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Blurb

 


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

 


Day by day, Lydia's mastery of her storm-wielding grows. But
whether gift or curse, her achievements are dampened by recent
losses, and Taylor's inability to fully heal from his near-death
experience. As worry for their future increases, Ryan faces his
past once more in a bid to secure the happy future he glimpsed for
them all.

 


The full moon is upon them. The Trident are unstoppable in
their savage expansion; Selena is all but gone.

 


However, secrets are still being uncovered amid the whispers
of time and its shifting sand – an ancient, mystical past is about
to catch up with the present. Sarah might be carrying more than
she'd bargained for.

 


Meanwhile, Lawrence has his own battle to face and
life-altering decisions to make – and not just to his life. His
duties as King could yet overrule his duties as mate. When the
outcome is the sure extinction of the species you are responsible
for, what do you sacrifice to keep it alive?

 


NOTES: This is
an adult paranormal fantasy novel (at approx. 128,000 words)
containing scenes of explicit sexual content and some violence,
entwined with romantic elements. Some scenes may disturb some
readers. Written in British English.
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 A Brief Recap of Werewolf Biology and Other
Terms.

 


Werewolves are
a natural animal-human hybrid of unknown origin. Generally,
werewolves are born, not created. However, 1 in 10,000 human males
bitten by a werewolf on the night of a full moon will become
genetically altered and turn into a werewolf. Women cannot be
turned in this way.

Hunted by
humans over the centuries, and more recently, Tridents, they are
now on the verge of extinction. Although werewolves can be killed
by most means, it is very difficult to do so. They heal quickly.
Silver is their one weakness and acts as a potent poison when
ingested or injected into their system.

 


Mating

 


Werewolves
have no say in who their mates are. There is, traditionally, one
mate of the opposite sex for each wolf. Who their mate is, is
determined by DNA compatibility. This is mostly discovered through
scent.

 


Male wolves
must find their mates by the age of forty or their cells
deteriorate and they die, and the age is exact.

 


Female wolves
must find their mates by their mid-twenties (the age is less exact)
or they will also suffer from cell deterioration and die.

 


Both genders
suffer from intense mating pains every lunar cycle, peaking at the
full moon, until they are able to mate. Mating creates longevity
for each wolf, and both are subsequently able to live for up to
three hundred years, although because of societal and environmental
dangers, most will not live beyond one hundred.

 


Mating can
only occur on the night of a full moon, during an electrical
thunderstorm, the lightning acting as some sort of charge that
binds both mates' genes.

 


Once mated,
breeding (impregnation) can take place at any time, and is very
easily achieved.

 


'Bonding' is
separate to mating, although the two terms are often used
interchangeably. It can happen at any time between two wolves,
after they have mated. Whereas mating cements their biology,
bonding is a more personal act that seems to be triggered by
'feelings'. Most wolves never bond.

 


Shifting

 


Male
werewolves are able to shift into their wolf forms from birth.

 


Female
werewolves can not shift until their first change. Their first
change can only occur one lunar month after the mating takes place,
their body needing that time to fully accept and integrate the
genetic alteration.

 



Storm-wielders

 


A female
werewolf with the ability to manifest and draw down a storm,
including lightning. The male can also carry the gene, but it is
not active within them. Extremely rare, storm-wielders have become
feared by packs worldwide since Tridents discovered of their
existence and have been hunting them down, infiltrating and
destroying packs in the process, in order to use them for their own
mating and breeding needs. For decades they have been killed at
birth, or banished, to ensure the pack's safety, but as a result,
no one knows enough about storm-wielders. There is no known
research on them. It is rumoured that their unusual gene also
demands that they take three males as mates instead of one. This
rumour adds fuel to the fear surrounding them, most wolves
believing that where a storm-wielder exists, two other female
wolves will die from having their [potential] mates taken from
them.

 


Tridents

 


A Trident;
plural, Tridents, or 'The Trident' when referring to their entire
species as a group. A 'medical experiment gone wrong', Dr Evan
Trident, obsessed with werewolves, succeeded in creating his own
breed of 'werewolves' from human beings in 1789, by combining their
genes with that of the werewolf and using the newly discovered
lightning rod to activate the merged cells. Tridents are monsters
of the werewolf world and have become their number one enemy. They
look more beast than wolf and are ruled by primal, animal needs and
savage instincts. Although they can be killed by most means, it is
very difficult to do so. Nectar from the Datura flower is their one
weakness and acts as a potent poison when ingested or injected into
their system.

 


Tridents
rarely find their mates, but when they do, it is usually in a human
who they will then turn into a Trident.

 


Unmated,
Tridents only live for five years. Mating brings them longevity in
the same way it does for werewolves.

 


Tridents
cannot breed, but increase their numbers by using the same method
that Dr Trident used to turn humans into Tridents.

 


Operiphur

 


A pungent
liquid used by both werewolves and Tridents, that when adorned or
released into the atmosphere, acts as a shield for all other
scents. It is often used to cover tracks and hide scents that can
be used to identify a werewolf, person or object. It is expensive
and used sparingly.

 



Amnesthipine

 


A drug used in
conjunction with hypnosis to wipe certain memories and events from
the mind. Amnesthipine can be used on both humans, and
werewolves.

 


Mustavaerd

 


The word for
'werewolves' in the original language of The Travellers (who are
also known as the Human Hands).
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 Prologue

 


Five years
earlier…

 


He knew he
wouldn’t get away, and it was strange how even in the midst of the
chase, he knew this was how he would die. Knew it deep in his
bones, as if fate had dragged him by the collar to stare at his own
grave.

Everything
pounded – his feet, his heart, the blood thrumming through his
veins … and his cock. That engorged thing between his legs which
had no right to betray him like this.

What the fuck
was that … monster? Not a woman – a monster.

Worst
fucking date ever. You knew your luck would run out sooner or
later, treating women like that. Not that he treated them
badly, per se – just … well, it wasn't as if he never made
it clear. He always, always told them he was only in it for
the fun; one night, that was all. If they happened to bump into
each other again, hey, two nights – no problem.

They always
nodded; they always agreed. It wasn't his fault they suddenly got
that look in their eye – every single fucking time – then
demanded more.

So he bailed.
'Cause he recognised that look, and it always made his insides
tremble with anxiety; with an uncomfortable fear of being
imprisoned.

His shins hurt
from the pounding of his feet.

He heard her
closing in on him, and more disturbingly, he felt her
closing in on him like he was entwined with her somehow.

This is
imprisonment. True imprisonment.

That thought
had him picking up his speed, but he heard her match it. No use …
it was no use…

“It gonna
catch up wid you, you stupid child.” That was his mother's
voice, accent thick, piercing through all other thoughts, and even
the fear itself. Maybe he needed something to think about so he
could keep on running. 'Cause shit, he was flagging. “Amil, you
are better dan dis. One woman you are supposed to be wid – one.
Your one goddess. Start acting like a god, not like any udda
man.”

