
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Bloodstained Moon



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BLOODSTAINED MOON

    

    
      First edition. September 26, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Edward Heath.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227162724

    

    
    
      Written by Edward Heath.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To my family, whose love is the heartbeat of my existence, and to my friends, who walk beside me in this journey through life. May our bonds be as enduring as the ancient trees and as fierce as the spirits of the wolves that guide us. To my readers, may you find strength in the stories woven through these pages and discover the wild spirit that resides within you. Together, let us honor the past, embrace the present, and awaken the legends yet to be told.
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Chapter 1: The Pact
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In a time long before the encroachment of outside forces, Taye, a young warrior of his tribe, stood at the brink of destiny. The biting cold clung to the land like a persistent predator, gnawing away at the edges of life, and the tribes of the early Americans were struggling against the bitter cold and scarce resources. Every day was a battle for survival, their survival hinging on unity and strength. The smoke from the fire curled upward into the deepening dusk, casting fleeting shadows that danced across the ground like spirits whispering forgotten tales. As the sun dipped below the horizon, casting long, amber-hued shadows over the gathering, Taye could hear the elders recounting stories of bravery and sacrifice, their voices crackling like the fire itself.

The scent of burning wood mixed with the earthy aroma of the forest floor, filling the air with a fragrance both soothing and ancient. Among these tales, one in particular pierced through the smoke and quiet, settling deep within Taye’s chest—the story of the wolf spirit, Sungmanito. It was a story of power, transformation, and connection with the land. The elder’s voice, rich and resonant, cut through the noise of the evening. “Sungmanito is not merely a spirit; he is a guardian, a guide for those who seek truth in their hearts. He grants strength to the courageous and wisdom to the wise.”

Taye felt the weight of those words settle over him like a warm blanket, igniting a fierce determination within. His gaze lingered on the faces of his kin, huddled close to the fire, their eyes reflecting the flame. Worry lined their faces, etched deep by the hardships of a long winter, by the hunger that gnawed at their bellies. He could feel their desperation, their silent pleas for relief, and he knew in that moment that he could not allow them to suffer any longer. Sungmanito—he had to find him.

Compelled by the elders’ wisdom, Taye decided to seek out Sungmanito, the wolf spirit, venturing into the depths of the forest alone. The twilight air was cool and crisp, its sharpness filling his lungs as he stepped beyond the boundaries of the village. Each footfall felt like a promise, a commitment to the people he loved. The forest greeted him with its ancient embrace, the towering trees standing as sentinels to the unknown. Their rough bark, worn by time, held stories of their own, stories long forgotten. A sense of both excitement and trepidation washed over Taye as the sounds of the village began to fade behind him, replaced by the natural symphony of the woods—the soft rustle of leaves, the distant call of an owl, and the persistent hum of life all around him.

The smell of damp earth rose with every step he took, mingling with the crisp scent of pine and moss. He could hear the wind whispering through the branches, like voices long passed, watching, waiting. Taye’s heart pounded, not from fear, but from the intensity of the moment. The very ground beneath him seemed alive, pulsing with a rhythm only he could hear. It was as though the earth itself was guiding him, beckoning him forward.

“I must find you, great spirit,” he whispered into the stillness, his breath visible in the chill of the evening air. “My people are suffering, and I need your strength.” His voice was low but carried weight, the sincerity of his plea sinking into the earth around him. As the shadows deepened and the canopy of stars appeared overhead, Taye's resolve hardened. Each step he took felt deliberate, purposeful. The underbrush crunched beneath his feet, and the path before him seemed to twist and turn of its own volition, guiding him deeper into the forest, farther from the world he knew.

The moon, now fully risen, bathed the landscape in a soft, ethereal light. Taye’s breath hitched as he approached a small clearing, bathed in the pale glow of the moonlight. The clearing felt sacred, untouched by time or human hands. The trees that encircled the space stood tall and proud, their limbs swaying gently in the breeze. A faint mist clung to the ground, swirling around Taye’s feet as he stepped forward, feeling the cool moisture seeping through the thin fabric of his moccasins. He fell to his knees, the weight of his journey and the enormity of what he was about to do pressing down on him like a heavy stone.

“Sungmanito,” he called out, his voice trembling with reverence and desperation. “I come before you not as a warrior, but as a humble servant of my people.” His words lingered in the air, carried by the wind as it rustled the leaves around him. The silence that followed was thick, almost suffocating. Taye’s heart pounded in his chest, the quiet enveloping him, making him acutely aware of every sound—the rustling of the trees, the distant howl of a wolf, and the steady thrum of his own heartbeat.

Moments passed, the tension in the air growing heavier with each breath. Then, with a soft whisper, the leaves above him began to stir, as though something unseen had passed through them. A warmth enveloped Taye, not physical, but spiritual—a presence that felt ancient and powerful. His muscles tensed, his skin prickling with awareness.

“I have heard your call, young warrior,” a voice, deep and resonant, like the low howl of a wolf, echoed through the clearing. Taye’s eyes widened, his breath catching in his throat. The voice seemed to come from everywhere at once, reverberating through the trees and the earth itself. It was the voice of Sungmanito. “I offer you the strength of the wolf, but with it comes a great responsibility. Will you accept this pact?”

Taye swallowed, his heart racing. This was the moment he had been waiting for. “Yes,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with emotion. “I will accept this pact. For my people, I will bear this responsibility.” His words, spoken with conviction, hung in the air between him and the unseen spirit. There was no turning back now.

Under the watchful gaze of the full moon, Taye began the sacred ritual, his voice rising and falling with the rhythm of the earth. “Sungmanito, spirit of the wolf, hear my call!” His breath misted in the cool night air, but his voice was strong, unwavering. Each syllable carried the weight of generations, the hopes of his ancestors woven into every word. As he concluded the incantation, a surge of energy enveloped him, rushing through his veins like a wildfire. It was a force unlike anything he had ever experienced, powerful and untamed.

The forest around him came alive. The rustling leaves seemed to whisper secrets of the past, the future, and everything in between. The distant hoot of an owl became a steady heartbeat in the silence, a reminder that time itself was pulsing around him. Taye could feel the pulse of the earth beneath his feet, its energy resonating with his own, a harmony of spirit and nature. Shadows danced at the edges of his vision, flickering like spirits awakened from their slumber. He could see them, feel them—spirits of the forest, watching with ancient eyes.

“I am here, Sungmanito,” Taye spoke, his voice steady despite the whirlwind of emotions within him. “I seek your strength to protect my people. Grant me the power to fight against the darkness that threatens our way of life.” His words were not just a request; they were a vow, a commitment to the spirit, to his tribe, and to the land itself.

As he stood there, the weight of his ancestors’ expectations settled upon his shoulders. It was heavy, but he was ready. He was not just asking for power; he was accepting a responsibility that would test his courage, his spirit, and his very humanity. With a deep inhale, Taye prepared himself for what was to come, the cool night air filling his lungs like a breath of new life. “Let the spirit guide me, let it transform me,” he whispered, fully surrendering to the moment. This was not merely a ritual; it was a rebirth.
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Chapter 2: The Gift of the Moon
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As the days passed and the first full moon approached, Taye experienced a profound shift within him. The electric energy coursing through his veins ignited every nerve, creating a sensation that was both exhilarating and unnerving. Each sunset brought with it a mounting urgency, a primal instinct clawing at the edges of his consciousness, whispering secrets he couldn’t fully grasp. The village around him bustled with life, filled with the sounds of laughter and the crackling of fires, yet Taye felt an unsettling distance, as if he were standing on the precipice of an extraordinary change that separated him from those he loved.
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