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Chapter 1: The Blood Eclipse Birth
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The night sky bled like an open wound, smeared in crimson and shadow as the Blood Eclipse reached its peak. The moon, once silver and serene, now loomed heavy and red above the ancient forest of Black Hollow. The trees below shivered, their twisted limbs black against the sky, their leaves rustling with whispers that were not wind. Somewhere deep within that rotting woodland, on the cold stone of an abandoned ritual ground, a woman screamed.

Morwenna's body arched against the slab as the contractions gripped her like iron claws. Sweat and blood soaked the torn linen beneath her. Her hair, wild and silver, clung to her face in damp strands. She was surrounded by six witches of the Red Thorne coven—dressed in black, eyes gleaming with fear and fury. One clutched a dagger carved from demon bone. Another held a bowl of ash mixed with grave soil. All of them watched as the child forced her way into the world, as if they might stop her if they stared hard enough.

"She shouldn’t be born," Elsinore hissed. The high priestess was pale and trembling, her runes flickering with unstable power. "Not under this moon. Not during this hour."

"The signs were ignored!" another witch shouted. "The salt lines have broken. The veil is open!"

"She’s coming!" Morwenna cried out again, her voice raw, animal, wet with desperation. “She’s not a monster. She’s my daughter—she’s mine!”

But it was too late.

Salem slipped into the world not with a cry, but with a silence so profound it swallowed sound. For one long moment, the forest held its breath. The witches froze. The wind died. The fire gutters extinguished all at once, leaving the ritual circle in absolute dark.

Then came the scream.

Not from Morwenna, not from any mortal mouth. It tore up through the air like a blade made of noise, shrieking through dimensions, rattling the bones beneath the soil, cracking stones and shattering the blood-moon sky into shards of red flame. The witches dropped to their knees. Blood ran from their ears, and their eyes rolled back as the child’s power surged out like a wave. One witch died instantly, her body bursting into crows. Another fell forward, teeth turned to salt, her tongue melting into her throat.

And there, amid the ruin, lay the child. Salem.

Her skin was pale as moonmilk, her lips black, her eyes the color of obsidian—not iris, not pupil, just endless void. Her presence radiated heat and rot, the scent of burnt herbs and fresh blood. Runes cracked. Charms withered. Even the cursed scar on Elsinore’s chest ached, bleeding through her robes.

“She is not a child,” the priestess gasped, crawling backward. “She is the end of the circle.”

But Morwenna only smiled through her blood and pain. “She is mine.”

They tried to kill the child that night. The daggers wouldn't pierce her. Fire refused to touch her. Even the Binding Chant of Nine Tongues unraveled before it reached her cradle. In the end, they didn’t kill her—they entombed her.

Beneath the broken asylum at the edge of Black Hollow, they sealed her away. Iron chains laced with spells. A floor etched with death-runes. Walls soaked in holy water from a god that had stopped listening. They placed her in the room where the most cursed had died, their madness still clinging to the air like fog. She would not see the sky again. She would not speak. She would not remember.

But Salem remembered everything.

Even as an infant, she watched with black eyes. She grew without sunlight, without song. Instead of lullabies, she listened to rats chew bone and spirits moan secrets behind the walls. She learned to walk by trailing her fingers along bloodstains. Her toys were rusted nails and bones left behind by failed rituals. She did not cry. She did not laugh. She waited.

Each year, the blood moon returned. And each year, her body burned with a fever not born of sickness. Her skin split with symbols, her breath came in snarls, her fingers twitched in forgotten sigils. The wardens began to fear her. They stopped entering the room, only sliding food through a narrow slit in the iron door. Some nights they would hear her whispering—not in any human tongue, but in a voice that turned their blood to ice. They locked her tighter. They offered prayers. And they kept their distance.

But she was not alone.

The things behind the walls—eyes without faces, hands without form—they adored her. They whispered her name like worship. They pressed against the cracks to feel her heat. She fed on their devotion, her magic deepening like a well with no bottom.

The first time she went into heat, she was thirteen.

It struck without warning, a surge of fire and hunger so strong it broke her in half. She clawed at her own skin, tore open the floor, screamed until the stones trembled. She begged the shadows to help her, and they obeyed. The room glowed with red light. Her chains melted. Her eyes wept blood. And something ancient opened its eyes far beneath the earth.

Across the realms, three cursed Alphas awakened.

One, in a cathedral made of bone and flame, felt the fire blaze anew in his veins. He was the executioner—his axe whispered her name in ash.

Another, imprisoned within a mirror of endless reflections, lifted his gaze for the first time in centuries. The seer, eyes stitched shut by fate, saw her face in every vision, every scream, every end.

And the third—a beast bound in the forest’s heart—stirred. His body, wrapped in scars and iron, flexed as the wind carried her heat to him like a promise.

They did not know her name. But they knew the scent. The sound. The summons.

Salem had called. And they would come.

The coven's seals were cracking. The asylum was decaying. And the girl they tried to bury had begun to remember the truth: she had never been a child at all.

