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Blurb

 


(Book Two of the Eye of the
Storm series.)

 


The full moon is a week away, and although Lydia is as
excited as it gets to run as a wolf for the first time, she is also
fighting to keep her independence while trying to understand her
role in the lives of the three males that have come to rule hers:
compassionate, tender Taylor; impetuous, fun-loving Ryan and
distant, cold Lawrence.


There's also a fourth man in Lydia's
life. Brendan, her previous "friend with benefits", is tirelessly
searching for her. He's about to uncover things that should be kept
hidden.


However, the testosterone
surrounding her is the last thing she should be worrying about. Her
family bear truths about her heritage she's not ready to face … she
may not have a choice, because the greatest danger to them all
comes from within. The past never stays buried for long, and among
the shadows of their species it is rising with a vengeance,
threatening to tear their pack apart for good.

 


NOTES: This is
an adult paranormal fantasy short novel (over 55,000 words)
containing scenes of explicit sexual content and some violence,
entwined with romantic elements. Written in British English.

 



 


Dedication

 


Mum, this book
is for you … because you shocked me by wanting to read the first
one! Thank you for looking past the raciness, and seeing the story
underneath.

I love you.

xxx

 



 







“...Everything
can be taken from a man but one thing; the last of the human
freedoms – to choose one's attitude in any given set of
circumstances, to choose one's own way.”

Viktor
Frankl
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 Chapter One

 


How did anyone
even begin to make sense of these diagrams?

Lydia stared
at the text book in front of her, her brain already faltering from
the little she’d read over the past twenty minutes. There’s a
reason why I chose not to take Biology at school.

But
this? This was just bizarre, seriously … stuff about
werewolf sperm and fertilisation, and something about acidity and
alkaline levels needing to be balanced – some tie-in as to why
their sperm was cool instead of warm – to placate the female when
she’s on heat.

Placate. As
if we’re wild and unruly just because we’re lusty females,
pur-lease!

She shut the
heavy book with a slam. This was the most patriarchal bullshit
she’d ever heard. Okay, so maybe they were ‘werewolf facts’, but
the way these books were written… She looked at the author’s
name on the front: Dr T. J. Huntley. Gotta be a man.

Rummaging
through the other books Lawrence had left for her to study—and
how many books does he think I’m going to get through?—she
finally landed on one that looked different to the rest.

She pulled the
small, hardcover edition from the pile, barely able to make out the
title because it had faded so much: Werewolf Myths &
Legends.

“If there are
no molecule diagrams in here, I’m game.”

She opened the
book and it landed smack in the middle, the binding barely holding
the pages together. An ink drawing stared back at her, of some
animal that she assumed was a werewolf lying upon a human-looking
woman, her head thrown back in ecstasy, her breasts splayed and a
full moon in the background. It didn’t take a genius to figure out
what they were doing.

Great.
Studies in bestiality. She quickly flicked through more pages,
uncomfortably aware that the drawing had left her slightly aroused.
My life is so fucked.

She stopped at
a chapter titled, The Wolf and the Lightning-Bearer.

 


Once upon a
time, before even the dawn of time, Himet, the Great God and Yemet,
the Great Goddess, had a fight. In growing knowledge of their
status and abilities, one was no longer willing to yield to the
other, nor to share the space of the universe they had created
together.

One day, their
fight was so great, their anger so palpable across the cosmos, that
their consumed rage tore them apart forever.

Thrown from
each other, Himet soared up and became the sky, the stars, the sun
and the moon; Yemet soared down and became the earth, the trees,
the plants and the animals that walked upon it. But they were lost
without the other, and there was no way to mend the great divide
they had brought upon themsel—

 


An unwelcome
scent that she recognised straight away, wafted towards her through
her open bedroom door from the downstairs kitchen.

Damn it …
Selena. What’s she doing here?

Reluctantly,
Lydia closed the book, her wolf rising territorially, and made her
way downstairs trying to look unperturbed. That female would just
love to know she could rile her up.

She arrived in
the kitchen to find her with her strawberry-blonde head in the
fridge.

“Can I help
you?”

