
[image: ]

Copyright Page

Hunted by the Hexbound Alphas: A Horror Dark Omegaverse Reverse Harem Knotting Romance
By Natalia Rosewood
All Rights Reserved ©2025 Natalia Rosewood.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Author’s Note: All characters in this story are fictional and 18 years of age or older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Chapter 1: Mira’s Forbidden Spell

Chapter 2: Heat Under the Pines

Chapter 3: The Hexbound Howl

Chapter 4: Marked and Running

Chapter 5: Scented by the Wind

Chapter 6: When Shadows Catch

Chapter 7: One Alpha Finds Her

Chapter 8: Pulled into the Ritual Ring

Chapter 9: Bound to the Stone

Chapter 10: A Bite for Each Mark

Chapter 11: Fire Beneath Skin

Chapter 12: The First Knot

Chapter 13: Witch and Wolf Collide

Chapter 14: The Blood Moon’s Curse

Chapter 15: The Rogue King’s Threat

Chapter 16: A Forbidden Temptation

Chapter 17: What the Coven Fears

Chapter 18: Their Heat, Her Curse

Chapter 19: Three Collide

Chapter 20: The Spell Tangles

Chapter 21: Chained to Her Heat

Chapter 22: The Runebound Claim

Chapter 23: The First Mating Bond

Chapter 24: A Test of Loyalty

Chapter 25: The Storm Before the War

Sign up for Natalia Rosewood's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 1: Mira’s Forbidden Spell
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The forest held its breath the moment she spoke the final word.

A shimmer passed through the glade, bending the air like heat rising from a pyre. Leaves trembled, not from wind, but from the surge of ancient power Mira had just awakened. Her pulse thrummed against her ribs, matching the rhythm of the incantation still echoing in her head. Blood dripped from her bitten lip, soaking into the black soil beneath her bare feet.

Mira stood alone in the circle she’d carved into the earth with bone-dust and ash, her hands still trembling. She hadn’t meant for it to work. Not truly. The old scrolls had warned of madness, of irreversible consequences. The elders had sealed these spells for a reason. But desperation had sharp claws, and Mira’s had torn through every line of caution.

The heat had been coming for weeks—burning her from the inside, robbing her of sleep, leaving her breathless with need she could no longer control. And no suppressant could touch it. Not anymore. The coven had cut her off, called her cursed, a danger to the sacred order. An Omega born of both moon and fire, they had whispered, their voices curling with fear.

So she ran.

Deep into the Hollow Pines, where the Hexbound Alphas roamed. Where the veil between power and ruin blurred.

The spell wasn’t supposed to summon them. Only bind her heat, suppress it, give her some relief from the unbearable ache that had hollowed her body into nothing but want. But magic twisted with intention, and Mira's will had never been clean. It came with teeth.

And now, they were coming.

A howl split the air, not far off—so close it rattled her bones. Not just any howl. That sound was laced with hunger, wild and furious and echoing with claim. Mira staggered, heart skidding in her chest, and her eyes flew toward the shadows gathering between the trunks.

They had scented her.

The wind carried it back—her heat, her fear, the pulsing spell that still crackled at her feet like a live wire. She tried to break the circle, to undo what she had done, but her knees buckled. Her body wouldn’t move. The spell was consuming her, demanding balance for what she’d taken. The magic wanted a tether. A bond. An anchor.

It wanted them.

Branches snapped in the distance. Footsteps. Heavy. Measured. Not running—but hunting. The kind of stride that knew she had nowhere left to go.

Mira’s breath came in ragged bursts. Her vision blurred. The heat in her gut surged again, stronger than before. The spell hadn’t suppressed it. It had amplified it. Her core ached, her thighs trembled, and the scent—gods, the scent pouring off her would drive any Alpha past the brink of control.

She clenched her teeth, crawling toward the edge of the circle, but the ground beneath her burned. Her body responded to something unseen—pulsing, waiting, needing. A low growl vibrated through the pines.

One of them was close.

Closer than she dared believe.

A shadow emerged between the trees. Not just any Alpha—Hexbound. His scent hit her like a storm: cedar smoke, iron, and the sharp bite of blood-magic. His eyes were pitch, wild, gleaming like twin moons under his brow.

He didn’t speak.

He didn’t have to.

Mira tried to rise, to stand her ground, but her body betrayed her. Her knees buckled again, and she collapsed against the dirt, panting, her heat flaring out of control. Her spell had called them, yes—but now it was pulling her toward them, a magnetic draw that no magic could resist.

The Alpha stepped into the circle. Her circle.

She saw his fangs as he inhaled.

And then, he moved.
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Chapter 2: Heat Under the Pines
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The pines stood tall and silent, ancient sentinels carved from shadow and resin. Their thick branches choked out the light, allowing only stray slats of moon to reach the forest floor. The air was thick, damp, humming with a charge that danced along Mira’s skin. She ran, barefoot and half-mad, the taste of magic still on her tongue.

Her legs ached. Her thighs burned with each step, slick from the fever that had taken hold the moment the Alpha stepped into her circle. That knot of need in her gut pulsed with every heartbeat. It wasn’t fading. It was blooming. Every breath she took carried the scent of the wild—moss, bark, blood—and beneath it, the musk of male desire. Not one. Not two. Three.

They were close.

The spell had failed her. No. It had betrayed her.

