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  Beneath the Moon’s Eye

  
  




I woke to cold, unyielding stone against my skin. My cheek, my knees… raw from where I must have fallen.

My breath plumed in the dim, stale air. The room pulsed with a faint, orange light from a low-burning fire in a massive stone fireplace.

There were no windows, only the flickering warmth of the flames. My heart thundered against my ribs, a panicked drum in the oppressive silence.

And I was naked.

At the far end of the room, a low, broad bed was draped in thick furs.

I scrambled toward it, my shaking fingers grabbing a blanket and clutching the edges to my chest. “What the hell is this?” I gasped, the sound thin and desperate.

I stumbled to the nearest wall, pounding my fist against it. “Help!” I screamed, my throat cracking. “Is anyone out there? Help me!”

The silence was thick, a living thing that swallowed me whole. I hit the wall again, harder this time. My knuckles burned, my eyes stinging with tears I refused to shed.

Then… a voice. Female. Muffled and distant, as if it was coming from inside the very stone. “Full moon. Alpha is ready to mate.”

My blood ran ice cold. “What?” I whispered. “What did you just say?!” My breath hitched. I spun, searching for the source of the voice.

The wall behind me groaned, a low, grinding sound as it shifted and cracked open like a massive vault. Firelight streamed in, and with it, a shadow.

A man stepped through, his bare chest broad and his build lean. Dark tattoos snaked down one side of his torso like a living vine.

His eyes were unlike anything I’d ever seen: a burning amber, glowing like embers about to catch flame.

The wall sealed behind him with a final thud.

I stumbled backward, landing on the bed again and pulling the blankets tighter in a blind panic. “Get out!” I shouted. “Get out of here, don’t touch me!”

He didn’t flinch. Instead, he raised both hands slowly and calmly, as if to soothe a trapped, wild animal. “Easy,” he said, his voice low and smooth as velvet. “I’m not here to hurt you.”

“Don’t come closer!”

He stopped at the foot of the bed, his unwavering gaze fixed on mine. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

“What are you talking about?! Where am I?!”

He let out a long breath, then sat at the edge of the bed, a safe distance from me. “My name is Rowan,” he said gently. “Alpha of Alpha Isle… and by blood, Alpha of Geneva. Your homeland.”

I blinked. Geneva?

“Geneva doesn’t have werewolves,” I spat, clutching the blanket as if it were a weapon.

Rowan smiled faintly. “We saved your family, Liora. We saved it from the invasion of the Harbinger. You don’t know them… they are the underworld vampires of Hemalyn kingdom. Your father knew what I was. So did your mother.”

My hands tightened on the blanket. “Don’t you dare talk about my mother…”

“Sylva Thorne,” he interrupted softly. “Moonborn. First of the bonded bloodline. My wife… once.”

I froze. “You’re lying.”

He shook his head. “She chose me before the treaty was broken. Before they handed you to the Council like a pawn.”

I could barely breathe. “That’s not possible.”

“It is. Because you are her daughter. Which makes you something more than heiress to a fortune, Liora. You are the Princess of the Moonline.”

He stood, stepping closer, though still not touching me. “The Alpha mates with the daughter of the line to preserve the pack’s magic. It’s been that way for centuries. That’s why you were brought here. To choose. Not to be taken.”

The floor seemed to tilt under me. “No. That’s not… My father…”

“Was not of the blood,” Rowan finished for me. “Your mother kept you hidden after she left us. To protect you. But now the veil is lifted. You’re of age. The moon has chosen. And I…”

He leaned closer, his voice dipping to a whisper. “I would never force what isn’t freely given.”

I couldn’t speak. He stood slowly, turning toward the door. “You can stay here tonight. You’re safe. No one will enter this room but me. When you’re ready… come find me.” 

And then he was gone. Vanishing as the stone wall slid shut behind him. The only sound was my own ragged breath.

My mother… a wolf’s bride. And now I was the key to their future. But would I unlock the path… or destroy it?

The silence pressed in like velvet after Rowan left, thick and humming with things unspoken. I curled under the fur blanket, my body tense, my heart raw. 

I didn’t cry. I just lay there, trying to piece together the fragments: Sylva Thorne. Alpha Isle. Alpha. Princess of the Moonline. 

What did it mean?

Eventually, sleep took me like a slow, unwilling tide. And when it did… the stone walls were gone.

I stood barefoot on a field of silver grass that rippled like liquid beneath the light of an enormous moon. 

Stars hung low and thick above me, spinning slowly in a sky that felt alive. My skin glowed faintly, as if lit from within. I wasn’t cold. I wasn’t afraid.

A soft wind whispered through the trees on the ridge, and in it, I heard something that stopped me completely: My name. Not spoken aloud, but breathed through my bones.

Liora…

I turned. 