She had been a prophecy.

And her time had come.
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Chapter 2: Salem’s First Scream
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The cell stank of rust, rot, and salt—old magic clinging to stone like mildew, saturating the cracked floor, the blackened ceiling, and the chains that had grown into her skin. Salem knew this place better than she knew her own body. The walls whispered to her, not in comfort, but in madness. Each stone had a voice, a secret, a scream still trapped inside from the things that died here long before her. This was her cradle, her prison, her cathedral. And she had never left it.

She sat curled on the floor, legs folded beneath her like a statue carved from bone. Her hair, black and tangled, veiled her face. Dirt caked her fingernails. Her knees were scarred from kneeling through rituals she hadn’t consented to, spells they cast on her instead of with her. They’d stopped bringing her offerings months ago. The food slot rusted shut. The lights no longer flickered on. The coven had grown afraid. Or perhaps they had simply forgotten her.

But Salem never forgot them.

She remembered every chant pressed into her skin with hot iron. Every time they poured ash into her mouth to silence her. Every time they forced her to swallow curses like communion wine. She remembered her mother’s scream and the red sky, and the moment her breath first made the world tremble. The coven feared her because they did not understand her. But they had been right to fear.

A pulse had begun to throb behind her ribs, low and steady, like the beating of a second heart. It had started yesterday. Now it was rising, faster and hotter, curling through her bones like smoke. Her heat was coming again.

Salem didn’t know the word for it, not really. No one had taught her. But her body had always known. When the red moon returned, her skin would ache. Her mind would split open with strange visions—fire, hands, teeth, voices in languages no tongue should form. Her thighs would tremble with a need that wasn’t hers. Her breath would catch in her throat, her heart would race, and her skin would glow like coals beneath flesh.

The first time it happened, the asylum had nearly collapsed.

Now, it was returning stronger.

She stood slowly, limbs cracking, her movements animalistic. The chains dragged behind her, still attached to her ankles but no longer taut—they had melted into slag last cycle, twisted now around her like vines. Her breath steamed in the cold air, and her lips parted, dry and chapped.

The scream was coming. She could feel it building, rising from her gut like a tide of broken glass.

She crossed the room, pacing in a wide, deliberate circle, barefoot on bloodstained stone. Her toes found familiar grooves—runic scars carved by previous inmates, their madness etched permanently into the floor. She walked them like scripture. Each symbol buzzed beneath her soles, responding to her. Alive. Hungry.

The heat swelled in her spine. Her vision pulsed. Her nails dug into her own arms until blood wept down her skin in thin lines. Her tongue pressed against her teeth. Her throat burned. Her body was no longer her own. It had never been. It belonged to something older, something deeper, and it wanted out.

And then it happened.

Salem opened her mouth and let go.

The scream tore through her like a demon’s birth. It wasn’t sound—it was power. A shriek woven of despair and vengeance, lust and fire, the grief of centuries behind her and the agony of becoming what she was always meant to be. The walls groaned, groaned like tortured beasts, the stones cracking outward. Dust poured from the ceiling. Light exploded from her chest, casting wild shadows that danced like devils.

Her scream didn’t echo—it devoured.

It spread outward, rupturing through the asylum like a sonic plague. Across the empty corridors, rusted doors burst from their hinges. The warding spells burned black and vanished. Rats fled. The crows outside screamed in return, their wings blotting out the broken moonlight as they scattered into the sky.

Miles away, a well of flame erupted in a dead field where nothing had grown in centuries. Bones turned to glass. The fireborn Alpha lifted his head, his teeth bared in a snarl. Her heat had reached him.

In the mirrored prison, the seer fell to his knees, blood pouring from the stitches over his eyes. He opened them anyway. Her scream sliced through every pane of reflection. He saw only her.

Deep in the earth, beneath roots and rot, the nameless beast twitched. A growl rippled through the soil, the sound low, carnal, furious. He knew that sound. He had been waiting.

Salem collapsed.

Her knees hit stone. Her palms burned from the force of her own magic. Her body heaved with exertion, the scream having torn more than just air—it had ripped something open inside her. She was drenched in sweat and blood and magic, a creature reborn from the remains of her own torment.

And then came the voices.

Not from the walls.

From within.

"Salem," they whispered. "They heard you."

"They are coming."

"They remember."

The room shifted, breathing with her. The chains curled closer, like pets drawn to their master. The shadows leaned in. Salem blinked slowly, her vision blurred, the afterimage of her scream still etched behind her eyes.

Something in the air had changed. A silence heavier than noise. A presence lingering just beyond the edge of visibility. She could taste them—three scents in the dark: smoke and ash, salt and iron, moss and blood.

The Alphas.

Not saviors. Not heroes. But hers.

The hunger inside her pulsed. Her heat wasn’t just a curse—it was a beacon. And they were following it like wolves to a dying fawn.

She didn’t know what they would do to her.

She only knew she wanted it.

Salem rose again, slower
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