And
that was why he hadn't listened to her for the last fifteen
years. The bullshit was immense. Her devotion to fucking gods and
goddesses – immaterial delusions created to make man feel better
about all their sins – outweighed her devotion to her only son. His
fifteenth birthday had been his breaking point. He'd believed
everything his mother had said when young; had admired her,
followed her, his unconditional love for her never returned, until,
one day, his love had become conditional – he'd needed more. He'd
needed to know he wasn't only an agreeable son because he agreed.
It was a devastation to all at once see the pedestal your mother
had stood on, crumble. And it didn't happen fast, but over five
years. From ten to fifteen, he'd continued to humour her, hoping
maybe she was simply entertaining a phase – one that had lasted a
really fucking long time. But all the while, his respect for her
had faded, the disdain that replaced it tainting his love for her
until he could no longer be sure he loved her at all.

On the day
he'd turned fifteen, she'd tipped over the edge of whatever
make-believe world she was living in – she'd lost the bloody plot.
She'd finally told him who she really was – who he really
was – and boy, hadn't that been the tallest tale ever
created; the definition of delusion, whether of grandeur, or
otherwise. It had been the last nail in the coffin of her sanity
and his threadbare love for her. Both gone.

Gone like
you're about to be.

He stumbled,
but caught himself just before he fell. With a grimace he pushed
on, but could still hear the woman behind him. Your date.
Doesn't quite agree with the one-night-stand policy, does
she?

He almost
laughed. Almost. Anything to take his mind off the pain in his
limbs and the fire in his side; the fact he was slowing down. He'd
thought he was fit – she was fitter. Not even a break in her stride
as far as he could tell. But he? His heart pounded his rib cage
like it was about to detonate.

He must be
covered in scratches and blood all over, he was hurtling through so
many branches and thorns. He couldn’t feel them. All he could feel
was the pounding … the pounding…

 


 


The lock on
the front door had been weak for a while; had needed fixing for a
few months – something he'd told his mum he'd get on and do, but he
hadn't cared enough to get around to it.

It broke now
as he hurtled through it, full speed, and fell on the floor at her
feet – not intentionally of course, but there she was in the
entrance hallway at … what? Three in the morning? Must be later
than that.

“Mum…” His
voice was hoarse from his dry throat and all the running.
“Ambulance,” was all he could get out, but it was surely obvious
what he needed – he was soaked in blood. He didn't think he'd make
it, but as soon as the patch of urban woodland had thinned out, the
woman's footfalls had faded. Loretta. That had been her
name. Why the hell it entered his mind now he had no clue, but it
would certainly come in useful when he filed a fucking report about
her at the police station. Fucking crazy bitch had stuck a needle
full of junk in his side – while riding him, full-orgasm. Insane
fuck. “It's an experiment; you're the first – my guinea
pig,” she'd hissed with glee, eyes wild with … probably
whatever had been in that syringe.

Cocaine. Had
to be coke – her pupils were fucked.

And so was
she, because after that violation, she'd bitten him. Bitten
him. Not just bitten, but ripped a chunk of flesh from his
side. He'd only realised the extent of the gaping hole she'd left
exactly thirty seconds ago when he finally saw his mother's house
from a near distance. His hope had sprung to life, and with it,
just how much her goddamned bite hurt.

And fuck – it
was still bleeding.

He blinked
sweat out of his eyes, wondering if he was finally going to pass
out. Women are insane – all of them.

His mother
towered over him, and sucked in an audible breath. Then, she
tutted.

He looked at
her. Everything was starting to seem kind of fuzzy. He made an
attempt to point at the telephone mounted on the wall. His arm
weighed a ton. He'd lost his own mobile phone when the chase had
started.

His mother
made no movement. Her expression was odd as she stared down at him:
mild fear, heavy acceptance, an out-of-place reverence … or maybe
he was losing consciousness. “Please.”

She took one
step towards him, looking at a spot on his body – the bite wound.
That damned bite. Although, it was the needle puncture that
flamed. “You are dead.”

That hurt.
That hurt more than the flesh gouged out of him.

That hurt more
than the bullshit she'd spewed on his fifteenth birthday.

With a growl
of defiant anger – so bloody typical for her not to give a
shit – he turned on the floor and crawled towards the phone,
even though every part of him felt on fire. Fever. That just
told him he was going to live – losing blood was supposed to make
one feel cold, not hot. He wasn't giving up now when he'd made it
this far. His mother might wish him dead, but he wasn't fucking
dead.

She got to the
phone before him and ripped the cable out of it, then out of the
wall.

He cried. Not
a cry of rage, though that was definitely there, but a pathetic sob
carrying actual tears. What the fuck was she doing? “No. I
need—”

“No. You
cannot be around people. You will hurt dem.”

He … he would
hurt them?

I'm
bleeding on the fucking ground! But his retort remained
unspoken, consumed by the heat pricking his body, his energy all
but gone with that final blow.

“I have
packed. I am leaving. I knew it must be today, but only now I know
why.”

What?
He had no idea what she was talking about. But it was starting not
to matter. This fever, or whatever it was … god, it was like it was
in his bones. It was eating him whole.

Teeth…

He could
barely move, and that needle point… His skin felt bulbous under it.
Whatever the fuck she'd injected into him was like nothing he'd
ever felt before. “Leaving?” he mumbled.

“I must go
home.”

Home.
Wasn't this home? Where was he?

“I go to
Egypt.” She stepped over him, and stood by the broken, gaping
doorway.

Ah…
That home. Of course that's where 'home' was.

“Der is
nudding I can do for you. But de gods might help you. Let yourself
die. Den come find me.”

The gods… This
was… Oh, this was a comedy show. The worst kind.

He laughed.
Well, in his head he did. All that came out was a gargle. “Never
find you. Hate you.”

He thought he
saw a shadow pass her black eyes – very much like his – but he was
pretty sure he was delirious now, and nothing proved it more than
the full moon above her head, illuminated by the yellow glow of a
street lamp, making her look exactly like that deity she loved so
much. If he was seeing Sekhmet in his mother, she was right – he
might as well let himself die.

He wondered if
that Loretta bitch was still out there, watching him.

You know she
is.

And his mother
was going to leave him here.

“I have told
you everyting. You know it all. You just don't listen.”

No, I don't
believe. I don't believe invisible worlds should mean more than
your son, that's all.

“When you love
someting more dan you love yourself, den you come find me.”

