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      Under the same moon they were chosen. Under the same moon they were torn apart. Under the same moon they would find their way back to each other.
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Before packs, before thrones of Alpha kings, before the Moon Goddess bound souls together with invisible chains of fate… there was only the silence of the night and the first howl that answered it.

In the oldest temple carved beneath the silver cliffs, the Moon Priestess knelt before the sacred stone. Her hands trembled as the vision took hold—cold, bright, and unrelenting, like moonlight cutting through bone.

Blood dripped from her nose as her eyes turned silver.

And she spoke words she did not understand, yet would never forget.


“When shadows rise and blood divides the packs,

the Moon shall mark her chosen in silver light.

Not born of strength alone, nor crown, nor fear—

but of a heart that refuses to break.”




The winds outside the temple stilled, as if the world itself was listening.

The Priestess gasped, clutching the stone as the vision deepened.


“She will be rejected by the one destined to stand beside her.

And in that rejection, she will awaken.”




A crack split across the sacred stone.

The flame of every candle in the temple bent inward, as though bowing.


“The Moon-Blessed Luna shall rise when the packs fall into darkness.

She will carry the balance of life and ruin within her veins.”




A final image burned into her mind—two wolves beneath a blood moon. One black as night. One silver as dawn. Standing apart… yet bound by something neither could escape.

Her voice dropped to a whisper, shaking with fear and reverence.


“And when the bond is broken…

the world will decide whether she becomes its salvation…

or its end.”




Silence returned.

But the Moon Priestess did not rise.

Because she understood, with terrifying clarity, that this was not a prophecy of warning.

It was a prophecy of certainty.
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The Moon Gathering

* * *

The night of the Moon Gathering always arrived like a living thing.

It didn’t simply come—it descended.

Across the Silverwood territory, torches burned along the forest paths, their flames bending in the wind as if even fire remembered to bow in reverence. Wolves traveled in silence, shifting between human and beast with practiced ease, their instincts sharpening with every step toward the Grand Hall.

Tonight was not for peace.

It was for power.

And for fate.

Aria Nightshade stood at the edge of the tree line, watching the procession of packs converge beneath the towering stone archway that marked the entrance to neutral territory. The Grand Hall rose beyond it—ancient, carved from pale stone veined with silver, glowing faintly under the full moon as though it had been touched by something divine.

Or dangerous.

She adjusted the dark cloak around her shoulders, though it did little to steady the unease tightening in her chest.

“You don’t have to go in if you’re not ready.”

The voice came from behind her.

Aria didn’t turn right away. She already knew it was Lira, her only remaining friend from the Nightshade remnants—one of the few who still looked at her without pity.

“I didn’t come this far to stand outside,” Aria said quietly.

Lira stepped beside her, arms folded. “You say that like walking into a hall full of Alphas who barely tolerate your bloodline is some kind of noble sacrifice.”

“It’s a gathering,” Aria replied. “Not a courtroom.”

Lira gave a short, humorless laugh. “Tell that to the ones who remember what happened to your father.”

A flicker passed through Aria’s eyes at the mention, but she pushed it down. Tonight was not for ghosts.

Tonight was for proof.

She straightened, lifting her chin as the wind shifted through the trees. It carried scent—hundreds of them layered together. Wolf packs from every corner of the territory. Some familiar. Most not. All of them strong enough to make lesser wolves instinctively lower their gaze.

Aria did not.

Her wolf stirred beneath her skin, restless.

Too many Alphas, it whispered.

“I can handle it,” Aria said under her breath, more to herself than to Lira.

Lira studied her for a moment, then sighed. “Just remember—no matter what they say in there, you are not your father’s mistakes.”

Aria’s jaw tightened. “I never was.”

A horn sounded in the distance.

Deep. Resonant. Final.

The Moon Gathering had begun.

Inside the Grand Hall, the world changed.

Aria stepped through the archway and felt it immediately—the weight of presence. Power pressed against her senses like an invisible tide, each Alpha marking their territory not with words, but with aura, dominance, and scent.

The air was layered with pine, smoke, iron, and something sharper beneath it all—something primal that made her wolf pace in warning circles.

She kept her expression still.

Eyes moved to her as she entered.

Not subtle glances. Not curiosity.

Assessment.

Judgment.

Recognition of her bloodline came in the tightening of jaws, the slight narrowing of eyes. The Nightshade name still lingered like a stain that refused to fade, no matter how many years had passed.

Aria walked anyway.

Slow. Measured. Unbothered.

