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Kennedy (Council Assassins, #19)


Twins are double the trouble.
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KENNEDY’S LIFE IS ABOUT to change, and not in the way he expects. His job for the council is technically over now that the future council assassins are ready. He hopes for another council job at the same facility, but that hope becomes a necessity when he meets his mate.

Lewis runs the first time he sees Kennedy. He’s a Nix, so he knows Kennedy is his mate on sight, but it’s complicated. He’s afraid of what his parents will say and what they’ll expect of him, but not enough to give up on his mate. He’s just hesitant, which he thinks is justified.

Kennedy is sure he and Lewis can make things work, even with Wallace and Jimmy’s father pushing his way into their lives when he doesn’t realize that Lewis is Seymour’s twin and accuses him of cheating on Jimmy with Kennedy. 

He just hopes Lewis feels the same.
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KENNEDY WALKED BETWEEN the mats, keeping an eye on the trainees. Some of them were sparring, while others were working out. They’d been doing this long enough that Kennedy barely had any work to do. They knew what they were doing, and soon, they’d be done with the program.

The first fully trained council assassins.

Not that the previous council assassins hadn’t been trained. They had been, but it had been different in their case. All of them had been changed, turned into something that wasn’t quite human or even quite shifter. They’d been hurt in the labs, and they’d wanted to get revenge. They’d gotten it through becoming assassins for the council, but most of the original team had settled down with their mates. Some had retired, while others had decided to take a step back from active duty.

Which was where the new council assassins would step in. They were normal shifters or other paranormal beings, but they’d gone through training that the older council assassins hadn’t, which went to their advantage. They might not have the same powers, but they didn’t need those powers.

Kennedy knew that not all of the trainees would decide to work for the council. Becoming a council assassin was one thing on paper, but it was an entirely different thing in reality. Most people didn’t have the stomach for it, which was a good thing. Those who did would be great at it.

He stopped next to Rhonda, who was also watching the trainees. She barely gave Kennedy a glance, but he knew he had her attention as he leaned against the wall. “Who do you think is going to drop out?” he asked.

“Wallace,” she said right away.

Kennedy snorted. “I meant other than him. We always knew he wouldn’t go through with it.”

“Well, he did. He’s finishing the program, isn’t he?”

Kennedy was still surprised that he was, although maybe he shouldn’t be. Wallace had never had it in him to become a council assassin. He shouldn’t have been in the program to begin with, but his father had pulled some strings and forced Wallace to attend. Luckily for Wallace, he’d met his mate here.

Kennedy would never stop teasing Hawthorne about ending up with one of the trainees. They were mates, and Wallace was an adult, so no one had said anything about it, but Kennedy found it funny. Initially, Hawthorne had always held the trainees at arm’s length, including Wallace. Once he’d fallen for his mate, though, he’d been all in.

“What about you? Who do you think is going to drop out?” Rhonda asked.

Kennedy hummed as he looked around the room. All of the people they’d trained were good at what they did. They wouldn’t have been chosen to attend the program if they hadn’t been, and they would have dropped out a while ago if they didn’t have the mental fortitude to continue. That didn’t mean all of them were made to become assassins. “Barry isn’t going to make it,” Kennedy said.

Rhonda wrinkled her nose. “That one’s obvious, too.”

The two of them glanced at Barry, who was sitting on his ass, glaring up at Vivian. The guy had never accepted the fact that some of the other trainees were stronger and better than him, and it had been a problem several times. There was no way any of the trainees would want to work with him when they were council assassins, which would complicate things. Barry wouldn’t drop out, but Kennedy would recommend against him becoming a council assassin when he wrote his report. 

“I don’t think Orlando will go on,” Kennedy offered.

“He’s good,” Rhonda told him.

“Yeah, but after most of his friends found their mates, I think he wants the same. He’s more focused on his personal life.” Which was fine if one wasn’t a council assassin.

Meeting their mates was the main reason the original council assassins were slowly retiring. The assassins needed to be able to travel all over the world with little to no warning. They had to be on their own for weeks at a time without the possibility of telling their mates what was happening. Being bonded or having a significant other didn’t go against the job, but it didn’t make things easy.

“Well, he hasn’t found his mate as far as I know,” Rhonda offered. “And he might never.”

“He did have a girlfriend, and he was distracted.”

“That was a while ago. I wouldn’t worry too much about him. Cynthia, on the other hand, will definitely take the job.”

Kennedy snorted. “She’d kill her grandmother to get a spot as a council assassin. She won’t be a problem.” She was ruthless, and Kennedy approved. It was what they needed from their assassins.

“What are the two of you gossiping about?” Jamison asked as he and Hawthorne joined Rhonda and Kennedy.

All four trainers were there, which didn’t happen often. Usually, they took turns teaching the trainees different things. The program was reaching its end, though, which meant they’d have to sit down and have a conversation about what would happen next.

“We were talking about who isn’t going to want to become an assassin,” Rhonda offered.