Now
that he couldn't argue with. He did love himself – totally
and utterly. More than anyone else. 'The face of a deity', his mum
used to say when he was little, holding his chin up to look at him,
beaming with pride – the only time he recalled her seeming proud of
him. (Of course, later, the revelation of who she thought he was
had put that into perspective; another skewer tearing
through his perception of her.) So, he'd taken that shard of 'love'
she'd given. He'd taken his face and made the most of it. He'd
worked out, training his body to live up to his face until he'd
felt like a deity. And he'd never given her a piece of it.
That love was all for him, bolstered by every woman glamoured by
his visage and thirsty for his cock. He'd learnt to feed his
self-love without guilt or repent. Who the fuck else was going
to.

“You will find
your goddess, boy. Den, you will find me. You will come home. Your
fate is written.” She picked up her suitcase and walked out the
ruined door.

Just like
that.

His eyelids
fluttered closed, and he really fucking wished the tear it squeezed
out wasn't there. She didn't deserve it. He wished the bruising to
his heart was something he couldn't feel amid the fire scorching
him alive. He'd always wondered if anything would ever sway his
mother from her cult; force her to wake up and see what
existed right in front of her. Would it be her son who triggered
that much needed change? Even if he had to visit death's door to
accomplish such a task?

He now had his
answer.

Just. Like.
That.

 



 


 


 


 Chapter One

 


Present
day…

 


The clatter of
her car keys as they fell on the cemented ground sounded
ridiculously loud in the 2 a.m. quiet of the nearly empty car
park.

She flinched,
then let out a low curse when she couldn't immediately see
them.

Her foot
finally knocked the keys another inch forward from the shadow the
hedge on the right created. An irritated sigh of exhaustion escaped
her. “Bed. Just think of getting home and into bed.” Three nights
of late shifts had wiped her out, and she didn't have the guts to
say 'no' when they asked her to take on extra hours because she
needed the money, and she needed her new employers to like her.

She flinched
again as she came back up with her keys; this time, though, because
she thought she'd seen something move a few metres away in the
shadows of the hedge. There was nothing there now – that she could
see, anyway.

Heart
thudding, she hurried on, deliberately stepping into the low light
of the only street lamp on this side of the car park. Why didn't
I park in one of the bays in the middle?

Because this
was the only free space you could find when you turned up nearly
twelve hours ago.

She wasn't
usually the jittery kind, but her tiredness was fraying her
nerves.

The nearly
full moon emerged from behind a cloud, offering a little more
light.

Her car was
right there, just a few feet away.

Her step
quickened. In her hand, she held her keys ready to unlock the car
door.

She came to a
sudden halt, her breath catching, when a low growl sounded to her
right, far too near to where she stood, from … where?

Somewhere in
that hedge.

“Shit,” she
whispered. A dog? At this time of the morning?

It sounded
big.

Goosebumps
raced up her spine, and her flight response won. She sprinted the
rest of the way to her car, even though a small voice in her head
stated she shouldn't be running from an (angry?) dog; shouldn't be
showing fear. They like the chase.

She jammed the
key into her car door, turned it, heard the faint 'clunk' as all
doors unlocked, and yet, a whimper escaped her aching lungs because
the growling hadn't lessened – it had grown.

“Hi …
Miss…?”

She spun
around, her back against the door she'd failed to open, shocked at
the man calling her name. What…? She hadn't seen or heard
him approach at all. Her eyes flickered to all areas behind him,
searching out answers. Where the blazing fuck did he come
from?

He was
standing close – how had she not noticed him? He was bulky, and the
bulk looked like muscle from what she could make out in the dim
light. He was of average height, about mid-thirties, with a
countenance that bore signs of a hard upbringing. His face had so
many folds it seemed almost scrunched up. Like the face of a
Pug, or a Boxer. The dog's presence had
clearly clouded her judgment – she was now seeing dogs in
everything.

“I spotted you
from way over there.” He pointed over his shoulder to the left,
towards a footpath that led into the car park from the side of the
restaurant she'd come from. Opposite the hedge, and much, much
further down.

You didn't see
him 'cause he was far behind you; you didn't hear him 'cause you
were scared and scrambling to get into your car.

God, she
didn't want to look as anxious as she felt, part of her sure she
must be coming across like a bit of an idiot. She straightened a
little, and met his eyes. The orange of the street lamp seemed to
make them glint yellow. It was eerie.

“Mandy, is
it?” he asked.

Her eyes
widened.

“You're still
wearing your name badge.”

Damn
it. She always forgot to take it off, wanting to get the hell
out of the restaurant and away from her shift as quickly as
possible.

“It's okay. I
just wanted to warn you there was a report of a large dog on the
loose earlier tonight. Right here in the car park, but I don't
think they found it. I heard them say it ran off through the hedge.
They stopped looking after an hour or so 'cause it got too
dark.”

“Oh…” Relief
nudged her fear, although her damned heart was still thudding. “I
didn't know about the dog. I thought I heard something just now,
actually. A sort of growling.”

“Really?” He
looked at the hedge beside her, but didn't seem too concerned.

She listened
for the growling while she nodded. She could hear nothing now.

He turned back
towards her.

“Maybe … maybe
it got scared away when it saw you coming.”

“Maybe.” He
smiled, and just stood there with his hands in his pockets, staring
at her.

She shifted on
her feet, feeling suddenly … too exposed.

Say
thanks.

“Erm … thank
you. For warning me.”

“No
problem.”

But he didn't
move, and didn't stop staring.

She forced
herself to calm down, not willing to feed her sense of
vulnerability. “Goodnight,” she said, putting some finality into
the word, then, without turning away from him, reached behind her
for the door handle on the driver's side.

His smile
widened. “Let me get the door for you.”

“Oh, no, it's
okay, it's—” Her protest died in her throat when she suddenly found
herself trapped between her car and his body as he leaned in to get
the door.

Before she
could find the words for how inappropriate that was, pain exploded
behind her eyes.

The yell she
heard was her own, although it took her a good while to realise
what had happened, all thoughts in disarray as her bruised head
pounded in jagged, rhythmic bursts.

Her throat
burned.

He's squeezing
it.

Her mind
struggled to clear. He'd slammed her head back against the car's
roof, and now had her pinned to it, the weight of his body almost
crushing her lungs, his hand around her throat.

He said
something … repeated it … she didn't catch it the first time.

“I said, look
at the moon.”

She forced her
eyes open, having to squint as her head hammered with pain.

“I'm not
supposed to use the formula yet – not for two days.” He ran his
nose along her temple and sniffed.

His body odour
surrounded her and reeked; made her gag.

“But I can do
anything else I want with you 'til then.” His weight shifted and
there was no mistaking the erection that prodded her right between
her legs against her black skirt.

Her face
crumpled when she realised why her attempts at struggle were
futile. He had her arms pinned to the car's roof above her
head.

He was
unimaginably strong.

