
Shadows Beneath the Moon

When the Moon Remembers, the World Awakens

Book I of The MoonBorn Saga

By Selene Inara

Copyright © 2026 by Selene Inara

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means—including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods—without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations used in critical reviews or other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

Cover design and formatting by Selene Inara.

Copyright © 2026 by Kathleen Bruner

Shadows Beneath the Moon: When the Moon Remembers, the World Awakens

All rights reserved.

This work is an original creation by the author and is published under the author's pseudonym. Kathleen Bruner is the sole copyright holder and retains full worldwide publishing rights for this work.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Shadows Beneath the Moon (The MoonBorn Saga, #1)

Act I — The Awakening

________________________ | Prologue: The Night the Moon Called Her Name       ________________________

________________________ | Chapter I: Shadows Beneath the Moon    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter II: Festival of Dawnfire     ________________________

________________________ | Chapter III: Names that Bind     ________________________

________________________ | Chapter IV: The Grove that Watches    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter V: When the Wild Stirs     ________________________

________________________ | Chapter VI: The Pull of the Grove    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter VII: The MoonBorn Stranger ________________________

________________________ | Chapter VIII: Beneath the Veil    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter IX: The Bite of the Wild      ________________________

________________________ | Interlude — The Bite’s Mercy    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter X: The Storm of Blood    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XI: The Hunger of the Moon ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XII: What the Silence Knows   ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XIII: The Codex Speaks    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XIV: After the Light    ________________________

________________________ | Interlude — The Weight of Silence   ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XV: The Weight of Shadows    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XVI: The Hunters’ Chant    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XVII: The Veil Breaks    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XVIII: The Silent Vale     ________________________

________________________ | Interlude — The Memory of Gods     ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XIX: Within the Veil    ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XX: The Naming Within     ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XXI: The Name of Light and Shadow     ________________________

________________________ | Chapter XXII: The Rising Tide    ________________________

________________________ | Epilogue: The Moon Remembers    ________________________

Dedication












“When the silver eye opens, the blood-marked shall rise.
One shall awaken the tide.”
—MoonBorn Codex, Line 1


For the quiet ones who carry storms beneath their skin.
And for every MoonBorn soul still waiting to rise.


“Every record kept by the moon begins with silence.”
—Codex of the Veil, Line 28
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“The Veil remembers what the blood forgets.”

—Codex of the Veil, Line 30
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“When the silver eye opens, the blood-marked shall rise.
One shall awaken the tide.”
—MoonBorn Codex, Line 3
“Yet the Veil remembers differently: Mercy shall rise when Silence falters.”
—Codex of the Veil, Line 29

The night over Eriu-Nammu was too still—eerily still.

No wind stirred the reeds along the river that cradled the village.
No stars dared to shine.
Even the Euphrates seemed to hold its breath—
as though the world itself waited
for something older than kings, older than language,
older than the first story ever spoken,
to wake.
Inanna dreamed.

Of silver eyes blinking open in the dark.
Of a growl that did not threaten—only recognized.
Of a mark burning beneath her skin—
a crescent entwined with flame, alive with a memory she had never lived.
In the dream, the mark felt less like a wound
and more like something calling itself home.
She woke with her heart pounding,
the taste of river water on her tongue—
though her lips were dry.
The whispers followed her into waking.

They spoke in names the elders feared to utter—
Ereshkigal. Namtar.
Syllables thick with shadow and history,
heavy as though the air itself remembered them.
The moon hung low and swollen, listening.

Something thin as breath drifted across the sky—
a silver filament she could not name,
quivering as though straining to hold the world together.
Long before the bite, before the fever,
before her life split cleanly into before and after,
the Veil had already begun to listen.
The omens whispered first:

A second inverted crescent bleeding pale fire.
The river shimmering with a depth that felt awake.
Seven figures in silver mist whispering to kings.
Shadows gathering where light refused to reach.
The priests taught that the moon was Nanna’s eye—always watching.
But Inanna had begun to wonder if it was something else entirely.
A door, perhaps.
A warning.
A memory waiting to surface.
That night, the silence broke.

A hush swept the world—soft, then sharp—
as if creation itself paused to listen.
And when the moon rose,
full and silver over Eriu-Nammu,
a small village nestled in the cradle of Mesopotamia
between the breathing rivers—
the whisper became a roar.
She saw the fragment again,
etched in dreamlight across the sky:

“When the silver eye opens, the blood-marked shall rise.
One shall awaken the tide.”
—MoonBorn Codex, Line 3

This time, the line didn’t just appear.
It answered something in her—
as though the Codex recognized her before she recognized herself.
But another line surfaced—faint, contradictory—
as though the Veil itself resisted being forgotten:

“Mercy shall rise when Silence falters.”
—Codex of the Veil, Line 29

The contradiction lodged inside her:
one Codex calling for a blood-marked tide,
another whispering of Mercy and Silence,
like two truths trying to occupy the same breath.
She whispered the line aloud.

