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      Beck Winters writes heat-packed omegaverse romance from her cozy corner of Alaska, where the winters are long, the cocoa is hot, and her cat judges every spicy scene. She’s obsessed with Yellowstone (Beth Dutton forever) and Bridgerton drama, and loves putting plus-size heroines at the center of messy, emotional, alpha-fueled chaos.

      Want to say hi? Find her on Facebook or email her - authorbeckwinters@gmail.com
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      Getting hired to plan your ex’s wedding? Annoying.

      Falling for his three alpha brothers? Knot. Even. Close. To. Smart.

      I’m Sharon Martinez, an omega who is curvy, chaotic, and apparently cursed. According to my ex, Ben Burnside, I was never the “right fit.” Now he’s marrying someone else, and I’m the one planning his picture-perfect wedding.

      It’s my first big job since Savannah passed me her wedding planning business, and I can’t afford to mess this up. The real challenge isn’t the venue or the cake. It’s his brothers.

      Cassian rides a motorcycle like he owns the road and smells like leather, smoke, and trouble.

      Jett is a cocky stuntman with a laugh that makes me forget my own name.

      Pine is a tattoo artist with rough hands, intense eyes, and a promise to leave his mark on me.

      I told myself I'd keep it professional. I even believed it… until my heat hit during a snowstorm, and suddenly Cassian's mouth was on mine, Pine's hands were everywhere they shouldn't be, and Jett turned a simple rescue into something that still has me blushing.

      Now I’m tangled up in knotting, biting, and three growly alphas who want to claim me.

      If Ben finds out, I might lose more than just the business I just started. I could lose the only pack that has ever made me feel like I’m finally home.

      Knot My Ex’s Brothers is a scorching omegaverse reverse harem romance with possessive alphas, messy emotions, knotting heat, and a wedding disaster waiting to happen. A happily ever after is included… probably not the bouquet.
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      Hey ladies,

      Thanks for picking up this book. Maybe the cover made you do a double take, or maybe you just need a laugh. Either way, welcome. You’re in the right place.

      Now, if you are new to the omegaverse, don’t freak out. There are no wolves. Nobody is shifting. No one is howling at the moon. No one is running around naked in the woods… unless they really want to, but that’s not my style. This is about humans, biology, and a little chaos.

      Here’s how it works. Men can be Alphas. Anyone can be Betas. Women are Omegas. Omegas go into heat every few months. So instead of that awful period that makes us feel like garbage, Omegas have something hotter, more intense, and way more fun (if you like being chased by strong, very persistent men). During a heat, an Omega’s scent is off the charts. Alphas notice. They can’t help themselves.

      My Omegas come in all shapes and sizes. Curvy girls get the spotlight. My Alphas are big, built, and ready to respond. Especially when it comes to scent, heat, and… the knot. That’s a ring of muscle at the base of their penis that locks them together with their partner. Yes, it’s romantic. Yes, it’s extremely hot.

      Bonding is when things get serious. An Alpha bites their mate during heat, and boom, they’re linked for life. It’s intense, and yes, consent is still a thing.

      This book is set in Pine Hollow, a small mountain town known for Christmas trees and gossip. Imagine 27 Dresses meets Gilmore Girls meets all the Christmas chaos you secretly love.

      A few important things to know:

      •No magic, no shifting

      •Suppressants exist to hide heats and scents when needed

      •Scent is basically the universe’s way of saying “pay attention”

      •Consent matters, even when instincts are yelling

      •Curvy girls are front and center here

      •Modern world problems: phones, coffee shops, awkward family dinners

      Now here’s the fun part. This is a reverse harem. Yes, Sharon has more than one Alpha. They are big, tall, strong, and obsessed with protecting their Omega. They’re not shy about wanting her. Think Fast & Furious muscle meets the cuddly puppy energy of Paddington.

      So, grab a snack. If it’s winter, hot chocolate. If it’s summer, wine. You’re about to meet three alphas who are everything you didn’t know you needed.
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      Don't be nervous. Breathe. Smile. Ring the bell.

      I'm on Savannah's porch with my finger hovering in front of the doorbell like it's an explosive device. The wind pushes my hair into my face again, and I blow it out with a frustrated puff. My curls are already frizzy from the cold, and I'm wishing I brought a better coat, not my favorite red coat from CurvaCozy. I need the type of coat that keeps you warm when you're in Pine Hollow, which is cold in the mountains.

      I catch a reflection of myself in the window next to the door. Brown eyes, way too wide. Curls everywhere. Lip gloss smudged. Anxious omega pretending to be fine.

      I straighten my shoulders. I will ring this bell. I am a grown woman with basic hand-eye coordination.

      Before I can touch it, the front door yanks open.

      Savannah's red hair is braided over one shoulder. She looks tired, gorgeous, and mildly annoyed at the entire universe. Or me.

      "Sharon," she says, exasperated and amused at the same time. "Are you going to stand out here staring at my wreath all day, or are you coming inside?"

      I try a smile. "Hey, Savannah."

      Her scent spills into the cold air and wraps around me like a weighted blanket. Warm vanilla and bourbon, but sweeter now, thicker, like caramel warming in a pot. Pregnancy scent. Cozy. Comforting. Safe.

      "We won't bite, but the frostbite will if you keep standing outside," she says.

      I shake my head at the idea of being scared to go in and see the woman who gave me a chance when no one else would hire me.

      "Not enough experience," they all said.

      How do you get experience if no one ever gives you a chance? Well, Savannah did. She hired me to be part of her wedding planning business, and I'm eternally grateful.

      I reach out to hug her, but I mostly just collide with her belly. Savannah snorts and steadies herself with one hand. "It's fine. Everyone bounces off me these days. I am a human safety barrel."

      The heat hits first. The fireplace is roaring. Then the smell hits. Cinnamon, baby powder, and an alpha scent I've smelled before, but I can't put my finger on it. Sharp. Clean. Male.

      The living room has baby blankets folded in uneven piles on the furniture. A half-assembled crib sits in the corner with screws scattered like confetti across the carpet. There are tiny socks everywhere, like snowflakes made of cotton.

