
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Things aren’t always as permanent as they seem.

	 

	 

	Lawrence is one of the council assassins, perhaps the one who ended up with the worst ability—he’s a snake shifter, and he secretes his venom even in his human form. He’s never been able to eliminate it entirely from his saliva and bloodstream, and that means he’s made sure to stay away from sex and hookups as much as possible—until now. When he’s sent to kidnap the son of Gavin White, the man experimenting on shifters, he discovers Griffith is his mate.

	Griffith is a geneticist. He works for a shifter-owned company that tries to help the shifters and humans who were experimented on by the Glass Research Company. When he’s kidnapped by a cute blond who tells him his father is doing the opposite—experimenting on shifters to turn them into war machines—he’s horrified, and he wants to help.

	Lawrence has no idea what to do with the knowledge that Griffith is his mate. They can’t bond, not with the venom in Lawrence’s saliva, so he decides not to tell Griffith about it. He hasn’t counted on Griffith’s stubbornness, though, and when he has to rush to help his mate, he knows he won’t be able to stay away, even though it would be the right thing to do.

	 


The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

	Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

	 

	This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	 

	Lawrence

	Copyright © 2019 Catherine Lievens

	ISBN: 978-1-4874-2607-1

	Cover art by Angela Waters

	 

	All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

	 

	Published by eXtasy Books Inc or

	Devine Destinies, an imprint of eXtasy Books Inc

	[image: Image]

	Look for us online at:

	www.eXtasybooks.com or www.devinedestinies.com

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	Lawrence

	Council Assassins Book 7

	 

	 

	By

	 

	 

	Catherine Lievens

	 



Chapter One

	 

	 

	Lawrence threw popcorn at North’s head. When North whipped his head around to find out who the culprit was, Lawrence kept his focus on the TV. He knew he wouldn’t fool North—he had a bucket of popcorn in his lap after all—but it was fun to watch North hesitate about accusing him. He looked from Lawrence to Ulric, who was stuffing his face with the popcorn and would probably have to be paid to waste food by throwing it around.

	“Not funny, guys,” North grumbled.

	Lawrence disagreed, but when he reached into the bucket again, he hit Ulric’s hand. He wrinkled his nose. “Dude. Are you trying to seduce me or something? We’re not in a theater.”

	“And you’re not my type,” Ulric said without looking away from the TV. Lawrence wasn’t sure why Ulric was so focused on the superhero movie. He’d already seen it about a dozen times. The actors were hot, but didn’t it get boring after the fifth or sixth time?

	“I’m everyone’s type,” Lawrence said.

	Ulric finally looked at him. “Yeah? How come you don’t date, then?”

	Shit. Ulric knew better than to bring that up. Lawrence could see he already regretted it from his expression, so he forced himself to smile. “Because no one is good enough for me.”

	“Law—”

	“It’s fine. Promise.”

	Ulric sighed. “I shouldn’t have said that.”

	“In his defense, he was focused on the Captain’s ass,” North said.

	Lawrence relaxed. “Who wouldn’t be? I mean, I don’t care about superheroes, but the way they look makes it worth having to watch this again.”

	Ulric groaned. “That’s all you got from the movie?”

	Lawrence loved to tease him about the things he liked—namely, superheroes and food. “Was there anything else to get?”

	And just like that, everything was right again. Lawrence settled deeper into the couch and listened to his best friend explain what he’d missed from the movie—and apparently, there was a lot. Lawrence didn’t care much. The main reason he was watching the movie right now was that he liked spending time with his friends. It had become harder since North had bonded, even though both he and his mate still lived at the warehouse. North spent more time with Milo now, as was right, but Lawrence missed him. He still had Ulric—when his face wasn’t in a bucket of popcorn—and Miles, but it wasn’t the same.

	Things were changing. A lot of the assassins had found their mates, and it left Lawrence nervous. It was almost like an epidemic, except there was no vaccine against it.

	Lawrence would have grabbed two of them if they existed.

	It wasn’t that he didn’t want to meet his mate. He’d love to have what North had with Milo, what Win had with Graham, what all the other couples had. He wished he could have it. But even if he did meet his mate, there was no way the two of them could ever be more than platonic friends, and that wouldn’t be right. Lawrence didn’t want to condemn his mate to a life of being nothing more than friends, not when they should have more.

