

    
        
          Fated by Moonblood

        

        
        
          Gothic Tales Not Yet Told, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Loraine Austin

        

        
          Published by Loraine Austin, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      FATED BY MOONBLOOD

    

    
      First edition. July 20, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Loraine Austin.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231525072

    

    
    
      Written by Loraine Austin.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Fated by Moonblood: a haunting gothic shifter romance by Loraine Asutin | Runaway

Given Away by my True Love

The coursed forest of  Bois de Larmes

Curse of Madness

Moonblood and Witches' Brabble

Found and lost again

The Shadows of the Past

Bonus Chapter: Where Love Defies Convention (and Possession)

A Truth not yet spoken

Heart in Pieces

A Storm of My Own

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Fated by Moonblood: a haunting gothic shifter romance by Loraine Asutin



Runaway


[image: ]


“Mon cher... ne t’en fais pas, je vais tout réparer... Don’t worry, my sweet—I will make it better.”

He used to say things like that all the time.
Soft.
Devoted.
Like love itself had found a voice.
But now, that voice is gone.

The love of my life—my true heart—rejected me.
He sent me away.
To marry another.
And that other man—the one meant to be my fiancé—
He wants me burned.
That’s why I’m hunted now.
Not because I’m wicked.
But because I loved the wrong man.
Or maybe... the only right one. 

––––––––
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My breath burns in my lungs.

I have been running for hours—hiding my life under wagons, behind barrels, slipping between walls like a shadow that no one wants to claim. I am sure he has given up chasing me, for now.
But the trail behind me is stained.
He found me out. And when he did, he turned on those who harbored me.
Mopped them up like filth.
My fiancé. Not by choice—by my caregivers’ decree.
He was my future, once. Now he wants me burned, beheaded, staked.
He saw something in me, something that made his blood run cold.
I might have hinted at my love for another...
But that alone could not turn a sane man into something so cruel.
Not unless he saw something else—
Something in me that made his blood run cold.
Disgust.
Fear.
Hate.
As if I had turned into a creature he could no longer own. 
Something that shattered his humanity.
My name is Maurielle. I am seventeen. Too young to wed, they said, but not too young to be bargained.
My luck is broken. Perhaps my heart is too.
And worse—I may not even remain untouched.
But I feel old. Older than this century. Older than the church bells that clang behind me.
There’s a weariness in my bones that no child should carry—
A memory not mine, a sorrow not earned, a soul that feels recycled.
This city sickens me. Its poison drips from law and lace.
I carry the fire of youth in my chest still, yes—
But it may have been that very fire that pushed him to the edge.
That made him see the devil in my eyes.

The one who has my heart

I was raised by Silvain Atacus de Valcroix, though no one dares speak his name past nightfall.

The old blood—blue as moonlight, cursed as the soil it sprang from. Born of Roman bone and French sin, or so the records whisper in their brittle ink.

But that name is for the dead.

In the woods, they call him Silvanus.
Not man. Not beast.
He walks when the wind stills.
He listens when no one speaks.
And the forest itself bends to him—because it remembers what he did.
Or what was done to him.
But to me—
He was simply the man who raised me.
He saw to my care before I even knew how to ask for it. Servants saw to my needs, yes—but he saw to my heart.
When I cried, he was there before I could gasp for air.
When I raged, he did not flinch. He held me.
He cradled me like something breakable, even when I was not.

He cradled me like something breakable, even when I was not.
And when the world turned sharp—when my heart bled louder than words—
he would kneel beside me, no matter how wild I had become,
press his forehead to mine, and whisper,
“Mon petit cœur, even the moon feels lonely sometimes. But look—she still shines.”

When I curled up in the dark, too proud to cry,
he would sit on the floor beside me, patient as stone.
Sometimes he said nothing at all.
Other times, he'd brush my hair back and murmur,
“You are not too much. You are not wrong. You are just becoming. And I will stay until you do.”