“Please…”

“You scream;
I'll snap your neck. I don't want to, 'cause you smell fucking
good, but I will. You're not the only female around.”

His hand left
her neck, the pressure around it releasing in an instant, only to
be followed by more pain, this time across her back and shoulders
as he tore her blouse open. When she felt the night breeze across
her bare breasts, she realised he'd ripped her bra off with it.

The full force
of what was happening descended, cutting through both shock and
pain. Sobs broke loose – one after the other – no longer
containable. “Don't – oh, god, please don't.”

She grunted
through her crying when her head was shoved against the roof once
more, the sheer brutishness of his renewed grip around her neck
enough to cause sparks in her vision; his strength used against
her, terrifying.

“Shut the fuck
up. You belong to me now.”

She felt his
tongue on her cleavage. Not just on it, but in it, rummaging
and lapping. He shifted his stance, parting her legs with his own
with little to no effort despite her resistance. She heard her
skirt give and tear along the seam as her legs were forced wider
apart, until she could no longer steady herself with her feet.

He took full
advantage, slamming his pelvis into hers so hard, she had no choice
but to lift her legs around him.

“Don't.”
Though her plea barely sounded as she choked around it. She
squeezed her eyes shut, willing the world away. This isn't
happening. It's not.

He slammed her
head again, and she yelped. It crossed her mind she might pass out.
Swift terror gripped her when her next thought was that she might
never wake up again. He might actually kill her. This is the
end.

“I said look
at the moon, fucking bitch.”

“Wow. You guys
are just … the lack of manners simply astounds me.” The unfamiliar,
crisp voice cutting through the night brought a surreal stillness
to the horrendous moment; then, she swore he growled – an
actual animal growl – as he turned towards the person brave
or foolish enough to interrupt them. A woman.

Hope flared as
quickly as her terror had. Please, please, please help me. A
tear escaped the corner of her eye. She couldn't lift her head to
see who it was or what was happening – he still clutched her throat
in his hand.

“Yeah – I
dare you to shift. Do it. There's no one here. No one will
see. And I always prefer knowing what I'm really up against.”

His grip
loosened enough for her to turn her head a few inches. He was no
longer focused on her, but on the woman. She could only see her
from the nose up. Her hair was such a fiery shade of red, it
practically looked neon under the street light. But it was her
captor's ire that caught her attention. He was struggling with …
something; the veins on his neck protruding – she could even see
them pulsing. And there was no mistaking it now: that growl
– the same one she thought she'd heard in the hedge – definitely
came from him.

She had to
fight her impulse to swing at him and run. He'd loosened his hold
on her arms now – she could attempt it. But something told
her he was faster than he looked. She already knew he was strong.
One punch to her head, and she might not survive it.

“I knew it,”
said the woman. “It's true, isn't it? What all the wolves say about
your breed – you might be big and scary-looking, but inside, you're
just pussies. You're cowards.”

Thunder
cracked overhead. It seemed so out of place and without warning,
she momentarily forgot her fear, frowning instead as she tried to
recall if a storm had been predicted for tonight. No hint of rain
tinged the air.

What happened
next happened fast, and she couldn't even say what exactly that
was.

The man's
growl became something resembling more of a bark, and he did
move quickly – practically leapt at the woman who stood her
ground, and then, light blinded her.

She cried out,
eyes stinging from the odd visual; bright white, like lightning,
except it couldn't have been lightning unless it had hit the
ground. Oh, god, did lightning hit the ground?

Her eyes shut
against it, she rolled off her car and pulled her torn blouse
across her as best she could. I have to get out of here.

No sooner had
she thought that than her hand brushed something cool and metallic
on the ground. My keys! She must have dropped them again on
being attacked.

Grabbing them,
she fumbled to standing, managing to finally open her car door.

“It's all
right … he's not gonna hurt you again. Hey, are you okay?”

God damn it.
She was shaking so much, she couldn't even get into her car. And
she still clutched her blouse, not wanting it to fall open again.
The red-haired woman was talking to her.

But she
couldn't speak, and she wasn't even sure what had happened. I'm
losing my mind.

“Do you want
me to take you somewhere? I promise, he won't hurt you again.” The
woman spoke softly, without so much as a quaver in her voice. Had
she not even been a little bit scared?

Encouraged by
her steady tone, she turned to take in the scene. The man was lying
on his front, on the ground, in a somewhat haphazard manner, some
of the fabric of his clothing showing signs of being scorched.
Smoke rose from them – from him. He wasn't moving. His eyes
were closed.

Couldn't have
been lightning; can't smell rain in the air; thunder only sounded
once.

“I can help
you if you want. I can come with you to the hospital, or … you
know, if you want to go to the police, or something.”

She looked at
the woman now. She didn't look that old. “Was … was that … a taser
gun?”

The woman
looked confused for a moment, her slightly freckly nose wrinkling,
then her eyes widened in understanding – very pretty eyes. Kind of
blueish-violet. She's not going to hurt you. She's not like
him.

“Right!” she
exclaimed, making her jump. “Yes – erm, I carry a taser … thing. I
mean, you never know when you might need one, right?”

She couldn't
see the taser gun anywhere on her, but how else could she have
taken him down? And what about that bright light?

The woman let
out a breath and crossed her arms.

She's
lying. Tears threatened once more at that realisation. She
clutched her ruined blouse tighter. “Did you know him?”

There were
those stunning eyes, widening again. “No. No – never seen him
before tonight, but I saw him hurting you…” The sentence trailed
off, and she sighed again. “Look, you really are safe now, and if
you want me to accompany you to wherever you need to go, even if
it's home, then I will.”

She couldn't
figure her out. Something wasn't right. She did kind of
trust this woman, and she'd saved her life – most probably anyway –
but … she wasn't telling her everything.

And
everything hurts. Her head was throbbing, probably verging on
concussion; her neck, back and legs were sore, and she still
couldn't stop shaking.

A movement
caught her eye.

Behind the
woman, a shadow emerged from the hedge – large, muscular.

She let out a
strangled cry before she could stop it, and the impulse she'd
resisted earlier returned, tenfold. Terror unfurled and reigned.
She leapt into her car.

“Hey!
What—”

She stabbed
the key into the ignition, turned it with much more force than
necessary, all her senses heightened for panic – for survival –
then she sped in reverse out of the car park without even closing
her door.

“Wait!”

Hell, no.
Forget the fucking job. She was never going back there again.
Ever.

She took a
sharp left – so sharp, her door slammed itself shut – her hands
trembling on the wheel.

“Wait!” she
heard her call out.

The next
turning led her onto the main road.

The moon hung
low in the sky, a pregnant body in suspension.

A sob bubbled
up, and exploded, followed by another, then another.

Look at the
moon.

