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        This mouse is about to receive the lion’s share of adventure…

         

        Aubrey Taylor dreamed of becoming an international superspy, but her parents warned that a mouse shifter wasn’t meant for such risky professions. Instead, she became a librarian for the Furry United Coalition Newbie Academy, though she never dreamed she’d receive a call that would see her off on the experience of a lifetime.

         

        Jackson Holt, lion shifter and famed FUC agent is facing a foe more powerful than any FUC enemy… his mother. She wants her alpha son to assume his position as leader of their pride, but Jackson doesn’t want any of it. He wants to save the world, one FUC mission at a time.

         

        When he swings by the academy to thank Aubrey for her assistance on a case, he inadvertently brings danger to her door. Between shots fired, jaguar assassins, and a lioness mother who will never accept her son with a mouse, Jackson has his work cut out for him.

         

        Can this mouse remove the lion’s thorn, or will she scurry back to her quiet life at the Academy?

      

      

      
        
        Does this premise and world seem familiar? That’s because it is based off the Eve Langlais Furry United Coalition. Eve Langlais has invited her author friends to come and play in her world. To find out more,  visit Worlds.EveLanglais.com.
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      “Why didn’t we have this delivered to us by courier?” Jackson Holt, lion shifter, mumbled under his breath as he walked up the steps to the National Szechenyi Library. It was a beautiful summer day, and the streets were filled with people. Which meant he was hyper-alert, a trait picked up during his training to join the Furry United Coalition. A lazy agent didn’t live for long.

      “You know, a lot of people would have liked the impromptu trip to Budapest, instead of bitching about it.” Neil Yun sighed, and the exasperated sound carried through Jackson’s earpiece. It didn’t matter that a thousand miles or so separated them. At that moment, his wolf friend could have been standing right next to him. Thanks to the glasses Neil had sent to Jackson, Neil could see everything he could.

      “I’m supposed to be on holiday,” Jackson grumbled. He could count on one hand the downtime he’d had over the last two years. The life of an agent was an interesting one—full of a considerable amount of risk—and even if he loved it, he still needed a break. When was the last time he didn’t have to worry about someone shooting him?

      “I thought you’d be grateful for having a legitimate excuse to escape your mother’s clutches.”

      Jackson pushed the door open and walked into the library’s air-conditioned foyer. With his beige trousers and his white shirt rolled up to his elbows, he looked every inch the traveling tourist. At the base of his spine, where the specially designed gun holster rested, sweat had started to gather. He didn’t need the gun, but it was easier to use than shifting into his lion form and scaring the locals. The existence of shifters was a closely guarded secret.

      “You think my mother takes my work with FUC seriously?” Cassandra Holt was the CEO of Holt Industrials, a role that he was expected to step into when she left. It didn’t matter that Jackson had cousins who’d gladly step into the role, like Ethan. However, Cassandra wanted to keep control and keep Jackson in the line of succession. “That woman holds a grudge like nobody's business.” He strolled across the foyer, and a woman with wavy black hair down to her shoulders and dark red lipstick smiled at him from the front desk.

      “Do you speak English?” Jackson asked in broken Hungarian. At least that was what he hoped he said. He spoke three languages fluently, and Hungarian wasn’t one of them.

      The woman’s smile widened as she looked at him. “Yes, sir. How can I help you today?”

      “My name is Jackson Parker,” he replied, using a fake name that matched the falsified ID that he pushed across the desk to her. “I work for Professor Sanders, and I’m here to collect the book he requested.”

      The woman leaned forward, peering at his credentials and giving him an impressive view down her shirt, revealing her black laced bra. The move was a deliberate one, judging from the flirtatious look in her eyes. She ran her fingertip across the ID, her nails the same crimson shade as her lips.

      “Oh, yes, Mr. Parker,” she said in a husky voice while she batted her eyelashes at him. “How long are you in town for?”

      “A few hours.”

      “Pity. If you had the time, I would have loved to show you our beautiful city.”

      “That’s a shame,” he said as he gave her a slow smile.

      She tucked a strand of her hair behind her ear. “You can go through the door on the left and follow the hall to the door that takes you to our basement level. We would have had it ready for your arrival, but our librarian wanted to spend some time with the book before it left our possession.”

      He frowned. “And why is that?”

      “Mr. Kovacs doesn’t like foreigners.” Her attention shifted to the door then back to him. “Between you and me, he didn’t even want to lend the book out. He doesn’t think it’ll be returned.”

      It wouldn’t be, but the man didn’t need to know his fears were justified. “It’ll be in good hands, I promise.”

      Her gaze drifted lower. “Excellent hands. I mean, of course, it will. You’re a librarian. Who would be better to act as a temporary guardian?” A blush crept over her face, and he grinned at her before he walked to the door that would lead to the basement.

      “Did that woman seriously flash you?” Neil’s voice sounded in his ear.

      Jackson chuckled. “You saw everything I did.”

      “What must life be like to look like a Greek god?” Neil teased. It wasn’t like the wolf shifter wasn’t easy on the eyes himself, and he wasn’t hurting for men and women who wanted to spend the night with him.

      “You sure I need to be across the pond tonight?” Jackson glanced over his shoulder. He could think of worse ways to spend the night than in the company of a woman as beautiful as her.

