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      “Every Alpha fears the day he finds his mate.

Because the one woman who can save him…

is also the one who can break him.”


    

    
      — Ancient Wolf Prophecy
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Under the Blood Red Moon

* * *

The forest had always felt alive at night.

Not with the gentle sounds of insects and wind through leaves — but with something deeper. Something ancient. A presence that watched from the dark spaces between the trees.

Tonight, it felt hungry.

Elara had not meant to wander this far from the road. One moment she had been following the narrow dirt path toward her car, her phone light cutting a weak tunnel through the darkness, and the next the trail had simply… vanished. Swallowed by brambles and towering pines that clawed at the sky like skeletal hands.

Now the woods pressed in around her from every side.

The air smelled of damp earth and pine sap, sharp enough to sting her lungs. Cold seeped through her thin jacket, raising goosebumps along her arms. Above the canopy, a strange reddish glow painted the clouds — not the silver of a normal full moon, but something darker. Thicker. Like diluted blood spilled across the sky.

She should have turned back earlier.

Her grandmother had always warned her about nights like this.

Stay inside when the moon turns red, she used to say, her voice low and serious in a way that had frightened Elara as a child. Some things walk openly when the moon hungers.

Elara had laughed then. Grandmother told many stories — old folklore, strange myths, half-remembered legends from a homeland Elara had never seen.

But standing here now, alone and lost beneath that crimson glow, the memory made her stomach twist.

A branch snapped somewhere behind her.

She froze.

The sound was unmistakable. Too heavy for a rabbit. Too deliberate for a deer.

“Hello?” she called, hating how small her voice sounded.

Silence answered.

Not normal silence. Not peaceful. The forest had gone utterly still, as if every living creature had stopped breathing at once.

Her pulse thundered in her ears.

Another sound came — softer this time. A rustle. The faint crunch of leaves under careful weight.

Something was circling her.

Elara turned slowly, her phone light trembling in her hand. The beam cut through the darkness in jittery arcs, illuminating tree trunks, twisted roots, empty shadows.

Nothing.

Then she smelled it.

Wet fur. Earth. Iron.

And something wild.

Her heart lurched.

“No,” she whispered, backing away. “No, no, no…”

The light caught eyes.

Dozens of them.

Gold. Green. Pale amber. Reflecting the red glow of the moon so they seemed to burn like coals in the dark.

Wolves.

They stepped from the trees one by one, silent as ghosts, massive shapes with thick winter coats and jaws that could crush bone. Not the shy, distant creatures she’d seen in documentaries — these were enormous, their shoulders nearly level with her waist, their muscles shifting beneath their fur like coiled steel.

They formed a loose circle around her.

Not attacking.

Not retreating.

Watching.

Elara’s breath came in shallow gasps. Every instinct screamed at her to run, but her legs refused to move. She knew enough about predators to understand that fleeing would trigger the chase.

“Easy,” she murmured, though her voice shook violently. “I won’t hurt you… I don’t want trouble…”

One of the wolves stepped forward — a huge silver female with eyes the color of storm clouds. She bared her teeth, not in a full snarl but in warning.

Elara’s vision blurred with tears.

This is how I die, she thought distantly. Alone in the dark, torn apart by animals no one will ever know killed me.

The silver wolf lowered her head.

Then — impossibly — she whimpered.

Not a threat. Not a growl.

Submission.

Before Elara could process it, the wolf sank onto her belly, ears flattening, tail low.

Another wolf followed.

Then another.

Around the circle, massive predators bowed their heads, bodies lowering to the forest floor as if compelled by an unseen force.

Elara stared, her fear momentarily eclipsed by confusion.

“I… what are you doing?”

Her voice sounded strange. Softer. Resonant in a way that made the air itself seem to hum.

The wolves did not move.

They remained still, waiting.

For her.

A deep vibration rolled through the forest — not sound exactly, but something felt in the bones. A pressure that made the ground tremble faintly beneath her boots.

The pack parted.

And something stepped through.