She stumbled over a root, catching herself against a tree, her breath tearing from her lungs in ragged gasps. Her palm sizzled against the bark, magic sparking at her fingertips. She could feel them now—not just scent and sound, but presence. Like dark suns dragging the world around them into orbit. Each step they took rewrote gravity.

The first had seen her. Tasted her in the air. But he hadn’t claimed her. Not yet.

He’d let her run.

And that terrified her more than being caught.

Because that meant he was hunting. Testing her. Like a predator savoring the game. And the other two—they weren’t far behind. She could feel the threads of fate tugging, weaving tighter around her with each breath.

She pushed off the tree, her legs shaky beneath her, and kept moving. The air was too thick now, the scent of her heat wrapping the woods in velvet and fire. The ground seemed to bend toward her, pulling her feet off balance, guiding her path.

She didn’t know where she was going anymore. Only away. Away from the circle, away from the spell. Away from what she’d become.

The wind shifted.

She froze.

A second scent joined the first—darker, heavier, threaded with smoke and something feral. It hit the back of her throat and rolled down her spine like molten honey. She staggered sideways, hand clutched to her belly as if she could anchor the flood of sensation somehow.

Another Alpha.

She turned, back pressed to a wide pine trunk, heart thundering in her chest. Her vision blurred, sweat dripping into her eyes. The spell hadn’t just bound her heat—it had tethered her to them. Her body was calling. And they were answering.

A low growl curled through the darkness behind her. Her breath caught. Branches rustled, and something large moved just beyond the edge of the path. She squinted into the shadows, but saw nothing. Still, she knew. He was there. Watching. Waiting.

And then the third scent hit her.

This one was cold. Sharp. Like frost on a blade, biting through the humid air. It sent a shiver up her spine even as her body screamed for it. The balance was complete now. Three. Fire, smoke, ice.

Her womb clenched with need so fierce she cried out, biting her wrist to muffle the sound. Her thighs trembled. She dropped to her knees.

Magic rippled across the ground, pulling through her like a net. She pressed her palms into the dirt, grounding herself, trying to remember who she was beneath the haze of heat. But all she could feel was them. Their hunger. Their power. Their inevitable arrival.

Moonlight pierced the canopy above, bathing the path ahead in silver. Mira rose to her feet, legs trembling, and staggered forward. The light was a lie. There was no salvation beyond the trees. Only them. And her body, her cursed, burning body, would lead them right to her.

Another howl cut the air—closer this time. No warning. No mercy. Just a promise.

She screamed and broke into a run, every step aching, slick heat coating her thighs, the scent of her desire so thick it clung to the trees. Her hair whipped behind her, loose and tangled, catching on branches she didn’t feel.

She wasn’t running anymore. She was falling.

Falling into the gravity of three Hexbound Alphas whose names she didn’t yet know, but whose souls had already tangled with hers in a way no spell could undo.

The forest blurred. Time fractured. She was nothing but breath and heat and aching need. And somewhere behind her, three predators walked in silence, closing the distance between them, following the scent of her surrender beneath the pines.
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Chapter 3: The Hexbound Howl
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The sound shattered the night.

It wasn’t a simple howl. Not the kind wolves used to mark territory or call their packmates. This one was layered—deep and guttural at the base, but with an eerie resonance that curled through the trees like smoke. It sounded ancient, wrong, stitched with threads of something older than wolves and fouler than men.

Mira froze mid-step, one foot sinking into the moss-soft earth. The howl vibrated in her bones, striking some primal chord she didn’t want to acknowledge. Her thighs clenched involuntarily, the spell still dragging her body into a need so consuming she couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or pain anymore. Her breath hitched as her nipples hardened, sensitive under the thin fabric of her torn shirt, and her scent pulsed in waves around her.

She knew, without turning, without seeing, that they had answered.

The howl didn’t come from just one throat.

It was three. Layered. Braided like a curse.

The pines echoed with silence after the sound faded, but nothing felt still. The forest around her seemed to shift, each tree bending toward the source of the howl as though drawn to it. Her pulse hammered in her throat. She didn’t know where to run anymore—if she could even call this staggering heat-fueled stumble “running.” Her legs barely obeyed her. Her body was betraying her more with every breath. Her Omega instincts screamed for submission, even as her mind rebelled.

Mira backed against a massive tree, bark scraping her spine, and clutched the roots beside her to stay upright. Her fingers dug into the damp soil, grounding her only for a moment. But the heat swelled again, a tide she couldn’t hold back. Her body wasn’t her own. It was theirs.

The spell had made sure of that.

It hadn’t just tethered her heat to the forest—it had offered her. As a gift. A sacrifice. A challenge.

She had broken the sacred law: no Omega witch was to bind her heat to magic. The penalty wasn’t death—it was the Hunt.

She knew the stories. Knew the names whispered behind locked doors: the Hexbound Alphas. The cursed three who had been cast out of every pack, banished to the Hollow Pines, where magic grew like rot and power was stitched into every stone. No one had seen them and returned. No one called them and survived unclaimed.

And she had summoned them. All three.

Another howl followed the first, this one closer. It dragged through the trees like claws across stone. Mira flinched, her breath catching. The air pressed against her skin like hands—hot, seeking, possessive. Every nerve sparked. Her heat had reached its peak. It wouldn’t ease. Not until they took her.

She whimpered, biting down on her hand to muffle the sound.

But it was too late.

She felt them moving.

One to her left—silent, the cold one. His presence brushed her skin
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