      Savannah lowers herself onto the couch with a slow groan. She settles in like she's been training for this exact moment of sitting down.

      "Welcome to chaos," she says, patting the cushion next to her.

      I slide my coat off and sit down. The couch sinks too easily, and I nearly disappear into it. My curls immediately fall into my eyes.

      Savannah presses a hand to her belly. "Welcome to Pine Hollow. Did you get into the hotel alright? You know you could have stayed here."

      I shake my head, because I’m not selfish. She's carrying triplets, and she was happy for me to stay with her.

      "It's fine. It's nice there. Cozy."

      And cold.

      "Anyway, I've got something to tell you before I have these fellows and can't even remember my own name," she says.

      "Triplets," I say. "Are you scared?"

      I am. The whole idea of it terrifies me. And I know I should be making eye contact, but it's just crazy to think that she doesn't have two bowling balls shoved in her sweater, but three babies.

      "I'm scared my three alphas won't cope rather than my triplets," she says.

      "Why are they making such a fuss?" I ask.

      She points to the living room. "Look around you. There's nowhere to sit except the space on the couch I made for you. They're either baby-proofing the place, and I don't want to burst their bubble and tell them that these little fellows aren't moving anywhere, or buying clothes, toys, or... I don't know, Sharon. Sometimes I think they believe these babies are going to come out and start walking around this place."

      We both giggle as I watch a panicked Griff walking with some wood up and down the hallway like he's lost in traffic.

      I tuck a loose curl behind my ear. "So, what's up?"

      Because I know she didn't call me here to tell me about her alphas.

      She grins. "I've got good news, I promise."

      Before she can continue, a low voice comes from the hallway behind me.

      "She can handle anything."

      I turn around. My pulse stutters.

      There is a man in the doorway, standing under the soft yellow hallway light. He's tall. Like, tall enough that the top of the doorframe is probably intimidated. Dark hair. Square jaw. Shoulders that look like they were designed specifically to carry both furniture and emotional baggage. Tattoos curl across his forearms in black ink against tan skin. He's holding a fire extinguisher in one hand like he just finished testing it.

      He smells like cedar and smoke and leather. Sharp. Clean. Strong. A scent that settles low in my stomach in a way that feels dangerous.

      Savannah waves toward him casually like she didn't just introduce a walking problem.

      "That is Cassian Burnside," she says. "Logan's buddy at the station."

      Cassian steps into the room, and his gray eyes land on me, steady and unreadable, like he's taking inventory of all my panic.

      I'm speechless. Like ready to just leave my coat and run.

      Why?

      No.

      Logan's friend. Does that mean...

      "Sharon Martinez," he says. "You used to date my brother."

      Heat prickles up my neck. Down my arms. Everywhere that heat has no business going.

      Yes, I dated his brother. I manage a polite smile even though my scent is doing weird things.

      "Right. I remember."

      Like I could ever forget.

      His brother. The jerk, the ass, the knothead, the absolute garbage can of a man. He stays locked in a tiny compartmentalized box. Is that healthy? Probably not. But I'm not reliving those memories right now. I refuse to let a family connection to my worst relationship mess with this opportunity. I'm going to do my absolute best for Savannah and prove to both of them I can handle it.

      Savannah clears her throat and moves things along.

      "Anyway. Back to my news," she says.

      Cassian moves quietly to the corner of the room, and he doesn't say another word. But I can feel him there. His scent lingers in the air, warm and smoky, and my body is acting like it has opinions I definitely did not approve.

      I focus on Savannah. I need to focus on Savannah and not on the alpha in the corner who smells like danger and looks like every bad decision I've ever wanted to make.

      Savannah squeezes my hand. "I'm officially on maternity leave. Which means Bourbon Bliss Weddings needs someone to take over while I try not to pop like an overfilled balloon."

      My heart jumps. "You want me to help you?"

      She shakes her head. "Not help. Run it."

      I stare at her. Are the babies affecting her ability to think straight? “Run what exactly?Everything?”

      "You are ready," she says.

      My voice comes out small. "Savannah, I just assumed that you would be closing down for a while."

      She smiles at me. "You're talented, and you care about people. And you work well under pressure. So much better than I ever did."

      "Sharon," Savannah says, squeezing both my hands now. Her scent shifts—that warm vanilla and bourbon going softer, more serious.

      "At first, my plan was to work alongside you. Train you up, see if you could handle it, then decide from there." Savannah shifts, one hand resting on her belly. "But after the scare last week, I realized something. Health comes first. Family comes first. If you can't do this, I'll close up shop. No hard feelings. But I'm done putting the business ahead of everything else."

      I open my mouth, but she holds up a hand.

      "With three babies coming, I'm not going to have the bandwidth for this. Hell, I don't know if I'll remember my own name half the time." She laughs, and it's genuine, not worried. "I want to sit back and enjoy my alphas and my babies. Does that make sense?"

      "It does," I say quietly.

      "Good. Because the business is yours now. Not just while I'm on leave. Yours. You're going to be running the contracts, managing the clients, building the reputation. All of it."

      "But Savannah, I don't know if I can do this alone."

      "You won't be alone. Remember Jessica? Used to help me with the Whitmore events?"

      I nod. Smart. Quick. Never flustered.

      "She's agreed to come on part-time. She'll have your back while you find your footing."

      Something loosens in my chest. I didn't realize how tightly I'd been holding myself until the relief hit.

      "I trust you," Savannah says. "I wouldn't be handing you Bourbon Bliss Weddings if I didn't. You've earned this, Sharon. So stop looking at me like I'm making a mistake and start believing in yourself the way I believe in you."

      My throat tightens. "Thank you," I manage.

      "Now," she says, settling back with a satisfied smile, "your first wedding as the official owner and lead planner is tomorrow morning."

      I repeat her words back like they're a foreign language. "Tomorrow."

      "Yes," she confirms.

      "Morning," I continue, still processing.

      "Yes," she confirms again.

