
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Keeping the Peace: When a sensual shifter meets his mate in an undercover operative, he must learn the true meaning of accepting one’s mate.

	 

	 

	Prescott is bored, lonely, and even a little jealous. While he feels bad about that last one, he can’t do anything about it. Everyone in his flock have found their mates, and they’re so lovey-dovey Prescott wants to gag. It wouldn’t be so bad if he could go out and search for his own mate. Unfortunately, due to the unrest in the shifter community and his flock living with a councilman, the estate is on lock-down. Tired of it, Prescott sneaks out and heads to a new dance club. He intends to dance and get laid, but what he discovers is so much more.

	When Nkosi Akintola follows Prescott into the men’s room, they realize they’re mates. As much as Nkosi wishes he could bond with Prescott that instant, he can’t. He’s a black mamba shifter on an undercover mission, and timing is critical. As a member of the rogue shifters trying to topple the Shifter Council, Nkosi knows his duty must come first, even before his mate. After giving Prescott the information Nkosi has gathered, he takes the wood duck shifter home.

	When Nkosi returns from his mission an injured man, will Prescott forgive and accept him?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	The measure of intelligence is the ability to change.

	~Albert Einstein

	 

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Oh, gods. Faster. Harder.”

	Upon hearing Lachlan’s throaty urgings, Prescott froze just inside the door.

	“Gods, yessss,” Thad rumbled huskily. “So good.”

	Prescott felt his face heat as blood rushed south. For a few seconds, he paused to listen to his flock-mates fucking. He was also damn tempted to round the tables and chairs to find them so he could watch.

	I bet they’re sprawled out before the fireplace. I could watch Thad pound away at Lachlan’s toned form.

	Except, Prescott didn’t. Hearing flesh slapping against flesh, he backed away. The sounds of grunts and groans mixed with whispered words told Prescott that his friends were barreling down the homestretch.

	Exiting the library, Prescott closed the door quietly. His own cock ached behind the fly of his jeans, and he rubbed at himself. He toyed with the idea of tracking down Bashir. The vampire was always happy to enjoy a quick fuck and blood donation.

	Thinking of the sensations created by Bashir drinking his blood, Prescott moaned. His dick twitched, and a bead of pre-cum oozed from him. Even his balls began to tingle.

	Then Prescott remembered Bashir was off the property on some assignment for Seever.

	Lucky bastard.

	With the troubles caused by a bunch of rogue shifters targeting the shifter council and those associated with it—led by a bigoted ex-councilman with a penchant for shifter trafficking—the estate where Prescott and the rest of his flock lived was on lock-down. They’d moved there a couple of years before when fellow flock-mate Cho had met his mate in Shifter Councilman Vincentius Goldstein. For everyone’s safety, they couldn’t leave the estate without quite a bit of protection.

	Prescott wondered if some other guard would be up for a quickie and started down the hall in search of someone to scratch his itch.

	While Prescott knew many whispered about him being the estate slut, he didn’t care. After all, it was true. Prescott had loved sex as soon as he’d discovered how pleasurable it could be. Having spent decades locked in a cage, mostly trapped in his wood duck form, he enjoyed as much touch as he could get.

	Pushing memories of his time being experimented on by scientists from his mind, Prescott searched out a partner for some horizontal fun.

	 

	Three days later, Prescott bit back a groan as he stood frozen in the doorway to the kitchen. He’d wanted a mid-afternoon snack. Instead, he’d stumbled upon Reese, the human who worked as the estate’s chef, enjoying an afternoon delight with his lion shifter mate, Seever.

	The grunting coming from the massive pantry could be nothing else.

	Prescott growled as he pivoted and stalked out of the kitchen, his hunger gone. In fact, he didn’t even end up aroused by the sounds. A different kind of warmth churned in his gut.

	Jealousy.

	Rubbing at his chest, Prescott felt a wave of guilt flood him. He shook his head, but he couldn’t seem to help himself. While he figured his flock-mates were using sex to decompress from the stress as well as pass the time, Prescott didn’t have a mate.

	And I want one.

	Man or woman, old or young, fat or thin—Prescott didn’t give a shit. He didn’t care what his mate would look like. He just wanted to find him or her. Unfortunately, with still being on lock-down, Prescott couldn’t go out to look.

	Sighing, Prescott headed to the entertainment room. He spotted his alpha, Ashton, cuddled up on a sofa with his mate, Ranger. While the scent of sex lingered in the air, they were fully clothed.

	Glad I missed that.

	Prescott would never want to spy on Alpha Ashton with his mate. His alpha would scratch his eyes out of his skull.

	“Hey, Prescott,” Ashton greeted him with a relaxed smile.

