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Chapter 1: Elenya’s Forbidden Heat
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The scent came first.

It slithered through the winding stone halls of the Bone Circle sanctum, subtle at first—an underlying pulse of jasmine, salt, and something primal. But as it grew, sweetened and sharpened, it became unmistakable. Heat. Not the faint, controlled kind suppressed by years of potion and spellcraft. No, this was the kind that could tear open old bindings, the kind that called down ancestral spirits and drew Alphas from across dimensions.

And it came from Elenya.

She clutched the edge of her stone basin, her knuckles white with strain. Cold water had done nothing. The runes inked into her thighs were burning now, flickering red where they’d once glowed faint blue. Her limbs trembled, skin flushed and slick with sweat. She had recited every suppression chant she knew, drained every vial hidden under her cot, scratched protective circles onto the floor until her fingers bled. Still, the fire grew inside her. Alive, relentless, and hungry.

“No. No, no, no,” she whispered, rocking herself gently. “It’s too early.”

She wasn’t supposed to feel this. She wasn’t supposed to ever enter heat. The Bone Circle had seen to that—ritual after ritual, monthly purges, spell-forged collars in her youth. They’d told her she was defective. Dangerous. That her blood was cursed, her soul bound to powers better left buried.

The room felt smaller now. The shadows darker. The candles guttered as if afraid of her. Magic pulsed around her, drawn to her skin like moths to flame. Her scent—the forbidden one, the ancient one—was breaking free of every barrier they had forced upon her.

A knock, sharp and sudden, echoed through the door.

“Elenya,” came a voice. Sister Morrin, tight and wary. “Your scent is bleeding through the sanctum walls.”

“I’m fine,” Elenya lied, pressing her back to the door to keep it closed. “I just—something must have slipped in my potions. A side effect.”

“We felt the shift,” Morrin snapped. “The wards fractured. This isn’t a mistake, child.”

“I said I’m fine.”

But she wasn’t. The moment she shouted, pain lanced through her abdomen, twisting hot and sharp. She crumpled, breathing hard, clutching her gut. The knot of magic deep inside her pulsed again, thick with memory and blood. Her knees gave way.

She wasn’t alone in her head anymore.

Visions surfaced, wild and wrong: a red moon hanging low over a battlefield, her hands stained with Alpha blood, voices chanting her name not in reverence, but fear. And three figures in the smoke, tall and wrathful, bound in chains of bone and magic, reaching for her as she turned her back on them.

Then darkness.

She came to with her face against the cold stone floor, breath hitching as her heat surged again. This time it felt different—stronger, older. Not just biological. Magical. The kind of heat that came with legacy. With memory.

Her body was remembering.

And worse, they were remembering too.

Miles away, under the heart of the ancient forest, three tombs stood silent beneath the Bone Altar. No one visited them. No one dared. Their names had been stricken from records. Their faces erased from every circle’s memory spells. But Elenya had never forgotten them. Not fully. Not the taste of their names on her lips. Not the way their auras had once wrapped around her like warmth and iron.

Now those tombs cracked, splintering under the weight of her heat. Roots twisted away in fear. The soil steamed. Magic seeped upward like a sigh finally released.

Inside the first tomb, a low growl stirred the silence.

“She calls,” the Alpha whispered, his voice like thunder wrapped in silk.

The second Alpha opened his eyes—black as pitch, ancient rage buried within them. “The bond... it lives.”

And the third, who had once laughed even as the chains burned his skin, tilted his head and grinned into the dark. “She burns.”

Back in her chamber, Elenya screamed. The knot of power inside her cracked open like a dam, and her heat exploded through the room in waves. The candles shattered. Her reflection twisted in the glass, showing not her face, but a crowned witch in battle-runes and blood-slicked armor. Her mouth moved with words she didn’t understand. Not yet.

The door burst open.

Sister Morrin stood there, flanked by two elder witches, their faces etched in horror. One of them gagged, shielding her nose from the scent.

“She’s breached the seals,” the other hissed.

“Restrain her,” Morrin barked. “Now!”