      "Nine a.m.," I finish.

      I take a breath. Then another. I'm going to need to pull myself together at some point.

      "Okay," I say, trying to sound professional. "Who's the bride?"

      "Penelope Carter. Influencer type. Loves florals and sparkle."

      I nod. That sounds normal. Manageable. Survivable. Nothing that should make me want to set something on fire.

      "And the groom," Savannah continues casually, flipping a page in her planner.

      But before she can finish, Cassian says, "It's Ben. Your ex."

      Like I needed him to clarify.

      Ben. The man who told me I'd be prettier if I lost twenty pounds, then got annoyed when I stopped eating in front of him. The man who made me feel like my body was something to apologize for, something to hide under loose clothes and dim lighting. The man who called me a "warm-up omega" like I was practice for something better.

      It took me a long time to unlearn the shame he planted in me. To stop flinching at my reflection. To wear jeans that actually fit and not feel like I was asking for criticism. I'm still not all the way there, but I'm closer than I was. And I'll be damned if I let him drag me backward.

      "Right," I say. "Ben."

      Savannah pats my knee gently. "I didn't know he was your ex. If I had known..."

      "Then you would have killed him."

      I cover my mouth. I can't believe I said that out loud.

      "I meant then you would have canceled the wedding."

      Again. Stop talking, Sharon.

      "This is a bad idea," Savannah says, shaking her head. "I don't want you to feel uncomfortable."

      "No. It's fine. Time heals wounds and all that."

      I jump up, my body suddenly humming with nervous energy. My gaze flicks to Cassian, lingering on the way his shirt stretches across his chest. I bite my lower lip, trying to focus. My ex is marrying someone else, and I'm planning it. Perfect.

      "Shit!"

      My heel catches on something, sending me tumbling forward. Strong hands grip my waist, steadying me against a wall of warm muscle. Cassian's breath tickles my ear, his scent wrapping around me like smoke.

      "Careful," he murmurs, his voice a low rumble I feel against my back. He holds me longer than necessary. I don't pull away.

      I turn my head slightly, our faces inches apart. "My knight in smoky armor," I whisper, my voice huskier than intended. "Planning my ex's wedding might just be fun after all."

      Don't worry, universe. I have everything under control. You can take a break.

      Oh yeah. You already did that when you left me to plan my ex's funeral.

      No. Wedding. I meant wedding.
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      Something's wrong. Sharon didn't show.

      I waited at the venue for half an hour. Grabbed a coffee. A couple of donuts. Had a fucking pie because apparently stress eating is my coping mechanism. And now I'm heading to Savannah's house because the wedding planner never turned up. Work is drying up anyway. Actors wanting to do their own stunts, thanks to Tom Wild. He got the actors thinking they can get more money by doing it themselves, which they do, and my job, which was in demand, is drying up like the Sahara Desert.

      Sharon's supposed to meet with Penelope Carter at the wedding venue at 9 a.m. today.

      This isn't like her. I remember when she was dating Ben—she was always put together, always trying so hard to be perfect for him. The kind of woman who showed up early and double-checked everything. So where is she? The strange part is that no one turned up. Just me and the venue owner. No bride. No groom. No one. After thirty minutes, the owner said she had other appointments and locked up. I headed to Savannah's to figure out what the hell was going on.

      I'm sitting in Savannah's living room after explaining what happened at the venue, clearly Savannah has her hands full. Damn, I've never seen a pregnant lady carrying triplets, but by the stress lines on Savannah's face, her pregnancy isn't the one stressing her out. Her alphas are Xavier took her temperature and blood pressure like three times while I was venting, telling me that if it reached 180, I would have to leave. No idea what that means, but the dude is uptight. Met him twice, and that was enough for me to know we could never be friends.

      I stand up and walk to the window, watching the snow fall outside. My jaw clenches thinking about Sharon sitting alone at that venue, probably freaking out. That's not like her to just no-show something. Sharon cares. She actually gives a shit about things.

      "Great, she's calling me back," Savannah says, picking up her ringing phone.

      By she, she must mean Sharon.

      She puts her on loudspeaker.

      "No one is here, Savannah," Sharon says through the phone speaker. Her voice is small. Panicked. "Are you sure you got the time right?"

      I'm sprawled back in the armchair across from the couch where Savannah's sitting. I'm in a black band t-shirt that's seen better days, scrolling through my phone, pretending I'm not fully invested in this disaster. But I am. The moment I hear her voice, my attention snaps completely to that speaker.

      "Sharon, did you get there late?" Savannah says.

      "Define late," Sharon says defensively. "I was only… okay, fine, I was late. He's my ex. I kept thinking, I can do this, then I was like, I can't do this. Then I don't know, Savannah. Sorry I let you down."

      I sit up straighter. There's something in her voice as if she’s scared. She was supposed to be there at nine, and it's nearly nine-thirty now. But this doesn't sound like someone who overslept. This sounds like someone who couldn't make herself walk out the door.

      "Sharon," Savannah says, and I can hear the patient exhaustion in her voice. "That is absolutely not on time."

      I can practically see her throwing her hands up. "In the grand scheme of the universe—"

      "Where is the bride?" Savannah interrupts, cutting through Sharon's bullshit.

      There's a pause.

      "That's the weird part," Sharon says, and I can hear the panic creeping into her voice. "There's nobody here. No bride. No staff. No one. I couldn't even get through the door. Did you confirm the meeting?"

      Savannah pulls out her planner from somewhere in the sea of baby blankets and scrolls through the details. I watch her do it. She's got that look on her face. The one that means she knows something's about to get complicated.

      "The meeting is confirmed," Savannah says slowly. "Nine a.m. today. Penelope Carter and Ben Burnside. Wedding planning consultation."

      "Well, they're not here," Sharon says flatly. "I've checked the grounds. I've walked through every room. Nothing. It's like they decided to skip the whole planning a wedding part and just not show up."

      I sit up. My attention sharpens. But now I'm actually thinking about this instead of just half-listening. My mind's working through scenarios. Ben ghosting on his own wedding planning? That's very Ben.