And I believed him.
Because even in the coldest silence,
he made me feel warm.
Wanted.
Seen. 

He sang to me—songs with no known language, soft and older than time.
He played with me, let me braid his dark hair and steal his books.
He made me laugh until my ribs ached.
And laughed with me—not the hollow kind, but the kind that fills a house with life.
He told me stories—not of fear, but of hope.
He taught me to honor others, and never forget to honor myself.
He showed me how to stand tall, and when to bow my head with grace.
If he is a monster, then let the world redefine the word.

But now I love him not as a child does a protector, but as a woman does her fated match. He was once my world—now he is my heart’s chosen path. I cannot unlove him, nor would I try. It isn’t a love that grew from confusion, but one that bloomed from truth. 

We traveled often. Endlessly, it seemed—through forests that spoke in birdsong and cities that stank of soot and saints. All through Europe, forever shifting, never settling. But we were never alone.

Silvanus had his band—men and companions whose names I only half remember now, save one: Aurel.
He was closest to Silvanus, and closest to me. Not father, not brother—something in between. He felt like a pillar I could lean on, but never quite reach.
Still, Silvanus kept a boundary.
Aurel was never allowed to comfort me, to teach me, to linger too near when I wept. That role belonged to Silvanus alone.
And Aurel understood.
He respected the line, as I respected him—and we both bowed, without resentment, to the one who stood at the center of us.
Silvanus didn’t need to raise his voice, or his hand. He had the kind of dominance that silenced rooms before a word was spoken.

A leader by blood and breath.
He never struck me. Not once.
Only ever reasoned, with a voice that wrapped around my panic like balm.
I remember once, when I was still little—perhaps six, perhaps eight—there was a mademoiselle, hired to instruct me in the mannerisms of a lady.
She struck me across the face.
And I—
I screamed like a thing possessed, a beast uncoiled. Like I had teeth made of flame.
They came running.
Silvanus. Aurel. The others.
It was as if they’d been waiting just beyond the door, never far, never truly gone.

Silvanus swept in like a storm—but he did not raise his voice, or strike her down.
He came straight to me, knelt, took my chin in his hand.
He smiled, as if it were a game. Made a face. A sound. Told a tale. And my sobbing turned into a hiccup, then into laughter.
That was his magic.
The others?
They pushed the mademoiselle away.
I remember her scream. I never asked what was done.
When I grew older, my love for Silvanus grew with me.
We were as close as any father and daughter could be—perhaps even more, for there was no blood to bind us, only choice. Only years. Only presence.
In every way that mattered, he was mine, and I was his.
But then came that age.
The in-between.
Aurel called it the time when youth fights itself—half-child, half-woman, and uncertain which side to feed.
I remember the first time I raged against Silvanus—my caregiver, my guardian, my world.
I had never done so before.
It felt like watching someone else speak with my mouth, a stranger inside my body clawing to be heard.
And it was over something foolish:
He would not let me out after moonrise. Not even as I grew taller, wiser, louder.
No— curtain closed. No lamplight.
Bed at sunset. Silence after dark.
Like a child still.
But I wasn’t a child.
I wanted to stay up, to read, to be among the men, to belong to the living night like any girl just waking into the fire of herself.
The rage coiled in me like a serpent. And still—he comforted me.
He always did.
Only it was harder now. I was harder.
He found new ways—small bribes, warm meals, gifts from foreign cities.
But never anything that touched the dark.
He never let me back into his arms—not like before.

There were no more tickles, no laughter that shook the walls.
No tight embraces while the fire crackled, no whispered promises that the world was ours and I was safe.
And that absence ached.

What I missed became longing.
What I longed for changed shape.
And then I recognized it—the kind of desire whispered in books hidden on high shelves.
The kind women weren’t meant to read, but I had.
I had read many books, in many libraries, in many tongues.
I was taught five languages. But none of them prepared me for the one now speaking in my blood. 

One day, I gave in to the fire.

