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Chapter 1: The Pull Of The Moon
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The night air was thick with silence, the kind that settled only in small towns after dusk. Luna  sat on the rooftop again, bare feet, moonlight brushing her skin, her black hoodie shielding her from the wind. She didn’t know why she always came up here. She just did.

Below, her little sisters were busy with schoolwork. Inside, her mom was humming while washing dishes. And above... that full moon. Bright, magnetic. Watching her.

Something inside her stirred every time it rose like that. A strange buzzing behind her ribs. Not painful, just there.

“Luna!” her dad’s voice called from the window. “You’ll catch a cold.”

She didn’t answer. She was staring at the neighbor’s roses. One by one, the petals began to blacken... and curl in on themselves.

She hadn’t touched them.

Luna blinked. The roses were fine again.

Bright red, perfect. No signs of burning.

She pressed her palms against the rooftop tiles. Maybe she was imagining things again. It had happened before... flickers, glitches, tiny things breaking or bending when she got upset or scared. But never like that. Never... from calm.

She climbed down quietly, avoiding the creaky spots on the gutter. Her dad gave her a look as she passed the living room, part concerned, part knowing, like he was about to ask something and changed his mind.

In the mirror by the stairs, Luna paused.

Her reflection looked normal. Brown skin, shoulder-length curls, tired eyes.

But for just a second her eyes looked silver. Glowing.

She flinched.

“Must be the moonlight,” she whispered to herself, shaking her head.

Downstairs, her younger sisters, Sienna and River, still laser focused on their school assignments. Her mom, kind, quiet Hilda, gave Luna a warm smile as she handed her a mug of rooibos tea.

“Sleep’s been hard again?” Hilda asked softly.

Luna nodded, cradling the cup. “Yeah. Just... weird dreams.”

She didn’t say what they were. She never did.

Because in the dreams... she wasn’t herself. She was someone else. Someone cruel.

And there was fire.

It happened the next day.

Luna sat at the back of the classroom, half-listening as Mr. Haines droned on about cell division. Her pen tapped restlessly against her notebook, her foot bouncing to a rhythm only she could hear. She hadn’t slept again.

The room buzzed with whispered jokes and paper flicks. Normal stuff.

Until Jenny Walker turned around.

Jenny, perfect hair, too much perfume, always looking down her nose. She smirked. “Hey, Luna,” she said loud enough for the front row to hear, “did you cast a spell on your shampoo or are you just allergic to good taste?”

Laughter erupted. Luna clenched her fists under the desk.

The lights flickered.

Mr. Haines didn’t notice. He kept talking about mitosis.

But Luna’s desk trembled.

And then, with a sudden, sharp pop Jenny’s pen exploded. Ink shot up her white blouse like a bloodstain. She shrieked, standing up in horror as everyone turned toward her.

“Who did that!?” she screamed.

Luna didn’t move. She just stared at her hands.

They were shaking.

So was the floor under her feet.

Luna bolted.

Before anyone could laugh, before Mr. Haines could turn around, before Jenny’s voice turned sharp enough to cut, she grabbed her bag and rushed out the door. Someone called her name, maybe the teacher, maybe not. She didn’t stop.

The hallway spun.

Her heart pounded in her ears like war drums. She pushed through the double doors at the end of the corridor and burst into the empty quad, gasping for air.

What was that? What was that?

She clutched the stone wall, pressing her forehead to the cool surface. Her palms were still tingling, not from adrenaline, but something worse. Something... alive.

It felt like something inside her had snapped open. Like a door she didn’t even know existed had been flung wide.

She looked down at her hands again.

Tiny wisps of black smoke curled from her fingertips. Faint. Barely visible in the sunlight. But they were real.

And they were hers.

Then came the night, the house was too quiet.

The girls were asleep. Hilda had gone to bed early with a headache. Luna sat in the kitchen, turning her spoon in a bowl of cereal that had gone soggy half an hour ago.

She heard the creak of the hallway floorboards.

