
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Keeping the Peace: After a miscommunication, a shifter must track down his missing mate.

	 

	 

	Enforcer Rigel Patterson is known around Shifter Headquarters as a playboy, and he’s okay with that. After all, he doesn’t think there’s anything wrong with enjoying himself while he waits for Fate to deliver his mate to him. While at a club, Rigel is thrilled when She finally delivers the other half of his soul to him—a handsome human named Tucker. Rigel quickly whisks his mate out of the club, enjoying a night of passion. Except, upon waking the next morning, he finds Tucker gone. Rigel realizes that he should have done a little more talking, but it’s too late.

	He enlists the aid of friends to help him find Tucker. When Rigel runs across Tucker by accident, he’s overjoyed. In his enthusiasm, he accidentally outs Tucker to his parents. After an explosive display, Rigel realizes explaining he’s an alligator shifter, mates, and the paranormal world could be the least of his problems. Can Rigel convince Tucker to forgive him and give them a chance?
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	Progress is impossible without change, and those who cannot change their minds cannot change anything.

	~George Bernard Shaw

	 

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Hey, handsome.”

	Rigel Patterson snapped his attention from Lydia’s firm-looking butt and met her gaze. The brunette’s smile appeared flirty and welcoming. Unable to help himself, Rigel grinned broadly at her. After all, he’d been caught staring at her ass... ets, and he’d never been shy about the fact that he enjoyed sex.

	Before Rigel could bother answering, Lydia turned and headed out the hallway door and into the outdoors. He figured she was heading to work. Lydia had recently been hired on at Shifter Council Headquarters as a member of the grounds team—the council hid their operations with the appearance of the place being a high-end, exclusive golf resort and day spa.

	As Lydia slipped out the door, Rigel allowed his gaze to once again fall to her backside. She really did have a nice ass. Watching her disappear, Rigel was certain she swayed her hips just a little extra.

	Chuckling, Rigel shook his head. As pretty as the slender, toned Lydia was, she didn’t really do it for him. He just happened to appreciate looking at a nice body. Lydia was a brunette, and so was Rigel. Call him picky, but Rigel preferred blonds—men or women didn’t matter. He liked seeing the contrast in their colorings as their naked bodies moved against each other.

	Just thinking of the last blonde Rigel had enjoyed—a petite, slightly plump woman with gorgeous tits—he felt his prick begin plumping in his jeans.

	“Uh, word of advice.”

	Link’s deep voice cut into Rigel’s thoughts, and he turned his attention to his friend. The large musk ox shifter worked in the cyber division of shifter headquarters, and the large shifter eyed Rigel with a look of concern. Link even rubbed his palm over his bald scalp as he furrowed his brows.

	“Sure, man,” Rigel replied, patting him on the arm, hoping to calm him. “What’s the advice?”

	“Don’t get seduced by Lydia,” Link muttered after a quick glance around. He dipped his head, closing the inch height difference between them, and whispered into his ear, “Heard some things about her. Uh, she’s looking for a mate.”

	Rigel eyed Link thoughtfully, trying to connect the dots as Link gave him a meaningful look. “Aren’t we all looking for our Fated mate?” he asked slowly. “I know I am.”

	While Rigel knew a number of those working on and for the shifter council considered him a player, he still wanted his mate. He just figured he would enjoy what others offered before he found that special someone. Once the other half of his soul came along, that would be it, and Rigel would never stray.

	I can’t wait, no matter what others think of me.

	“No, not Fated mate,” Link countered with a shake of his heavily bearded head. His deep brown eyes held a troubled gleam. “I mean, she wants a mate. A child. A family. A guy to give her that and support her.” After another glance around, Link touched Rigel’s lower back and began guiding him out of the dining hall where they’d just finished their lunch. “I mean.”

	Another glance to the left caused Link to snap his mouth shut. Discreetly looking that way, Rigel spotted Councilman Georgio Peregrine. The elk shifter had shared the belief that Fate didn’t pair those of the same sex until it was proven otherwise. Still, Rigel knew that behind closed doors, Georgio continued to spout anti-homosexual remarks.

	Few council enforcers enjoyed their time guarding the man, but a job was a job. When it was Rigel’s rotation to accompany Georgio while the man was on headquarters’ grounds, he did it to the best of his ability. Rigel also paid careful attention to who Georgio met with, hoping he could compile some information to get the bigoted councilman booted from his seat.

	Rigel knew most of the other enforcers were doing the same. So far, nothing the elk shifter did while he’d been watching him had been questionable. It made Rigel wonder if he saved any unsavory meetings for when he was guarded by one of his three favorites.