	Yeah, I know what put that look on his face.

	“Hi, Ashton,” Prescott replied. “Ranger.”

	“Prescott.” The black-backed jackal shifter snuggled against Ashton, a well-fucked flush still darkening his tanned cheeks. “We’re gonna watch a movie. Join us?”

	Prescott crossed to the bar as he replied, “Yeah. Sounds good. What were you thinking of watching?” It didn’t really matter. He was that bored.

	“We were talking about doing a Lethal Weapon marathon,” Ashton told him. “The rest of the guys should be here in ten.”

	Snorting while pouring a glass of red wine, Prescott shook his head. “It might be a few more minutes than that if Reese and Seever are supposed to be joining us.”

	“Oh?” Ashton cocked his head. “Why do you say that?”

	With a wink, Prescott crossed to a window and opened it. Then he headed to a second one, so there would be a cross-breeze. “They weren’t done, like you guys are.” Soon, the light draft began to clear away the scents of sweat, arousal, and semen from the room.

	Both men grinned broadly, completely unrepentant.

	As they should be.

	Ashton cupped Ranger’s jaw and held his mate’s gaze. “Can’t help myself.” With a tug, he pulled the other man closer and sealed his lips over the jackal’s.

	Biting back a sigh, Prescott went about prepping the first movie.

	 

	“Oh, shit. I found one,” Prescott whispered in shock. “A hole.”

	Damn.

	Prescott’s discovery was both a blessing and a curse. On the one hand, the right thing to do was to immediately bring the oversight to Seever, so he could fix the problem. After all, having a hole in security was dangerous. On the other hand, Prescott now had a way to sneak out.

	And that new club opened two weeks ago.

	When Prescott had begun searching for gaps in the rotation of the guards a couple of weeks before, it had been something to alleviate his boredom. He couldn’t sit for hours and read like Thad or get lost in his computer like Cho. Even Hector and Rocky were kept busy with Rocky’s toddler, Jayden. The others had jobs, duties to perform.

	Prescott didn’t really have anything, although he dusted and kept his own rooms cleaned. That didn’t take up much time. At this point, he was practically climbing the walls.

	Unable to resist the allure of the opportunity, Prescott made his plans. He put together a club outfit and tucked it into a small backpack. After adding his make-up and shoes, he donned black sweatpants and a black tank top.

	Leaving his satchel on the bed, Prescott headed to the entertainment center. He would have to wait until Rogan went on shift in two hours. Plus, he needed to figure out everyone’s plans for the evening.

	Fortunately, clubbing was a late-night activity, so Prescott had plenty of time.

	That didn’t ease his nerves... or his excitement.

	“Hey, you okay, Pres?” Gilbert asked, his gaze lowering to Prescott’s leg before returning to his face.

	Prescott stilled his bouncing leg and thought swiftly.

	“What’s wrong?” Gilbert’s black brows furrowed, and he leaned forward, pulling a little away from his Kodiak bear shifter, Hess. “We’ll help if we can.”

	Clearing his throat, Prescott decided on a plausible response. “Um, I know we can’t go out and do much right now, but there’s this new movie I really want to see,” he began slowly, working out everything in his head. “It’s a sequel, and I really want to be able to see it in the theater. Can we arrange a day trip?”

	“What movie?” Ashton asked curiously.

	“The new Jumanji movie,” Prescott claimed, seeing he had everyone’s attention. Great. “I really liked the reboot with Dwayne Johnson, and I want to see the sequel in the theater.”

	Stop talking. You’re repeating yourself.

	“I wouldn’t mind seein’ that myself,” Hess revealed, scratching at his goatee. “We could do a matinee.”

	Ashton exchanged a glance with Gilbert, who acted as their flock’s beta. Gilbert explained, “A matinee means it’s a movie before five in the evening on a weekday. A lot of theaters offer a discounted price then.”

	“I’ll talk to Vinnie tonight about timing and bodyguards,” Cho piped up, lifting his focus from his laptop. “He’s in a meeting right now.”

	Cho was the only one able to get away with calling Vincentius by the pet name. The councilman would ream anyone else who tried it. Naturally, as mates, he wanted Cho happy, so he didn’t correct him.

	“Thanks!” Prescott grinned. He really did want to see the movie, so it made a great cover.

	To Prescott’s relief, everyone returned their focus to other things.

	 

	At just before nine, the pairs began to filter out of the room—Cho had left over an hour before after getting a text from his mate. There was a bunch of kissing and some light petting going on. They said their goodnights amidst purrs of pleasure and giggles of delight.

	Prescott waved at Ashton and Ranger, the last couple in the room. As soon as Prescott no longer heard their footsteps, he rose and hurried to his own room. He strained his ears, so he could avoid everyone.