The river shimmered in answer—
its surface black as obsidian glass,
its depths humming like a buried voice.
A hush swept across the water—
not the hush of night,
but something deeper,
watchful, waiting—
as though another presence leaned close through the dark.
A faint echo of Silence brushed the edge of the Veil—
a hunger, not an absence.
The Codex was speaking.

And somewhere beneath the Veil,
something ancient began to listen.
And something else, far away yet tethered to her fate, stirred in answer—
a warmth flickering once—faint, uneasy, like a forgotten sunbeam.
The moon remembered—
and she felt, without knowing how,
that something in the heavens did not.
Not absence.
Not silence.
But a wrongness—
like a note held too long in the sky.
And above her,
luminous and patient,
the moon remembered her name.
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The sun rose over Mesopotamia like a promise—warm, golden, ancient.
Its light spilled across the barley fields, brushed rooftops woven with reeds,
and stirred the Euphrates into a shimmering dance.
Eriu-Nammu breathed in rhythm with the dawn, each motion familiar, sacred, predictable.

But Inanna felt the fracture beneath the rhythm.

Her bare feet pressed into the cool earth at the village’s edge, and for a moment
she let herself believe in permanence—
the laughter of children,
the scent of roasted grain,
the steady hum of life untouched by the wild.
She knew where every path led,
where every voice belonged.
She knew who she was supposed to be here.
Yet the air carried something else.

A chill breeze on a warm day—light behaving wrong.
A shadow that lingered too long.
A silence that listened back.
A silence that felt aware.
Her parents were anchors in this shifting tide.

Ninsun, with her healer’s hands and quiet wisdom, taught her to listen to the land.
The scent of crushed lavender clung to her fingers—comfort that lingered
even when sleep refused to come.
“Lavender is for mercy,” her mother always whispered.
“So even pain remembers kindness.”
The word mercy pulsed faintly beneath Inanna’s skin—
too quick, too sharp for a simple herb-lore lesson—
as though something—someone—in the Codex stirred at her mother’s voice.
A sensation brushed the back of her thoughts—
something watchful, flickering briefly like distant moonlight.
If she had turned, she might have seen a figure pause at the grove’s edge.
But the presence vanished before she could name it.
Enki, strong and steady, taught her to protect what the gods entrusted.
His voice held the calm of the Euphrates’ flow—
until he spoke of the grove beyond the fields,
and a brittle edge crept beneath his tone.
Gentle caution. Quiet fear.

He always looked toward the same stand of trees when the subject of omens arose,
as though he expected something to step out at any moment.
Their love wrapped her like a woven blanket, warm, steady—
but lately their eyes lingered on her with a weight she couldn’t name.
As if they were watching for something
they hoped would never appear.
At night, the dreams sharpened.

Silver eyes in the dark.
A howl that echoed through her bones.
A mark burning on her wrist—crescent entwined with flame.
She woke with her heart racing
and the taste of river water on her tongue, though her lips were dry.
“Dreams are the gods’ way of speaking,” Ninsun said softly.
“Listen carefully, but do not fear them.”
Her father was less gentle.

“There are things in the dark best left undisturbed,” he warned, voice low,
gaze fixed on the grove’s distant edge.
“Some doors stay closed for a reason.”
Inanna heard the words.
But beneath them, she heard something else:
He wasn’t just afraid of what might come through those doors.
He was afraid of what might already be inside their house.
Still, Inanna wandered.

The river called to her most of all.
Its current whispered of the Abzu—
the abyss beneath the world where forgotten things slept.
Sometimes, when she walked alone, the river’s murmur sounded almost like syllables
half-formed at the edge of understanding.
That evening, she walked the familiar path with her clay jar,
the fading light painting the world in hues of amber and violet.
The air was warm, but the silence pressed tight against her skin—alive, attentive,
as though the grove itself leaned closer.
She knelt at the river’s edge.

Water curled around her ankles—cool as breath drawn from stone.
The reeds whispered with a rasp like bone against bark.
Her mark warmed.

It wasn’t a burn,
not yet—
just a low, insistent awareness,
like a word on the tip of her tongue.
She lifted her head.

The moon hung swollen and silver, steady in the sky above Eriu Nammu—
and for the first time, she felt it
not as a god’s eye,
but as something else entirely.
Not just a watcher.
A witness.
To her.

The awareness tightened her chest—
a warmth she did not step toward.
Not fear.
Not prophecy.
But a beginning.

A whisper stirred in her mind—
faint, ancient, not her voice:

“The river remembers what the blood forgets.
Mercy binds what Silence guards.”
—Codex of the Veil, Line 9

The words rose with the river’s murmur,
as if the water itself had
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