Look at the
moon, fucking bitch.

 



 


 


 


 Chapter Two

 


Taylor knocked
on his office door, not that he needed to announce himself. His
scent did that, a heady and new musk derived from the unexpected
bonding with Ryan ten days ago, and it was driving Lawrence slowly
insane. Hard enough trying to concentrate around this mad-house
with Lydia's scent all over the place – throw in the full moon to
magnify everything by a hundred, and Taylor and Ryan's new aroma
marked the end of anything else he was going to get done
tonight.

Jesus…
His dick ached, and his navel pulsed. This shouldn't be harder to
handle than any other full moon, but it was.

“Come in.”
With a sigh, Lawrence threw down the latest letter courtesy of
Russell Maddox's solicitor. The irritating man wanted to meet with
him again – Maddox was back in England from tomorrow. Distant
relation he might be, but he wasn't getting a penny he owned. Nor
the land. And the fact the Hollywood actor didn't know a damned
thing about werewolves – not even of their existence – was the last
nail in the already bolted coffin.

Taylor entered
his office.

Lawrence
automatically pulled up his emotional armour; regretted doing it,
but the detachment was necessary. He hadn't quite reverted back to
'bastard' status, but he couldn't get too close – not now. “You
don't have to knock, you know. You can come in whenever you like.”
He studied his mate, worry for him automatically rising at his pale
countenance.

Armour!
Armour!

He added
another dose of ice to harden that steely coat he needed.

Big fail. You
are so shit at this now.

Taylor took a
seat opposite Lawrence, the office desk between them. If only the
green of his eyes were as lit with life as they'd been a few weeks
ago… Nevertheless, the rings around his irises still glowed a shade
brighter than usual, an automatic response to the moon's pull, and
Lawrence was glad to see it. It meant he did have energy in
there; he did have vitality.

You need to
care less.

“I'd rather
knock.” Taylor smiled. “Nothing more irritating than losing track
of what you’re doing just because someone walked in at the wrong
moment.”

Lawrence
returned the smile, wryly. “I’m embarrassed to say, I’m not doing
much. You just got back from Hendrickson's?” He glanced at his
watch. It was nearly quarter to three in the morning, but at this
time of the month, no wolf slept easily, preferring to take their
rest during the daylight hours. He wouldn't sleep anyway until he
knew Lydia was home safe and sound. She'd insisted on going back to
work, and he hadn't had the heart to refuse, no matter the danger,
because he knew. He damn well knew she was working through her
grief – her father, Brendan, the miscarriage…

Liar. You let
her go because you don't want her reading your mind; sensing
something's wrong.

He pushed the
vile thought to one side, with it the image of Gladys he didn't
allow to fully surface – not with Taylor in the room.

It wasn't as
if Lydia hadn't proven she could look after herself. Her quick
thinking two weeks ago had bought her time against Selena's
attempted abduction of her, and her instinctive use of her
storm-wielding had saved Taylor's life. But at what cost?
Taylor looked…

“Yes, I've
just got back from Hendrickson's.” He lowered his gaze, and
Lawrence knew the news wasn't what they'd hoped for. “He can't find
anything wrong, and he's got all the results this time; says
he doesn't know what else to check. There's no trace of silver in
my blood.”

It seemed
Lydia's lightning had been pretty damn thorough at eliminating the
deadly metal from his system.

“No disease,
no virus, and my antibodies are good.”

“You shouldn't
be this tired,” Lawrence stated, quietly. And Taylor wasn't just
tired – the way he looked, his pallor slowly waning ever since he'd
been returned from the brink of death, not to mention what seemed
like occasional lapses in strength… No. There was something else
they were missing, Lawrence was sure of it. “Did he check your iron
count?”

“Like I said,
he did everything. I have a clean bill of health.”

Like fuck he
did.

Care less.
Love less. Lawrence sighed. It was fucking hopeless. How did he
'go back' to how he was before?

Taylor
shrugged, misreading his sigh and downplaying his symptoms. “I'll
be fine. Maybe this is just stress from everything that's happened
– I just need time to readjust or something. You can't find stress
under a microscope.” He threw him another smile.

Taylor: ever
the diffuser of any problem, including his own.

The faulty
armour cracked. A rush of affection for the male softened him
inside, and did nothing to soften the more lunar-affected part of
his anatomy. His cock thrummed in his pants as if the damned thing
had a consciousness of its own.

But this was
no good. He had to be detached so he could protect them all.
Maybe playing the bastard card would have been better.

Impossible.
You tried. After what Gladys told you, you tried, but you couldn't
do it. The bastard in you lasted exactly five minutes before
Lydia's tears finished him off for good. Your heart isn't yours
anymore – not yours to harden.

But he could
still be alone. Alone was harder with feelings involved, but alone
was possible. And necessary. He couldn't let anything
distract him – not when all their lives were on the line.

Lawrence
cleared his throat, and tidied the papers on his desk, using the
task as an excuse to avoid Taylor's gaze. He wasn't willing to give
away exactly how concerned for his mate's health he was. Simply
put, Taylor shouldn't be alive. Silver poisoning was lethal, and
then his body had had 1000 gigawatts of Lydia tearing through it.
“Maybe it's stress,” he conceded, without believing it for a
second. “God knows, we've been dragged through it – but I want you
to tell me if you feel worse. Straight away.”

Silence
followed that demand, and Lawrence raised his eyes to meet
Taylor's.

His stare was
steady, and somewhat questioning, despite the unusually lack-lustre
shade of green it was.

“What is
it?”

The pause was
too long. “Nothing.” But the question was still there in his
eyes.

Lawrence
frowned. “Taylor, what is it?”

He blinked,
resumed his stare, and this time there was a semblance of …
hurt in it. But also a willingness to understand whatever
the niggle was, which was so 'Taylor'.

An internal
alarm went off, and Lawrence's stomach turned, because he suddenly
knew what Taylor was going to say half a second before he said it,
as surely as Gladys' face reappeared in his mind, and this time, it
had no 'off' switch. Fuck.

“I know you
must have had your reasons—”

“Shit—”

“And knowing
you the way I do, they're probably damn good ones. But when you
deleted Gladys' image from all our phones, you forgot to delete it
from the server.”

He dropped the
pile of papers that had failed to save him from anything tonight,
and sank back into his chair, letting the full weight of guilt wash
over him. Not just guilt, but pain.

He winced.
Betrayal.

Not quite as
damning as infidelity, but betrayal nonetheless.

You were
fucking careless.

Taylor's app,
Blueprint Bettie, had sounded a notification to Lydia's phone of
Gladys' entry onto his property, but in the hullabaloo of
everything that had happened at Sarah's house, Lydia hadn't had
time to view it. At least, that's what he had assumed considering
the notification had still been there after she'd passed out. He'd
caught it before she'd come to – just as he had done with Taylor's
phone – and deleted it.