He was there. 

Rowan. 

Not the Rowan from the stone room… this one looked both younger and older, more ancient. Shirtless, barefoot, wrapped in a robe of deep midnight blue, the tattoos along his side glowed like molten gold.

He didn’t speak. 

He just walked toward me. 

I should have run. 

Should have screamed. 

But I didn’t. Instead, 

I stepped forward to meet him, as if some part of me already knew this place. As if this dream wasn’t a dream at all.

We stopped within inches of each other. His eyes glowed with moonlight. “You found me,” he said softly.

“I don’t know where I am.”

“You’re between,” he whispered. “Where wolves and heirs meet under Luna’s gaze.”

“I didn’t ask for this,” I said, my voice steady. “I didn’t ask to be taken. Or chosen.”

He reached out… but didn’t touch me. “Neither did I,” he replied. “But here we are.” The stars seemed to pulse with our breath.

“Liora,” he said, his voice now a low thrum that vibrated through the silver grass. “I have searched for you my entire life. I have dreamed of you, just as you now dream of me. The mating bond is an ancient and powerful thing, but it is nothing without your free will.”

He knelt before me, a powerful Alpha humbled under the twin moons. “I ask you, with everything I am and everything I will be, to be my mate. Come to me, not as a prize, but as my equal. Our pack is in disarray. Our magic is fading. But with you, my princess, the line can be restored.”

His hand, still not touching me, was outstretched. “If you join with me, I swear before the moon and all the stars in this sky that I will make you my queen. You will be crowned not just of Geneva, but of all my kingdom. My power will be yours. My life will be yours. You are the key to my destiny, and I offer you the throne beside me.”

Tears streamed down my cheeks, silver in the moonlight. This wasn’t fear; it was recognition. The ache in my chest I felt earlier was not a betrayal, but a calling. 

I looked at the man kneeling before me, and I saw a king. A partner. A part of my soul I didn’t know was missing. My heart was no longer panicked, but full.

“Yes,” I whispered, and the word felt like it was carved from starlight. “I will be your queen.”

The moment I spoke, the world erupted. Not in chaos, but in light. Rowan stood, his face illuminated with a joy so fierce it stole my breath. 

He took my hand, and a wave of warmth, pure and molten, flowed from him into me. The silver grass grew brighter. 

The stars spun faster, humming a song I understood in my bones.

I woke with a jolt, my hand still half-curled in the fur blanket as if I’d been holding something precious. 

The embers in the fireplace glowed softly. The stone room still. But the beat of something ancient now echoed in my chest.

Not just fear. 

Not just blood. 

But something that felt eerily like… belonging.

The fire burned lower, casting the stone walls in a golden hush. I hadn’t moved in what felt like hours, my body still curled in the same place where sleep had found me. 

But my soul… something had shifted there. I could still feel Rowan’s hand from the dream. 

His presence. 

His promise. 

The moon must’ve risen higher now. I could feel it… heavy in my chest, like the air before a storm.

And then… that voice again. Feminine. Echoing through the stone as if the room itself could speak.

“Full moon. Alpha is ready to mate.”

But this time, it sounded different. Not a command, but a celebration.
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  The Mate of the Moon

  
  




This time, I didn’t cry out. I didn’t scream. My breath trembled, but I sat up, pushing the heavy blanket off me. 

My skin was bare, yes, but this time I felt… seen. Known. As if the dream had threaded some quiet courage into my bones.

The wall groaned. 

A sliver of firelight. 

The stone shifted. 

And he stepped in.

Rowan.

Bare-chested. Broad-shouldered. The same tattoos I saw in the dream glowed faintly beneath the firelight, like embers under skin. 

His eyes… still calm, but darker now. Older. Hungrier. He didn’t say a word. I didn’t run. I stood.

The silence stretched between us like silk pulled tight, fragile and burning with every breath.

“What do you want?” I asked.

He nodded. “I dreamt you before I ever touched you.”

My legs carried me to him before I fully understood why. Maybe it was the bond. Maybe it was madness. 

But more than anything… it was a choice. I lifted my hand. He took it. And this time, I didn’t pull away.

He brought his forehead to mine. “This is sacred. No one can command it… not even tradition.”

“But you waited.”

“I would have waited forever,” Rowan whispered. “But the moon is full, and you are fire in my blood.”

The world fell away. 

He moved with reverence, as if I were something holy, his lips finding my shoulder, my throat, my trembling mouth. 

The mating wasn’t just physical… it was a language. A ceremony carved in flesh and breath and heartbeats. And in the middle of it all… I felt it. The bond. 

Not just between us… but to the earth, to the wind outside, to the wolves howling in the forest as if echoing our rhythm.

He held me like I was a queen and a storm.

Until… his breath caught. A sound, deep and guttural, rattled through his chest.