	Through whispers from friends, Rigel had learned that Investigator Paul Stiggard was transferring to the enforcer ranks. He claimed he wanted to stay closer to home and friends. As Paul was a favorite of Georgio’s, it would make sense that the councilman would ask for the bear shifter’s services often.

	What Georgio didn’t know, and Rigel had only found out by accident, was that Paul was as gay as the day was long.

	While Rigel didn’t know why Paul continued to hide his sexuality after several councilmen ended up with male Fated mates—enforcers, too—Rigel supposed Paul’s continued subterfuge would help them.

	Once the cafeteria doors were closed behind them and they were striding down the hall, Link picked up where he’d left off. “I hear Lydia plans to get an enforcer to knock her up, then insist on being taken care of.”

	Rigel gaped for a second before snapping his mouth shut. Snorting, he shook his head. “No way that would work on most of us.” He smirked at his friend. “Enforcers are known to be very careful. Can’t tell you how grateful I was for the invention of the condom.”

	Link chuckled low in his throat, the deep sound rumbling from him. “Me, too.” Just as quickly, he sobered as he warned, “But I hear she’s putting holes in the ones she carries so they fail.”

	“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” Rigel growled, glaring over his shoulder in the general direction of where Lydia had probably gone. “And she’s still working here?”

	“No proof,” Link told him with a shrug. “Would just be a he-said, she-said situation.”

	Rigel gritted his teeth as he scowled at the floor. He knew Link was right, but it still sucked. The woman could prove to be a danger to one of his friends who enjoyed brunettes and ended up snared by her wiles.

	“I’ll pass it on,” Rigel murmured, thinking of which of his buddies were the most likely candidates. “Thanks for telling me, Link.” As the musk ox shifter nodded once, Rigel scoffed softly. “Of course, I wasn’t in any danger from her. I’m partial to blonds, remember?”

	“I know.” Link smirked at him, his brown eyes gleaming with mirth. “Doesn’t mean you wouldn’t accept some quick action if it’d been a while for you.”

	Even as Rigel opened his mouth to deny that, an altercation with a black-haired human with an ass to die for popped into his head. He grinned at Link instead and offered an unrepentant shrug. His buddy knew him well.

	Link chuckled.

	Pausing at a T-junction, Rigel patted Link’s upper arm with the back of his hand. “You coming to The Amnesty tonight?”

	Rigel referred to a shifter-owned-and-operated night club. It catered to both the gay and straight crowd, with the occasional specialty night for fringe groups. Rigel and a number of others frequented it at least twice a month.

	When Rigel noticed Link hesitating, he nudged him with his elbow. “Come on, man. Come hang with us.” With a smirk, he told him, “I’m sure I can help you find a cute twink to suck that mammoth cock you’re hiding.” Rigel glanced meaningfully at his big friend’s crotch, knowing exactly what the guy was packing.

	While Rigel had never slept with Link, he’d seen him while shifting more times than he could count. Considering the size of the man’s big piece of meat while flaccid, he could only guess at his length and girth while erect. In truth, Rigel had no desire to ever find out.

	Rigel wasn’t a bottom, as a rule, and the idea of fitting a pole the size that he suspected Link sported when in need made his ass clench uncomfortably. Still, he knew there were plenty of men who considered themselves size queens. While Rigel knew there were women out there who thought taking a man Link’s size would be a challenge to accept, he knew his buddy preferred men.

	Seeing Link’s medium-tanned cheeks and neck darken a bit, coupled with the scent of embarrassment in the air, Rigel rolled his eyes. “Come on, man.” He offered his buddy a cajoling grin. “It’s been too long since ya joined us. It’ll be me, Lyra, Dakota, and Charon”—Rigel paused to wink—”Delanrue and Miggs are on baby-sitting duty tonight. Plus, there’ll be a few others from our crowd.” With a grin, Rigel punched Link’s upper arm again. In truth, he wasn’t entirely certain who all would be there, but it’d been nearly three weeks since he’d jammed on the dance floor, and he couldn’t wait. “It’ll be fun.”

	After heaving a breath, Link nodded once. “Okay.” He shoved his big hands into the pockets of his jeans. “What time?”

	Grinning broadly, Rigel took a step backward toward the south hallway. “Seven o’clock at Jin’s place,” he told him, referring to fellow enforcer Tideus’s mate Sinjin’s restaurant—The Dancing Leprechaun. “He has the back room reserved for us.”

	Rigel thought Tideus’s mate had a gift. Sinjin—Jin to his friends—owned, operated, and worked as the chef for an authentic Irish-themed restaurant and pub. Rigel couldn’t think of a place with better food.

	Hmmm... perfect date place... if I ever find my mate.

	Hearing Link rumble, “I’ll see you there,” pulled Rigel from his random thought.