I ran to him—not as a child seeking comfort, but as a girl grown brave from stories.
The kind that tell of confessions and sudden kisses, of love hidden and then set free.
I wrapped my arms around him, my voice trembling like a prayer.
I told him.
I told him what burned in me. That I loved him—truly, deeply, as the heroines do in the books with rose-stained pages.
But he did not move.
Not a breath. Not a word.
He stood still as marble—a cold statue of the man who once rocked me to sleep.
I stayed there, arms around his waist, my cheek against his coat, until my knees gave out and I sank to the floor—clinging like something forgotten and lost.
Still, he didn’t hold me.
I looked up at him, heart breaking in full view, tears falling freely.

I like to believe... there were tears in his eyes too.

It was not long after that when I overheard them.
Silvanus and Aurel, speaking in the low tones they used when they thought I was asleep.
“Mon Dieu... why can’t you let her stay? She is still so young—barely begun to live.” Aurel asked. His voice was always calm, but that night it was edged with something sharp. “You are not of one blood.”

A pause. Then Silvanus, quiet and final.
“No. She must find a nobleman. Like all ladies do. One with a name. A fortune. Someone who can offer her the kind of safety that outlasts me.”
“She needs experience. A life. She cannot be our child forever.”

Another silence.

“I will open court for her. I have connections still. I will find the best to court her.” 
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I never dared to disobey my Silvanus.
Not truly. Not in the way that breaks bonds.
But I believed—perhaps foolishly—that if I did what he asked, if I danced his courtly charade, he might see the truth in my eyes and change his mind.
So I played the part.
Sweet smiles. Half-hidden glances. Words dipped in honey and feigned delight.
I nodded, I laughed, I listened with wide, intelligent eyes.
I let them believe I was enchanted by their titles, their swords, their fragile egos.
And all the while, he watched.

He never approached me directly in those days.
Not once.
He sat at a distance—far enough to be dignified, close enough to haunt.
Aurel, instead, became my counselor. He walked with me between dances, whispered wit and warnings in equal measure. He smiled with sympathy. But he never touched me, never fed the flame.
I knew Silvanus was watching.
I could feel it—the tightening of his jaw, the way he sat deeper in his chair, hands still as stone.
And I believed—oh, how I believed—that if I played it well enough,
if I made it bitter enough,
he would break.
That he would rise.
That he would stop me.
But he never did. 

“Did you like any of your courtiers?” Aurel would ask, often—between balls and garden teas, his voice light as if he weren’t testing ground that might split open.

I would smile at him, cheeky, unbothered, like a girl too clever to be caught.

And then one day, it came to me. A lesson learned in books, in stories where women win hearts not with tears, but with games.

So I played.

I flirted with Aurel—nothing too bold, just soft glances, laughter placed like petals. I let my hand linger too long, my gaze fall too low.
Especially in front of my Silvanus.
I wanted him to see.
To feel.
To ache the way I ached.
And then—he did.

That night, I heard it.

The first fight between the two men who had always moved like breath and shadow, bound not by blood, but by trust.
Silvanus was furious.
"I could hear the storm of a fight like never before. I couldn’t catch the words—only the rage I had caused."

SILVANUS (coldly, voice like ice cracking):
“Tu oublies ta place, Aurel.”
AUREL (unbothered, but eyes sharp):
“Moi? Non, mon ami. C’est toi qui oublies. She is no longer une enfant. You raised a flame and act surprised when it burns.”
SILVANUS (stepping forward, voice low and dangerous):
“Elle est à moi.”
AUREL (laughs bitterly):
“Ah, voilà. There it is. Possessive as ever. You think love means ownership? No, Silvanus. L’amour must be freely given. She is not yours to keep.”
SILVANUS (snarling):
“You think I don’t see it? The glances. The petits jeux. You flirt like a bored noble in summer.”
AUREL (quiet, intense):
“Je l’admire. I would treat her as a
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