
        
            
                
            
        

    
	What happens when the man you’re fated to be with is a professional assassin?

	 

	 

	Miles is going after the people who hurt his best friend. He’d thought the shifter world was finally done with labs and doctors who experimented on them, but he was wrong, and he has every intention of fixing that. 

	Preston just wants his best friend back. Jasper was kidnapped, and Preston knows he’s being hurt. He’s lucky Jasper managed to call him and that he’s a decent hacker, but he’s only one man. How is he supposed to break into a government lab and rescue his friend?

	Things get both more complicated and easier when Miles and Preston meet. Preston is horrified to find out he’s the mate of a professional assassin, but Miles and his friends can give him the help he needs to break into the lab. Miles is ready to do this and much more for Preston, even if Preston decides to leave afterward.

	Will Preston be able to accept Miles and what he does for Jasper’s sake? And if he can, what happens once Jasper is free?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Miles couldn’t help but smile at his best friend. Tony had come a long way from when he wasn’t able to leave his bedroom after he’d been captured and tortured, and while he wasn’t the same Tony he’d been before, Miles didn’t mind. Being tortured, then killing the person who had tortured you, would do that to a person. Besides, Tony was happier than he’d ever been now that he’d met his mate. Miles wouldn’t have it any other way, and Tony wouldn’t, either.

	Tony was shuffling through a pile of documents while Miles focused on his computer and the stuff he’d copied from Robert Langley’s computer. Langley had been part of the human government and responsible for the new labs that had been created in the past couple of years to experiment on shifters. Miles wanted to find how to get rid of all of them, without exception.

	The problem was that he didn’t understand most of what he was reading. There was a lot of medical stuff, and what little he did understand made him shiver in horror. All of this was supposed to be over. Tony and Miles had both been in labs decades ago, but they’d been freed, and they’d been working so that it wouldn’t happen to anyone else. Now, it had, and Miles felt guilty.

	He leaned against the back of the couch and looked at Tony, who was sitting cross-legged on the bed he shared with Sam. “I think we should talk to Rocco.”

	“What did you find?”

	“Nothing good. I don’t understand any of this medical stuff, but it’s enough for me to realize what they’re doing.” Miles’s mouth was dry. “They’re trying to create super soldiers.”

	It wasn’t surprising. Humans always wanted more, and they didn’t care if they hurt other people to obtain it. That was exactly what they were doing. Before, they’d experimented on shifters and humans alike to see if they could change their DNA and turn them into things they weren’t. They’d succeeded. Some humans had become shifters, and some shifters had gained abilities, like Miles and Tony and the other assassins.

	What was happening now was completely different. The humans weren’t poking around trying to understand what they could do and how far they could push. They already knew that. Now, they had a precise goal in mind, and they were working toward that.

	“Super soldiers?” Tony asked. He sounded as horrified as Miles felt.

	Miles sighed. “Take this guy. I can’t understand if he was human or shifter, but they tried to give him wings. From the notes, he couldn’t ever get rid of them, which means they were stuck on his back. And it’s not only that. They split his DNA with the DNA of several kinds of shifters, including a bear, a lion, and a wolf. I’m not quite sure what they were trying to do, and I don’t know if they knew, either. Whatever it was, it didn’t work, and there’s a note that the guy was terminated.”

	Miles didn’t have to explain what that meant. Both he and Tony knew.

	“We have to do something. We can’t allow humans to torture any more shifters, and we can’t allow them to create super soldiers. They’ll use them against us, whether those soldiers want it or not.” Tony’s voice was soft, but the horror was clear in his tone.

	No matter how much Tony thought he was broken, he wasn’t. He was strong, and Miles was relieved to see he was doing better.

	Better, but not healed. Even though Tony hadn’t talked to Miles about it, Miles was aware of the fact that Tony had PTSD. His room was next to the one Tony and Sam shared, and sometimes, during the night, he could hear the nightmares. He always had to resist the urge to come to Tony’s rescue. Tony wasn’t alone anymore. Before, it had been him and Miles against the world. Even though they were friends with all the assassins, they were especially close to each other, and they’d always been there for the other. Now, Tony had Sam.

	Miles didn’t begrudge him for that. It was a good thing that Tony had met him, because Sam had been the first step in healing Tony. They were mates, and eventually, once all of this was over, they’d be happy together.

	First, they had to deal with this, though.

	Miles looked at his best friend. “You don’t have to do this if it’s too hard,” he murmured.

	Tony glared. “Why would it be too hard?”

	“Because of what happened to you. No one will blame you if you decide to take a step back.”

	Tony crossed his arms over his chest. “Is that what you think I should do?”

	Miles had to be extremely careful how to answer that question. “I think you should do whatever you feel up to. I’m not trying to stop you from doing it if you think it’s the right thing to do. I just don’t want you to get hurt.” Or rather, even more hurt than he’d already been.