“Rowan?”

His arms tensed around me. His back arched. I didn’t pull away; I held him closer, my hands searching his skin as if to anchor him.

That’s when I saw it.

His skin shimmered like heat over stone. Bones beneath the surface flexed, shifting. His jaw clenched, teeth bared… not in pain, but in power. Eyes glowing now, not golden, but silver… like moonlight distilled into rage and devotion.

“No,” I whispered.

His groan deepened into something primal. 

Beautiful. 

Terrifying. 

And then… his body convulsed. Muscle rippled. His hands, once gentle, clawed into the bedding as fur erupted across his arms, his shoulders. His spine twisted skyward. 

In the blink of a breath…

He was no longer just a man. He was wolf. Massive. Regal. Every inch of him marked by command. The Alpha. The air turned electric. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t breathe. 

And yet… I wasn’t afraid.

He looked at me with those same moonlit eyes. Not with hunger. Not with possession. But with recognition. Even changed, he knew me.

“Rowan…” I breathed.

And the wolf bowed his head. As if even in this form… he remembered the dream, the bond, and the girl who once cried in the stone room but now stood steady in the presence of the beast.

Rowan’s body trembled as the last traces of the transformation melted away. His bones reformed with a grace that defied nature, muscle softening back into skin, fur receding like dusk into twilight. 

When he returned to himself, crouched before me, his eyes held no shame… only reverence.

I lay breathless in the tangle of sheets and shadows, my chest rising with the aftershocks of what we had just become. 

My limbs still ached with the bond’s imprint… like the mark of lightning on earth. He reached for me… slow, deliberate… and I didn’t flinch. Instead, I let him pull me gently into his arms. His warmth bled into mine.

What came next was unexpected. 

Soft. 

He leaned in, his lips brushing my temple as he whispered, “I told you… I’d never hurt you.” Then he moved lower, reverent, tender. 

Not with lust… but with devotion. His mouth pressed to the inside of my thigh, and I felt his tongue glide in slow, careful motions.

I gasped… then stilled. Not because I was afraid. But because… I understood. He was caring for me in the oldest language the wolves knew. 

A sacred act. A claiming, yes… but also a cleansing. A devotion carved not through dominance, but through humility.

When he finally lifted his head, I stared down at him… lips parted, breath stolen.

“You’re not what I expected,” I murmured.

Rowan tilted his head. “Neither are you.”

And for the first time, I smiled. Not because I felt powerful. But because I finally felt… wanted.

The silence between us was thick, but not empty. 

It held weight… like the stillness after thunder. Rowan hadn’t moved from where he knelt between my legs, his head resting just below my navel, his arms wrapped loosely around my thighs like a prayer he had waited too long to whisper.

I let my hand trail through his hair. It was damp, thick, warm from the remnants of the shift. His breath was steady now. 

Slower. 

Grounded. 

Mine wasn’t.

Something ancient stirred beneath my skin. A sensation not born of touch, but of truth… as though something inside me had finally recognized its place in the world. 

I looked toward the moon. It had reached its zenith. 

Full. 

Silver. 

Watching.

And then I heard them. The first howl cut through the air like a blade. Not mournful… but triumphant. 

Then another. 

And another. Dozens of voices joined, rising in layered harmony, echoing through the mountain forest beyond the keep of Alpha Isle. 

It wasn’t chaos. 

It was music. 

A celebration. 

The bond had been sealed.

Rowan lifted his head slowly. “They know.”

My voice was barely a whisper. “What do they know?”

He rose to his knees, gaze unwavering. “That I chose. And more importantly… that you didn’t decline.”

My throat tightened. “And now?”

He stood and reached for a dark linen robe draped over the stone basin. With a gentle pull, he wrapped it around my shoulders, his fingers brushing the curve of my neck.

“Now they honor you.”

I blinked. “Honor me?”

He nodded once. “The Alpha’s mate is not a title. It’s a vow. To them, you are not just consort. You are queen. And with the bond sealed under the full moon… your blood, your will, your legacy… it belongs to this pack now, if you allow it.”

Outside, the howls had shifted. They were singing now. Not in words, but in spirit. Some primal rhythm of unity that vibrated through the stone. My mother’s voice flashed in my mind.

“If you ever find love among wolves, don’t fear it, Liora. They do not love like we do… but when they do, it’s for life.”

I looked back at Rowan. “Did they howl for her too?”

He paused. “Once. A long time ago. But never like this.”

I stepped closer. “Why?”

He met my gaze, unflinching. “Because she was a treaty. A duty. You… are the Alpha’s equal.”

I let the robe slide over my bare skin, suddenly aware of the warm firelight flickering behind him. The chamber doors were still closed. But beyond them… I could feel it. 

The world was waiting.

“Then let them see me,” I
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