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Novel of Wolves, Love, and Destiny

“A pack in need of a leader. A heart in search of a mate.

A destiny written by the moon Goddess.”

By Jesse
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Chapter 1 The Weight of the Alpha
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Jason had always thought that death would come with violence. A rogue’s claws. A rival’s betrayal. Something fitting for an Alpha and Luna.

Not this.

Not sterile white walls. Not nurses with eyes filled with pity and masks pulled too tight across their faces. Not the soft, mechanical beep... beep... beep of the machines keeping his father alive long after the spirit had already slipped away.

The scent of antiseptic filled Jason's nose, sharp and out of place to a wolf's senses. His own scent Fresh cut Pine, Honeysuckle. Strength felt foreign here. Weak. Trapped in grief.

He sat quietly beside the bed, one of his father’s heavy hands resting inside his own.

“Dad...” Jason’s voice cracked slightly. He hated that it did. “You don’t have to talk.”

But the older man gave a small smile, weak but still full of the Alpha’s fire. “I’ve never been good at being quiet, son.”

Jason gave a huff of laughter through his nose. “No. You haven’t.”

His father’s chest moved slowly, each breath more of an effort. But his eyes those same arctic blue eyes Jason saw in the mirror remained clear.

“I can feel the end coming,” his father murmured. “You don’t fight death, not when you’ve lived a life like mine. But I need you to listen.”

Jason leaned forward, tightening his grip on the hand he held.

“Your mother... if she makes it... she’ll need you. She won’t show it, but she will. And if she doesn’t...” He trailed off briefly, swallowing the weight of that thought. “You’ll lead alone for a while. But not forever.”

Jason clenched his jaw. “Don’t talk like that. You’re not done.”

His father gave a small, wheezing chuckle. “Jason, I’m proud of you. So damn proud. The man you’ve become... your strength, your compassion... You lead already. Even if you haven’t realized it yet.”

He coughed again. Jason wiped his brow with a cloth, his chest aching.

“I’ve watched you grow from a pup into a protector. The pack... they won’t be following a boy pretending to be a man. They’ll be following a born Alpha. One they already trust.”

Jason blinked fast, trying to keep it together.

“You’ll be better than I ever was,” his father said, voice softer now. “You’ll take them further. Lead with wisdom... not just strength. And when you find her your Luna you’ll lead with your heart too.”

The monitor beside the bed continued its rhythm, slowing.

His father’s grip weakened.

“Tell your mother I love her,” he whispered. “And tell the pack... tell them I was proud to serve them.”

Jason lowered his head as the final breath left the man who had taught him everything.

The room was too quiet.

Moments later, the nurse entered. “I’m sorry,” she whispered. “He’s gone.”

Jason hadn’t even had time to grieve before the second blow came.

His mother, the Luna strong, proud, the heart of their pack held on for two more hours. Two more cruel, silent hours where the light in her eyes dimmed as the virus stole her breath. Jason had sat by her side through every minute since his dad's passing.

She passed with her hand in his. No final words. Just a look a soft, knowing look and then she was gone too.

The weight of the Alpha title didn’t come with a crown. It came with silence, death, and the crushing ache of goodbye.

Jason rose slowly. He wasn’t just a son anymore.

He was Alpha of the Moon Swept Pack.

And the pack didn't yet know it, but the trouble was already moving toward them on the wind.

Jason stood outside the hospital, the hot South Australian wind carrying the sharp scent of eucalypt and dry earth. The world felt wrong, normal, indifferent, while everything inside him shifted.

Beside him, Nathan waited, quiet but steady. His childhood friend. His Beta, whether officially declared yet or not.

They didn’t speak as they got into the battered ute and made the silent drive back toward Moon Swept Pack territory. Words weren’t needed. Not yet.

The moment they reached the outskirts of the pack’s land; the change was immediate. Wolves, both in human and furred forms, watched them from the tree lines and verandahs. They’d been waiting for news, the tension thick in the air.

The Elder’s house, a long timber hall with wide windows overlooking the distant river, loomed ahead. A place of stories, law, and now, transition.

Inside, the pack Elders were already gathered. Gray hair, lined faces, wisdom deep in every eye. They rose as Jason entered, as was tradition for the heir of an Alpha, but the weight in their gaze spoke of what they already knew.

It was Elder Kieran who spoke first. His voice was gravelly and aged. “We felt the bond break this morning.”

The death of an Alpha always rippled through the wolves connected to him.

Jason nodded once. “They’re gone. Both of them.”

Silence. Pure, aching silence.