“Well, Wallace,” Hawthorne said, causing all of them to roll their eyes. He shrugged, looking more relaxed than he’d ever been before meeting Wallace.

“I don’t think Seymour will want to be an assassin,” Jamison offered. “Not with everything that happened with Wallace and Jimmy’s father. I doubt it would be a good idea to give him that kind of job, considering that the man is still influential.”

“I hate losing a good element to something like that,” Rhonda grumbled.

Kennedy did, too, but even if Wallace and Jimmy’s father hadn’t been such a dick, Kennedy thought that Seymour would have wanted to spend time with Jimmy.

That was fine. They’d always known they would lose most of their trainees, which was to be expected considering the kind of job they were training for. The trainees would find other jobs that wouldn’t take them away from their families for so long and wouldn’t make them kill to earn a living. Some would take more time and more training, and that was fine, too.

“Wallace Senior is still poking around,” Hawthorne said, sounding like he wished he could find the guy and get rid of him permanently.

“Well, soon you’ll have an entire team of council assassins to send after him,” Kennedy teased. “Maybe we could use that as their end-of-program mission.”

“You think you’re funny, but I’m tempted. The man doesn’t take no for an answer, and even though Wallace distanced himself from him, Jimmy can’t do the same. That man is going to be a problem.”

“He already has been.”

Kennedy was Hawthorne’s best friend, so he knew everything that had happened. He was sure that Wallace Senior would be a problem, too. He felt it wasn’t quite his business unless Wallace Senior disturbed their trainees, but he wanted to help anyway. Hawthorne deserved to be happy, and that would be next to impossible until Wallace Senior got the hell out of his and Wallace’s lives.

“Have you warned Bennett?” he asked.

“Yeah. I talked to him a few times. The first time, he found it hilarious that I had a beef with my father-in-law. With everything that happened since then, though, he understands better. He’s keeping an eye out, but I don’t know if it’ll be enough. Wallace Senior has a long reach.”

“And we have a bunch of trained assassins,” Jamison offered again.

They all knew they couldn’t use the assassins like that. Some of them, like Cynthia, wouldn’t care and might even offer, but that wasn’t what the council assassins were about.

Being a professional assassin was something that most people couldn’t wrap their minds around. It wasn’t a gray area, no matter what some people thought. 

They killed for a living. The council assassins killed people the council wanted gone, and while everyone hoped that the council would do the right thing and only get rid of people who threatened the safety of the paranormal community, there could always be someone sneaking around and trying to use the assassins for their personal gain. It had happened before, and Kennedy was sure it would happen again.

Luckily, the assassins had their own minds. They could refuse jobs, and there was a system of checks and balances that would ensure that the council members didn’t take advantage of them. It could still fail, and it probably would eventually, but for now, that wasn’t something Kennedy had to think about. Hell, he might never have to think about it. He wasn’t a council member. He wasn’t even a council assassin. He was just a trainer, and he was perfectly fine with that.

* * * *
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“I FEEL LIKE I SHOULDN’T be here.” Lewis looked at Seymour. “I really shouldn’t be, should I?”

Seymour grimaced. He was wearing workout clothes and was a bit sweaty, which was why Lewis had refused to hug him when he’d arrived. It was clear that Seymour had been training, which reminded Lewis of what he was training to do.

He swallowed and tried not to puke.

When Seymour told him what he was planning on doing with his life, Lewis was skeptical, but he hadn’t said anything about it. He’d always been the softer one of them, and he liked that. He could leave the ass-kicking to his brother and focus on his flowers, which was what he’d done over the past few years.

He had a hard time imagining Seymour killing anyone, yet at the same time, he could see it happening. His brother wouldn’t hesitate to hurt someone if it meant saving people, but that wasn’t what being a council assassin was about, which was why Lewis had been hesitant.

He wasn’t supposed to know that was what Seymour was training to do. He definitely wasn’t supposed to be here, at the training facility, poking around.

“They’re going to kill me, aren’t they?” he asked, wringing his fingers and wondering where he could hide. There were several buildings in the facility, but he suspected someone would find him wherever he hid. This was what these people were trained to do.

“No one is going to hurt you,” Seymour said as he rolled his eyes. “I just want you to meet my friends.”

“I could have met them in town.” He should have, if anything, because he wouldn’t feel like he should run for his life if he had.

Lewis wasn’t sure he wanted to meet a bunch of people who were training to kill. He knew why Seymour was doing it, and while he disagreed with the way Seymour was going about wanting to protect people, he got it. Between the two of them, Seymour had always been the protector, and he wanted to extend that to everyone, not only Lewis.

But what about the others? What if one or more of them were here because they just wanted to kill people? Lewis didn’t want to be their friend. He didn’t even want to be in the same room as them.

“I should go back,” he said, stopping in the middle of the path and turning around.

Seymour grabbed his arm. “You can go home if you want, but I promise that no one is going to hurt you. You’re my brother.”

“But I’m not supposed to know what’s going on here. Why did you tell me? I knew this was going to come back and bite me in the ass.”

