

    
        
          Lunar Vows & Wild Hearts

        

        
        
          Jane Banks

        

        
          Published by Mickey Bolton, 2025.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      LUNAR VOWS & WILD HEARTS

    

    
      First edition. June 10, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jane Banks.

    

    
    
      Written by Jane Banks.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Lunar Vows & Wild Hearts

Chapter One: Blood Moon Festival

Chapter Two: The Silver Alpha Appears

Chapter Three: Dangerous Secrets

Chapter Four: A Pact of Blood and Moonlight

Chapter Five: Shadows of the Past

Chapter Six: The Hunter’s Game

Chapter Seven: Moonlit Revelations

Chapter Eight: Confrontation at the Den

Chapter Nine: Silver and Scarlet

Chapter Ten: Lunar Vows & Wild Hearts


Lunar Vows & Wild Hearts

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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The Blood Moon Festival in Crestfall was unlike any other night of the year. The town’s cobblestone square, normally a quiet crossroads for merchants and travelers, pulsed with crimson light as the moon climbed high, its face veiled in eerie red. Lanterns strung between timbered stalls cast long, licking shadows over faces painted with silver and scarlet, and fire dancers in swirling robes traced sinuous patterns against the dark sky. The air throbbed with the steady beat of drums, each pulse a reminder of ancient oaths—oaths to the wolves of old, oaths to the moon, oaths now embroidered with longing.

Selene Archer stood at the festival’s edge, the hem of her deep-red gown brushing the dust at her feet. The silken fabric clung to her curves like water, the low scoop of the neckline edged in black lace teasing at her collarbones. She had never felt more exposed—or more alive. Tonight was the anniversary of her pack mother’s death, and Selene had vowed to honor her memory by returning to Crestfall, the small human settlement at the boundary between mortal lands and wolf territory.

A slender silver pendant—her mother’s—rested against her throat. She pressed her fingers to it, drawing strength from the memory of Maelys Archer’s fierce loyalty to pack and kin alike. In her dreams, Maelys had roared challenges to the sky, her lupine eyes alight with power. Selene felt that same fierce spirit in her blood tonight, tempered by grief and sharpened by anticipation.

She wove through the crowd, past stalls selling wolf-tooth talismans that glittered like shards of moonlight. A vendor pressed one into her hand—a gift, he said, to keep the hunter’s curse at bay. Selene slipped it around her neck, the sharp teeth pressing against her skin, and offered the old man a soft smile. His wrinkled face creased, approving.

“Bravery and luck,” he croaked. “You’ll need both tonight.”

Selene’s pulse fluttered. “Thank you,” she whispered, her voice thick with something she couldn’t name.

A sudden burst of music from the center of the square drew her gaze. Torches had been arrayed in a circle around the blood moon’s projection—an enchanted disc of copper reflecting the lunar eclipse. Young men and women—humans and wolf-shifters alike—danced beneath it, their bodies moving to rhythms older than any living soul. Selene’s breath caught as she watched dancers sway, their steps weaving patterns of flame and shadow.

Her best friend, Callum, emerged from the dancers, his dark hair wet with sweat, eyes gleaming with mischief. He offered her a grin that tugged at her heart. “You look like you’re bracing for a storm,” he teased, looping his arm through hers.

She laughed, the sound light but brittle. “You’re the storm,” she replied, and felt the warmth of his gaze burn hotter than any flame.

He pulled her close, and before she could protest, he pressed his lips to hers in a quick, electrifying kiss. The world narrowed to the press of his mouth, the tang of his breath, the tug of his hand at her waist. A thrill of desire unfurled in her belly. She wanted—

The lanterns flickered. Torches flared crimson. The music stuttered, then halted. A hush rippled through the crowd.

Above them, the enchanted moonseal glowed brighter. The eclipse reached its peak: a disc of blood suspended in the indigo sky. And in that moment, a tall figure strode through the throng, cloak swirling like stormclouds. Every head turned as he passed—humans parting, wolf-shifters bowing their heads in reverence. He paused at the circle of dancers, the torchlight outlining razor-sharp cheekbones, a sculpted chest half-hidden by a silver-trimmed tunic.

Selene’s breath caught. The stranger’s eyes—ice-silver and fathomless—locked on hers. It was as if the blood moon had spoken, and summoned him from legend: the Silver Alpha, exiled and revered in equal measure. His presence drew heat from the torches and ignited something deep within her.