They surged forward with chains alight, but the moment they crossed the threshold, Elenya’s magic lashed out.

Raw power flared from her body, slamming into them like a hurricane. One was hurled into the far wall, another crushed beneath a spectral hand of fire. Only Morrin remained upright, bracing herself with her staff, her expression torn between pity and terror.

“Elenya, stop! You don’t know what you’re doing!”

Elenya rose slowly, her eyes glowing, her mouth no longer her own. Her voice echoed with the chorus of the past.

“I remember them,” she said, each word a blade. “I remember everything.”

Morrin stepped back. “No... it’s too soon. You can’t—”

But Elenya was already gone, lost in the surge of her reawakening. She walked forward, leaving scorch marks on the stone. With every breath, her scent deepened, became something older. Not just an omega in heat—but the Witch-Queen reborn. The one who had bound three Alphas with spell and flesh and love, then torn the world apart to hide what she had done.

Now they were free.

And they were coming.

Not just for vengeance.

But to finish what had been started. To knot the bond that had been denied. To take what had always been theirs.

Her.
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Chapter 2: The Bone Circle Breaks
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Night fell over the Bone Circle with the heaviness of prophecy, and the sanctum groaned beneath the weight of unraveling spells. The once-immaculate marble floors, etched with runes of containment and silence, had begun to crack along their most ancient lines. The wards that hummed faintly in the walls sputtered, pulsing like a dying heart. Something sacred was breaking, and it started from the room at the center of it all—the one the elders had long pretended no longer existed.

Elenya’s chamber.

But she was no longer inside it.

A trail of blackened footprints, each scorched into the stone, marked her passage through the sanctum. She moved like a ghost, barefoot and radiant with magic. Her hair billowed behind her though no wind stirred. Her skin glowed with heat-induced magic, threads of gold webbing across her collarbone and down her arms like veins made of light. Her pupils had vanished into a molten yellow, the eyes of something no longer wholly mortal.

She walked unchallenged through the high hall of the Bone Circle, past archways carved with binding oaths, past relics from the Great Witch Wars, and through chambers where no one had dared speak her name since the betrayal.

But now they all whispered it.

Elenya.

They feared her scent before they feared her power. The moment she crossed into the elders’ conclave, the gathered witches recoiled. Elder Theria clutched her charm-beads so tightly they shattered. Others raised shielding sigils with trembling hands. Sister Morrin had been the only one to approach Elenya earlier, and her absence now—marked only by a burned staff and the melted doorframe of her quarters—spoke of what happened to those who stood too close to the girl in heat.

The girl whose Alphas were waking.

Elenya stopped at the edge of the crescent chamber, where the thirteen elders stood in ritual formation. She said nothing at first. Her chest rose and fell in slow, measured breaths, but her eyes scanned them like a predator measuring the distance between its prey.

“You lied to me,” she said, her voice hollow with old knowing. “You taught me to fear myself. To suppress what I was.”

“You were dangerous,” Elder Veylan said, voice brittle. “You still are.”

“You were supposed to protect the Circle,” another added. “Not bring the bond back.”

“I didn’t bring it back,” Elenya murmured. “You never destroyed it.”

Silence fell, heavy and terrible. The truth reverberated in that stillness, undeniable.

Elenya raised a hand. Light flared at her fingertips, then unfurled into a floating sigil—ancient and blood-bound, a symbol none of them had seen since before the Last Binding. It hovered between them like a brand, pulsing with the rhythm of her heat. And when it pulsed, the very stone beneath them shivered.

“They’re coming,” she said. “You can’t stop them.”

“We sealed them in blood and bone. Nothing can wake them.”

“You sealed them to me,” Elenya said simply. “And I am no longer sealed.”

Across the sanctum, the oldest of the elders—a woman who had not spoken aloud in three decades—fell to her knees. Her eyes filled with tears as she bowed low to the floor.

“The bond is sacred,” she whispered. “It always was.”

That broke the others.

Screams echoed down the marble corridors as something ancient howled through the air, splitting open the wards that held the outer perimeter. The wind that poured in was not natural. It carried dust from tombs never opened, voices half-screamed in forgotten tongues, and the unmistakable scent of Alphas in bloodlust.