“Oh!” she
exclaimed as if she hadn’t been expecting anyone. Then she threw
Lydia a grin that anyone else would interpret as friendly – Lydia
interpreted it as motive-laden. “I baked you some cookies; I was
wondering where to keep them.” She shut the fridge door and pointed
to a sealed container on the table. “We got off on the wrong foot.
I wanted to apologise.”

“Well …
thanks. I’ll find a home for the cookies.”

“Great.”

They stood
there in silence, unmoving.

“How are you
settling in?” asked Selena, finally.

“Very well,
actually, thanks.”

“Oh, good.
Can’t be easy keeping three males in check.”

And there it
was – the bitterness in her tone. Now we were getting down to
it.

“Of course, I
grew up in the pack. I can give you some pointers.”

Please
don’t.

“We’ve all had
our turns with all the males before they mated…”

Oh, god…

“Ryan likes it
rough, and – wow – he knows how to make you forget you might die
every full moon, you know?”

Bitch.

Jealousy
reared its head.

Ignore
her.

“Lawrence …
well, he’s a bit more detached, but ain’t nothin’ wrong with his
equipment – I mean, the guy’s tall and so’s his…” Selena stopped
mid-sentence and smirked, and that’s when Lydia realised she was
growling. Fuck. So much for remaining unperturbed. She was close to
clawing the stupid woman’s face off.

“He always
keeps his trousers on though – it’s a little quirk of his. And he
never shifts, not even in moments of wild passion – no one’s ever
seen his wolf. He never runs with the pack. Ask me anything
personal about them; I know all their quirks,” she added,
silkily.

Lydia forced
back her ire and battled the green-eyed monster as best as she
could. “Really?” she forced out through gritted teeth. “So tell me
about Taylor’s quirks?”

Selena’s smile
fell and Lydia’s inner-wolf thumped her tail in triumph.

“Oh, that’s
right – you’ve never been with Taylor, have you? In fact, I
think I’m the only wolf to have ever been with Taylor.”

“Which means
nothing,” she retorted. “He was servicing you, nothing more.”

More moronic
terminology she couldn’t stand: servicing. What was she – a car?
“And what do you think Ryan, Lawrence and any other male you’ve
been with have been doing with you every full moon? You’re right –
it means nothing. Unless, of course, you’re mated to
them.”

Touché.

Selena’s brown
eyes darkened, her cheeks growing pinched, “You’re a greedy hussy,
you know that? Every wolf in history has been perfectly happy with
one mate, but you – no – you’ve got to have three.”
Anger shook her voice. “What about the rest of us? We’re going to
die.”

“It wasn’t
planned. And they weren’t your mates anyway; you can’t pick and
choose—”

“Maybe they
could have been … with more time, I don’t know…”

God, do all
the females in the pack feel this way? Do they all hate me?

Selena’s eyes
shimmered with contempt. “It doesn’t matter now because you’ve
ruined everything. And don’t get me started on the rumours flying
about from what the pack saw at the warehouse.”

Her blood
turned cold. “What do you mean?”

“How you were
struck by lightning. How it should have killed you.”

She couldn’t
say anything to defend herself against that one. They hadn’t
officially told any of the pack members about her being a
storm-wielder yet, and she knew there was a chance it would split
the group in half. Storm-wielders were feared. No wonder everyone
hated her; she’d waltzed right in, taken three of their eligible
males – one of them the Alpha – and she posed a threat to all of
their safety.

“Selena.”

Both women
jumped at the sound of Lawrence’s voice from the open kitchen
door.

He leaned
against the door frame, assessing the situation, arms crossed,
flaxen hair falling to his shoulders… He looked like some kind of
Scandinavian god.

Selena
immediately shrank back and bowed her head.

Lydia rolled
her eyes. “Selena brought me cookies,” she explained, her tone
clipped and flat.

“I see,” said
Lawrence. “Lydia, it’s half past nine. I need you outside.”

Ah, yes –
for training. “I’ll be right there.”

“Was there
anything else, Selena?” asked Lawrence.

“No, sir.”

“Right you are
then.” He turned and left them to it.

Selena didn’t
bother to say anything else, but scurried out after him.

