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Bridgit McKinney writes stories that live at the edge of instinct and truth, where loyalty is not a choice, but a force, and where the things long buried are never truly gone.

Her work explores the quiet weight of belonging, the pull of identity, and the unspoken bonds that shape who we become long before we understand them. She is drawn to characters who stand in the space between what they were told and what they feel, and to the moments when that tension can no longer be ignored.

In Moonblood of Red Shadow, Bridgit introduces a world where the line between human and wolf is not simply crossed, but remembered. A world shaped by pack, by pressure, and by truths that do not arrive gently.

Her storytelling leans into atmosphere, into restraint, and into the slow unraveling of what has always been there beneath the surface. The wolves in her work are not distant creatures of fantasy, but reflections of something older, something instinctive, something that waits.

Moonblood of Red Shadow is the first book in a trilogy that expands far beyond a single pack, as the truth begins to move outward and reshape everything it touches.

Bridgit is also developing The Pale Strand Trilogy, a connected mythic thread that reaches into the deeper architecture of this world, where names, memory, and power carry consequences that echo far beyond a single story.

“The most powerful stories are not the ones that tell you something new,

but the ones that make you recognize something you already knew.”

— Bridgit McKinney

MOONBLOOD OF RED SHADOW

A Red Shadow Novel
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Chapter One: The Scent of a Life Sentence
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Alder Hollow didn't just keep secrets. It hoarded them the way a dragon hoards cursed, blood-stained gold, obsessively, jealously, and with no intention of ever letting the light touch a single coin. The town existed in a permanent state of 'shut the hell up,' a place where people locked their doors before the sun even thought about setting. Not out of habit. Out of a quiet, soul-deep terror that had been passed from parent to child for so many generations it had stopped needing an explanation.

Everyone knew the woods were a nightmare factory.

Nobody wanted to be the first one to say the word werewolf out loud in the middle of a Tuesday.

Cade Weatherbalm was currently having a very long, very bad Tuesday.

He was crouching on the Miller's Creek footbridge, wrestling with a water-logged plank that seemed personally committed to making his life difficult. He'd spent the better part of the morning on his knees in the cold, his knuckles split from the rough wood, his breath fogging in the October air. Eleven years of living on the edge of town had given him exactly two things: competence and solitude. He was good with his hands. He had learned to be good with his hands the same way he had learned everything else, out of necessity, in the dark, without anyone to help him.

He was used to the loneliness. He had embraced the loneliness like a man who knows a wound won't heal if you keep pulling at it. It was safe. It didn't talk back. It didn't require him to be anything other than a man with a hammer and a permanent scowl.

He was the Alpha of the Red Shadow pack, the man who had held the line against the dark for over a decade, whose hands carried the weight of a hundred lives, whose nights were spent running patrol routes and mapping rogue incursions instead of sleeping. The town of Alder Hollow didn't know what he was. They just knew he was the unsettling guy who lived at the edge of the trees and didn't smile at the diner.

That was fine. He preferred it.

And then the scent hit him.

It didn't drift in the way most things did on an October morning, gradually, politely, giving him time to process. It kicked the door down. It walked into a room he had kept sealed and dead-bolted for a decade and threw the windows open and flooded the place with light.

Citrus. Rain. A very specific brand of stubbornness that he hadn't known a human could possess.

MINE.

The word didn't pop into his head. It was a roar that vibrated in his marrow, making his back teeth ache. Gage, his wolf, usually a disciplined, controlled, 'follow the protocol' kind of beast, went absolutely, terrifyingly feral in the span of a single heartbeat.

Gage wasn't just a voice. In the ten years Cade had been one with Gage, the wolf had always been a grounded presence, a massive, coal-black shadow that ran alongside Cade’s thoughts with the quiet patience of something that had never once doubted it was the most dangerous creature in the room. His fur was ink-black shot through with iron gray, his paws the size of dinner plates, his ruff thick as armor. He had old scars, a notch in his left ear, a pale seam along his jaw from a border war three winters back, and eyes like burning gold coins. He was built like something that had been compressed by immense pressure until everything soft burned away, leaving only purpose.

He was never supposed to behave like this.