Elder Kieran stepped forward. "Your father was a great leader. As was your mother a fierce Luna. They leave behind not only memory but responsibility."

The other Elders murmured in agreement. Another stood Elder Mari, her braid long and silver against her shoulder. “The pack must hear it from you, Alpha.”

Alpha. The word hit Jason like a punch to the ribs, but he didn’t let it show. His wolf, Jack, pushed against his skin, demanding that he own it.

“I’ll tell them,” Jason said, voice steady. “Call them.”

Within minutes, the call had gone out. Howls echoed through the trees as the pack gathered near the ceremonial clearing, torches lit despite the summer evening's warmth.

Jason stood before them on the raised stone dais reserved for pack leaders. Nathan is at his right. The Elders behind him, silent, watching, judging and hoping.

He lifted his chin. His voice, when it came, was not loud, but it was final.

“My parents, your Alpha and Luna, have passed to the next life. They fought for this pack in all they did and they loved each of you as their own.”

A murmur of sorrow rippled through the gathered wolves, both furred and human.

Jason took a steadying breath. “I take their place. By blood, by training, by your trust, I stand as Alpha of the Moon Swept Pack.”

A pause.

Then Elder Kieran’s deep voice rose behind him. “And we accept you.”

But before the moment could settle, another voice called out from the crowd.

Jason’s eyes found Nathan’s father, Thomas, stepping forward from the gathered ranks. Broad-shouldered and scarred from past battles, the former Beta of the pack carried himself with respect earned over decades.

“I stand before you as the last Beta,” Thomas said, voice rough with emotion. “And I say now... it is time to pass the mantle.”

He turned toward Nathan, pride flashing in his storm gray eyes.

“This is my son, Nathan. He has been raised in strength, loyalty, and service. Trained by me, guided by his Alpha, and shaped by loss. If this pack is to stand, it must have the best at the Alpha’s side, and that is my son.”

Jason glanced at Nathan, whose jaw was tense but whose eyes held steady. There was no hesitation there.

“I accept Nathan as my Beta,” Jason said, voice hard as stone. “As my second. As my brother.”

The Elders raised their heads in agreement, and the pack gave a low, united growl of approval, a rumble of support like distant thunder.

Then, as one, the howling began.

First, a long, rising chorus a tribute to the new. To Jason. To Nathan. To the future of the Moon Swept Pack.

Then a second howl rose, deeper, lower, painful. This one is for the fallen. For the Alpha and Luna, whose spirits now roamed beneath the stars.

Jason tilted his head to the sky, letting the grief and pride merge inside his chest, and howled with them, his wolf’s voice joining the pack in perfect unity.

But even as the howl echoed across the hills, Jason felt something cold in the breeze.

The danger was coming.

And grief would not be the only test of his strength.
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Chapter 2 Shadows on the Wind

[image: ]




Jason’s Unease

The Riverland air was warm, and heavy with the dry scent of eucalyptus and distant river water. But beneath the familiar smells of home, something sour drifted on the wind. Something that didn’t belong.

Jason stood on the rise overlooking the western boundary of the pack lands, muscles tense, every sense sharpened to a blade’s edge. His wolf, Jack, shifted beneath his skin, alert, restless, not afraid but watchful.

Something was coming.

He’d felt it ever since the funeral pyres had gone cold. The grief was sharp, raw, but this wasn’t grief.

It was instinct. Ancient. Primal.

Footsteps behind him, careful but not hiding.

Nathan.

Jason didn’t turn. “Do you feel it?”

“Yeah,” Nathan answered simply, stopping beside him. “Something’s not right.”

Jason’s lips pressed into a thin line. He didn’t have proof yet. No enemy he could sink his teeth into. Just a feeling.

But he’d been raised never to ignore his instincts.

“I don’t know what it is yet,” Jason said quietly. “But it’s out there.”

Nathan glanced sideways at him. “What do you want me to do?”

Jason finally turned, arctic blue eyes steady. “Find out what’s putting that scent on the wind. Quietly. Talk to the scouts. Don’t stir the pack unless you have to.”

Nathan nodded once. “On it.”

They didn’t need more words. They’d grown up in the same dirt, trained under the same harsh eyes of their fathers. Trust ran deeper than blood between them.

Jason watched him go, the weight of his father’s voice echoing in his mind:

Lead by strength. Lead by example. Trust your people, or die alone.

Nathan’s POV: Gathering Clues

By the time the third sunset slid down over the gumtrees, Nathan had visited every patrol on the western and southern flanks. Always careful. Always calm. Asking just enough questions to keep things casual.