The vile
conversation with Dr Trident's wife came back to him full force. He
pinched the bridge of his nose with his fingers, trying to pinch
her words away, not that he ever could because they were all he'd
fucking thought about for two weeks, and the sheer effort at
keeping that encounter hidden from the others in their four-way
mating had been a task and a half. He hadn't wanted to bother them
with it yet because he hadn't figured out what to do about what
she'd told him. He hadn't found his grandmother's diary – the one
Gladys had mentioned – and he hadn't any single thing to go on
other than what the old woman had said. It was her word
against…

The survival
of his species.

The life of
the female they all adored.

It was Gladys'
word against everything.

You
should've remembered the bloody server! He sucked in a breath.
The best part of two weeks trying to come up with a solution –
assuming what Gladys had said was true (and her unhidden scent had
not lied) – that didn't involve murder or suicide, had turned up
nothing.

So yes, he'd
suppressed the whole meeting; had gotten rid of the evidence; had
kept it from the pack he owed his kingship to, and the three he
owed his heart to. He'd kept them away, kept his loins in check and
his affections at bay. After everything that had happened with
Taylor and the miscarriage… “I was going to tell you all, I swear.”
It was ridiculously difficult to speak, and his words sounded poor,
even to his own ears. It was true though. He'd just wanted
more to tell them – like a fucking answer. He was the king.
He was supposed to have the answer; one that didn't involve
his death, or the death of the female they all needed. More than
air.

Silence.

The hurt in
Taylor's eyes was plain now. Wonderful. “I'm assuming you deleted
it from my phone when I was asleep after being brought back from
Sarah's.”

Fuck, shit,
wanker. YOU, Lawrence – wanker.

“What you did,
keeping it from us, that's not why I created the programme.”

“Taylor—”

“I
didn't create it so you could take matters into your own
hands; I created it for us, to keep us safe.”

Panic rose.
Everyone was going to suffer because of him, and Gladys, and his
goddamned lineage. He tried once more to find that detachment
inside himself that used to come so easily, and once more, he
failed. But he couldn't deny, a small part of him felt relieved,
because it hurt. It fucking hurt being so closed off, he had
no idea how he'd done it for twenty-fucking-years.

Time's up.

He leaned
forward and grabbed Taylor's hand, clearly surprising him with the
action, although the male's wounded gaze didn't falter. If this
conversation was happening with Ryan, the result would have been a
Ryan-tempest; furious and rash, but quick, predictable and
familiar. Things would have gotten thrown. Things would have gotten
broken. He'd dealt with Ryan-wrath a lot over the past two decades,
and no matter how angry, Ryan's optimism always won in the end,
bouncing back with just as much force as his fury.

Taylor's hurt,
however – there because of him – was uncharted waters, and cut him
deeper than he'd prepared for. Dealing with his own hurt was one
thing; but his mate's hurt… “Can you at the very least accept that
the last thing I wanted was for you to wake up, see Gladys
on your phone and have that worry hanging over you on top of
everything else. That the last thing I wanted was for Lydia
and Ryan, especially after the miscarriage, to have to deal with
something I don't even know how to deal with yet.”

Taylor winced
at the mention of the miscarriage, and Lawrence wished he hadn't
brought it up. Taylor held himself responsible for it, even if no
one else did – Lydia certainly didn't.

“That wasn't
your choice to make,” he said, quietly.

“I made it my
choice to make, because I didn't know what state you'd be in when
you woke up, or even if you were going to wake up, and if
you hadn't – if you'd died – anything Gladys told me would have
paled into insignificance.”

Taylor focused
his gaze on the window to the right, still looking pained. He
pulled his hand back. “What did she tell you?”

“Something I'm
trying to figure out how to fix. You know that's not a
lie.”

Taylor's
shoulders dropped a little, and he let out a slow breath. “I
know.”

The relief he
felt at that acknowledgement was tangible. He held onto it.

“But for god's
sake, Lawrence, let us help you fix it.” Taylor – looking like
nothing less than death woken up – held his head high in defiance,
ready to do whatever it took to help even if he was at
death's door, and it punched Lawrence in the gut. “You always try
to carry it all yourself; this isn't your burd—”

“It is
my burden to bear. This is.”

“How can you
say that after everything we've been through the past few
months?”

“The same way
you could run to Sarah's aid when you knew she was pregnant, alone,
and defenceless.”

His stare
widened and the hurt deepened.

“No, that's
not a criticism, and it's not blame. I know you felt
you carried that burden – her being alone; her getting hurt. I know
you feel responsible for her well-being because she was your wife
and you loved her; because she was there the night you were bitten;
because she was in shock…” He hesitated. “And because of the
memories I took from her. The same way I feel responsible for the
pack that live on these grounds in the shadow of the slaughter that
took place here twenty years ago. I'm responsible for all
wolves. They're under my kingship.”

Taylor
clenched his jaw, a wet sheen veiling his eyes. “I didn't mean to…
I didn't mean to fail Lydia.”

“No.” Shit,
he'd read that wrong. “You didn't.”

“I wasn't
choosing Sarah over Lydia, that's not the way I was
thinking.”

“You were
weighing all your options and trying to find a way to save
everyone. We all know that. I get that.”

“I
failed.”

“You didn't,”
he repeated.

“Our child
died. More than one child.”

“None of us
knew what would happen. An alternate decision might have ended in
another tragedy, and then you'd be blaming yourself for that
instead.”

A hush
followed his words, carrying all their weight, and did nothing to
lessen the panic shrieking inside him. He'd thought he could do
this alone, but he couldn't. He'd thought he could go back to …
whoever the hell he was before, but he couldn't.

But if he
didn't, Lydia would suffer. They'd all suffer.

“Taylor, just
give me a couple of days to figure out how to bring what Gladys
told me to you, Ryan, and Lydia; a couple of days to find … a way
for everyone to come out of this intact.”

His mate
raised an eyebrow, contemplating him. “I'm guessing Gladys dropped
a bombshell on you.”

“You're
guessing right. There's stuff about my family, my grandmother –
things she did…” God, he couldn't even think about it, let alone
voice it: her betrayal of her entire family, no matter to what
end.

Taylor gave
him half a smile, and reclined in his seat. “One day. I'm
sorry if you need longer, but I can't keep this from Ryan or Lydia,
and I don't even know if I have the energy to hide this amongst my
own thoughts.” He paused. “I've been finding it hard to block my
thoughts recently.”

Maybe that was
why he'd picked up on what he was going to say, even without prying
into his mind. Lawrence's stare hardened as he took Taylor in – the
tinge of shadow under his eyes, looking darker than usual because
of his sickly complexion; the slight hollow to his cheeks which
should radiate health. The changes made him look a little more
effeminate, graceful – ethereal even – but still not well.