      “Yeah, FUC needs the book ASAP,” Neil reminded him. “Now, keep your wits about you. We’re not the only ones interested in it.”

      There were groups of people who worked against the interests of FUC. Some shifters just wanted to watch the world burn. Jackson never understood people like that, but he supposed the world required a certain level of balance. The shifter world had operated in secret for a long time, since humans had a habit of trying to destroy what they didn’t understand.

      Thankfully, those with better sense knew a war was the last thing anyone needed.

      “You never told me why we need it,” Jackson said as he walked through the door and down the hallway toward the next door marked Basement.

      “That information is way above either of our paygrades,” Neil informed him. “We have an expert on speed dial if we need their assistance, but they don’t know everything either.”

      As soon as Jackson was in the stairwell, the hairs on the back of his neck stood on end. He hated cramped spaces.

      

      A line of low-hanging lights dropped from the ceiling, and Jackson had to walk to the side or risk headbutting them.

      Panic bubbled inside of him. The incident from his childhood still haunted him. He’d been five and planned on hiding in the chest in his parents’ bedroom. He’d wanted to jump out and scare whoever walked in, but he’d fallen asleep. When he’d tried to get out, he had quickly realized the chest had been locked.

      “You okay there, buddy?” Neil’s voice brought him back to the present.

      Jackson breathed out, and slowly, his heart rate returned to normal. “I’m fine,” he said through gritted teeth. When he reached the bottom of the stairs, he spied another man leaning over a table. There was a barely audible sound, and if he’d been human, he would have missed it. A camera? Why was the man taking photos of the book?

      “Mr. Kovacs?”

      There was the barest of warnings as the man at the table whipped around and pulled out a gun. Jackson dove for cover as the man fired off three muted shots. Whoever this man was, he was using a suppresser, meaning they were a professional. Definitely not the archaic librarian he was looking for. “Neil, tell me you got a good look at him.”

      “Running his face through our database. Give me a second.”

      Jackson kept low and crept around the stacks. His lion came to the surface, but he kept a tight leash on it. He would lose a lot of mobility if he shifted in such a confined space.

      With his heightened senses coming to the forefront, he caught the scent of blood. It wasn’t coming from him. The gunman swore and barked something into a walkie-talkie. Jackson couldn’t make out the muffled reply.

      That’s when he found the librarian. The body of an elderly man with white hair had been left discarded on the floor. His eyes were open but unseeing, and a pool of blood had spread underneath him.

      “Tell me who I’m fighting,” Jackson hissed to Neil. He reached out and closed the dead man’s eyes.

      “He hasn’t shown up,” Neil growled in frustration. “But safe to say he’s dangerous and you need to stop him before he leaves. Our mission is to obtain and contain the information found inside that book! There might be a chance he hasn’t sent them yet. You need to destroy that camera.”

      Jackson peeked around the stacks. The man wasn’t searching for him anymore, more focused on packing away a bag he slung over his shoulder. His weapon had been placed on the table next to him.

      Jackson pulled his own gun free and darted out.

      His target spun, lashing out with supernatural speed, and knocked the gun from Jackson’s hand. A roar rumbled in Jackson’s chest, and the man’s face paled underneath his pencil-thin moustache.

      “You don’t scare me,” he said as he edged away.

      “The smell of piss in the air tells a different story.” With his lion close to the surface, he recognized his opponent was another shifter—a lesser beast, for sure. “Now, why don’t you hand the bag and camera over?”

      “They’ll kill me if I do.”

      Jackson raised an eyebrow. “And what do you think I’m going to do? Let you off with a stern warning? You killed a human.”

      The man’s gaze shifted to where the librarian’s body was, and he shook his head. “That had nothing to do with me.”

      Suddenly there was a loud crack—the sound of a gunshot!—and pain exploded across Jackson’s shoulder. The man had a partner. Crap, that was a rookie mistake to make.

      He ignored the pain and launched at the first man, who yelped out in surprise and terror. Jackson stopped short of grabbing him. Instead, he twisted his hips, dipped low, and delivered an uppercut with all his supernatural strength behind him. The man’s eyes rolled up into his head, and Jackson picked up the dead weight and threw him over the table. He probably wasn’t dead, but an unconscious attacker was better than one he needed to keep an eye on. Jackson grabbed the camera and checked the status of the upload. Whoever the man was, he hadn’t had a chance to start it. Jackson removed the memory card and slipped it into the front pocket of his jeans. Then he smashed the camera.

      Animal instinct told him to turn and face the new attacker, but the human part knew whoever they were, they hadn’t hesitated in firing. He moved past the unconscious body to the other side of the table, noting the five open books laid out. Which one was he supposed to be collecting?

      “You move quick,” a distinctly female voice informed him.

      The woman at the counter.

      She’d dropped the flirty element to her voice. Guess she’s not interested in showing me the city anymore.

      “And you move quietly. I didn’t even hear you coming down the stairs.” No gun and no straightforward way to close the distance between them. “Sorry. You’re not getting the book.”

      “Not a problem. I have a contingency plan.”

      “I don’t suppose you want to tell me who you’re working for?”

      “No.” Her word was followed by the sound of a zipper and something being removed from a bag. “But if I can take out the legendary Agent Holt, my boss might not be too angry we lost the book. Goodbye
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