It was Jemma, one of their sharpest scouts, who gave him the first real thread to pull.

“Odd scent a few days ago,” she told him as they stood beside the old irrigation tanks. “More than one wolf. Definitely not ours. Faint, but... together.”

“Direction?”

“East,” she answered.

East, toward New South Wales.

Another scout, young Eli, added more. “Whoever they are... they’re moving like they’ve got a destination.”

Nathan’s stomach twisted. Rogues didn’t move like that. Not unless someone was organizing them.

By the fourth scout report, he caught something else. A faint, foul note beneath the others. Familiar. Ugly.

Markus.

The bastard stank of blood and arrogance. He’d been exiled years ago after killing those campers two innocent humans, just in the wrong place at the wrong time. Markus didn’t care. He never had. Proud. Violent. Entitled.

And now his scent was back on their land.

But Nathan wasn’t ready to take that to Jason yet. Not until he had proof. Not until it wasn’t just ghosts and guesses.

Still, the weight of it hung around his shoulders like a storm cloud ready to break.

That night, standing on the edge of the training fields, Nathan tilted his head to the breeze again.

There it was.

Rot. Ash. Wet fur. Blood and smoke beneath it.

Organized. Coordinated. Coming.

They didn’t know yet. The pack was still grieving. Still vulnerable. And Markus, if it was him, was cruel enough to strike when they were still raw.

No confirmation yet. Just whispers. Trails. Patterns no one else could see but him.

But soon... soon, it wouldn’t be whispers anymore.
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Chapter 3 Bonds and Bruises
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Three weeks blurred past in a cycle of sweat, dirt, and growing dread.

The Moon Swept Pack, once more known for sharp minds than sharpened claws, now echoed with the sounds of fists on flesh, claws ripping into training pads, and barked orders ringing across the fields.

Jason stood at the edge of the main training grounds, arms crossed, watching two younger wolves spar in the center circle. Their form was sloppy, but their hearts were in it. That mattered.

Beside him, Nathan handed over a folded map, the ink still smudged at the corners.

“We’ve got confirmation,” Nathan said flatly. “Markus is leading them. No question now. Old patrol routes show his scent at every gathering site. Three separate scouts made visual contact. Same arrogant walk, same bastard grin.”

Jason exhaled through his nose. “Numbers?”

“Three hundred. And rising.”

Jason’s jaw tightened. “All rogues?”

“Yeah,” Nathan nodded. “Most of ‘em loners for years. Markus is offering them something they haven’t had in forever a place to belong.”

Jason glanced out over his fighters, watching as an old retired trainer, Kellan, barked corrections at two teenagers struggling to hold their footing.

“We’ve got about two hundred trained,” Nathan added quietly. “Maybe more if we count the older ones that haven’t fought in a decade.”

“It’s not enough,” Jason growled.

“Which is why I’ve sent word to every elder fighter who’s still breathing. Kellan’s already on the field. Others are coming.”

Jason nodded, fists tightening at his sides.

Three hundred against two hundred. Not the worst odds... if every one of his wolves fought like they used to. But the years of peace had made them soft, distracted.

He couldn’t afford to be soft anymore.

“I want two training rotations a day,” Jason ordered. “Everyone who can stand. Doesn’t matter if they’re cooks, tailors, or gardeners, they train.”

Nathan smirked faintly. “Yes, Alpha.”

Jason didn’t miss the emphasis. For the first time, Nathan had said it without humor, without teasing. It was the truth now.

Behind them, a small knot of elders watched, whispering in low voices. He could hear the words even without trying.

No Luna. No balance.

Jason let the whispers flow past him like smoke in the wind. Let them doubt. Let them wonder.

He wasn’t here to make them comfortable. He was here to make them ready.

And ready they would be.

As the second training session of the day broke into scattered groups, Jason remained still, the evening breeze pushing warm air across the fields.

He could almost hear his father’s voice beside him, quiet but steady.

“It’s not how many stand behind you, son. It’s who stands because of you.”

Jason exhaled slowly, letting that truth settle deep into his bones.

“They’ll follow you,” Nathan said, as if reading his thoughts. “But they need to see you first.”

Jason’s eyes tracked over the fighters, young, old, some already limping but unwilling to leave the field. Their pack. His pack.

“When it comes,” Jason finally said, voice low but certain, “I’ll be at the front.”

Nathan gave him a sideways glance. “You know that’s not required.”

“I don’t care what’s required. I won’t stand behind them. Not once. Not ever.”

Silence.

Then Nathan nodded once. “Good.”