	The door to the stairs clicked open, and Win came in. He was holding a bunch of files, and that could only mean one thing—meeting time.

	Ulric groaned and waved his greasy hand toward the TV. “Can’t we finish watching this before you explain how fucked up the world is?” he asked.

	He’d known better, of course, and Lawrence doubted he was surprised by the look Win gave him. “You can continue watching until everyone else is here, but once they are, you’ll turn it off, or at the very least, pause it. We have work to do.”

	Ulric continued to grumble under his breath. Lawrence didn’t blame him. He loved his job, even though he hated the reason he was there to do it in the first place, but the past several months had been fucked up. The job hadn’t been that different, but instead of going after serial killers and rapists, they’d gone after people out to get them.

	Lawrence didn’t understand how people could still be so hateful when shifters had been out for fifteen years, although he supposed that watching humans deal with people who were a different color or who loved someone of the same sex should have been a big clue. Win hadn’t officially told anyone yet, but Lawrence had heard that shifters were as involved in this mess as humans were, and he wasn’t surprised about that either. Some people didn’t care who they had to cut down to become rich.

	It took some time to gather everyone who wasn’t out on a job. It always did. Win was patient, although the fact that he was softly talking with Roark and Beck might have something to do with it. He probably didn’t even notice how much time had passed.

	He looked up and blinked, then did a quick head count before clearing his throat. “All right. People, you can take a copy of this,” he said, handing out the stack to Cora, who was sitting closest to him. “You’ll have time to go over it later. It contains everything we know about the Beasts.”

	Lawrence frowned. “The Beasts?”

	“Yes. They allied themselves with the group of people who were trying to kill us, and with the government.”

	There was a moment of absolute silence as everyone digested that. The government was supposed to be on their side. They were supposed to protect shifters the way shifters protected humans. The council worked with the government to make sure hate crimes and whatnot were taken care of.

	And now they were working against shifters?

	“You all know I met with Evan’s father.”

	“Can we not call him that, please?” Evan asked.

	“Of course. I apologize. I met with Moore, the last man who remained of the group of people who tried to kill us. I got some answers from him.”

	“And that answer was that he was sent by the government?” Ulric asked.

	“Not exactly. He’s human, as you might know, and he’s been selling shifters to the government. To do that, he’s been in contact with the Beasts, who pick up shifters and hand them over to him, who then sells them. That’s the main reason he was in this. He wanted the council gone so he could continue with this.”

	“So we have two enemies to face,” North mused.

	“Yes, although the council wants us to focus on the government. We’re almost a hundred percent sure that we’re only dealing with a small part of it, a hidden part of it. We’re going to have to find out who’s involved apart from Gavin White, which is the name Moore gave me.”

	“What about the Beasts?”

	“The enforcers will take the lead on that. I’m not saying we won’t help, but the Beasts are shifters, and they operate under the light of the sun. On the other hand, the part of the government behind this is hidden, like us.”

	“So do we get to kill this White guy?” Ulric asked.

	“Not yet. That’s probably going to be our endgame, but the council wants answers first, and I think we can all agree that we need them. Gavin White is only one man. There’s no way he’s the only one involved in this, and we have to find out who else is.”

	“Do you have an idea of what the government is doing with the shifters they’re buying?” Lawrence asked, even though he had a pretty good idea. The people around him, and he, himself, were proof of what humans were ready to do to shifters.

	Win sighed. “They’re experimenting on them, just like Glass did. I have no idea yet of what kind of experiments or any details, but that’s what we’re going to have to work on. We need names, numbers, documents, anything we can get our hands on.”

	“Who’s going to take care of White?” Because someone had to, even if it was only to follow him around.

	Win leaned back in his chair. He looked at Roark and Beck, then cleared his throat. “We have an idea about that. I’m sure not everyone is going to be happy about it, but the council agrees that this is what we need right now.”

	Lawrence leaned forward. “Well? What are you talking about?”

	“We’re going to kidnap White’s son, and we’re sending you, Lawrence.”

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Griffith rubbed his eyes. They burned, a sure sign he’d spent too much time in front of his computer. But then he always spent too much time in front of his computer. If he wasn’t in the lab, he was at his desk.

	But not tonight. Tonight, he had plans. They might not be what most people would think of as fun plans, but he was looking forward to it.