	Geez. Why do I keep thinking about finding my mate so much lately? Must be because so many other guys have found theirs. Makes me feel wishful.

	Giving his mind a mental shake, Rigel gave Link two thumbs up before turning and heading down the hallway.

	 

	*

	 

	After several shots of Patron and a half dozen beers, Rigel felt a mild buzz and was grateful he’d caught a ride with fellow enforcer, Lyra. He knew it wouldn’t last long, considering his shifter metabolism. Still, it felt nice to know his buddies would keep an eye on him while he cut loose for a few hours.

	“Ready to head to the club?” Lyra asked, a grin curving her tanned features as she rose to her feet. She wriggled her hips as she danced in place. “I’m ready to get my groove on.”

	Rigel pulled his attention away from a pretty blond man sitting at a table with a few others. “Yup.” Rising, he glanced around, seeing he was the last to stand.

	“Already distracted by eye candy, Rigel?” Enforcer Dakota teased, waggling his brows as he glanced pointedly at the man Rigel had been watching. “Probably not the place for a pick-up.”

	Curving his lips into a wide grin, Rigel replied unabashedly, “Just enjoyin’ the view.” He barely resisted cupping his half-hard prick as he teased, “Plannin’ to get laid tonight, so I’m warmin’ up.”

	Lyra rolled her eyes as Dakota barked a laugh. Charon smirked as he shook his head. Dakota’s middle brother, Dane, snorted as he slung his arm over the shoulders of his blushing mate, Danny. The young human looked at the floor, unable to meet Rigel’s eyes.

	Rigel patted Danny on the shoulder lightly. “Sorry, Danny,” he offered, lowering his voice. “I forget you’re not used to our crude humor quite yet.”

	Before meeting and bonding with Dane, Danny had been a shy virgin. While he was no longer a virgin, he was still shy. Dane was slowly helping his human come out of his shell, introducing him to the world, since Danny had grown up in a small, repressive backwater town.

	“It’s fine, Rigel,” Danny murmured, a small smile teasing the corners of his lips as he met Rigel’s eyes for an instant before lowering his gaze again. “No need to change for me.”

	“You’re so sweet, my mate,” Dane rumbled. He dipped his head and pressed a kiss to Danny’s temple. “Never change, love.”

	The look Danny bestowed upon Dane could only be called radiant.

	Rigel looked away, feeling a pang of jealousy curl through his gut. As much as he liked exploring the body of a new lover, he wanted what some of his friends had found. He wanted his one and only.

	Knowing he had to be patient and wait for Fate’s timing, Rigel shoved the feeling way down deep.

	“Come on, Casanova,” Lyra teased, slinging her arm around Rigel’s waist. “Let’s go to the club so we can both find hotties.”

	“Sounds good to me,” Rigel stated agreeably, happy for the distraction. He wrapped his arm around Lyra’s waist in return. As they started out of Jin’s restaurant, Rigel asked, “Who do I owe for dinner?”

	“Dakota picked up the tab, telling us it’s their treat because it’s their date night,” Lyra told him while wrinkling her nose, betraying how she felt about that. “So we’re gonna buy all their drinks at the bar.”

	Rigel winced. If he’d known he wasn’t paying his own way, he wouldn’t have drank quite so much. “I’ll have to slip one of ‘em a hundred when they’re not lookin’,” he muttered, shaking his head.

	“Yeah.” Lyra snickered. “Good luck with that.”

	Vowing to find his moment, Rigel opened the door for Lyra and followed her out of the restaurant.

	Twenty minutes later, Rigel held the door for her again as they entered the club. The music thrummed in his ear drums, making him fight back a wince. Sometimes, there were downsides to being a shifter and having superior hearing.

	On the other hand, when Rigel drew a deep breath into his lungs, he appreciated his shifter sense of smell. His senses were instantly flooded by a mixture of alcohol, male sweat, and arousal. Rigel inhaled again, enjoying the heady mixture.

	His body reacted faster than he could ever remember, his blood instantly flooding his dick. He reached down and adjusted himself as his cock swelled to full mast in seconds.

	When Lyra arched a brow and smirked at him, Rigel had to fight to keep himself from doing something he hadn’t done in decades—blush.

	With a shrug, Rigel admitted, “There’s something in the air.”

	“In the air?” Lyra cocked her head as she gave him a questioning look. “Other than the usual pheromones?”

	“Uh... ”

	Was there?

	“No,” Rigel began before inhaling again. “It’s just—”

	His mouth began to water, and his alligator rumbled in his mind.

	“You sure?” Lyra eyed him curiously as she guided Rigel deeper into the club.

	Rigel hadn’t even realized he’d stopped just
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