      "This wedding is a disaster," Sharon continues, and I can hear her breathing get heavier. "All of Penelope's RSVPs have refused. I got the final count this morning, and I thought there was a mistake. But no. She only invited forty people, which is weird considering she’s an influencer. Anyway, thirty-eight of them said when I went through them all yesterday."

      "That's worrying," Savannah says.

      "It's a catastrophe," Sharon says. "Who hates someone enough to refuse their wedding invitation? I mean, I hate my ex, and I still don't understand how he managed to get an omega to marry him in the first place. And as for his brothers, maybe they're the reason no one is turning up."

      My spine goes straight.

      "Jett thinks that he's God cause he's a stunt man and walks around showing everyone all his scars. Another obnoxious one. And don't get me started on Pine. And as for Cassian, the man would flirt with the damn table if he could."

      The words hit different than I expected.

      I stand up from the armchair, restless energy moving through me. My scent shifts. Cedar getting sharper. It irritates me that she said that. It irritates me more that it bothers me.

      "No, Sharon. Keep talking about Pine," I interject, moving closer to the phone. My voice comes out gruffer than I intended.

      "Savannah?"

      "No, it's Jett, the one who can't stop showing off how he's God," I say, and there's an edge to my voice. I run my hand through my hair, frustrated. "Sharon, what happened? You're over thirty minutes late."

      Silence on the other end of the line.

      "I... we..." Sharon starts, flustering.

      "Look Sharon, it's fine," Savannah says diplomatically, but her eyes are on me, watching my reaction. "But talk to me. What's going on? Maybe this whole thing was a bad idea."

      I stop pacing. It clicks. Sharon was nervous about this job. About seeing Ben again. About facing all of this. She didn't oversleep or lose track of time—she froze. The thought of seeing my brother again after what he did to her made her unable to walk out the door.

      Savannah abruptly cuts Sharon off, “I didn't know that Ben was your ex. I shouldn't have done this to you. I wouldn't want to arrange my ex's wedding if he was the last man on Earth."

      Then she hangs up. I don’t know what Sharon said on the other line, she probably apologized again. That would be Sharon always thinking of others and not herself.

      I tilt my head to the side, frustration and something else churning in my chest. Something that feels like guilt. Maybe I've been too hard on her. She was trying to work up the guts to see Ben again. He hurt her pretty badly, and that's my jackass brother for you.

      "Your brother must have done a number on Sharon," she says as I move back to the window. I stare out at the snow falling.

      I nod in agreement. My scent settles back to normal. Cedar, sweat, gunpowder. But there's something underneath it now. Something that wasn't there before.

      "Ben isn't great at relationships. Then again, none of us are, but we're not as low as Ben." I pause. "Maybe I'm being too hard on Sharon."

      Savannah nods. "Yeah, I shouldn't have given her this job. Not without explaining about Ben first."

      Her phone chimes, and she reads the message out loud.

      "I'm sorry I've let you down. I won't do it again."

      That's Sharon. Even after everything, the panic, the judgment, the weight of this whole situation, she's apologizing. She's still fighting. She wants to do this job, even if Ben won't appreciate it. Even if she's terrified.

      She's a fighter.

      "Don't worry," I say, my voice quieter than before. Something in my chest feels like determination. "I'll support Sharon as best I can. Where's she staying?"

      "Pine Inn."

      I jump up with a spring in my step. I haven't seen her for five years, but I remember her. Hell, I never stopped remembering her.

      Ben's girlfriend with the curves that made my hands itch every time she walked into a room. Hips that swayed when she moved. Thighs that filled out her jeans in ways that pissed me off because she wasn't mine to look at. She was always so put together back then. Prim and proper. Buttoned up. Trying to be the perfect omega Ben wanted her to be. But her hair never got the memo. Those wild curls had a life of their own, always escaping whatever style she'd wrestled them into, falling into her face, making her look just a little undone.

      Drove me crazy. Made me want to mess her up completely. Made me want to watch that careful composure crack while those curls tangled around my fingers.

      She deserved better than my brother's cold indifference. She deserved someone who actually saw her instead of trying to make her smaller.

      My scent spikes again. Cedar and something protective underneath.

      "Give her some slack," Savannah says with a knowing smile. Like she knows exactly what I'm about to do.

      "I intend to."

      I stand up, already reaching for my jacket, but Cassian's voice stops me.

      Cassian walks in from the hallway, probably finished helping with whatever baby-proofing project had him occupied.

      “Hold on."

      He's looking at me with that expression that means he knows something I don't.

      "You sure you know what you're doing?"

      "I'm going to apologize to Sharon," I say. "What's complicated about that?"

      "You sure it's just an apology?" Cassian leans back in his chair, arms crossed. "Because the way your scent spiked when Savannah mentioned her name suggests this might be more than professional concern."

      I want to deny it. I should deny it. But Cassian's right, he usually is, and lying to my brother feels pointless when he can literally smell the truth on me.

      "She was Ben's girlfriend," I say carefully. "I remember her. A people pleaser who kept apologizing for taking up space, like she had to justify existing around my brother. Ben was a little shit back then. Still is. Sharon never deserved that, and she doesn't deserve me being hard on her now. That's why I'm apologizing."

      "And you think you can give her better?" Cassian's tone isn't judgmental. Just curious.

      "I think she deserves someone who sees her," I say. "Really sees her. Not just as an omega to be tolerated until something better comes along."

      Savannah is watching me with a small smile, like she's seeing something play out that she expected all along.

      "Then go," she says softly. "Sharon could use someone in her corner right now."

      I don't need to be told twice. I grab my jacket and head for the door, my mind already working through what I'm going to say when I find her. My cedar scent rising around me, like it is lifting me up and out the door to go apologize the sexy, albeit anxious, omega. Do you think she would taste like chocolate covered strawberries if I drizzled chocolate on those fantastic tits?
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      My stomach rumbles again, and I ignore it. I could do with losing a few pounds anyway, and the only thing I want to eat is croissants, brownies, and anything that isn't good for me. Pine Hollow has one too many bakeries, and they all make my mouth water just looking at them. I gain pounds just driving past them.