He was enormous even in human form — tall enough that the low branches brushed his shoulders, broad enough to make the trees seem thin beside him. Moonlight caught on dark hair, on the sharp angles of a face carved from hard lines and harsher experience.

But it was his eyes that froze the breath in her lungs.

Gold.

Not the warm gold of the wolves’ gaze.

Molten. Predatory. Inhuman.

He wore no shirt despite the cold, his skin marked with pale scars that crossed his chest and arms like old lightning strikes. Power radiated from him in waves — not just physical strength, but something primal and dangerous, like standing too close to a cliff edge and feeling the pull of the abyss below.

Every instinct screamed one word.

Alpha.

Elara didn’t know how she knew. She had no reason to. But the certainty settled into her bones like truth remembered rather than learned.

He stopped a few feet away.

For a long moment, neither of them spoke.

His nostrils flared as he drew in her scent. His entire body went rigid — muscles locking, shoulders tensing, fingers curling slightly as if resisting the urge to reach for her.

Shock flashed across his face.

Then disbelief.

Then something far more dangerous.

“No,” he said hoarsely, the word sounding torn from his throat. “That’s impossible.”

Elara swallowed, unable to tear her gaze from his. “I—I’m sorry. I got lost. I didn’t mean to come here. If you just tell me how to get back to the road, I’ll leave—”

“Quiet.”

The command cracked through the air like thunder.

Her mouth snapped shut before she could stop herself.

His eyes widened slightly, as if he hadn’t meant to use that tone. As if he hadn’t expected her to obey.

He took a step closer.

The wolves around them lowered themselves even further, pressing flat against the ground. Not in fear.

In reverence.

Elara’s pulse hammered wildly. He smelled of smoke, winter air, and something darkly intoxicating that made her head spin.

He stopped directly in front of her.

Up close, the scars were worse. Old wounds layered over older ones. The marks of battles fought and survived. This was not a man who had known peace.

Slowly — as if approaching a bomb that might detonate — he lifted a hand and hovered it near her cheek without touching.

His fingers trembled.

“Human,” he said, but the word sounded uncertain. “You’re… human.”

“I—I think so?” she managed weakly.

A rough sound escaped him, halfway between a laugh and a growl.

“You shouldn’t exist.”

That did not sound reassuring.

Before she could ask what he meant, a distant howl split the night.

Not the mournful call of a lone wolf.

A challenge.

Every wolf in the clearing snapped to attention, ears pricked, bodies tensing. The Alpha’s expression darkened instantly, all softness vanishing beneath lethal focus.

“They found you,” he said quietly.

Cold terror slid down Elara’s spine. “Who?”

He looked at her — really looked this time, as if memorizing her face.

“Another Alpha.”

The words fell like a death sentence.

“He will kill anyone in his way to take you.”

“Take me? Why would he—”

Because you are mine, something in his gaze seemed to say.

Because you are everything.

His jaw clenched as if fighting the urge to speak those words aloud.

The howl came again, closer now. Answered by others.

The forest no longer felt empty.

It felt full of approaching violence.

The Alpha made a decision.

She saw it happen — the instant hesitation burned away, replaced by cold, ruthless certainty.

Without warning, he dropped to one knee before her.

Elara gasped, stumbling back a step. “What are you doing?!”

The wolves surrounding them whined softly, lowering their heads even further.

The most feared predator in the forest bowed to her.

His voice was low, rough with something that sounded dangerously like awe… or terror.

“My wolf has already chosen.”

He lifted his head, golden eyes blazing with possessive fire.

“You are my mate.”

The world seemed to tilt.

“That’s— that’s not possible,” she whispered. “You don’t even know me.”

“I know enough.”

He rose in one fluid motion, towering over her again — not threatening, but immovable, like a mountain deciding to walk.

The distant howls grew louder.

Closer.

“Listen to me carefully, little human,” he said, his voice dropping to a lethal murmur. “From this moment on, every wolf who scents you will know what you are.”

Her stomach dropped. “What am I?”

His gaze softened for the briefest fraction of a second.

Then hardened with grim resolve.

“Something they will kill for… or die to possess.”
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