He finished
his assessment landing back on Taylor's eyes – back on those
glowing rings encircling his irises, reminding him the full moon
still reigned over all. “How's your libido?”

Both of
Taylor's eyebrows went up this time, a hint of bemusement finally
shining through his burdened countenance.

He hadn't
meant that to come out exactly like it sounded, but if his
libido was as high as it should be right now – if he was having
regular sex, or masturbating, or any-fucking-thing that ended in
ejaculation – that boded well for his recovery.

“Because this
chat is so sexy?” Yes, the humour was back.

Lawrence
smiled. And it felt good – better. Way better than being an arse.
“Each to his own.”

Taylor
laughed. “I'm as I am every full moon.”

“No
change?”

“Do you need
proof?”

Hell, that
slight dare in his tone did it for him, and he had to force himself
downwards into the seat of his chair, ignoring the tightening
around his crotch. He had never specifically thought of Taylor
sexually, but this new, combined Taylor-Ryan aroma – present ever
since the two males bonded – was pretty hard to ignore. It seeped
under his skin, like it was trying to twine with him.

The moon
streamed its light across his desk between them both. He wondered
what 'proof' would entail. He'd quite like to watch. He'd quite
like to see this male strip, unabashed, and pleasure himself right
in front of him. He'd also like to release himself from the
confines of his trousers and bring himself off in front of him – to
be the one being watched. He'd keep his own clothes on though –
that would satisfy the dominant urge he craved. He'd demand an
eyeful from Taylor, but only allow him a glimpse of himself.

He'd also like
an audience: Ryan and Lydia.

God … that
would be…

Only when the
moon's light across his desk tinged green did he realise the
younger male's eyes glowed fully … because Lawrence had very much
forgotten to keep his wandering imaginings to himself.

The air grew
electric, but that's all it did. The deliciously illicit moment
faded on the sound of a car door slamming, Lydia's irritated tone
and the intrusive scent of…

Tridents!

Lawrence and
Taylor stood simultaneously, an alert to danger taking over all
else.

How can a
Trident enter these premises? They'd 'magicked' a force field
around the boundaries of his property.

He got his
answer when they looked out the window on to the gravel driveway.
Ryan had a Trident hauled over his shoulder, either dead or
unconscious – he couldn't tell from here.

“Adam said the
shield is only effective when they're conscious,” confirmed Taylor,
clearly thinking along the same wavelength.

Lawrence
grunted a response, and they both exited the study, making their
way down the stairs to greet Ryan and Lydia in the hallway.

The door
barged open, Lydia at the helm and looking more than a little
pissed off. “I still don't get what the hell you did that for.” She
threw Ryan daggers, her teeth clenched in annoyance.

Ryan returned
her gaze for like. “I could ask you the same thing.”

No doubt the
moon was accentuating all frustration. It didn't help that Lydia
had been almost as detached as himself the past ten days, changing
the subject and becoming curt whenever Ryan tried to talk to her
about everything that had happened the past few weeks, poor guy.
With Taylor's illness, and his own self-alienation, Ryan had been
the one there for Lydia – for all of them, actually – her stable
force, whether she thought she needed one or not.

She did. She'd
needed him. They all had. Not in the name of Hades did she like to
admit it, though. “Don't turn this on me,” she snapped. “You
terrified her, and she needed help. I'd almost
reached her.”

“I didn't
bloody know she'd be terrified. I wasn't being terrifying.”

“What?
She was almost raped, or worse, by this monster, only to have you
mysteriously emerge from the greenery like the evil
Terminator.”

Ryan frowned.
“What the fuck's a terminator? Like … catching rats, or
something?”

Lydia stared
at him, then finally huffed, rolled her eyes, no doubt at his
infinite cluelessness about film and popular culture in
general.

“What
happened?” asked Taylor, looking both of them up and down.

Ryan sighed.
“A woman was attacked outside the restaurant; everyone's fine.” He
turned back to Lydia. “She'll be fine,” he repeated. “You
saved her life.”

Lydia shook
her head in disagreement, her ponytail wafting her scent Lawrence's
way and fuck if his non-existent knees didn't buckle. What the hell
was wrong with him this month? Almost two decades controlling his
every urge, yet he didn't feel able to control a single thing right
now.

“And she'll
spend the rest of it looking over her shoulder, and scared when she
shouldn't have to be.” She stuck her chin out.

“Because of
this bastard – not you.” Ryan grunted as he shrugged the
Trident up and down on his shoulders to prove his point.

“His clothes
are burnt.” Lawrence's obvious statement, delivered on a chilled
tone, stopped the conversation. Silence fell as they all stared at
the Trident's clothes.

Lydia's ire
withdrew a little – not enough – as she looked at Lawrence,
defensively. “Yeah … I might have had something to do with that. He
was raping her. It took just one bolt – no one saw me. I
wasn't out of control.”

“Is he dead?”
Although he had already heard his heart beating, which calmed him
down a notch. The thought of Lydia killing someone…

Her shoulders
sagged as she stared at the Trident, an unreadable expression
colouring her features. “No,” she replied, quietly.

Taylor took a
step towards her. “Was the woman he attacked a friend of yours?” he
asked, gently, and Lawrence mentally kicked himself for not
thinking of that sooner.

“No. I don't
know her. She only started working at the restaurant a couple of
weeks ago, I think.”

Ryan grunted
again, obviously uncomfortable with the weight of the Trident on
his shoulders. “Then maybe try not to worry so mu—”

“She's a
waitress,” she cut in, facing Ryan once more, “like me. Just
like me, only three months ago. That could have been
me.”

Taylor looked
at Lawrence.

He met his
gaze and gave him a slight nod, then turned to Ryan. “Take him into
the cold room. Strip him and lock him in there, but keep it above
zero. Set it to two degrees – I don't want the bastard dying. We
need information.”

Ryan nodded,
threw Lydia a look that was half-concerned and half-annoyed, looked
at Taylor who gave him a smile of reassurance, then he grunted a
final time, and headed towards the kitchen.

Lydia stared
at Lawrence, confused. “The cold room? We have a cold room?”

Lawrence
raised her an eyebrow before turning back towards the stairs.
Taylor and Lydia followed. “You didn't know?”

“Er …
No. Where?”

“You didn't
notice the great big room at the end of the kitchen?”

She growled.
It was cute. She was the least observant person he'd ever bloody
met, and he found it sort of amusing. He knew he shouldn't push her
buttons, but he couldn't help it – half his mind was a lust-fuelled
cloud at the moment, not least because of the talk with Taylor he'd
just had (and who he could still smell, now with added Lydia-scent,
and Ryan-scent, plus their joint bonded scent … it was a
scent-fest. Fuck, he was going to lose it!), and he was rather
turned on at the idea of riling Lydia up so he could … well,
de-rile her. With lots of hard, rough sex.