Lydia sighed.
She hoped this wasn’t going to be the start of a really long
day.

 


“You’ve got to
feel it in your core,” he stated, impatiently.

“As if I’m not
trying.”

“Well, do you
feel anything?”

You, being
a pain in my arse, thought Lydia, but she kept her mouth shut.
Lawrence was trying to awaken her to her storm-wielding abilities,
but either he was a crap teacher, or the one single time she’d
commanded a storm had been a fluke. And the whole storm-wielder
thing sort of freaked her out anyway. She was one of very few
female wolves to have the ability. Apparently, only females could
wield storms; the males can carry the gene, but it isn’t active in
them. But the bit that freaked her out was the role of a
storm-wielder: by harnessing a storm, they could secure successful
mating and breeding for their pack, because werewolves can only
claim their mates on the night of a full moon, during a
thunderstorm, the storm itself providing some kind of
electrical charge needed for their DNA to mesh, or whatever.
Apparently, the textbooks explained it. Apparently, she didn’t have
advanced intelligence Lawrence-brain.

To have a
storm-wielder present, meant no more praying for or chasing storms
for werewolves. No more uncertainty, or fifty-fifty chances of
bonding … as long as no one ever found out she was a storm-wielder,
because if they did, The Trident might get whiff of it and
annihilate them all, just to get to her, which is what they’d been
doing to packs that housed storm-wielders since the wolf clans were
flushed out and thinned in the 18th Century.

No
pressure.

“Look,” she
sighed, pacing the grounds outside his home – their home,
since Lawrence dictated she live here and she had next to no say in
the matter. “Maybe the last time it happened was because it wasn’t
just me doing it. There were four of us there all connecting with
each other. Maybe—”

“Do you really
want to go there again?”

He said that
as if the very idea disgusted him. It cut her, and she really
wished it didn’t because Lawrence, of all people – or werewolves –
was the one she liked the least. She didn’t dislike him, she
just liked him the least, although she couldn’t say that her
wolf shared her feelings.

Bad enough she
had to be mated to three males, but that one of them had to
be him … god!

The weight of
the morning and Selena’s earlier words finally got to her. “Sorry
to have tainted your perfect little pack,” she bit back, her voice
barely a whisper that she couldn’t keep the tremble of hurt from,
and by god it pissed her off big time that he affected her this
way. She shouldn’t care.

The air around
them seemed to still and she glanced up to find him staring at her
angrily with those ice-blue eyes.

Yeah. She got
it. He hated her – he didn’t have to drive the fucking point home
with his sabre-like glaring.

She refused to
look away and scowled right back at him.

“Isn’t this
lovely!” came Ryan’s cheery voice from her left.

They both
turned and saw him practically bouncing towards them – what must be
two hundred pounds of muscle, grinning from ear to ear – seemingly
oblivious to the tension that crackled between her and Mr Uptight.
But then, nothing really broke Ryan’s spirit anyway … and his
happiness was positively contagious. Lydia found herself smiling
back.

“Is it?”

“Is it?” asked
Lawrence in unison with her, her voice light and buoyant; his,
about as flat as you can get. She scowled at him again for killing
the mood, not that Ryan noticed – or maybe he was just used to
it.

“Yeah, it is,”
he beamed, as he came up to her from behind and slid his arms
around her waist. “It’s Saturday morning, it’s sunny and all my
dreams have come true. It’s one of those things that never gets
old.”

Her anger
melted to nothing but comforting warmth. Ryan had the power to do
that – always had, even as some intangible figment that had ruled
her dreams for a decade. Yeah – both their dreams had come true,
although her half of their shared dreams had held more romance and
love than Ryan’s obviously had, given he showed no indication that
the ‘L’ word was even part of his vocabulary. Still … she’d found
him. Their dreams had led her to him, so she wasn’t about to give
up on the romantic side of them just yet.

She grinned up
at him, and he nuzzled her hair.

Mr Uptight
seemed to have turned to statue, and she knew he was fighting his
nature to claim her now that Ryan was here. She wasn’t an idiot.
Besides, her instincts were primed now – to all three of her mates
and their moods and sensitivities, ever since their heated,
thunderstorm ménage that shouldn’t have been able to occur in the
first place, because wolves didn’t share their mates.