	Tony stared for a moment before his expression shifted, and he nodded. “I know you’re looking out for me, and I appreciate it. You don’t have to, though. I know what I’m doing, and I promise I won’t put you in danger because of my problems.”

	Miles huffed. “That’s not what I meant.”

	“I know it’s not, and I know what you meant. You’re afraid that my PTSD will ruin everything.”

	Tony didn’t understand, did he? “I’m afraid that seeing whatever we’ll find when we go to those labs will throw you back into your memories. And it’s not just the torture.”

	“It’s because I spent time in a lab. I was experimented on a like those people are being experimented on today.”

	Miles nodded. He’d come too close to losing his best friend, and he didn’t want to go there again. Even with the other assassins by his side, Miles didn’t know what he’d do if Tony wasn’t in his life.

	“I’m not the only one who was in a lab and experimented on,” Tony continued, his voice softer. “You were, too, and I don’t want you to have to go through that again.”

	“I’m fine.”

	“And I’m fine, too. I know you’re worried I’ll break down after what happened with Langley. I promise you I won’t. This is too important to me, and I have every intention of making sure no one else gets hurt. It’s going to take time, but I’ll close every single operation the government has that experiments on shifters and humans alike.”

	Tony sounded strong, and Miles wanted to believe him. He wanted to believe his best friend wouldn’t have more consequences for what had been done to him. He wanted to believe they could do this, and maybe they could. They weren’t the same people they’d been when they were captured and stuck in the labs. Not only had their DNA changed, but they weren’t alone anymore. The council had recruited them as professional assassins. They’d been trained, and the council trusted them. If there was one group of people who could do this, it was them.

	“You won’t be doing it alone,” Miles said.

	Tony smiled. “That’s good to know, because I don’t know what I’d do if you weren’t by my side.”

	“And everyone else will want to help, too.”

	“The problem is that we don’t know if the council will agree to it.”

	And if they didn’t, Tony and Miles would have to go rogue. Miles didn’t have a problem with it, and he didn’t think Tony did, either, but they couldn’t ask that from their friends. Some would insist on helping, anyway, and Miles would be more than happy to agree. As long as they knew what they were getting into, they were adults and able to make their own decision.

	First, they needed more information.

	Miles got to his feet. “I’m going to take this stuff to Rocco. He’ll be able to tell us more about what the humans are doing in those labs.”

	Tony nodded but didn’t move to follow Miles. Miles hadn’t expected him to. “I’m going to finish going over this stuff, although I’m not sure how useful it will be,” Tony said. “I doubt Langley had anything useful printed and left on his desk, even though he couldn’t know we were coming. We need a list of labs that are still active and their location.”

	“Once Rocco is done with this stuff, I’ll take the computer to Beck. He’ll be able to tell us if that list is on it.”

	Miles and Tony had a plan. It wasn’t a great one, but it was a start, which was what they needed. Step by step, they’d get closer to finding the labs and closing them down, and hopefully, doing that would help Tony heal. Even if it didn’t, it was the right thing to do, and they would do it.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Preston looked around. It was hard to believe that somewhere in this small, sleepy town was a government lab where scientists experimented on people. If he hadn’t known about it, he would never have imagined it. Even now, after getting that tip, he still had a hard time believing it. Why would the government have a lab here?

	Of course, it was the best place to have it. No one would suspect it was there, which meant they could do whatever they wanted to the poor people they experimented on.

	Those people included Preston’s best friend, Jasper.

	Preston swallowed and briefly closed his eyes. He knew better than to start thinking about his best friend. Every time he did, he broke down, and he couldn’t afford for that to happen. He was so close to finding Jasper. That was what he had to focus on, not what Jasper was going through right now or what they were doing to him.

	Preston sucked in a breath. He had to decide what his next step would be. He knew Jasper was here somewhere, or at least, he hoped the tip had been a good one. How would he get to his friend, though?

	One thing Preston knew for sure—he couldn’t stay in the middle of the road and draw more attention than he already had.

	He shook himself and reached into the passenger seat of his car to grab his backpack. He’d stopped at a motel, and while he’d been distracted by how the town looked, it was time to move.

	The problem was that Preston wasn’t a hundred percent sure the government had Jasper or that he was here. Unfortunately, he had to rely on tips and hearsay, and that wasn’t always, well, reliable. If anything, it was unreliable more often than not. But Preston knew Jasper hadn’t just up and left. He would never do that to him. It was a leap to believe the government had captured him and was experimenting on him, but what else was Preston supposed to think? By sticking his nose around, he’d found enough information to make him believe that was what had happened. The phone call Jasper had managed to make to tell him he’d been taken had been enough for him to leave his apartment behind. Luckily, he could work from anywhere.

	Jasper hadn’t been able to tell Preston a lot, not even where he was, but Preston wouldn’t abandon him like the police had. They claimed they couldn’t help because Jasper was an adult and had no doubt left because he wanted to, and they hadn’t believed Preston when he’d told them about the phone call. No one had, which was why Preston had taken things into his own hands.