And just like that, the future took shape not with comfort or certainty, but with the unspoken promise that if they were going to fight, they would fight as one. And their Alpha would bleed with them, or not at all.

The sun hung low, casting long shadows across the training grounds as Jason and Nathan moved through the throng of wolves pushing themselves to the limits.

Jason’s hands clenched and unclenched into fists, the ache in his muscles a reminder of every lesson learned from his father. He had never been one to shy away from hard work. Now wasn’t the time to start.

“Keep your guard up!” Jason barked over the grunts and panting breaths of a sparring pair, stepping into the circle. His footwork was solid, his strikes deliberate, a language spoken without words. When his opponent lunged, Jason met the attack head-on, moving with fluid precision.

The gathered wolves watched with quiet awe.

Nathan was already in the next ring, coaching two younger fighters. His voice was calm but firm, “Relax your shoulders. Anticipate, don’t react.”

When one of the trainees stumbled, Nathan was there with a steadying hand and a nod of encouragement.

Jason caught Nathan’s eye across the field and allowed himself a brief smile. This was what it meant to lead: sweat and blood mingled with trust.

Later, Jason paused to catch his breath beside Nathan, wiping dirt from a shallow scrape on his arm.

“Feels good to be back in the dirt,” Jason said.

Nathan grinned, “You’ve got the wolves eating out of your hand already.”

Jason shook his head. “Not yet. But soon.”

As twilight deepened, the pack’s energy shifted. What had started as hesitant, scattered efforts now pulsed with growing confidence. Wolves exchanged tips, laughed despite the sting of exertion, and pushed each other harder.

In the middle of it all, Jason and Nathan weren’t just leaders, they were the pack.

Jason knew the coming battle would test every ounce of their strength and spirit. But if his father’s words were true, and it wasn’t how many stood behind you but who stood because of you... Then he was exactly where he needed to be.

The first whisper came on the wind two days later: They were moving.

Jason stood on the steps of the Pack Hall, overlooking the heart of their territory. The town buzzed with quiet but determined activity, not panic, not chaos. Preparation.

The scouts brought word early that morning: Markus had gathered his forces and begun the slow march toward them. Days away now. Maybe a week at most.

Jason wasted no time.

The Town Moves Like a Machine

The usually peaceful streets were alive with motion, wolves in both human and shifted forms hauling crates of supplies, sacks of flour and rice piled high near the bakeries. Children ran in small, laughing groups, unaware of the true danger, shepherded by smiling but anxious mothers.

Mia moved gracefully between knots of people, issuing quiet directions. Her natural calm spread like ripples in a pond. Beside her, stacks of bandages, poultices, and medicines grew by the minute.

Nathan’s scouts fanned in and out of the edges of town, silent flashes of fur and muscle as they kept watch on every approach.

Jason watched as the elders organized groups of children, turning the evacuation into a “camping trip with the old ones” to keep fear at bay. Blankets, soft toys, and extra clothes were packed with careful, steady hands. The children giggled and climbed over one another as if it were the greatest adventure they’d ever been offered.

Jason swallowed hard. His wolf snarled beneath his skin. They don’t deserve to see this war. If Markus wanted a fight, he would damn well have it, but not at the cost of innocence.

As the sky darkened toward evening, fires flickered along the streets. Women and elders worked side by side, filling enormous pots with stews rich in meat and potatoes. Mia and several other mates prepared simple ration packs: rolls, dried fruits, strips of smoked meat, things that could be eaten in the middle of battle if necessary.

Warriors passed by in various stages of preparation. Some stripped to the waist, muscles gleaming with sweat and oil; others already shifting into their wolf forms, massive hulking beasts padding between groups, their eyes glowing faintly with restrained fury.

Nathan emerged from the patrol line, dust coating his boots, a satisfied but grim expression set deep in his features.

“They’ll be here in six days,” he said. “Maybe less.”

Jason nodded. “The town’s ready.”

Nathan glanced at the bustling preparations. “No, they’re ready.”

Jason looked past the supplies, past the fires and cooking, past the carefully smiling elders leading children toward the hills.

They were. Ready, willing, afraid but standing anyway.

He let that weight settle on his chest, not as a burden, but as armor.

“We meet them on our terms,” Jason said firmly. “We meet them with everything we’ve got.”

That night, standing on his veranda, Jason watched the moon rise.

His father’s voice whispered again, steady, proud:

“When the blood falls and the world shakes, you don’t hold the line. You are the line.”

And Jason would be that line.
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Chapter 4 The Night Before
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The gathering place was silent except for the steady beat of hearts and the soft whisper of the wind threading through the trees.