And now the
three males found themselves mated to her, and her to them, and
they were all struggling to figure out how to deal with it. Well,
all except Ryan. He seemed to have no struggle with the need to be
completely hands-on with her, initiating copious amounts of sex,
several times a week. She never thought she’d say this having had a
high libido all her life – before she even knew she was a werewolf
and ‘on heat’ once a month – but there had been a couple of times
she’d actually backed away for needing some space. At least, she’d
tried to. Ryan always won.

Lawrence was
the exact opposite of Ryan in every possible way. Closed off,
aloof, cold and distant, he hadn’t touched her once since that day
she’d woken here after her transformative sleep – since that day
she’d denied him. Her inner-wolf still scolded her for that, and
often too. She had tried to reason with it, but for reasons she
simply couldn’t fathom, her wolf seemed to want to lay at
Lawrence’s feet and do his every bidding. It riled her up no
end.

Taylor, the
most ‘human’ out of the three males – probably owing to the fact
that he had been human – had remained the perfect gentlemen
with a remarkable amount of self-restraint, knowing what he must be
feeling when around her. She wondered where he was this morning –
he seemed to have mysteriously disappeared. He was truly a friend
in every way. Having said that, they did share cuddles and
kisses; most of them comforting, some heated. But they’d gone no
further, although she readily burned up at the thought of being
with him that way again – the one time they’d had sex at the
theatre had been super-hot. It would be nice to repeat it whilst in
a more conscious state.

But she valued
his friendship more than the lust he so easily mustered in her, and
he seemed to respect Ryan’s “claim” on her, even though, in truth,
they all had a “claim” on each other. And she couldn’t think of the
word “claim” without air-quoting it in her head because the whole
principle was so chauvinistic it made her gag. It hadn’t been the
way she’d been brought up – which was as a human. Her wolf,
however, which was close to emerging in physical form for the first
time ever on the full moon next week, seemed to be more than happy
with the idea of being “claimed” by all three of them.

Yeah, and
who wouldn’t? teased her mind. Have you seen
them!

She ignored
her inner-voice – which, bizarrely, no longer sounded like her
Great Aunt Gladys since the thunderstorm-ménage-mating – and
returned her focus to Ryan who had slipped his hand under the front
of her vest, and now rested it on her belly.

Yeah – totally
hands-on.

“Training’s
over,” said Lawrence, curtly. “You said you had some things to do
in town – I’ll give you a lift.”

“I’ll take
her,” said Ryan, and Lydia bit back a sigh. There they went making
decisions and speaking for her again. But she wanted to get out of
here for the day, smoothly and with no hiccups, so she just smiled
up at Ryan again and said, “Thanks.”

Lawrence
turned and walked away.

Lydia battled
with the overwhelming urge to chase after him and soothe him, not
that she could anyway with Ryan pinning her to the spot. What was
it about her wolf that wanted to constantly soothe him?

Yes, getting
away would be good round about now. She was growing to adore her
new pack quite quickly, but she was still an independent woman that
needed some freedom. Taylor was the only one who seemed to get
that. Lawrence left her alone by default, although she could sense
his dominant nature a mile away, but she practically had to beat
Ryan over the head with heavy, blunt instruments to get him to
loosen his hold of her. With Ryan, though, she mostly didn’t mind
because the thing was, Ryan was playful with his dominance, and she
almost always ended up exhausted but content when in his presence.
She doubted she’d feel so content and happy with Lawrence’s brand
of big, bad wolf.

“He’ll get
over it,” said Ryan, gruffly.

“What are you
talking about?”

“I can feel
your pull to him. Don’t worry – he’ll be fine.”

She let out
the sigh that she’d previously held back. “It’s not that I
want to be pulled towards him.”

“Biology,
sweetheart. None of us can help what we are or who we’re mated to.”
He said that last bit with disgruntlement. Nobody was happy with
having to share her, not even Lydia – talk about going against the
grain – but once bonded, mates could only find relief with the one
they were bonded to. In her case, three. She could feel her need
for each of them rising, as well as their need for her, and it was
disconcerting to say the least, because it meant she had to face
the fact of what Ryan was saying.