      I headed back to the hotel after the disastrous meeting, forgetting to check my watch because I didn't put my clock back when we changed the time a few weeks ago. I'm a complete chaotic disaster ever since I learned I'm planning Ben's wedding, and I have no idea why Savannah thought this was a good idea.

      I'm sitting in my hotel room at Pine Inn, staring at my laptop like it's going to magically solve all my problems. It won't. My spreadsheets are everywhere. The wedding timeline. The vendor list. The budget breakdown that makes me want to cry. The RSVP tracker that shows almost every single person Ben and Penelope invited said no. Thirty-eight out of forty people.

      I hate my ex, but even I’d show up to his wedding just to judge it in person.

      The room is small. Generic. One of those paintings that could be anything or nothing on the wall. The bed is neatly made because I haven't actually slept in it. My clothes are still in my suitcase in the corner because apparently I'm not staying long enough to bother unpacking. Or maybe I'm just subconsciously preparing for the moment when this all falls apart and I have to run away.

      My phone buzzes. It's Savannah.

      "Jett's coming to help. Let him."

      I stare at that text for way too long.

      Jett Burnside. Ben's brother. I haven't seen him in five years. And now he's coming here because, apparently, I had a meltdown on a phone call and told Savannah that Jett walks around showing off his scars like he invented fire. Which, to be fair, is accurate. But also not something I should have said where other people could hear it.

      I look down at myself. Coffee stain on my sweater. My hair is doing that thing where it's trying to escape the bun I put it in this morning. Probably. I'm not actually sure what time it is anymore. My lip gloss is completely gone, worn away by stress-chewing. I look like someone who's been having a prolonged emotional crisis for the last several hours.

      Which I have been.

      There's a knock on the door.

      My heart does something weird. Jumps. Stays jumped. I'm suddenly very aware that I look like a disaster and Jett Burnside is apparently about to see me looking like this.

      My scent spikes before I can control it. Strawberry panic mixing with honey and something that smells like wildflower anxiety. The scent of an omega who is definitely not fine but is trying very hard to pretend she is.

      I take a breath. I can do this. I'm a professional wedding planner. I've handled worse than Jett Burnside showing up at my hotel room door. I haven't actually, but I can pretend.

      I open the door.

      And suddenly there's Jett Burnside, and Jesus, he got even hotter.

      Before I can stop myself, I blurt out, "Did you get hotter, or did I just forget how to look at attractive men without short-circuiting?"

      His dimple appears. "Both."

      God, I hate that he's right.

      He's wearing a burgundy henley shirt that fits him in ways that should be illegal. His dark hair is styled back but not in a way that looks like he spent time on it. More like he just ran his hands through it and decided that was good enough. His forearms are covered in tattoos. I count at least three new ones I don't recognize. There's one on his inner wrist that looks fresh. Something intricate. Something that probably means something.

      His warm brown eyes are looking at me like I'm the most interesting thing he's seen all day.

      His scent hits me. Cedar and sweat and gunpowder. It's so strong in the doorway that I can barely breathe without inhaling all of him. It settles into my lungs, and my body reacts immediately. My scent spikes again. More strawberry. My skin gets warmer.

      "Sharon," he says. His voice is exactly how I remember it. Low. Direct.

      "Jett," I manage, trying to sound professional instead of like I just had a minor cardiac event. "You didn't have to come here."

      "Savannah called," he says, stepping into the room without waiting for invitation. He moves with that casual confidence of someone comfortable taking up space. "Said you were spiraling. Said the wedding was chaos. Figured you could use help."

      I close the door behind him, suddenly very aware that my scent is probably announcing every single emotion I'm having right now. Panic. Attraction. Shame about the state of my hotel room. Confusion about why he's here.

      "I've got the situation under control," I say, which is a complete lie, and we both know it. My hotel room is covered in papers. Empty coffee cups line the desk. There's a half-eaten sandwich from yesterday that I should probably throw away.

      He looks around the room, taking in the mess. Then he looks at me. His warm brown eyes drop down to my coffee-stained sweater and back up to my face. His dimple appears and disappears as he tries not to smile.

      "Right," he says. "Totally under control. Your scent smells like a strawberry panic attack wrapped in wildflower desperation."

      I flush immediately. Of course he noticed. Alphas always notice. It's one of the things about them that's both terrifying and weirdly comforting. They notice everything. They see past the lies you tell yourself.

      He moves further into the room, looking at the spreadsheets scattered across the desk. He picks up one page and scans it. Then another. He's standing over my work like he's trying to understand the scope of the disaster.

      My stomach rumbles. Loudly. Right there in front of him.

      I want to die.

      "When's the last time you ate?" Jett asks, not even looking up from the papers.

      "I had coffee this morning," I say defensively. "And maybe some of a sandwich yesterday. Or was that the day before?"

      He turns to look at me. Really looks at me. His warm brown eyes are serious now. Not cocky. Not playful. Just serious in a way that makes my heart do that weird jumping thing again.

      "We're going out," he says. It's not a suggestion. His tone doesn't leave room for argument. "There's a bakery a few blocks from here. We can grab food, sit, talk about the wedding. But first, you're eating."

      "I can't," I say immediately. "I mean, I could, but I probably shouldn't. I've been stress eating since I got here, and I could really stand to lose a few pounds. Ben used to always—"

      I stop. I didn't mean to say that out loud.

      Jett sets the papers down carefully and turns to face me fully. His jaw tightens. His scent shifts. Cedar gets sharper. Gunpowder becomes more pronounced.

      "Ben used to always what?" he asks quietly.

      I shrug, trying to play it off. "He'd mention that I was gaining weight. That I should probably cut back on carbs. That I'd look better if I was smaller. You know how he is."

      Jett crosses the room in a few strides. He's suddenly very close to me. Close enough that his scent completely surrounds my strawberry panic and turns it into something else. Close enough that I can see the intensity in his warm brown eyes.