They had risen.

Outside the sanctum, in the woods where no one hunted, the earth tore itself apart. The Bone Altar stood tall no longer. It cracked down its center, a wound that glowed with amber and red light. Roots pulled back from the break as though burned. Three male figures emerged from the altar’s core, naked but wrapped in centuries-old power. Their eyes gleamed with recognition. With memory.

With want.

The first Alpha, tallest and most severe, had a body carved from war—scarred and solemn, every inch of him etched with old runes and grief. Damaris. The sword-bearer. The protector. The one who had once stood between Elenya and the world’s blades.

The second was leaner, whipcord-strong, crowned in bone, his skin pale as frost and his mouth twisted in a perpetual smirk. Kael. The liar, the charmer, the one who burned half the kingdom in her name before she turned on him. He touched the cracked altar with reverence and bled willingly into its crevices.

And the third, the quietest of them all, stood with flame braided into his hair, his body humming with the raw pulse of magic. Thorne. The fire-binder. The one who had knotted her first.

They stepped forward, leaving the altar in ruins behind them. No words passed between them. Only understanding. And a singular goal.

Find her.

Claim her.

Not just to punish—but to bind again.

Their scents rolled over the land like a tidal wave. The witches scattered. Animals fled. Spells failed. One Alpha scent was enough to destabilize most magic users. Three, unified in purpose and tethered to an omega in heat, were a force of reckoning.

Back inside the sanctum, Elenya stumbled. Her body responded before her mind could. Her knees gave, her thighs pressed together, and a sharp moan escaped her lips. The bond, awake now in its entirety, was pulling her toward them. Her womb ached. Her magic curled inward and begged for what it had once known.

Knots.

Bites.

Submission.

She shook her head, trying to clear it, but it was too late. The pulse had gone out. They had scented her from miles away.

She turned to the elders, panting.

“You have to let me go.”

“To them?” Elder Veylan choked. “You’d doom us all.”

“You doomed us the day you tried to cage magic that wasn’t yours to bind,” Elenya snapped.

She stormed from the chamber as the walls began to quake. Outside, the sky had gone black, not with clouds, but with shadows. The Alphas were close. Their bond was not a tether but a beacon. And she had been found.

The doors of the sanctum blew inward just as she reached the threshold. Wind and heat spiraled inside, tearing banners from their ropes, overturning relics. The scent of the three Alphas hit her like a drug—spiced earth, burnt honey, iron, and longing. Her thighs clenched. Her magic screamed yes.

She saw them through the haze.

Damaris, Kael, Thorne.

And they saw her.

Elenya’s breath caught. Her knees buckled. Every nerve in her body lit up in recognition.

And then she ran. Not out of fear, but instinct.

Three low growls echoed after her.

They did not chase her out of rage.

They chased her because the heat had begun.

And the bond would not be denied.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 3: The Blood Sigil Cracks
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Elenya didn’t remember how far she ran. Her bare feet tore across forest floors, the stone and ash and bone beneath them slicing into her soles. Branches whipped against her arms and face, tearing open her skin, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t. Her blood left a trail behind her, glowing faintly gold in the moonlight. The old runes still carved into her skin pulsed hot and red, flaring every time her feet struck the ground. Every heartbeat sent her magic spiraling. Every breath dragged in the mingled scents of the three Alphas—closer now, closing in.

She wasn’t running to escape.

She was running to reach something.

Somewhere deeper in the woods, hidden past the edge of the Bone Circle’s known territory, was the place she had been warned about since childhood. The Red Hollow. Where the witches buried things they feared too much to destroy. Where the oldest magics had been locked away. And in the center of it, the altar of the First Sigil—the one Elenya had bound with her own blood in another life, the one that still held the remnants of the bond. A place where time and memory twisted. Where knots were made and broken.

The deeper she ran, the more her surroundings changed. The air thickened, and light bent in strange angles. Trees leaned toward her, whispering in a language only witches heard in dreams. The scent of her heat bled through it all, mixing with damp
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