	Once Prescott reached his bedroom, he grabbed his small duffel, shoved his feet into a pair of sneakers, and headed back through the house. To his relief, he managed to escape the mansion without being spotted by anyone. He hid behind a stone patio wall, waiting for the guard patrol to pass.

	Fortunately, the guards were more focused on searching the perimeter as opposed to looking toward the house. At one point, Prescott had entertained the idea of shifting to his wood duck form and flying out of the estate. He’d nixed it, since his small form didn’t have the strength to carry a satchel full of clothes and shoes.

	Spotting the opening Prescott wanted, he made his way to the side gate. He watched as one of the patrol guards paused and talked to Rogan at the gate. A second later, Rogan grabbed the back of the man’s neck and pulled him into a deep lick-lock.

	While Prescott hoped he didn’t get the guards in trouble, he took the opening and crept out of the estate.

	 

	As a shifter, Prescott had great stamina and speed, and it didn’t take him too long to jog into town. He found a discreet location and changed into his club clothes. With his duffel slung over his shoulder, he entered a gas station and used their bathroom to style his hair and put on his make-up.

	Grinning, Prescott left his duffel hidden in the station’s air vent, then proceeded to the club.

	Even before Prescott turned the corner, he could feel the thumping vibration of the club’s music vibrating the ground beneath his feet. He picked up his pace, anticipation filling his veins. It had been months since he’d had the opportunity to dance and enjoy the thrill of rubbing his body against so many others.

	While Prescott could get laid on the estate, he loved the opportunity to explore someone new.

	Plus, my mate isn’t on the estate.

	Prescott didn’t entertain much hope of finding his mate at a dance club, but he knew it could happen. After all, Hector had met Rocky at a club. Rocky had been the bouncer there, and it had taken several weeks for the bouncy shifter to convince the reserved human he was serious.

	Dismissing thoughts of his flock—and pushing away the guilt of sneaking out—Prescott opened the door to the club. His senses were immediately assailed by the scents of alcohol, testosterone, and arousal. The thumping of the music pounded in his ears.

	“Well, hello there, cutie,” the bouncer greeted. He sat on a stool near the door of the small foyer area, obviously there to check IDs if necessary. “You’re a breath of fresh air.”

	Grinning at the broad-shouldered human, Prescott gave the big man a thorough once-over. “Glad you think so,” he replied, licking his lips. “You’re not so bad yourself.”

	The man moved closer, lifting his big hands. “I think I’m gonna have to frisk you.” He waggled his brows as he continued, “This club has a no outside food or drink, and a no drug policy, you see.”

	“Of course.” Prescott lifted his arms up, bent at the elbow, and placed them behind his neck. “Always a good policy to have.”

	“Glad you understand,” the bouncer replied.

	Then he began running his hands over Prescott—all over him. He even went so far as to blatantly feel up his groin, causing Prescott’s dick to harden.

	“Mmm, forward.” Prescott bucked his hips into the man’s fondling grip. “I like.”

	“I haven’t taken my break yet this evening,” the man purred into his ear. His words were barely loud enough to be heard over the music coming from the next room. “I could call someone to watch the door if you wanna get a drink with me.”

	Turning, Prescott peered up at the man. Being six-foot along with the extra two inches from his black dress boots, he only had an inch or so to look up. He rested his hands on the man’s shoulders and rubbed over the hard, cloth-covered muscles.

	“Only if the drink comes with a sword and two olives,” Prescott stated, rocking his hips and blatantly grinding against the man. As a shifter with a high libido, he could easily get off two or three times an evening if he found willing partners. Considering the way the human had felt him up, Prescott figured he would be willing to be partner number one of the evening.

	Yeah, I’m a total slut. Oh well.

	Obviously catching his meaning, the bouncer squeezed his ass and nodded. “Give me two minutes to get a replacement,” he ordered as he dug his fingertips into the crease of Prescott’s ass.

	“Hurry.”

	The bouncer stepped back, pulling his phone from his pocket. While glancing Prescott’s way, he shot off a text. Then he winked and moved back toward the stool.

	“I’m Baden, by the way,” he claimed. “You new in town?”

	Prescott shook his head. “A couple of years now, but it’s been a while since I’ve found time to get out.” He tapped his chest. “Prescott.”

	Baden grinned broadly, showing off even white teeth. “Well, I’m pleased you decided to grace our club tonight.”

	“Me, too.”

	Just as Prescott said the words, another man joined them in the front room. He glanced between Baden and Prescott and smirked. “You know, you’re supposed to let them get in the club first, B,” he stated, using the back of his hand to smack Baden’s upper arm.

	Baden laughed
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