Callum cleared his throat behind her. “Selene,” he said, his voice distant. “You okay?”

She shook her head, words lost. Her pulse hammered in her ears, each beat echoing the red drum above. The stranger’s gaze traveled slowly down the line of dancers, pausing where Callum held her hand. He strode forward with a predator’s grace, cloak trailing, boots silent on stone.

Callum stiffened and let her hand drop. “I think someone wants to dance,” he muttered, yielding her to fate.

Selene’s world constricted to a pinpoint of white-hot tension. The Silver Alpha extended a gauntleted hand—frost-flecked metal that glinted in torchlight. She took it, pulse spiking at the contact of his fingers. His hand was cool, hard, but safe—as if shaped by ice and fire in perfect balance.

“I am Ronan Blackthorn,” he intoned, voice low and resonant like distant thunder. “I seek the Flameblood.”

Her name on his lips felt like a summons to destiny. Flameblood—the rare sorceress whose magic burned with living heat. She inhaled, finding her courage. “Selene Archer,” she replied, voice steady despite the fervor in her veins. “What would an exile want with me?”

His mouth curved in a half-smile, as dangerous as a wolf’s snarl. “To forge a pact,” he said. “Under the Blood Moon, wolf and woman can bind their blood and their oaths. To save my pack—and perhaps, to fulfill a promise older than memory.”

A murmur rose among the dancers. The Blood Moon Festival was no place for diplomatic parley, yet none dared interrupt. Torches flared higher, shadows danced on ancient stone, and Selene felt the weight of every eye upon her. Old legends whispered that the Blood Moon could bind souls in ways both wondrous and terrifying.

Callum stood behind her, protective but powerless. She turned to him, eyes bright. “Stay safe,” she whispered, then stepped forward with the Silver Alpha as the eclipse’s crimson hue deepened.

Ronan produced a small silver dagger, its blade etched with wolf-runes that glowed faintly in the red light. He held it aloft, and the crowd parted, a circle opening around them. The drumbeat resumed, slower now, like a heartbeat shared by all who watched. He made a shallow cut across his palm, blood welling and shimmering with magic.

Selene’s pulse thundered. She dipped her fingers into her own sleeve to draw a drop of blood from her wrist, pressing it against the rune-carved pommel of the dagger. Their shared blood gleamed in the lantern light, mingling in scarlet rivulets that ran down his blade and into her palm. The heat of her magic surged, mingling with his frost-wrought power in a swirl of steam and sparks.

Ronan’s eyes closed as he spoke the ancient vow: “By blood and moon, I bind my fate to yours. Together, we stand against coming darkness.”

Selene felt warmth bloom where their blood met, a living embers glow that spread through her veins. She met his words with her own vow: “By fire and fang, I pledge my heart and my magic to you—and to the wolves you lead.” The word “wolves” tasted like both nectar and defiance.

Their palms pressed together in the circle’s center, rune-marked blades lowered, and a pulse of energy rippled outward. The lanterns shivered, torches flared, and the enchanted moonseal wavered—a testament that the Blood Moon felt their bond.

Callum gasped, stumbling back, as if struck by the same wave of magic. The dancers froze, every eye shining with awe and fear. Selene blinked, heart hammering.

Ronan’s silver gaze found hers again. “You have the blood of flame,” he said, voice low but clear. “And you will need it—when darkness rises beyond this eclipse. Tonight marks the first step in a journey you cannot escape.”

She swallowed, mouth dry, as the eclipse edged toward its end. The moonseal’s crimson circle dimmed, returning to its normal, silvery glow. The drumbeat faded into celebration, but Selene barely heard it. All she felt was the thrum of magic in her veins, the weight of Ronan’s promise, and a shiver of fear mixed with desire.

“Stay with me,” he said, fingers tightening on hers. “Until dawn.”

She nodded, breathless. Callum’s worried cry drifted from the crowd as the exiled Alpha led her through the torches, into the darkness beyond the square’s edge. Behind them, the festival erupted back to life, oblivious to the pact forged beneath the Blood Moon.

Selene’s heart blazed and froze in equal measure. She followed Ronan Blackthorn into the night, leaving behind the safety of the familiar. Under the blood-red sky, flame and ice had entwined—and there was no turning back.
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