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Blurb

 


Four months have passed since the night of the fatal storm,
and “peace on earth” has never felt so good despite the pack's
sorrow at the loss of family and dear friends; sorrow that cut
deeply over Christmas, and during last week’s wedding.

 


Mated to three, and now married into the Gunvald lineage,
Lydia has taken comfort and security in her she-wolf, the animal's
strength and wisdom taking her deep into the still-uncharted
territory of Lawrence's wooded home – now her wooded
home.

 


But storms come in many guises, and as the January snow
clouds gather overhead, Lydia's finally forced to confront the
secret she's been keeping from everyone, including
herself.

 


 


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 skin of her feet had toughened over the past few months.
Even in human form she couldn’t feel the prickles of the twigs and
stones that lay on the forest floor under the few remaining orange
leaves that had hung onto autumn.

She’d wanted to shift and run as her wolf – her wolf and her
were truly one now – but, such were the way of dreams, this comfort
had been denied to her for reasons that would only ever be known to
the ether.

So, as a woman and on two legs, she sped through her home –
her home; it was hers – every tree for the next half a mile, one she would be
familiar with; know off by heart, by scent, by look, by feel… And
more than that, she was becoming attuned to the earth beneath her.
She was beginning to sense the coming of new growth – flowers;
saplings – like the snowdrops that would be the first to bloom any
day now. They stirred inches beneath the soil that squelched
through her toes as she sprinted; the slight change in scent that
heralded their birth was in the air.

Yet, a sense of doom clenched her heart. She knew what she
was looking for today, and only half of her wanted to find it. The
other half of her wanted to stop running; freeze the scene. Her
wolf would never let that happen, and so she sped on, letting her
wolf lead the way. She owed her that. Her wolf had saved her life
more than once.

Far too soon, the trees she knew so well ended. She slowed
her pace to a jog, wondering if she should stop entirely, then
found herself doing just that, though for reasons other than
confusion. It was horror that arrested her.

Although much more used to running naked than she had been
since her first change over six months ago, nudity was never a suit
best worn amid the dead. And that’s where she stood.

Tears filled her eyes as she took in headstone after
headstone protruding from the grass and ferns that protected the
trees. Hendrickson was the first name to fill her vision, and then,
next to it, Amelia.

The tears fell. It was all too fresh. She could still
remember how her gut had turned – could still hear Ryan’s wretched
cry – the moment they’d discovered the siblings’ frozen bodies and
realised their fate.

Lydia turned away, her breath hitching, only to find
Brendan’s name glaring at her from the headstone she now faced.
Grief washed over her, anew. Only six
months ago…

She’d pondered, too often, whether he’d been tortured before
brutally murdered; whether he’d screamed; whether he’d passed out
from pain. Guilt gnawed her every time the image of his dismembered
limbs flashed through her mind.

Stepping away from his grave, she walked, backwards, unable
to completely pull her eyes away from the etched date of his death.
Only when she stumbled, did she look away to see what had tripped
her.

A cry she failed to muffle left her lips: Richard’s right
hand lay next to her foot. Bile rose, and she quickly turned before
she lost control of her stomach, only to come face to face
with…

Sarah Harper, beloved wife of—

“No.” She spun around, reaching out for the nearest tree trunk
to hold her up as she closed her eyes against the grave she now
faced: Sarah’s. And Taylor’s name was one she could not bear to see
on a gravestone, no matter that he was very much alive and very
much hers.

He felt Sarah’s passing greatly, she knew that. But he was
her husband now, right along with Ryan and Lawrence, and while her
marriage to Lawrence was the only one that human law acknowledged,
it made her stated commitment to Ryan and Taylor no less so. In
some ways, it made it more solid. Even without words and gestures,
they were mated, and that went beyond any marriage on
paper.

She could not see his name on a grave.

She needed to leave; get the hell away from this burial
ground.

“It’s just a dream,” she muttered, as if that ever worked.
“Only a dream. Sarah isn’t buried here; Brendan isn’t buried here…”
Even Hendrickson and Amelia were not buried here. They had been
laid in the earth with the rest of their family in Sussex, where
their grandparents had remained with their original pack, and where
their parents had also been buried many years ago.

Lydia staggered forward, giving up her tree trunk crutch, but
almost tumbled into a sturdy oak. One foot in front of the other
would eventually get her out – that’s all she had to do. One step …
two steps…

But try as hard as she might, she couldn’t escape the next
marker. Nor could she do anything other than sink to her knees
before the grey cenotaph – because he was buried here: her
father.

James Philip Martin

And she suddenly remembered why she’d gone running through
the woods in the first place; what she’d been looking for.
“Dad…”

She reached out and touched the cold stone. Someone replied,
but it was not her dad.

“Sweetheart?”

God … a thousand memories flooded
her at the sound of the voice she’d not heard in over ten years.
With fresh tears streaming, she looked over her dad’s gravestone to
find her mother standing, staring at her with unmatched affection
and a smile on her face. A little shorter than Lydia, her blonde
hair framed her face in soft waves that fell just as she
remembered.

Lydia looked far more like her father, but her violet eyes,
she’d inherited from her mother. Right now, they mirrored hers in
all ways but for the fact her mother’s were dry.

“Mum.” With difficulty, she pulled herself to standing, and
then the steps came easily. One, two, three, four… She fell into
her mother’s outstretched arms, her warming scent as it had always
been – lavender and cookies. “I’ve missed you,” she mumbled into
her neck, and the words became a wail and a sob, and then many sobs
she couldn’t hold back.

Her mum just held her, unperturbed by her messy, embarrassing
display. “I’ve missed you, too.”

“This … isn’t real,” she squeezed out between
gulps.

“It’s real enough.”

She wanted the moment to last – certainly for longer than the
minute she was afforded – but a sudden chill befell her, causing
the skin on her arms to pimple. Still nestled into the crook of her
mother’s neck, she looked up at the darkening sky. It wasn’t night,
but it might as well have been. Urgency rose. “You’re why I came
here. You and Dad.”

“I know.”

“I need you.”

“You’re going to be fine, Lydia.”

“No, you don’t understand.”

“I do, sweetheart.”

“I can’t do this.”

“You can.”

“It’s too big.”

“You’re bigger.”

“No.” She shook her head vigorously, aware she sounded like a
defiant child. Her eyes moved from the sky to the woodland floor
she stood on. So much blood had been spilled. “There’s so much
death.”

Her mum pulled back.

Cold seeped in, replacing the heat of her hug.

“To make room for so much life to come.”
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