Her father, Marcus, stepped into the kitchen doorway, rubbing the back of his neck. He was still in his work overalls, grease staining his sleeves, the scent of metal and diesel following him in.

“You okay, kiddo?”

Luna nodded too quickly. “Yeah. Just... school stuff.”

He didn’t sit. Just leaned against the counter with that quiet, unreadable look he always wore when he was working something out in his head.

“Something happened today?” he asked.

She hesitated. “No.”

Then: “Yes.”

She stared at her hands. “I got mad. And something weird happened. I can’t explain it, but it wasn’t normal.”

He didn’t respond right away.

When she finally looked up, his face had changed. Just a flicker but she caught it. Not surprise. Not confusion.

Recognition.

“Have you ever felt... strange before?” he asked carefully. “Things moving when they shouldn’t? Lights flickering? Dreams that feel too real?”

Luna’s chest tightened.

“You know something,” she whispered.

Marcus looked away. His voice came out low. “I was hoping we’d have more time.”

Luna stood slowly, the silence between them thick and pulsing.

"More time for what?" she asked.

But Marcus didn’t answer.

He just turned away, his face shadowed by the dim kitchen light, and whispered as he left:

“Some doors, Luna... once opened, never shut.”

And then he was gone.
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Chapter 2: The Full Moon Knows 
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The moon was full again.

Luna watched it rise through her bedroom window, round and silver like the eye of a ghost. It flooded her room with pale light, casting long shadows across the wooden floor. She hadn't slept. Not really. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw ink splattering across Jenny’s shirt, heard the sizzle of lights flickering, felt the smoke curling from her own skin.

And her dad’s voice haunted her.

Some doors, Luna... once opened, never shut.

She sat up, pulled on a hoodie, and crept down the hallway. The house creaked beneath her feet, old and warm and familiar. But something in it felt off now. Like it had been pretending all this time.

She passed her sisters' room, the door cracked just enough to hear their soft, even breathing.

Then she saw it.

The attic door.

It was slightly ajar.

That door had never been open before. In all the years she’d lived here.

Luna stared at it for a moment, heart thudding. She felt her feet moving before her brain caught up.

Up the ladder. Into the dark.

Dust danced in the sliver of moonlight that slipped through the attic vent.

Luna pulled the chain for the single bulb. It flickered to life with a dull hum, casting the cluttered space in a sickly yellow glow.

Old boxes. Forgotten furniture. A broken rocking horse. Nothing unusual at first.

Then she saw it.

Tucked behind a stack of photo albums and a rusted fan: a black trunk. Thick iron latches. No lock, just a carved symbol she didn’t recognize, a crescent moon with a vertical line running through it, like a scar.

She touched it.

The metal was warm.

Her fingers trembled as she opened the lid.

Inside, wrapped in faded cloth and dried lavender, lay a small bundle of items. A book with a leather cover, no title, just that same moon-scar symbol. A glass vial filled with thick, dark liquid. A charred, broken pendant that shimmered slightly under the bulb.

At the bottom, a letter.

Yellowed. Unsealed.

She unfolded it slowly. Her name was written across the top in a rushed, almost desperate scrawl:

Luna, if you’re reading this, then it’s already begun.

Luna’s hands were ice. The attic seemed to hold its breath.

She turned the page and began to read.

Luna 

If you’re reading this, then it’s already begun.

We wanted to keep you safe. We swore we would never tell you unless we had no choice. But if the signs are surfacing... it means the blood has awakened.

You were born during a full moon, in a place touched by ancient power. Your birth was not ordinary nor was the fire that followed.

Your parents were not very innocent. 

They were sorcerers, Luna. They belonged to a bloodline feared for centuries, they were powerful. Too powerful. Magic like that cannot be erased... only hidden.

You were just a baby when the fire came. We found you in the ashes, crying but unharmed. The town wanted you gone too, but we couldn’t do it. We took you instead.

We raised you as our own, hoping that love would be enough to stop the darkness from finding you.

But blood remembers. Magic remembers. And it seems... so do you.

M.

Luna stared at the letter for a long time, her breath shallow.