If they expected her to shrink under their gaze, they would be disappointed.

At the far end of the hall, raised upon a carved stone platform, sat the ruling Alphas of the region. Beneath them stretched rows of tables and standing circles where packs gathered according to rank and alliance.

And above it all—hanging from the vaulted ceiling—was a crystal chandelier carved from moonstone, catching the light of the full moon through an opening in the roof.

It bathed everything in silver.

Fitting.

A gathering blessed by the Moon Goddess, or so they claimed.

Aria’s steps slowed as she moved deeper into the hall.

Whispers followed her.

“Nightshade…”

“She still has the nerve to come here?”

“She should have been barred after what her father did—”

“Quiet,” someone else muttered. “She’s still a bloodline Beta. Barely.”

Her hands curled slightly inside her cloak.

Not anger.

Control.

A skill she had learned young.

She had just reached the central aisle when the atmosphere changed.

It wasn’t immediate. It was gradual—like pressure building before a storm breaks.

The noise of the hall dimmed without command.

Conversation faltered.

Even laughter died mid-breath.

Aria slowed, sensing it before she understood it.

Her wolf went still.

Stop walking, it warned sharply.

Her heart gave a single heavy beat.

Then another.

The scent hit her like a strike to the chest.

Pine. Smoke. Storm. And something darker beneath it—ancient, commanding, impossible to ignore.

Every instinct she had screamed at once.

Her breath caught.

The world narrowed.

And then—

Mate.

The word didn’t feel like thought.

It felt like truth being carved into her bones.

Aria stopped completely.

Silence swallowed the hall.

Slowly, she lifted her gaze.

And that was when she saw him.

At the opposite end of the hall, standing beneath the shadowed arch of the Alpha platform, was Kael Blackwood.

Alpha of the Silver Moon Pack.

He did not move.

He did not blink.

But something in the air shifted as his eyes met hers—dark, unyielding, unreadable.

The connection snapped into place between them like a chain forged in lightning.

Aria forgot the hall.

Forgot the whispers.

Forgot her name, her past, the weight of every step that had brought her here.

There was only him.

And the bond.

Kael’s expression changed.

Not softening.

Not surprise.

Something colder.

Recognition—followed by restraint so tight it looked like violence held back by will alone.

Around them, the world began to react.

Gasps rippled through the hall.

Someone stood.

Someone else whispered, “Impossible…”

Aria took a slow breath, trying to steady the sudden chaos inside her chest.

Her wolf pressed forward, desperate, instinctive.

Mate. Mate. Mate.

But Kael did not move toward her.

Not even a step.

His jaw tightened.

And then, in a voice that carried easily across the silent hall, he spoke.

“Remove her.”

The words landed like a blade.

Aria went still.

For a moment, she thought she had misheard him.

The hall erupted into murmurs, confusion sharpening into shock.

But Kael’s eyes never left hers.

And in them—beneath the control, beneath the dominance, beneath everything he refused to show—

Aria saw it.

Certainty.

And rejection.

Her fingers loosened slightly at her sides, though she had not realized they had clenched.

The bond between them pulsed once.

Painful.

Unforgiving.

Real.

And just like that, the Moon Gathering stopped being a ceremony.

It became a beginning neither of them would be able to escape.
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The Scent of Fate

* * *

The silence after his words did not break.

It fractured.

Aria stood frozen in the center of the Grand Hall, her pulse echoing so loudly it felt like it belonged to someone else. The word remove her still hung in the air, suspended like a blade refusing to fall.

Around her, the world began to move again—but wrong, distorted, as if reality itself had been shoved off balance.

Guards shifted at the edge of the hall.

Not all of them moved forward.

That was the first crack in the order of things.

Aria noticed it even through the haze pressing against her senses. Some of the warriors hesitated. Not out of confusion—but restraint. Like Kael’s command had collided with something deeper inside them.

The mate bond.

Her wolf pressed hard against her skin.

He knows, it whispered. He knows and he is still rejecting us.

Aria forced air into her lungs.

Slow.

Controlled.

She would not break here.

Not in front of them.

Not in front of him.

Kael Blackwood had not moved from the raised platform. He still stood beneath the shadowed arch like a carved statue of judgment, his face unreadable to everyone except her.

Because she could feel him now.

Not just see him.

Feel him like pressure behind her ribs.

The mate bond had not fully formed—it had snapped into existence violently, like something ancient recognizing itself after being buried for centuries.

And yet he was resisting it.

Deliberately.

Aria took a
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