“I don’t
believe that,” she frowned. “I don’t care if I’m a wolf – I have a
mind, I have thoughts and the ability to make decisions, and all
those things are nothing to do with some animal behaviour I can’t
control.”

Without
warning, his hand darted past the waistband of her jeans and
underwear, past her pubic mound, and pressed firmly against the
folds of her sex.

She gasped –
tried to fight it – then moaned – tried to fight it – then writhed
against him to heighten the sensation … and she had learnt over the
past few weeks that her arousal wasn’t just lust-based. Sometimes,
the smallest thing that had absolutely nothing to do with sex would
set it off, and her arousal was also not limited to sexual heat:
her hearing became aroused, her sight became aroused, all her
senses; the way her surroundings stroked her skin, the way the air
tasted on her tongue and carried the scents of the day through her
nasal passages…

“Ooh, Ryan …
god…”

“Three
seconds, Lydia,” he whispered into her ear, his voice hoarse
because he was as fired up as she. “It took three seconds from my
touching you, to you gushing all over my hand, and the full moon’s
in a week. It’s only going to get worse.” He rubbed her faster,
soliciting moan after moan as his fingers slid with her juices,
slipped inside her… “Do you know what it feels like for a wolf when
the moon’s full? Imagine you’re the sea… You’re being pulled, and
pulled, and pulled towards the sky…” He tugged at her clit with his
thumb as his fingers sank deeper. “You’re pulled so much it hurts,
the pain starts to swell and you think you might tear in half. But
the moon wants you, it needs you, and you have no choice, Lydia –
no choice – because if you don’t release your tide and let
the moon have a piece of you, the pain will consume you; crush you;
you’ll break into a million pieces under her.”

He stilled
inside her, and she groaned in frustration. “Ryan,” she
pleaded.

“We all have a
sea inside us; can you hear it? Can you hear the ocean
roaring?”

Yes, she
could. Maybe it was her own blood roaring in her ears rather than
the ocean, but she got the point, and in her highly sensitised
state, she was as in sync to all elements of nature as a tuning
fork was to pitch.

“Ryan,” she
begged again, grinding against him, but still he wouldn’t move. He
nipped at her neck instead – the side that didn’t bear the scar of
Lawrence’s bite. It was an unspoken rule that no one but Lawrence
touched that scar.

“So,
sweetheart,” he pulled her back against him so she could feel his
erection against her backside, “are you going to break, or are you
going to release that tide?”

The ground
rumbled, and the realisation of the cause sent a little wave of
pleasure through her body. Shit.

She’d always
had a thing for motorbikes, and there, about a hundred metres away,
emerged Lawrence from his garage on his bespoke,
only-one-in-the-world-made-just-for-him Honda. It was the only road
worthy bike of that model in the world. For all his cantankerous
self, she couldn’t deny how god-damn hot he looked on that
black and silver beauty. The sight of him drew out her wolf – or as
close as it could come to the surface before her first full moon.
She realised the low growling was coming from her; she felt the
tips of her canines rest on her bottom lip.

Ryan remained
unmoving inside her, but he didn’t need to do a thing – she was
right on the edge, the purr of the motorcycle sending rippling
vibrations her way through the earth. The pads of her feet and
fingers suddenly hummed with anticipation.

Lawrence
halted the bike and whipped out his helmet to put on, then froze
halfway up.

Even all this
distance away, she felt the connection – some crackling current
that ran between them. The wolf in her went crazy, wanting to break
out of the cage of Ryan’s arms, even as she silently pleaded for
him to finish her off.

He was right –
this was turning painful. This was like being torn apart, or
crushed… She whimpered her need for release.

Holding her in
a vice, he finally began his sweet torment of her again, stroking,
thrusting, circling… But his stare focused on Lawrence, his voice
rough from both desire and defeat. “This wasn’t the way I wanted
it, you know. In my dreams – our dreams – it was just you
and me.”

