
  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT KNOT MY EX’S DADDIES

          

        

      

    

    
      Sexting your bosses? Accidentally.

      Finding out they're your ex's dads? Knotting. Me. Senseless.

      I've been popping suppressants like candy and avoiding my three alpha bosses for weeks. It felt like the right move, but now my heat is coming, and the filthy thoughts I've had about Jason, Edward, and Samuel from the Fox Run Pack are completely inappropriate.

      So when I accidentally sext Jason the dirtiest message ever written (complete with what I'd let them do to my curves), I'm ready to pack my desk and flee the country.

      Instead? The three silver foxes call me into the office, shut the door, and their scents wash over me like a claiming.

      They need a surrogate. My suppressants just failed. And they have a proposal that has nothing to do with clinics and everything to do with their nest, their bed, and the old-fashioned way of making babies.

      My omega is screaming yes. My brain says this is insane.

      Jason growls, "We can scent how much you want this, little omega," while Edward's hands grip my hips and Samuel promises to worship every curve... resistance isn't an option.

      They give me a week to decide, so I run to the mountains to escape my own desire.

      But my ex just happens to be at the same resort, getting married.

      And my three bosses? They're here too.

      I came here to escape, but thinking is impossible when I want my bosses so badly.

      Could my accidental sext be the best mistake of my life?

      Knot My Ex's Daddies is a standalone MFMM why choose omegaverse romance with age gap, accidental pregnancy, and three silver fox alphas who will do anything to protect their omega.
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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 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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      Hey ladies,

      Thanks for picking up this book. Maybe the cover made you do a double take. It doesn’t matter, because 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. Men and women 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 a small mountain town known for Christmas trees and gossip. Imagine 27 Dresses meets Gilmore Girls with all the Christmas chaos you secretly love.

      A few important things to know:

      •No magic, no shifting

      •Suppressants exist to hide 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. The Alphas 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 four alphas who are everything you didn’t know you needed.

      Love,

      Beck Winters
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            STACEY

          

        

      

    

    
      It's been six months since I've been back in the city. I don't regret it. No way, but it doesn't stop me from missing Jessica and the guys in the small town of Largo Waters. Especially now that Jessica is expecting.

      My phone buzzes as I'm packing up my desk for the day, trying not to stare through the glass walls of Jason's office where he's rolled up his sleeves and is running his fingers through that silver hair that makes my omega purr.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: What's Jason wearing today?

      

      

      

      

      

      I snort, drawing a look from Karen two cubicles over. She's been giving me the stink-eye for three weeks now, ever since I wore that emerald green dress that hugged every curve. Not my fault the fabric clung to my ass like it was painted on.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Not telling. Giving the details to my single friends.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: You don't understand. I'm pregnant. Not dead. I'm like a dessert that needs rain.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Desert.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Really? You think I need a spelling lesson right now. Tell me about your bosses.

      

      

      

      

      

      I glance up again. Jason's still in his office, jacket off, tie loosened. Edward just walked in—tall, broader than Jason, with those incredible shoulders that make me want to climb him like a tree. And Samuel... God, Samuel's leaning against the doorframe with that knowing smirk that says he's fully aware of every dirty thought running through my head.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Carlos still keeping his distance?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: YES. He read three books. THREE. About pregnancy and omega biology and knots and now he's convinced he'll cause brain damage to the baby if he knots me. I told him that's not how it works. I showed him the medical literature. He's reading MORE books now. I swear to God, he's the horniest of my four alphas and he's acting like I'm made of glass.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I'm sorry.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Don't be. Distract me. Tell me about your bosses.

      

      

      

      

      

      I bite my lip, fingers hovering over my phone. I should be professional, and not be texting my best friend about how much I want my bosses to rail me six ways to Sunday. But the suppressants are making me irritable and my omega is howling for attention and Jessica's the only one who gets it.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Okay but you asked for this.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: I'm literally sitting here with a pint of ice cream waiting. Give me DETAILS.

      

      

      

      

      

      I grab my purse and head for the elevator, typing as I walk.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Jason wore the charcoal suit today. The one that makes his eyes look like smoke. He had a meeting this morning and I had to bring in the quarterly reports. He smiled at me. Not the professional smile. The one where his eyes crinkle and he looks at me like I'm not just his assistant.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: Go on...

      

      

      

      

      

      The elevator dings and I step inside, alone thank God.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Edward brought me coffee. Not the crappy break room stuff. He went to that fancy place three blocks away. Got my order exactly right without me saying anything. Caramel latte, extra shot, oat milk. He REMEMBERED from a conversation we had two weeks ago.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: That's hot.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: And Samuel. God. Samuel keeps finding reasons to stand close to me. Today he needed a file from the cabinet behind my desk. He pressed right up against my back to reach it. I could feel the heat of him. My omega almost PURRED out loud.

      

      

      

      

      

      I'm walking to the subway now, weaving through rush hour crowds, but all I can think about is the way Samuel's scent wraps around me like a physical touch.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: Are you wet right now?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Jessica!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Answer the question.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: ...Yes.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: I knew it! Tell me more. What do you want them to do to you?