	He trudged toward the motel. If there really was a lab in this town, it would take him a while to find it and to free Jasper if he was there. That meant he needed a home base, and since he didn’t have a lot of money available, the motel would have to do. It didn’t look great, but he’d stayed in worse places since he’d left his apartment to go after Jasper. Hopefully, they’d be able to go home soon, and Preston would never have to stay in a motel again.

	His shoulders drooped by the time he unlocked the door to his motel room and stepped inside. He looked around, but there wasn’t anything surprising or worrying to see.

	The door creaked when he closed it again. He could hear sounds coming through the thin walls, so loud that he could tell what his neighbor was watching on TV without having to look at it. He’d learned to carry earplugs with him as he traveled, so that wouldn’t be a problem.

	He dumped his backpack onto one of the beds. The sheets looked clean enough, even though they were thin and the pillows were lumpy. They wouldn’t be comfortable, but then, Preston hadn’t been comfortable since he’d left his apartment.

	He took a deep breath. Dust and stale cigarette smoke attacked his senses, making him cough. He should know better than to take a deep breath in one of these rooms. He wished he could open a window, but he doubted that would make it better. It didn’t smell good inside, but outside was just more of the same.

	He moved to the bathroom to check it. So far, no one had found him or had realized what he was doing, but he wanted to know if there was an alternative exit through the bathroom. Unfortunately for him, there wasn’t a window in the bathroom.

	The white light fixed on the discolored ceiling tiles buzzed and blinked. It never turned off entirely, which was good, but it still bothered Preston. The light was enough for him to be able to see the rust stains in the sink and tub and the cracks in the tiles. Once again, though, the towels appeared to be clean, which was more than enough for him. He wouldn’t be spending too much time in this place, anyway.

	He left the bathroom and hesitated. He wasn’t sure what to do now. Jasper was waiting for him, hopefully here in town, but how would Preston get to him? Preston was a graphic designer. The closest he’d gotten to being a spy or rescuing people was when he read the thrillers he enjoyed so much. Unfortunately, that was fiction, and it wouldn’t be useful in this situation.

	Nothing would change as long as Preston stayed in this room, so he grabbed his wallet, keys, and phone and headed outside. He needed food and something to drink, and he’d learned that the best place to gather information in these little towns was the diner. Besides, the food there would probably be okay and cheap.

	He had to go back to the motel office to ask where the closest diner was, but once he had directions, he found it easily. The town was small enough that he could probably walk from one end to the other without getting tired, which was a good thing. He didn’t know what he would find here or if he’d find the lab, but if he did, he suspected he and Jasper would have to run, and fast. The faster they could get to Preston’s car, the better it would be.

	Preston pushed open the diner’s door. He’d gotten used to taking a look around first thing because he’d gotten too many bad surprises when he didn’t. One time, he’d even been cornered and had almost been beaten up.

	This diner didn’t hold any surprises, though, not that he could see. Two lines of tables stretched in front of him, one by the window, one in the middle of the room. A few people were sitting at the long counter to the left, talking and eating. The smell of fried food and cooking meat made Preston’s stomach growl, so he moved toward one of the tables on the other side of the room. He wanted to have his back to the wall and be able to see the door from where he sat.

	The surface of the table he sat at was scratched and chipped and spoke about many meals eaten on it. The usual salt and pepper shakers and a bottle of ketchup were sitting there, and Preston took the bottle, turning it in his hands in a nervous gesture he should get rid of. It helped to have something to do with his hands as he looked around, though.

	The TV in the corner was on, but the volume was low enough that he couldn’t hear what was being said. No one seemed to be paying attention to it anyway. He certainly wasn’t because as he finished glancing around, he noticed a small group of three men in uniform sitting close by. They were half-hidden in a booth, which was one of the reasons he hadn’t noticed them earlier. The other reason probably was that he had no idea what he was doing.

	This was what he was here for. Uniforms meant the government was present in town, and Preston hadn’t heard anything about that except for the lab he was looking for. Unfortunately, moving to a table closer to them would get their attention, and he couldn’t afford that. He slid to the edge of the bench he was sitting on, trying to listen in to the conversation the uniformed men were having. It might be nothing, but it might also hold the information he needed to find Jasper.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	“We have a list,” Miles said, looking at Win.

	“A list of what?” Win asked.

	This was the tricky part. Miles and Tony had been through everything they could on the computer and in the stack of documents they’d stolen from Langley. They’d talked to Rocco, who had confirmed what Miles had read. The government was splicing DNA from different kinds of shifters and supernatural creatures to create a super-soldier. It was dangerous, but Miles and Tony weren’t enforcers. They were assassins, which meant they were sent out in particular situations, and this wasn’t one of them. 

	The council hadn’t asked any of them to find and assassinate Langley. They’d done it because Langley had captured and tortured Tony, and Tony had needed to do it, both for his sake and the sake of everyone else in the world. Win had turned a
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