Tears danced
in her eyes as that lust-filled ocean pounded against her skull.
Through her tears, she saw – no, she felt – Lawrence stiffen
on his benchseat.

Oh, god,
don’t look this way. She felt too open; too exposed right now
to deal with her reactions and their consequences – her fucking
biology. Don’t look, don’t look, don’t look…

Yes,
look! screamed her wolf. See me.

He turned and
stared straight at her, and even from the other side of the lawn
she could make out the blue of his eyes – they burned her. Strange
how ice could burn.

She climaxed
right there with a cry that ripped out of her – both men embedded
so deep within her in completely different ways.

And still he
stared…

And
stared…

Until he
suddenly grabbed his helmet, shoved it on his head, kicked the
stand off the bike with more ferocity than necessary and sped
away.

Fuck it. It
felt like he was leaving her – abandoning her – even though he’d
never touched her; even though all he did was ride out at the wrong
moment and look when maybe he shouldn’t have.

Fuck it
all.

Ryan withdrew
his hand from between her legs, and gently turned her around to
face him, his own eyes shiny and showing confusion. He kissed her
forehead, then gazed at her in question. “Should I have stopped? I
didn’t know whether to … you saw him and every inch of you
practically sang to be…” He sighed, unable to put into words the
complexity of the moment. “Lydia, should I have stopped?”

His raw words,
spoken only moments ago, rose to the surface of her mind… This
wasn’t the way I wanted it, you know.

He did
love her, she’d swear on it! He had known her intimately for ten
years. That those shared moments were in dreams didn’t lessen their
connection – not with them – it made it greater. It wasn’t just
biology doing the talking here. And was it any wonder he ran from
it? How horrendous to fall into love – to be in love for ten years
– only to find out the person you loved was never truly yours.
Especially when it’s not in your nature to share.

She reached up
for his face, rose onto her toes and planted a kiss on his mouth;
then she shook her head. “You were right about the pain; about the
tearing feeling. Stopping would have hurt, but,” she stared at him,
trying to figure him out, “was that little display right now just
for my benefit?”

His eyes
darkened, and the lust in them gave way to a rocky strength she’d
never seen in anyone else. “It’s been three weeks. I’m the only
mate you’ve been with – that you’ve slept with. I can guess what
Lawrence and Taylor put themselves through to deny what they really
need from you, and I fear it’ll tear us all apart if they don’t
accept the way things are. That sea inside us? Lawrence’s spans
continents. That man does nothing that requires him to be
vulnerable unless he’s pushed, so I’ll fucking push him if I have
to. It’s my pack. I won’t let it break.”

“Wow,” she
said, softly. That single word would have to do. She couldn’t think
of any others to convey the admiration she felt for him.

He lifted her
chin so she met his eyes, and returned her kiss. “You’re so strong,
Lydia. But I know this also wasn’t what you expected. I don’t want
you to break either.”

She lifted her
chin higher. “I won’t break.”

He gazed at
her with pride, and she knew she wouldn’t. Hell, she’d do anything
for him – she’d already forfeited all men for him over the last ten
years. To accept two others as a part of her – as a part of
them – she could do that too. It was the ‘how’ of it she
couldn’t work out. She took a deep breath and asked outright what
they’d all skirted around for the last three weeks. The moon was
waxing now, and they could no longer ignore what it demanded from
them. “How are we all going to survive this arrangement?”

He smiled
wryly, with a hint of sadness that didn’t quite win over the smile,
and shrugged his shoulders in that carefree way he always did. “I
hear Sambuca helps.”

She laughed
through the uncompromising reality they faced, and found herself
thinking that as long as Ryan was there to bring on the happy, just
maybe, they’d all pull through.

 


~*~

 


Taylor watched
Sarah through her bridal boutique shop window, hoping he was
standing far enough back so he didn’t look creepy to anyone who
might catch him staring.

He hadn’t been
planning on coming to see her – not again. But he’d had to, because
he needed to say goodbye. Properly.

A month ago,
Ryan had been abducted by The Trident, and Taylor had had no choice
but to turn away from his past to help find him. And then there was
Lydia.

Lydia who had
hurtled into
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