      "You're perfect the way you are," he says, and it's not like he's trying to be smooth or charming. It's just a statement. A fact. Like he's telling me the sky is blue. "Your size. Your shape. The way you take up space. It's all perfect. And if Ben couldn't see that, then that's his problem. Not yours."

      I stare at him.

      He doesn’t look away from me, not even for a second. “I mean it,” he says, and then he hooks a finger under my chin and tips my face up. His touch is gentle, but there’s nothing gentle about the way he’s looking at me. “Your curves are beautiful, Sharon. All of them. Your hips, your thighs, the way your body moves when you walk. You’re an omega. You’re meant to be soft. You’re meant to have a body that feels like this.” He brushes his thumb along my jaw, slow and certain. “Ben making you feel otherwise just proves he never understood a damn thing.”

      My scent shifts. Less wildflower panic. More honey sweetness. My throat gets tight.

      "I don't know what to say to that," I admit quietly.

      "Say yes to food," he says, stepping back slightly but still holding my gaze. "Say yes to croissants and brownies and whatever else Pine Hollow bakeries have to offer. Say yes to not starving yourself because some asshole made you feel like you needed to be smaller to be worthy."

      He's vulnerable now. I can see it underneath the gruff exterior. He cares about this. About me. And that's terrifying in a way I don't want to examine too closely right now.

      "Okay," I say quietly. "Okay, let's go eat."

      His dimple appears as he smiles. A real smile. Not cocky or charming. Just genuine.

      "Good," he says. "Because your stomach's going to stage a full mutiny if you don't feed it soon."

      My stomach chooses that exact moment to rumble again, and despite everything, I laugh. It's slightly hysterical but it's genuine.

      "Come on," Jett says, moving toward the door. He grabs his jacket from where he set it and turns back to me. "Let's go get you some carbs. Lots of them. The good kind that Ben said you shouldn't eat."

      As we head out of the hotel room, I catch my reflection in the mirror. I still look like a disaster. Hair still frizzy. Sweater still stained. But something in my expression has shifted. There's a softness there now. A slight smile.

      And for the first time since I found out I was planning Ben's wedding, I don't feel completely alone.

      We walk through Pine Hollow together, Jett's scent mixing with mine as we move down the street. Cedar and sweat and gunpowder mixing with strawberry and honey. The combination is oddly comforting. We look like we belong together, I realize. Like we fit.

      The bakery is warm and smells like everything I've been denying myself. Croissants. Brownies. Fresh bread. Cinnamon rolls. Jett orders two croissants, two brownies, and coffee for both of us. I try to protest but he just raises an eyebrow and tells the cashier to make it happen.

      We find a small table in the corner. The croissant is buttery and flaky and absolutely perfect. I eat half of it before I realize I'm being gross.

      "Don't stop," Jett says, watching me. "You need this."

      "This is going to go straight to my hips," I say, but I'm already reaching for the brownie.

      "Good," Jett says simply, leaning back in his chair and studying me like I'm the most interesting thing he's ever seen. "Your hips are perfect. Everything about you is perfect, Sharon. Stop arguing about it."

      We eat in comfortable silence for a few minutes. The warmth of the bakery. The smell of fresh food. His presence across from me. It's all so different from the anxiety that's been my constant companion for the last few days.

      "So," Jett says, breaking the silence. He reaches across the table and taps my phone. "Let's talk about this wedding disaster. What exactly are we dealing with?"

      I pull out my phone and show him the spreadsheet. The vendor list. The RSVP tracker. The budget breakdown. As I'm walking him through everything, he listens. Really listens. He asks questions. He makes notes. He doesn't interrupt or judge. He just absorbs the information like someone genuinely trying to understand the scope of the problem.

      "Okay," he says finally, setting my phone down carefully. "This is fixable. It's not ideal, but it's fixable. How much of the venue deposit can you get back if we cancel?"

      "That's the thing," I say. "Ben called me earlier and said that he can't afford the rest of the deposit right now. The venue wants payment immediately or they're canceling anyway."

      Jett's jaw works. He's clearly thinking through something. He reaches for his brownie and takes a bite while he processes.

      "What if we help?" he says finally. "What if the family helps? What if I help?"

      "Jett, I can't ask you guys to—"

      "You didn't ask," he interrupts. He sets down the brownie and leans forward, his warm brown eyes serious. "I'm offering. Ben's my brother. He's an asshole, but he's family. And you're trying to plan his wedding even though he broke your heart. That deserves support."

      I don't know what to say to that. He's thirty, and now he's offering to help pay for a wedding for the brother who probably treated him like he treats everyone else. Like crap.

      "Why are you being so nice to me?" I ask quietly.

      Jett sets down his coffee. His warm brown eyes lock onto mine and hold.

      "Because you matter," he says simply. "Because five years ago, Ben had you and treated you like you didn't. And now you're back, and you're trying to fix his mess even though he doesn't deserve it. That says something about your character. And I like people with good character."

      My scent shifts again. Strawberry and honey and something that feels dangerously like the beginning of attraction mixed with genuine emotional connection.

      "Jett," I start, but I don't know how to finish that sentence.

      "Finish that brownie," he says. His dimple appears as he grins at me. "You've still got room."

      We finish our food and head back to the hotel. By the time we get to my room, I'm feeling almost human again. Not stressed. Not panicked. Just tired and full and surrounded by someone who actually cares.

      Jett closes the door behind us and leans against it. He's watching me with that intensity I'm starting to recognize. Like he's memorizing the way I look. Like this moment matters.

      "Thank you," I say quietly. "For coming. For the food. For reminding me that I matter."

      He pushes off from the door and crosses the room in a few strides. His hand finds my face, and he's tilting my chin up so I'm looking at him.

      "You matter," he says. "And anyone who makes you feel like you don't is an idiot."

      Then he's kissing me. It's not tentative. It's not asking permission. It's claiming and needy and full of everything I've been feeling since he walked through that door.

      My hands find his shoulders. His hands find my waist. My scent spikes strawberry as my body responds to his proximity, to his touch, to the intensity of what's happening.

