since they were off duty at the moment. Tom explained how the on-duty crew lived on the boat while the off-duty guys generally liked to spend their time in the wild rather than cooped up on the boat. It made sense to her, though the waters of her homeland weren’t nearly as comfy and warm as these. Still, they were creatures born of the sea, and nature had all sorts of beauty, even in the harshest of weather.
She found herself sitting across from Miguel when they were all seated in the relatively small galley, and every time she looked up, she found his dark eyes trained on her. His intensity made her feel a bit uncomfortable, but she tried not to let it show. She could handle a handsome man who probably knew just what effect he usually had on the fairer sex. Best not to let him know he was getting to her.
He was a shark. She wanted nothing to do with sharks of any kind, no matter how handsome. She was a selkie of a long and proud magical heritage. None of her ancestors had ever gotten mixed up with a shark. Lions, maybe, but no sharks. And lions tended to be noble creatures at heart. She couldn’t say the same about sharks. They weren’t even mammals. Who knew what was going on in their fishy minds? And she
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