	His phone rang just as he got to his car. He managed to wrestle it out of his pocket before it stopped ringing, but he wished he hadn’t when he saw the caller was his mother. He could probably ignore it, but she’d call again, so he might as well get through this now that he wasn’t working. “Mom,” he said as he answered.

	“Honey. I hope I’m not bothering you.”

	“No.” Griffith unlocked his car and opened the driver door.

	“Are you sure? You’re not still at work, are you? You work too much, and it’s already past seven.”

	“I just left.” He threw his messenger bag into the passenger seat and sat behind the wheel.

	“That’s good. Are you coming over for dinner?”

	Griffith would rather get a root canal than have dinner with his father. “No, sorry. I already have plans.”

	“Is it a date?” His mother’s voice was hesitant. She was no doubt torn between wanting him to have someone in his life and be happy and her husband’s belief that Griffith being gay was wrong and against God’s law—whatever that meant.

	“No. I’m going to the shelter.” That was probably worse than being gay in his father’s eyes. At least Griffith could try to ignore the gay part of himself, be celibate and lead a good, God-fearing life, but no. Instead, he lived to disgrace his father’s good name by not only being gay but also volunteering with a teen LGBTQ shelter.

	The horror.

	“You know your father doesn’t like you working there,” Griffith’s mother said.

	That was part of the reason Griffith did it, but he wasn’t about to admit that. “I know, and I don’t care. Me being gay isn’t going to change, whatever he thinks or says, and those kids need all the help they can get. And I volunteer there, Mom. It’s not a job.”

	“Maybe you could do that at an animal shelter?”

	And there they went again. “Nope, but don’t worry about it. You don’t have to tell Dad why I’m not coming over.” He probably didn’t care about not seeing Griffith, but he would freak out if Griffith’s mom told him why he wasn’t there. His mom knew that, so she’d probably keep her mouth shut.

	She sighed. “I don’t see you often enough.”

	Griffith agreed with that. If only she’d stop catering to his asshole father and divorce him, Griffith would see her every week. But there was no way he wanted to spend the time it would take to have dinner with his father, not unless he had to. “I’m sorry, Mom, but you know that until Dad gets over his hang-ups, I’m sticking to Thanksgiving and Christmas.” If even that.

	“He feels strongly about everything, Griffith, and you can’t deny he might not be wrong.”

	“About what? Me being an abomination? Or shifters being born of the devil?” Those were two things his father mentioned every time he saw Griffith. He was nothing if not an asshole.

	“Griffith—”

	“No, Mom.” Griffith wasn’t sure how he’d managed to come out of his teenage years sane of mind and not a ball of hate like his father was. “I’m sorry, but I can’t share his views of the world.”

	“But you’re not a shifter.”

	“Maybe not, but I am gay. And even if I weren’t, I doubt I’d think that shifters are animals like he does. They’re not. We’re never going to see eye to eye about this, and that’s okay.” Griffith had given up trying to convince his father otherwise. He just avoided him now.

	“But you could find another job.”

	That was a hard no. Griffith loved what he did, no matter how much his father disapproved. He wanted to help people, and not just humans. That was why he was working on undoing the genetic damage that had been done to some of them. It was very slow work, but at least he felt he was helping, not like his father, who did who-knew-what for the government. Griffith was lucky he’d been hired by a private wealthy shifter whose daughter had been captured by the Glass Research Company back in the day. She hadn’t made it out alive, and the man had sworn to do what he could to undo the damage the company had created.

	Griffith was proud to be part of that, just like he was proud of the work he did as a volunteer with the shelter.

	“I have to go, Mom,” Griffith said. He already knew no one would change their mind, so it was no use insisting. Maybe he could take his mother out for lunch next week to catch up with her. He’d never been sure if she believed what his father spouted or if she just went along to keep the peace in their home, and he wasn’t sure he cared at this point. Still, she was his mother, and he loved her.

	“All right. Call me when you get home.”

	“I’ll text you, and you don’t need to worry. I told you there are only teenagers at the shelter. They’re not going to hurt me.”

	“You can’t be sure of that.”

	Griffith wasn’t going to win this, so he let it go. “I’ll text you,” he repeated.

	He was glad when he could finally hang up. He loved his mother, but he hated his father, and he hated how subservient his mother was to him even more. It was like she’d be entirely lost if she wasn’t married to him, and in part, Griffith could understand that, considering how long they’d been together. That didn’t mean he had to like it, though—and he didn’t.