A thousand thoughts screamed in her mind, but one thing cut through them all:

They lied to me.

Her hands clenched around the page. Her heart thundered.

The pendant on the floor flickered with faint light, like a heartbeat.

And somewhere in the attic, from behind the walls, something whispered her name.
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Chapter 3: Ashes Of Truth 
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The letter trembled in Luna’s fist as she walked back into the house.

It was past midnight. The hallway felt colder, narrower like the shadows were listening.

She didn’t knock.

She pushed open her parents' bedroom door.

Marcus jolted upright, blinking in the dark. “Luna?”

Hilda stirred beside him. “What’s wrong?”

Luna turned on the light. Her face was pale but burning. “You need to tell me the truth.”

She held the letter up like a weapon.

Marcus’s eyes dropped to the page and froze.

“Where did you get that?” he asked quietly.

“In the attic. Hidden. Like everything else.”

Hilda sat up, her voice soft. “Luna”

“No,” Luna snapped. “Don’t call me like nothing’s changed. You knew. This whole time. About my parents. About me.”

Neither of them answered right away.

The silence hurt more than a lie.

“I thought I was going crazy,” she continued, her voice cracking. “Things break when I’m angry. I hear whispers. I feel things I can’t explain. And you just... watched it happen?”

Marcos looked down, then finally spoke.

“We were trying to protect you.”

“By lying?”

“By giving you a chance to be normal,” Hilda said gently. “A life without fear. Without magic.”

“But it’s in me,” Luna said. “You knew I’d never be normal.”

Tears welled in Hilda’s eyes. “We hoped... that maybe the blood would sleep.”

Luna stepped back. “Well, it didn’t.”

The letter slipped from her fingers.

“I need to know everything,” she said, her voice steady now. “Who they were. What I am. And what’s coming for me.”

Marcus looked at her with a sadness deeper than she had ever seen in his eyes.

“Then you need to hear the story of the Moonfire Pact,” he said.

Marcus sighed, rubbing his hands together like he was warming them on invisible flames.

“The story begins long before you were born,” he said. “Before this town was even called Black Hollow.”

Luna sat on the edge of the bed, arms crossed, jaw tight.

“There was a time,” Marcus continued, “when the world wasn’t divided into magic and non-magic because everyone had a little of both. But as power grew, fear did too. And some families... chose to protect their power at any cost.”

He looked at her.

“Your family was one of them.”

“They called themselves the Children of the Moonfire Pact. Sorcerers bound by an ancient oath made during the blood eclipse, a rare celestial event that only happens once every few centuries. They believed the eclipse was a gateway, a veil between the human world and something older... and hungrier.”

Luna’s fingers dug into her sleeves. “And they used that... thing?”

“No one knows what they spoke to,” Marcus said. “Only that they came back with more power than anyone had seen before. But it twisted them. Even those who began with good intentions started to change. Towns burned. Villages vanished.”

“And my parents?” Luna asked.

“They were the last. Solara and Valdez. Brilliant. Terrifying. And pregnant... with you.”

Hilda finally spoke. “Your father was the most powerful and ruthless of them all. He was the most feared man in this town. His wife, Solara, always there by his side, equally terrifying. Dark magic was her biggest strength. Their temple was set ablaze. Burning down everything and everyone inside to ashes. You were found in the ashes, wrapped in a fireproof cloak with that pendant.”

Luna touched the pocket where she had stashed it.

“So what am I?” she whispered. “A curse? A weapon?”

Marcus stood and placed a hand on her shoulder.

“You’re a choice,” he said. “You carry darkness, yes. But you’re not bound to it unless you let it bind to you.”

Luna swallowed hard.

“And if I already feel it pulling?”

“Then you learn to pull harder.”

Luna ran outside, stood in the backyard, barefoot in the grass, the night air cool against her skin.

Above her, the moon glowed full and silver, hauntingly familiar.

She clenched the pendant in her fist, the old metal warming against her palm like it knew her. Like it had waited.

The words echoed in her head:
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