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Blurb

 


Ryan is the only one who fully remembers the series of events
that took place five months ago, the night of Himet and Yemet's
storm. Having experienced the death of two of his mates, having
fought to keep his third alive, and having to overcome the
realisation he unwittingly sent Hendrickson and Amelia into what
would become their tomb, he finds himself battling flashbacks of
murdering Nikolai and in doing so, forcing torturous pain – and
perhaps death – upon Nikolai's mate, Carrie.

 


As Lydia goes into labour, the imminent arrival of their
first three children – innocent of every dark thing in the world –
has him questioning all his choices, and the need to find Carrie,
whether alive or dead, becomes a thirst he cannot
quench.

 


 


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. Currently available in eBook
format only.
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 CHAPTER ONE

 


He kissed her neck; under her chin; the side of her jaw; her
ear lobe. It was divine – she
was divine. Moving inside her was heaven itself,
if he believed in such a thing.

She moaned a long, lustful sound.

He buried his nose in her red hair and breathed her in. “God,
Lydia – you’re … what did I do to deserve you?”

He felt her smile against his cheek. “You never stopped
looking for me. Thank you for looking.”

“I couldn’t stop looking. But it was you who found me in the
end.” He moved his head up to see her.

Violet eyes met his dark brown ones, just as they had a
thousand times in dreams – and now in real life, too. They shared a
life, and for now at least, it was a peaceful one. A hopeful
one.

But this… This was one of those dreams. He knew this because,
unlike in their waking reality, no baby stretched her belly –
although he couldn’t immediately tell if the dream was his alone or
one of their shared ones.

“Mmmm,” she moaned again, squeezing his length with her
insides. Heaven, indeed. “Don’t stop moving. I love how you feel.
And I love you.”

He thrust deeply within her.

She gasped – as did he – as he set a pace and rhythm. “Ooh …
yes. Ryan … more.”

He obliged, driving himself harder; deeper.

She twined her fingers into his hair; grasped it. “Don’t
stop.”

“Can’t stop,” he mumbled.

“It’s so real … the dreams are so real.”

Hell, he was close to coming. She didn’t feel like she was
quite there yet, though.

“You were my first,” she breathed into his ear. “My real
first. In every way but physical.”

A single ray from the moon beamed onto the bed.

Not a bed, whispered his mind. He
frowned – partly in concentration as he tried to stave off his
climax, and partly because a horrid feeling stole over him. It was
familiar, and it had a name: dread.

Lydia clenched around him, matching him thrust for thrust,
and he cried out despite the unfurling foreboding; the sensation
too much … too close. “But,” she added, “I wasn’t your first, was
I?”

Unbidden, his ‘first’ came to mind and along with her, fear,
sorrow; lust and disgust in equal measure, although not because of
her specifically – she’d been nice enough. Everything was suddenly
as confusing as it had been that night twenty-five years ago. “No.”
It was a protest, but Lydia took it as a direct answer to her
question.

“It’s all right, Ryan.” Her movements beneath him altered,
becoming urgent and frantic; pleading and desperately amorous in
that way only the moon’s monthly pangs could accomplish. But the
moon no longer hurt them this way and he needed to wake up from
this dream.

Nightmare, whispered his
mind.

It was not the soft firmness of their bed’s mattress that
bounced under his hands, but the hard, cold, grey of stone, tinted
blue by the concentrated moon ray above him, that chafed his palms
as he moved. This was an altar.

It’s a prison.

Red hair turned to blonde, back to red, back to blonde.
Realities merged and he tried to stop, but he couldn’t, the need of
… whoever was beneath him driving everything he had no voice for.
He was only fifteen.

Forty.

Fifteen.

Forty.

“It’s okay, James.”

It wasn’t. But his protest was now an inexperienced groan,
the peak of his fervour upon him.

“It’s for the pack.”

He looked down, trying to find a way to stop his climax, even
as it somewhat chaotically erupted from him, and froze at the large
belly under him.

She was pregnant.

“No,” he whimpered.
It’s a dream, it’s a dream. That hadn’t happened – no female had ever conceived with him, much to
Nikolai’s great disappointment.

“You love your pack, don’t you, James? You’d do anything for
your pack, wouldn’t you?”

Those words coiled around him like a Boa constrictor. Air
rushed from his lungs, and he couldn’t take any back in. And he
couldn’t stop it – what those words conjured: that fierce need to
demonstrate his loyalty, his duty, and his protection of his pack.
For all the wrong reasons.

He fought it, aware this wasn’t real. It wasn’t
happening.

He pulled himself out of … he blinked. He didn’t know who she
was anymore – didn’t trust his senses in this corner of his own
mind.

He was sweating, his panic rising. He fixed his stare on her
large belly. “I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry.” He
was sorry. For every
female he’d ever touched who hadn’t known her own mind. For the
sorrowful fact he’d never known his own. He squeezed his eyes shut,
willing himself to wake up.

No such luck.

“Is this what you’re sorry for?” Her voice had
changed.

He forced his gaze to travel up to her face once
more.

It was Carrie now sat there on the stone slab, face streaked
with tears and anger, back straight, the gun he’d given her jammed
under her chin.

He glanced back at her belly – still pregnant.

“How many lives, James? With one decision made on a
whim.”

“Carrie.” He choked on her name. “It wasn’t a
whim.”

“Oh, so you planned this? You
wanted this? Do you know
how much it hurts?”

“Carrie—”

“Let me show you.” She pulled the trigger.

“NO!” But he wasn’t as fast as a bullet. He closed his eyes
against the blood that sprayed his face, his body already lunging
for her; arms catching her. She was like lead in his embrace – she
felt heavy; much heavier than she should. With trepidation he
opened his eyes, blinking away the red that clung to his
lashes.

It was Lawrence he held, his lifeless eyes staring upwards
towards the massive hole at the back of his head.

Ryan screamed, both at the sight of him and at the agony that
lanced his heart, his abdomen – his whole being – shredding him
from the inside out.

He dropped his mate. Both his arms were painted red, coated
in his blood. Last time Lawrence’s blood had coated him this way
he’d been saving his life. He let out another defeated, enraged scream, but it
was someone else’s scream of similar torment that caught his
attention. He swivelled towards the sound, straining his eyes
against the night-infused gloom of the pyramid’s walls … and there
he was.

“Taylor!” He sped towards him.

He was kneeling, doubled over on the floor, naked, sobbing,
his hands clutching at his torso for dear life.

“Taylor!” Finally reaching him, he dropped a hand on his
shoulder and Taylor swung around, fury contorting every curve of
his face, pure hatred in his eyes. Ryan recoiled, his mate’s
tangible loathing nothing short of a punch in his gut, only it was
his face that felt the punch when Taylor’s fist came up and pounded
his jaw.

The attack threw him backwards. He landed on his spine with a
winded cry, and there was no time to catch his breath because
Taylor was on him, thighs gripping his waist like iron, pinning him
to the ground as he thumped him again.

Through his cry, his
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