Five hundred fighters stood shoulder to shoulder, their faces lit by torches and the rising moon. Some wore leather armour patched and worn from old battles. Others stood bare-chested, their bodies marked by scars and stories.

Jason stood before them, powerful, steady, his arctic blue eyes sharp in the torchlight. His voice, when it came, was steady. Unshaken.

“Tomorrow, we fight.”

No one flinched.

“We don’t do this for pride. Not for territory. Not for revenge.”

His gaze swept across them, searching for their eyes, anchoring them with his own.

“We fight for what we are. For our mates. Our pups. Our elders. We fight for every pup yet to be born who deserves to run these hills without fear of rogues tearing at their throats.”

A ripple of snarls rose from the fighters, restrained but fierce.

Jason let them have that moment before continuing.

“Tonight, I want you to go home. To your mates, your friends, your pups. Say what you need to say. Touch them. Hold them. Smell their scent like it might be the last thing you ever breathe.”

No one moved. They just stood there, listening. Some clenched fists. Others fought back tears.

“To the fighters, eat well. Rest. Tomorrow, we gather on the training grounds at four sharp.”

His voice dropped, quieter but sharper than any blade.

“Tomorrow, we show the world what it means to be Moon Swept.”

Nathan and Mia’s Night 

The moon hung high as Nathan closed the door to their home, the weight of the world still pressing on his shoulders, but here, with Mia, that weight lessened.

Mia met him halfway across the living room, her eyes already glassy with emotion, and she wasn’t bothering to hide.

“Don’t give me speeches,” she whispered. “Not now. Just you.”

Nathan’s response wasn’t words, it was his mouth crashing onto hers, fierce and needing. Hands tangling in her chestnut hair, hers curling into the fabric of his shirt, pulling him closer.

This wasn’t delicate. It wasn’t patient. It was urgent. Two souls clinging to each other as if by touch alone they could stop the storm outside.

He backed her toward the bedroom, breath ragged against her throat as she pressed heated kisses along his jawline, her fingernails trailing down his sides with purpose.

Clothes came off in uneven bursts between kisses, urgency turning to desperation. Nathan’s breath trembled when he finally broke away to meet her gaze.

“You’re everything,” he rasped.

“And I’ll be here when you come back,” she promised fiercely, though her eyes shimmered with unshed tears.

Their bodies met with a hunger born not of lust alone, but of survival, of belonging. Every movement between them was a promise written in flesh and breath: come back to me.

They made love like people standing at the edge of a cliff wild, consuming, a tangle of limbs and whispered devotion. No hesitation. No restraint. Just need.

Afterward, tangled together beneath the sheets, Mia rested her head over his heart, listening to the beat.

“You come back to me, Nathan. Or I’ll hunt you down myself.”

He kissed her temple, his lips trembling. “I’ll come back.”

Outside their window, the Moon watched in silence, knowing tomorrow’s dawn would bring blood.

But tonight belonged to them.
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Chapter 5 - The Battle of Moon Swept Valley
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The first rays of dawn painted the training grounds in pale gold.

Jason stood in the center of the field, his breath misting before him in the cold morning air, muscles tense beneath his black t-shirt. The quiet before the storm was unnerving. Even the birds seemed to sense what was coming.

A voice brushed across his mind, sharp with humour but edged with exhaustion.

“Thought I told you to get some rest, Beta.”

Nathan’s mind link reply came with a faint chuckle. “Yeah? Someone forgot to tell Mia. Half the bloody pack knows I’m alive this morning.”

Jason smirked faintly. “See you in five.”

And then came the scouts, padding into view like ghosts from the tree line, dirty, tired, but alive.

“They’ll be here before the sun’s at full rise,” the lead scout said grimly. “Five hundred strong now. Markus recruited every stray from here to the east coast.”

Jason nodded, his jaw tightening.

Nathan approached, the two standing shoulder to shoulder as they reviewed the hastily drawn map scratched in the dirt at their feet.

“We funnel them into the lower valley,” Nathan explained. “Force them narrow. We’ve got the numbers now, if we use the ground right.”

Jason pointed to a ridge further out. “We hold them there. Experienced wolves lead the front lines. Rookies stay back, reinforce, and rotate in when they can.”

It wasn’t a perfect plan, but it was theirs.

The first rogues broke through the tree line with wild, desperate snarls.

Jason ran forward in human form at first, punches landing sharp and clean, but when the sheer weight of enemies began pressing in around them, he stopped holding back.

The shift came like thunder beneath his skin.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
~ An Alpha
%" Bound By
. The Moon

By Jeie





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