“You’ll be fine,” Seymour promised. “My brother-in-law is one of the trainers. You don’t have to worry.”

That was still weird. For all their lives, it had always been the two of them. They were twins, and they’d always been closer than most people were to their siblings. Now, though, Seymour had Jimmy. Through Jimmy, he had more people, like Jimmy’s brother and his mate. Seymour wasn’t only Lewis’s anymore.

Lewis swallowed again. This time, he felt like he might puke for an entirely different reason.

“Come on,” Seymour coaxed gently. “It’s just hanging around with my friends. No one is going to hurt you. Hell, they’ll probably be amused at the way we have to sneak you into the facility.”

“Until one of them decides I don’t belong and cuts my throat.”

Seymour laughed. “No one is going to cut your throat. I’ll protect you if they try.”

“It’s not that I don’t have faith in your abilities, but I’d rather not get to that point.”

Seymour gently squeezed Lewis’s shoulder and pushed him forward. “Just stick around for half an hour, all right? That’s all I ask for.”

Lewis had never been good at saying no to his brother. He was about to try and do just that anyway when his phone vibrated in his pocket. He slid it out in case it was a customer, but at the sight of his mother’s name on the screen, he quickly pushed the phone back into his pocket.

Seymour arched a brow. “Who was that?”

“No one important, and definitely no one I want to deal with now,” Lewis told him.

He didn’t tell him that their mother had been hounding him about giving up the flower shop. He didn’t tell Seymour that even though their parents had accepted Seymour’s relationship with Jimmy and the fact that Seymour wouldn’t dump his entire life to focus completely on his mate, it didn’t mean they’d do the same for Lewis.

He didn’t think he’d lose his parents even if he did meet his mate and decided not to sell the shop, but things had been tense. Lewis was an adult, and as such, he had full control of his life. He already knew he could never give up the shop, not even if his mate asked.

He really hoped his mate wouldn’t. It was hard enough for him to deal with his parents’ demands that he give up his job to find his mate. They knew it might be impossible for him to. For all he knew, his mate lived on the other side of the planet, and he’d never meet them.

He really hoped that wouldn’t be the case, but he also hoped his mate wouldn’t be as traditional as his parents. Lewis had worked hard to set up the flower shop, and he loved it. He had to have faith that his mate would accept that.

Seymour didn’t seem to notice there was anything weird going on, and he continued chatting as they walked down the path. He’d never been happier, and a big part of that was Jimmy. Seymour had met his mate, and he and Jimmy would be together for the rest of their lives.

Lewis wanted the same.

He did want to meet his mate, but at the same time, the thought scared him. If he met his mate, his parents would expect him to follow their traditions and sell the shop. He wasn’t as strong as Seymour, but that wasn’t something he was planning on doing anyway, which meant he might lose his parents over it. They’d accepted that Seymour wouldn’t quit his job because he’d always been an oddity in their family. After all, he’d decided to apply to become a council assassin.

Not that their parents knew that. They’d freak out if they did, which Lewis thought explained the rule that the trainees couldn’t tell anyone what they were doing here. Seymour had broken that rule, but it had always been him and Lewis against the world before, and in a way, it still was.

They’d always be close because they were twins, but Seymour had put some distance between them lately, and it hurt a bit. It was completely understandable, and Lewis wasn’t angry at his brother, but they had to find a new way to be together.

He suspected that pushing to have him here today was part of that.

“You’re going to like almost everyone,” Seymour said. “Most of the trainees are friendly. There are a few dickheads like everywhere, and some of them are so focused on the job that they don’t have time for anything else, let alone friends, but most are great. You might even get to meet Wallace and Hawthorne.”

“I doubt Hawthorne will be happy to see me here.”

Seymour rolled his eyes. “I told him you’d be visiting today.”

Lewis glanced around, half expecting Hawthorne to jump out from one of the doors they walked past. “And he’s fine with it?”

“You’re my brother and family. Of course he’s fine with it. He trusts you as much as I do.”

“He doesn’t know me.”

“But he will soon. You’re the most important person in my life after Jimmy. I want you to get along with him and his brother and Hawthorne and become friends.”

Lewis wanted the same, but if he was honest, Hawthorne scared him a little.

He realized he’d run out of time when Seymour opened a door and ushered Lewis inside. Several people were gathered in what looked like a living room, and Lewis swallowed, hoping they weren’t about to kick him out. 

That thought flew right out the window when his gaze stopped on a tall man standing behind the couch, talking to a woman. He had broad shoulders and an air of authority that told Lewis he wasn’t one of the trainees, which might be a problem, and not only because he could probably kick Lewis out without anyone being able to stop him.

But also because he was Lewis’s mate.

* * * *
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SOMETIMES, IT WAS HARD to toe the line with the trainees. The trainers had a teacher-student relationship with them, but at the same time, all these people were adults. They had to be to enter the program. 

It meant that the trainers developed strange relationships with the trainees, though. Some of them, like Hawthorne and Wallace, realized they were mates and
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