Because now
that Taylor had sneaked his way under his armour and smashed it to
a million pieces, he was all connected-to-the-feelings and
not-a-dickhead again, and there was no filter in place to stop his
cock screaming for attention. Full moons were a fucking liability.
A breathing Trident had just been brought onto his grounds and he
was thinking about stripping his mate and sinking into her.

He also wanted
Lydia to relax a little; she'd been just as tense as he, and it
would be a hundred times easier to talk to her if she were relaxed.
For when you have to tell her joint suicide is the only way to
destroy all Tridents.

Suppressing
his own growl, he put a shield around that thought and locked it
away. Maybe he didn't have to tell her … maybe he should just do it
the way Gladys had suggested: She doesn't need to know – just
like Erika told no one – make it painless, make it quick.

His navel
twinged at that betrayal, though it had nothing on his heart, and
for the hundredth time, he wondered how the hell his grandmother
had done it.

'To save your
species from extinction.'

She'd been
nothing short of ruthless.

“There's just
a broom cupboard at the end of the kitchen.” Lydia's voice brought
him back to the present.

“And at the
end of the broom cupboard?”

“The end?”

He opened his
office door, and they all walked in. “Haven't you ever been all the
way inside the broom cupboard? Past the mops and buckets?” It was a
broom cupboard – really not that big.

Lydia looked
at him like he'd grown two heads. “No.”

He laughed –
couldn't help it. Of course she fucking hadn't. Lydia and
house-work didn't meld. Despite the potential of imminent death,
laughing felt good. “At the end of the cupboard is a wall of
reinforced steel containing another door with an automatic lock and
temperature gauge.”

She blinked.
“Oh.”

“It's a
walk-in freezer with a cold storage setting. We use it as a cold
room in the summer, and as a freezer in the winter to keep all our
meats through 'til the following year so we can feed the entire
pack.”

For the most
part, they hunted their own food – as wolves, of course. Why use
guns when you had claws and teeth? Most packs hunted their own
food: deer, rabbit, and the occasional wild ram and boar – all
contained within the boundary of his land. Aside from being
fantastic exercise, it helped to keep the wildlife balance within
their habitat intact. It also ensured them the purest meats, free
from the pesticides and antibiotics that didn't always sit well in
their digestive tracts and tainted the flavour of the meat. Most
humans couldn't detect the change in taste. But animals could.

“So what's the
plan with the Trident?” Taylor cut in.

“See what he
knows. We need information on Selena, on who's running that show
and what they have planned next.”

“You think
he'll talk?”

“I know he'll
talk. The Tridents' survival instinct is fuelled by more basic
needs than that of even wolves. Faced with talking or castration,
they'll choose to talk. Especially this time of the
month.”

Lydia
shrugged. “Worked for Nikolai.”

Lawrence felt
Taylor stiffen at the mention of Ryan's old mentor, and decided to
change the subject. “How was your shift tonight at the
restaurant?”

Lydia looked
at him, almost startled at the question, and then shrugged again.
“You know.”

He stared at
her, repressing a sigh. Yes, he knew. Knew that she found that job
as exciting as watching paint dry, yet for the past week she'd
forced herself to go there every night, almost killing him with
worry all because she needed her independence. The worst part was,
he couldn't even blame her, because of the way he'd been acting. He
hadn't been there. He'd offered her nothing. That was going to
change. “She's not you.”

The room grew
quiet.

“That woman
should never have been attacked – you're right – but she's not you
and never will be you, and three months ago, she wasn't you either.
You're a wolf – she isn't. You're ours. She isn't.”

Her cheeks
tinted red, and this time, it wasn't from anger. Her pheromones
seeped into the air.

Taylor
fidgeted.

Lawrence's
possessive streak had come to the fore and he hadn't even realised
his words – 'ours' carried on a particularly ferocious growl
– until he'd said them. Not that he didn't mean every syllable and
vibration – he absolutely did. There was only one Lydia, and here
she was, in his office – her home – under a flood of
moonlight.

Lay her out
across your desk. “You're ours,” he repeated, his tone a
shade darker.

All trace of
fury evaporated from her as the air became nothing but her musk.
And Taylor's.

Fuck, was he
in trouble. He should have gone to the cold room, not
Ryan.

“Ours,” echoed
Taylor, softly, the verbal reflection music to his ears.

And to your
cock. Lawrence moaned at the same time Lydia sighed, his moan
one of suppressed aching; her sigh one of quiet desperation. He
heard all of her upon it: her sorrow, her desire, her stubborn
determination.

Sod it. Two
weeks, no sex – because they'd all been grieving. Because Gladys
had crushed his entire past and future with one fell swoop. What
was he trying to suppress anything for anyway? So he could keep a
clear mind? His mind was in shambles, every path ahead in ruins;
every option promised death. “Strip.”

Her breath
hitched and her eyes widened at his unexpected command – unexpected
even to himself. But the heart she was responsible for opening
swelled, fuelling his physical craving for her. And it was far too
late to go back. (Back to what?) From the moment she'd bared
her throat to him in the restaurant, it had been too late.

From the edge
of his vision, he saw Taylor turn his head and glance at him, the
air now thick with aroused expectation. Taylor needed this as much
as he.

It was a
tragedy really. He'd tried so fucking hard after that meeting with
Gladys, to lock himself away, retreat to that cold space he'd
inhabited – the space he'd managed just fine in, thank you very
much. But despite surviving in isolation for two decades, he was
failing miserably in doing so now: his heart burned instead of
froze. The ice was gone.

And it was all
her fault.

“W-What?”
Lydia's question was uttered almost silently.

He was having
trouble speaking himself. “Start with your blouse. Strip.”

God damn it,
he was harder than he'd ever been. He ran his tongue along his
aching gums, and his fangs emerged.

In an instant,
Lydia's irises went from deep blue to violet – a dark shade
of violet – that stoked him even more. That was her ire
making them dark – her rising protest; her silent, stubborn
rebuttal – but she wouldn't win this time, because the moon bathed
her in silver; caressed her face, neck, and nipples through her
white blouse which he was about to rip off with his damned teeth if
she didn't do as he fucking said.

He saw her war
with rage and want, and his flamed heart responded, not completely
immune to the fact she'd just witnessed a woman stripped against
her will.

But this
wasn't that. This was them.

And she
was the purveyor of them.

She was
the ambassador of them when all he'd wanted was to crawl
back, legless, into his solitary confinement.

It turned out,
he didn't need legs to be whole – just her and the unity of four
she brought with her: his family – and how ironic that now
wholeness had found
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