      He pulls back, breathing heavy. His warm brown eyes are focused entirely on me.

      "I'm going to come back tomorrow," he says. "And we're handling this wedding together. You don't do it alone anymore. You hear me?"

      "Together," I repeat softly.

      "Yeah," he says. "Together. You and me and the rest of pack. We're here. We're staying. You don't have to be brave alone anymore."

      Then he's kissing me again, and this time it's softer. It's promise. It's him admitting that he needs this too. That he needs to be needed.

      When he finally leaves, my lips are tingling and my scent is doing wild things. I touch my lips and realize I'm smiling like an idiot.

      Thanks, universe. Since discovering Ben's wedding plans, I finally feel in command. The insecure girl he knew has vanished. In her place stands a planner who will craft the wedding of the year.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            4

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            SHARON

          

        

      

    

    
      After the time I had with Jett yesterday, I should be more relaxed, but planning this wedding is stressing me out and makes me feel as if I'm completely out of my league. So, I leave the hotel room behind. No more working in isolation. I head to the office.

      By the time I make it back there, I've had approximately four panic attacks, eaten an entire bag of gas-station chips, and convinced myself that this job was a mistake. A beautiful, terrible, catastrophic mistake that's going to end with me living in a cardboard box under a bridge somewhere.

      I smell like a smoothie that's having an emotional breakdown.

      The office is quiet when I arrive. I sit down at my desk and stare at my computer screen like it might have answers. It doesn't. It just has a blinking cursor that's mocking me.

      Jessica is supposed to call within the hour. It's been forty-five minutes. Jett is supposed to help, but I can't wait around for him to show and Savannah recommended Jessica.

      I've reorganized my desk three times. I've color-coded my files by bride name, even though there's only one bride in the system and she's currently ghosting me. I've made a spreadsheet tracking the RSVPs that said no because apparently when my brain panics, it organizes.

      It's a coping mechanism.

      I'm mid-reorganization of my pen collection when my phone buzzes.

      When I receive a text from Cassian.

      "Savannah told us about the wedding situation. We're both off today. We want to help."

      My heart does a weird flip.

      Both. As in more than Jett. Great. Two Alphas are going to see me in full panic mode.

      Before I can process that, another text lights up the screen, but this time it's from their brother, Pine. The tattoo artist. The one with sleeve tattoos who makes my stomach flip every time he looks at me.

      My pulse kicks up just seeing his name on my screen. Which is ridiculous. It's a text message, not a marriage proposal.

      But there's something about Pine that gets under my skin in ways I'm not ready to examine. The way he moves, or how his voice drops when he's focused on something.

      I tap the message open, my fingers suddenly clumsy.

      How the heck did they all get my number?

      Silly question. Answer: Savannah.

      "Closed the shop early. Vale's helping. ETA 15 minutes."

      I stare at the message like it's written in another language. Vale helps Pine run his tattoo shop.

      All three of them. Cassian, Jett, and Pine.

      Savannah apparently called everyone and told them I'm a disaster.

      I glance around the office. It's small but professional. Organized. Clean. Which is great except I suddenly care very much about how it looks, and about how I look, and about the fact that I'm still wearing the same sweater from earlier with the coffee stain I tried to hide with my blazer.

      I'm spiraling so hard that I don't hear the door open until Cassian's voice cuts through my internal meltdown.

      "Sharon. You good?"

      I look up, and there's Cassian in my doorway, and Jesus Christ, he's even taller in the small office. He has to duck slightly under the frame like the building wasn't designed for humans his size. Leather jacket, despite the warm weather. Dark hair slightly messy, like he's been running his hands through it. His gray eyes are focused entirely on me.

      "Define good," I say, because apparently I have zero filter today.

      "Good means you're still standing." He steps inside like he owns the room, pulls out the chair across from my desk, and sits. Suddenly he's taking up most of the oxygen.

      "Where are we at?" he says.

      We. When did we become we?

      "There's nothing to talk about," I lie. "I have a wedding that doesn't exist and a bride who's ghosting me and a groom who's my ex and a job that's imploding and apparently I can't handle any of it. Flowers which haven't been chosen nor bought. The same with the photographer, menu everything."

      "Easy. Slow down," a voice adds from the doorway.

      I turn.

      Jett stands there, carrying coffee cups. His hair is still styled back. He sets a cup in front of me without asking.

      "Oat milk. Three sugars," he says. "I remembered."

      My throat gets tight when he looks at me like he did yesterday. Lust. Ready to fuck my mouth. Ready to get down and dirty.

      Cassian smirks. "Go get a room. Wait, did you two?"

      I shake my head fast. "No. Absolutely not."

      Jett raises an eyebrow. "Defensive much?"

      "Well, for someone who did an absolutely not, you seem a little defensive," Cassian adds.

      Good. Perfect. Now I feel very small and very squished between giants.

      Where is Jessica so this conversation can move away from my nonexistent love life and back to the disaster wedding no one wants to attend?

      "Relax, Sharon." Jett moves closer and puts a hand on my shoulder. "He's just teasing."

      Which is great, except now I'm thinking about his hands and all the other places they could go.

      Concentrate, Sharon. Or I'll end up in heat and knotting with these Alphas.

      Fantastic. Now my panties are wet just thinking about it.

      Cassian tilts his head. "Are you having a heat spike?"

      I touch my face and realize my cheeks are burning. The tips of my fingers come away hot. My skin feels feverish, flushed, like someone replaced my blood with lava.

      Cassian watches me. His gray eyes are sharp and knowing, and he leans closer in his chair, elbows resting loosely on his knees.

      "You're turning pink," he says quietly.

      I try to laugh it off, but my voice wobbles as I move away. "It is warm in here. The heater must be broken."

      If anything, the room is chilly. I can feel the cool air on my arms, but my body is betraying me, warming from the inside out. I tug at the collar of my sweater, trying to let air in.

      Jett notices immediately. He moves closer, one long, sure stride at a time. He stops beside my chair, close enough that the heat from his body reaches me. Cedar and gunpowder mix with something warmer.