	But that wasn’t a problem for now. It wasn’t going anywhere, because his mother wasn’t going anywhere, unfortunately.

	Griffith drove to his favorite pizza place first. He’d placed an order before leaving the parking lot, but he still had to wait for a bit. He’d ordered ten pizzas, and they took a bit to be cooked. It was worth the wait and the bill, though. He loved to see the smile on the kids’ faces when he walked into the shelter with his arms full of deliciously smelling boxes.

	 

	“I need help,” he yelled when he stepped through the shelter door.

	The shelter didn’t look like much from outside. It blended in with the other houses on the street, except for the flyers stuck on the windows and the small sign that advertised what it was. There was space there for a dozen kids, maybe fifteen if they needed it. Most of them stayed around. It was a safe place for them. No one forced them to do anything, and while Griffith wished he could find loving families for all of them, he understood why he needed to stay out of this. Once the kids trusted him and the others enough, the head of the shelter, Annie, would work with them to help them get back on their feet. Most of the kids had been kicked out of their homes, some beaten and bullied, insulted, torn apart until they didn’t know who they could trust—so they didn’t trust anyone. The road to recovery was long and hard, but the shelter did everything they could to help, providing a warm place to stay, some privacy, showers, food, and therapy.

	That was what the kids needed, and Griffith was grateful he was able to help.

	Lindsay’s head popped out of the living room. She was seventeen, a short slip of a girl with long, blond hair that swallowed her. She’d been caught kissing her girlfriend a few years back and kicked out by her mom. She’d lived on the streets for a while before Annie had managed to convince her to come to the shelter. Griffith was glad to see she was gaining weight.

	“Oh, pizza!” she exclaimed. She rushed toward him and grabbed a few of the boxes. “I’m taking this to the living room to eat with Tay.”

	“Annie isn’t going to be happy that you two are isolating yourselves again.”

	She bit her lower lip. “He had a bad day.”

	“Ah.” That could mean anything and everything. “All right. I’ll tell Annie to give you two some slack, as long as you help with the cleaning up.”

	Lindsay grinned. “Of course we will.” She turned around and rushed back to the living room.

	Griffith’s heart squeezed with pain. He wanted to give these kids everything they hadn’t gotten from their parents, but there was only so much he could give them.

	He hoped it would be enough.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Lawrence tapped his fingertips on the dining table. He was peering at the file Win had handed off earlier, but he wasn’t reading the information there. No, his mind was already on what he’d need to do. “Tomorrow?” he asked.

	Win looked like he could sleep a week and still be tired. He rubbed his face and nodded. “Yes. There’s no reason to wait, and the sooner we get answers, the better it will be for everyone.”

	“And you think this Griffith guy has the answers we need?”

	“Not him, no, but he’s a way to his father.”

	Lawrence wasn’t too sure about that. “Here it says he doesn’t visit his parents often.”

	Win arched a brow. “Because you do?”

	Right. “I have a reason not to.”

	“Maybe, but some of the others find plenty of time to visit family.” Win sighed. “But we’re not here to talk about you. I know White might not be close to his son. But Griffith White is still his son, and this is the easiest way for us to get info. Even if Griffith doesn’t have anything we want, he might be able to help, and we’re hoping that his father will give us what we want once he finds out we have him.”

	Lawrence didn’t like this. He didn’t like the thought of grabbing someone who hadn’t done anything. As far as he could see, Griffith was innocent, and not close to his asshole of a father. Hell, he even worked for Charles Hoffman, a shifter famous for using his wealth to find a way to help the people who’d been hurt in the labs. There was little he could do for people like Lawrence, but he was trying to help, and Lawrence respected that. He also respected that Griffith, a human, was trying to help, too.

	He didn’t want to kidnap him, but he would. That was his job.

	He looked at the picture of Griffith again. He was a good-looking man, in his late twenties, maybe early thirties, with brown eyes and brown hair that looked like he needed a trip to get it cut. Lawrence had expected him to wear glasses, maybe because he was a scientist, but he didn’t, and his eyes gleamed, warm and welcoming.

	He wasn’t going to be welcoming when he saw Lawrence.

	“I don’t like this.”

	“I know. I don’t either, and Roark and Beck are right there with me. But I talked to the council, and while it
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