Right now, Gage was a physical force surging through every part of Cade, his instincts tearing at the edges of Cade’s restraint, his tail lashing hard enough to bruise. He was pacing, four strides forward, wheel, four strides back, and the sound of him was not a growl. It was a howl that had been compressed into a single syllable and aimed directly at Cade's spine.

MATE. OURS. GET HER. CLAIM HER. PROTECT HER. WHY ARE WE FIXING WOOD WHEN THE LUNA IS STANDING IN THE WIND?

"Quiet, Gage," Cade snapped internally, his knuckles whitening as he gripped the plank. "It's a mistake. The wind is playing tricks. Stay down."

The wind does not smell like HOME, Cade. I know what home smells like. I have been waiting for it for eleven years and it is BEHIND YOU RIGHT NOW.

"Are you always this dramatic," a voice said from behind him, bright and entirely unafraid, "or is the bridge really that personally offensive to you?"

Cade froze.

His internal monologue, usually a calm, strategic sequence of pack borders and supply routes and threat assessments, became, in that moment, a single word repeated at deafening volume:

MINE. MINE. MINE.

He turned. He kept his expression flat, a mask of absolute 'go away' that had worked on every person in Alder Hollow for eleven years. Gage surged forward hard, wanting to shift right there on the bridge in the cold morning air and howl his triumph at the gray sky.

Standing there was a woman who looked like someone had dropped a painting into a charcoal sketch.

She was medium height, with the lean, unselfconscious build of someone who spent more time behind a camera than in front of a mirror. Her hair was dark and thick, gathered in a loose knot that had given up trying to stay neat, several strands whipping free in the creek wind and catching against the sharp line of her jaw. Her face was striking, high cheekbones, a mouth that seemed permanently on the edge of saying something sardonic, and eyes that were deep warm brown with an attentiveness that made the person being watched feel like they were already being composed into a shot. There was a small scar at the corner of her left eyebrow, silver-thin and old. Laugh lines forming at the corners of her eyes, earned young. Her coat was heavy canvas, the kind that had survived serious weather and an aggressive washing machine. Her boots were muddy from ignoring the marked paths.

She had a camera slung over her shoulder. Around her neck was a scarf so violently bright, yellow and red, that it felt like a physical assault on his grumpy mood.

She looked like she had walked out of somewhere with more color in it and hadn't apologized for a second.

"The bridge is fine," Cade said. His voice sounded like he'd been gargling gravel and broken glass, which was about right.

She didn't back off. She stepped closer, her boots finding purchase on the damp wood with the confidence of someone who didn't take warnings seriously. Cade could smell the heat of her skin now, warm and citrus-bright, rising underneath the cold morning air. Gage let out a sound that was embarrassingly close to a sob.

“She smells like home, Cade. I am not being dramatic. She smells like the place I have been trying to find every single night for eleven years. Please. Please do not make her leave.

Cade had never heard Gage say please. Not once.

"That's a shame," the woman said, tilting her head. Her eyes, those dark, layered eyes with their rings of copper and gold, were looking at him not with the usual Alder Hollow fear, but with the focused attention of someone trying to solve a puzzle they found genuinely interesting. "I was hoping I'd witnessed a heroic rescue. You would have committed to the scene beautifully. The brooding, the sleeves rolled up, it's very 'tortured hero' of you."

"Rescue implies danger," he grunted, driving the plank home with enough force to splinter the edges. "And I'm not a hero. I'm a handyman."

"Uh-huh," she replied, glancing at the black water churning below like it was a particularly interesting puddle. "I'm Elizabeth. I'm new here. I'm doing a photo project on 'Quiet Places', locations that feel like they're holding their breath. This bridge is practically turning blue from the effort."

A surge of genuine, white-hot frustration rose in Cade's chest, most of it aimed directly at the Moon Goddess. A human? He was the Alpha of the Red Shadow Pack. He had held the line against the dark for eleven years. His hands were stained with the blood of rogues and the weight of decisions that would have broken other men. And the Moon Goddess had handed him a woman who photographed silence and wore a scarf that could be seen from space.

“She is not just a human," Gage said, his voice dropping from frantic to something quieter and more dangerous. "She is the Luna. Look at her, Cade. She is the moon walking around in a canvas coat. And you are going to stand there and talk about lumber."
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