      He touches the back of his hand to my forehead. “You're overheating," he says.

      Because I keep trying to get away and one or both of you decide to touch me.

      Pine arrives, and stands behind me, his presence large and steady. The room feels smaller with all three of them, but in a strange way, safer too. His scent is darker, metal and ink and sandalwood. It settles around me like a weighted blanket.

      Great, now there is no way out. I'm surrounded.

      I shake my head. "I'm fine. As long as everyone keeps their knots to themselves."

      Did I really say that out loud?

      Cassian crouches before my chair, his large hand settling on my knee.

      "I'm not," I insist, but my words come too fast, too desperate.

      Jett raises an eyebrow. "Then why are your pupils blown like that? And why mention knots? Now I'm thinking about it."

      My breaths come shallow and uneven. Heat coils low in my stomach. I can’t deny my body anymore. My scent thickens, and the three of them breathe it in at the same time.

      Their eyes change, just slightly. Darker. Focused. Possessive.

      It thrills me.

      "This isn't happening," I whisper, covering my face with my hands. “I'm planning a wedding and not having a heat spike in the office."

      "Tell me about it, I haven't even had lunch yet," Cassian winks.

      Cassian stands and helps me to my feet. His touch is gentle, but the moment his hand closes around my arm, a chill runs down my spine. My whole body reacts to him, and I hate that I love it.

      “The good news is that you’re not in full heat, but your body is close. The scent, the temperature, the shaking. It’s just a spike.”

      “I'm not shaking." I lift my chin.

      My legs tremble, but the office is big enough with two small couches and a chaise lounge. There’s enough space for them to take care of me, I just need to let them.

      All three of them see it.

      Cassian's voice turns softer. "Let us help you sit."

      So why did you get me to stand up?

      He guides me toward the couch in the back corner of the office. I want to argue, but my knees feel unreliable, so I follow him. The couch is small, meant for clients who want cozy meetings and floral samples. Right now, it feels like a trap, especially once Pine and Jett follow.

      I lower myself onto the cushions. My heart beats too fast. I sit on Jett’s lap. Pine’s to my left. Cassian leans against the desk across from us, arms crossed, watching me carefully.

      "I can handle this alone," I say, even though I don't sound convincing.

      "No," Pine answers, voice deep and quiet. "You shouldn't have to."

      Jett studies me with dark eyes. "You're breathing too fast. Try to slow it down."

      He takes my hand, intertwining our fingers without asking for permission. His skin is warm, and the contact sends a shiver rushing up my arm. I feel too much. Everything is too sharp. My senses are on fire.

      Cassian moves closer. He kneels on the floor beside my legs, his hands braced on either side of my knees, careful not to touch me directly. His voice is gentle.

      "Look at me. Just breathe."

      I try. I really do. My chest rises too quickly, and my scent grows thicker. Strawberries and honey. Hot sugar. A smell no Alpha can ignore.

      Pine inhales, and his shoulders tense. His head drops forward for a moment as if he needs to gather control. When he lifts his eyes again, they are darker.

      Jett lifts his hand to my cheek. His thumb brushes along my jaw. "We won't let anything happen that you don’t want."

      My pulse slows. My breathing evens. I relax a little into the couch. Jett begins rubbing slow circles on the back of my hand. Cassian stays close enough to smell my scent but far enough to give me room. Pine watches my face like I am fragile glass.

      For a moment, it is quiet. Warm. Almost peaceful.

      Then a wave of heat breaks over me without warning. It rolls through my belly and leaves my skin prickling. My breath catches. My thighs press together on instinct. I try to hide it, but Cassian sees.

      He places a hand under my chin and lifts my face toward him. His eyes search mine.

      "You're in mini heat," he says softly. "You don't need to pretend."

      I swallow hard. My voice comes out a whisper. "I don't want to lose control."

      "Then stay close to us," Jett says. “We'll keep you steady."

      My whole body trembles. The room smells like smoke and sandalwood and cedar and honey. The scents mix in the air, the kind of mix that sinks into my bones.

      Pine shifts beside me. His arm brushes mine. The contact is accidental, but I gasp anyway. My breath stutters, and my scent spikes sharper, sweeter.

      Jett notices first. His lips part slightly. He leans in, slow, like he is giving me time to pull away.

      He presses a light kiss to my temple.

      Soft. Careful.

      My body melts toward him before I can think.

      Cassian watches, jaw tight. Pine's hand settles on the back of the couch behind my shoulders, protective but not demanding. Their restraint should make me calm. Instead, it makes everything worse. My body burns. My heart stutters. Heat licks up my spine in slow torturous waves.

      I turn my head, and Jett is still watching me. His eyes flick to my mouth. He hesitates, waiting for permission I do not even have words for.

      I lean toward him first.

      The kiss is gentle at the start. His lips are warm and sure, brushing mine with a softness that makes my chest ache. The gentleness does not last. The second I sigh against his mouth, he deepens the kiss. One hand cups my cheek. The other pulls me closer.

      The world tilts. The sofa presses firm and real beneath me. Heat curls low in my belly. Pine's breath grazes the back of my neck, which only makes everything worse, because I know he is watching me fall apart.

      Cassian stands slowly. He moves closer, steps silent, voice low.

      "Easy. She needs space."

      “I’m overwhelmed a bit.”

      Jett pulls back, but only a little. His forehead rests against mine while I catch my breath in uneven gasps.

      Pine places a large hand on the small of my back. The touch is steady and warm. He does not push. He does not rush. He simply gives me something to lean on.

      Cassian kneels again in front of me. His thumb brushes gently along my knee. His eyes soften.

      I swallow hard. My voice shakes when I speak. "I'm scared."

      Jett presses another kiss to the corner of my mouth. His voice is quiet. "Then we stay right here."

      Pine's hand slides up my back, fingers spread wide. His warmth sinks beneath my skin.

      Cassian's hand covers mine. "We're not going anywhere."

      Finally, my body stops fighting.

      The heat rises.

      The room
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Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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