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Blurb

 


Emotionally unrecognisable to all who knew him before,
Lawrence Gunvald is more than the king of wolves: he's a mate, a
husband, a father, a dancer, and more than all of that, he is
whole.

 


For five years, the Gunvald Estate has been filled with
happiness and laughter – his and his family's. Mated life is the
best it can be. His six children colour their home with their
innocent exuberance, and Adam and Tiegan's two – soon to be three –
are as close as extended family.

 


So when old friends in need come knocking, it brings the
bittersweet past to the fore as well as a truth that remains hidden
– one Lawrence had all but forgotten he knew.

 


Is Taylor compassionate enough to forgive him the crucial
secret he kept, or does his compassion have limits after
all?



And is his young and still-growing family strong enough to
welcome a new arrival? One who will change the dynamic of their
unit in intricate ways while paving a path into a future that looks
far darker than the past five years.

 


This is the final story in the After the Storm novelette
series.

 


 


A treat for fans! After the Storm is a series of novelettes
that take place at relevant points in the immediate months and
years after Eye of the Storm. They do not need to be read to
understand the main story, but are additional reads for fans and
offer Easter eggs for what’s to come.
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 CHAPTER ONE

 


About a quarter of a million pounds in turnover a year –
profit.

Lawrence let out a distracted sigh, his annual tax documents
finally in place and ready to be handed over to his accountant. Not
for the first time, he wondered why on earth they bothered with the
work they did when they had more than enough from investments in
stocks and shares to not need to, but it was all more for
practicality’s sake than any other. Maintaining solid purpose in
the human world meant no one blinked an eye at them or went poking
into their affairs. Their existence needed to be above board, so to
speak. No werewolf liked to be outed by the human world; it could
be dangerous to say the least. His parents and grandparents before
him had been diligent in maintaining the outward appearance
necessary for their integration into mainstream society. And,
ultimately, Lawrence didn’t mind. Out of all their financial
avenues, it was the dance and their work in the arts – his and
Lydia’s – he loved and valued the most. Anything that kept them
dancing, even in smaller circles, was akin to gold.

Ryan much preferred throwing himself into the land they owned
– the export of its timber, its meat…

Taylor worked anywhere and everywhere, being something of a
thorough and detailed manager of all their projects and operations,
but he’d very much established himself as the IT systems and
network guru whenever they needed anything created, fixed, or
updated, which between the theatre, its restaurant, and the land,
was often enough. Much to Taylor’s satisfaction, he had a very
happy and competent right-hand man in Adam.

And work kept them from isolation. As much as a wolf or its
pack might claim they craved their solitude – which they did – to
be cut off entirely from every person and resource (human or
otherwise) that made the world turn, was devastatingly destructive.
Lydia careening into their lives over half a decade ago had held up
an unintentional and stark mirror to the sitting corpse Lawrence
was on his way to becoming. Isolation was not a place he’d ever go
to, willingly, again.

A scraping sound against the wooden floorboards outside his
office, followed by a small gasp, had his hand frozen, mid-air, pen
in hand, for the briefest of seconds before he carried on writing
the address on his envelope – feigning ignorance of his intruder –
lip twitching at the scent he’d just caught. One that warmed him
from the inside out and turned him to puddle. Little over five
years ago, he’d never thought that talent could be attributed to
anyone but Lydia.

Out of the corner of his eye, he caught a glimpse of flaxen
blond hair flash around the corner of his ajar door, betraying his
trespasser’s attempted stealth. A scurry of hushed whispers had him
biting his lip to keep the wide grin from forming on his face – it
would do no good to let the little snoopers know they’d won him
over before they’d even begun whatever they intended to
do.

He dropped his pen, waited, and was finally rewarded with a
tentative rap upon the door.

Schooling his face into a neutral expression, he put on his
best ‘stern’ voice and said, “Come in.”

Axel was literally shoved into the room, more whispers and a
giggle rushing in after him, followed by a pattering of feet that
stayed well behind their appointed leader – Christopher and Elias
took up his rear. From the age of about two, without word or
argument, it had been clear Axel – the first born of the triplets –
was this little trio’s commander, taking the flak for any trouble
they landed in, but also stepping up whenever any of them wanted to
brave something new.

And it was going to be really fucking hard not to break,
Lawrence’s smile already threatening to burst forth. But first
thing was first: these three were as naked as they day they were
born with dark smears on their hands and feet, and he was pretty
sure, whatever they were up to, this wasn’t Lydia’s plan for them
at quarter to ten in the morning.

“Daddy,” began Axel, his voice trembling as he took in a deep
breath, “we have something very important to say.”

Chris and Elias nodded in earnest behind him.

Lawrence steepled his hands, brought them up to his mouth,
and pushed the
impending grin from his face. How the fuck did they manage to look
so cute?
“And what might that be?”

Axel and Christopher were identical; same hair and the
lightest blue eyes, just like his – Gunvald through and
through.

Elias, the most sensitive of the three – which certainly
didn’t make him less courageous – had darker blond hair; bore a
more serious expression, even at the tender age of five; and his
blue irises were just a shade darker. Faint freckles that became
more prominent in the summer, sprinkled the bridge of his nose.
Lawrence thought he sometimes saw his mother in Elias, but Lydia
had also said she saw her
mum in him even if his eyes were not violet.
Taylor had thrown a spanner in the works and stated Elias reminded
him of his own dad fairly often.

The boy may also have picked up Ryan’s prophetic skills since
he had the spooky ability to predict where he should and shouldn’t
be in a way most five-year-olds could not.

None of them minded the uncertainty one bit – Elias was a son
to all of them –
save to say the third-born was the anomaly no one could quite pin
down.

Encouraged by his dad’s question, Axel puffed his chest out a
bit with his next breath. “We’re really big now – we’re also bigger
pups than we were – and…” He hesitated.

They all stared at him: their dad and the keeper of whatever
permission they sought.

Axel took the tiniest of steps forward, his eyes widening as
he looked upon him with total sincerity. “We think it would be good
to go into the woods without a grown-up watching us.”

“Hmmn.” Lawrence leaned back on his chair and made a show of
contemplating their words. “So, you think you’re responsible
enough?”

Three heads bobbed up and down like they were in a
race.

“And you can, of course, tell the time well enough to always
come back when you’re supposed to.”

A pause. And then slower, more uncertain nods with wider eyes
as they thought that last point through.

Shit. He couldn’t do this to them. His heart swelled whenever
they got fearless enough to ask anything, and their confidence
meant everything to him. But Lydia was going to flay him alive if
he didn’t deal with the obvious. “All right, boys, I’m going to
think about what you’ve just said, but if you want more
responsibility, you have to first
show Mummy and me and all your dads how responsible you
can really be.”

More nods. “Okay,” breathed out Axel.

“Mm-hmmn – where are your clothes?”

He didn’t think it was possible for their eyes to get bigger,
but they somehow managed it as a few guilty looks were
exchanged.

“And what’s the one thing you should never do when
you shift?”

Christopher sucked on his bottom lip while Axel’s came out
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