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Blurb

 


Five months after the storm, Taylor is the most comfortable
he's ever been in his skin. Despite the guilt that occasionally
creeps up on him over Sarah's death, he counts his blessings every
day, especially for the love and care he receives and shares with
his three mates – his pack. No wolf is as 'wolf' as Taylor's
become, and the most joyful day of his life is literally just
around the corner.

 


But something's pressing against the edges of his memory – a
scent; a voice – there was something he missed in the delirious
state he was in when he was bitten almost a year and a half
ago.

 


Why it's emerging now, he has no idea, but it won't leave him
be. It's grasped him like a need for air and he finds himself
following the promise of something near, yet intangible; a truth he
senses; something 'his' he needs to find...

 


Right back at the start.

 


 


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

 


The setting sun strew its rays into his bedroom, setting the
tips of Lydia’s hair on fire, or so it seemed, its red lustre
redder than ever.

Taylor kissed her right shoulder and then turned into her
side, pressing himself against the curve of her extremely pregnant
body, relishing in the feel of both their nudity and their
togetherness. He saw her belly ripple with the babies’ movements.
“Are you all right lying on your back like that?”

“Not for long,” she mumbled, drowsy from this little nap
they’d accidentally fallen into after dinner. She’d wanted to spend
the night with him before his trip out to Kent with Lawrence in the
early hours. A trip no one was overly enthusiastic about him
taking, but they had conceded, because they all understood the
hidden needs of the other after the events of the last seven months
or so – the craziest seven months of their lives that began with
Lydia’s arrival and ended five months ago with nothing short of
carnage on this very land they called home.

Rebuilding it was never going to be grief-free. Healing was
needed; was taking place every second of every day. The sweetest
victory always came at the highest price.

Lydia groaned, lightly, as she turned onto her side,
supporting her giant mound with her hand as she did so, finally
relaxing into a more agreeable position on her left.

Taylor spooned her from behind and she sighed her
contentment. He kissed her again on the nape of her neck, then
trailed a few more kisses down her spine.

She sighed again, this one carrying a small moan with it.
“Are you sure you wouldn’t rather just stay here with me
all night?”

“Of course I would. But I need to know.”

She turned her head – just her head – to look at him, not
quite willing to change her better position now she’d found it. She
said nothing for a couple of seconds and then, “Sarah’s death was
an accident. A nonsensical, badly timed accident. The suddenness of
it, though, while we were going through every crazy thing we went
through that night … it makes it seem like there needs to be a
reason.”

“I’ve run all of that through my mind. I really
have.”

“But you still feel there’s more?”

“That’s the thing – I don’t know for sure and won’t until I do
this. I can’t shake the feeling there’s something missing. I was in
shock, and it all happened so fast, and then there was the whole
change from human to wolf… I might easily have forgotten something
important.”

She sighed for the third time, turned her head back, but took
his hand in her right and brought it across her belly, clasping it
tightly. “I can’t stand the thought of that thing in your system,
especially after seeing it work on Nikolai.”

“It’s benign with no instruction – Lawrence is certain of its
safety.”

“He doesn’t like you doing this either, you know.”

“I know. He’s going through with it for me.”

“And because he knows I’ll feel better if
he’s there to guide you and watch over you.” She squeezed his hand.
“You know I understand. The way my father died … I get it.
I had to
go see Gladys about it. I had to know what she knew; I had to know
if she had anything to do with it. But Taylor—” She pressed his palm into her
side. The kick under it was astounding in its life. It flooded his heart with
warmth. “Don’t forget this – the
future. Our future. It’s right here waiting for you, and it needs
you.”

A pause held the night between them before his voice broke
it, tears springing to his eyes. “I need it, too. More than you
know. It’s why I need to do this now.”

“I know, Taylor.”

He laid his forehead against the top of her back, settling
himself into her frame and all the love he felt for her. “I know
you do. I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

 


~*~

 


The sound the car’s tyres made on the barely tarmacked
country lane sounded far too loud for the eerie black of
night.

The moon was nearly full overhead, not that it mattered
anymore. No werewolf was ruled by the wax and wane of the moon –
not for five months now. Leaving Lydia lying under its luminescence
had been hard as hell.

Taylor took a deep breath in as Lawrence pulled to the side
of the lane and brought the car to a stop. Gnarled trees with
twisted roots rose up either side of them for a good mile in either
direction – yew trees, mostly, with some birches, holly, and the
occasional oak. The wood was thick here. And he didn’t need to see
Lawrence’s stiff movements as he switched the engine off to know he
was apprehensive about this revisit to the past.

Ryan had wanted to come, too, upset Taylor was attempting
this at all, but he’d finally relented to what they had all
insisted: that Ryan stay near Lydia’s side so close to the birth of
their first child. Their first three children to be exact.
Triplets.

Dr Matheson was certain Lydia still had a few days left – the
babies had not dropped in her uterus yet – so as far as Taylor was
concerned, it was now or never. He wanted this clean slate; every
dark thing behind him, once and for all, before the new and pure
entered their world.

Lawrence reached across him to open the glove box and pulled
out the small black bag inside it. Unzipping it, he brought out an
ampoule of Amnesthipine and a syringe and needle, still in its
sterile wrapping. “The liquid in here”—he waved the sealed ampoule in his
hand—“I’m loathe
to put this in you. None
of us are happy about this.”

Yeah, he knew.
But he’d seen the weight Richard carried having arrived back from
his travels in search of Selena ten days ago, none the wiser and
defeated, and it had sealed the deal in Taylor’s own mind. “I can’t
shake this feeling and I don’t want to hold these brand new lives
in my arms for the first time with this shadow cloaking my mind.”
He glanced down at the little bottle in Lawrence’s hand. “I trust
you implicitly. And I know you wouldn’t have driven me all the way
here if you were in any doubt about your skills using this
stuff.”

Lawrence let out a long breath. He was no stranger to ghosts
that plagued the mind and soul. “Amnesthipine works deeply when
using hypnosis techniques. Not everyone in their natural state can
be hypnotised – but Amnesthipine ensures everyone can. It
obliterates the autonomy you have over yourself and you’ll be
completely under my suggestion. That’s the sole reason we’re able
to erase memories – and reprogramme them to an extent – so easily
and thoroughly. And permanently. Taylor.” Lawrence waited for him
to face him; to look him in the eye before continuing. “I’ve
never tried using this
to bring memories back before.”

“But you’re sure that on its own – without the hypnosis – it
wouldn’t do a thing?”

“It
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