      

      

      

      

      

      I pause at the top of the subway stairs. This is admitting things I've been trying not to think about for weeks. But the suppressants are fucking with my emotions and I'm lonely and Jessica's right—she's pregnant, not dead, and she needs this distraction.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I want Jason to bend me over his desk. Right there in his office with the city lights behind him. I want him to slide that tie off and use it to bind my wrists.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: OH MY GOD YES. What else?

      

      

      

      

      

      I'm on the subway now, tucked into a corner where no one can see my screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Edward's hands. Have you seen his hands? They're huge. I keep thinking about them gripping my hips, holding me still while he—

      

      

      

      

      

      I can't finish the thought in text. My cheeks are burning and my omega is practically doing backflips.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: WHILE HE WHAT?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: While he fucks me from behind. Slow and deep and so thorough I forget my own name.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: I'm living for this. Keep going. What about Samuel?

      

      

      

      

      

      The subway lurches and I grab the pole, steadying myself. A beta man in a business suit glances at me and I realize I'm breathing rapidly, my suppressants working overtime to keep my scent from broadcasting my arousal to the entire train car.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Samuel would watch first. He'd sit in that leather chair in Jason's office and watch Jason and Edward take me apart. And then when I'm already shaking and desperate, he'd finally touch me. He'd be so gentle at first. Worshipping every curve like he has all the time in the world.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: I never knew that I could get so turned on while eating mint chocolate chip.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: You asked!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: I did and I regret nothing. But seriously babe, why are you still on suppressants? Your heat's got to be coming soon.

      

      

      

      

      

      My stop. I shove through the doors and climb the stairs to street level, the cool evening air hitting my overheated skin.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Three more weeks according to my tracker. I'm fine.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: You're texting me pornographic fantasies about your bosses.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: They're not just fantasies. I think they're interested.

      

      

      

      

      

      I unlock my apartment building door and climb the four flights of stairs because the elevator's broken again. Of course it is.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: Tell me more.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Me: The way they look at me. The coffee. The touching. Last week Samuel put his hand on the small of my back when we were leaving a meeting. It was barely anything but I felt it for HOURS after.

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Jessica: Have you caught them talking about you?

      

      

      

      

      

      I unlock my apartment door which I’m renting and sharing with the owner, Tina. It’s expensive and she seems to think that not only am I her tenant, but her cleaning lady too.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I heard them in the break room yesterday. I was coming back from lunch and they didn't know I was there. Edward said something about how good I looked in that pencil skirt. Jason told him to behave. Samuel laughed and said they were all thinking it.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: BABE. They want you.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: They're my BOSSES. It's completely inappropriate.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: So is sexting your best friend about them but here we are.

      

      

      

      

      

      She's got a point. I kick off my heels and pour myself a glass of wine. Cheap white from the corner store, but it'll do.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I don't know what to do. Some of the women at work already hate me. Karen literally told me I should wear clothes that fit.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Karen can choke. You look amazing and you know it.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: I wear what makes me feel good. It's not my fault the pencil skirts are tight. That's how they're designed.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: And if your bosses appreciate the view, that's just a bonus right?

      

      

      

      

      

      I take a long sip of wine, and sigh with relief knowing that Tina’s not about. I don’t hang around the living room in case she returns so I head to my room which is no bigger than the closet inside and shut the door.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I miss having a pack.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: I know sweetie. You'll find them.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: I thought Damian and I would build one.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Damian was an asshole who didn't deserve you.

      

      

      

      

      

      The wine is already going to my head. I should eat something but I can’t be bothered. Besides I enjoy talking to Jessica. She takes away the loneliness, and makes me feel as if I’m back in Largo Waters.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: What if my bosses are my pack?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Is that the wine talking or is this a genuine feeling?

      

      

      

      

      

      I pause, sinking deeper into my pillows. The wine glass is cool against my palm. Jason's steady presence fills my mind first. How safe I feel around him. Then Edward's protective nature, always checking that I've eaten lunch. Samuel's playfulness, pulling laughter from me even when I'm stressed.

      My thumbs hover over the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I don't know. Maybe both. They're older. I clearly have daddy issues.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Nothing wrong with silver foxes.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: When they're your bosses, then it's an issue.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Details. Tell me more about what you'd let them do to you.

      

      

      

      

      

      I should eat dinner. Watch something mindless on TV. Go to bed like a responsible adult. Instead I reach for the bottle on my nightstand. The cheap Pinot Grigio burns slightly going down, that acidic edge from the seven dollar price tag. But it warms my chest. Makes everything softer.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Jason's hand in my hair while he fucks my mouth. Edward pinning me down, biting my shoulder when he comes. Riding Samuel while the other two watch.

      

      

      

      

      

      My breath catches. The room feels warmer. I can almost smell it. That phantom cedar that clings to Jason's collar. The way it fills the air when he leans over my shoulder in the conference room to check my work. Rich and woodsy and male.

      I take another sip. Longer this time. The wine coating my lips.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I dream about their knots. Being so full of them I can't think. Bred and claimed and kept.

      

      

      

      

      

      My fingers fly faster now. The phone screen blurs slightly as heat crawls up my neck. Edward's sandalwood floods my imagination. Rich and smooth and deep. How it would taste on his skin if I pressed my mouth to his throat in the elevator. Licked the sweat from his pulse point.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: I touch myself thinking about them. Come imagining their hands, their mouths, their cocks. They'd ruin me for anyone else.

      

      

      

      

      

      My heart pounds. I shift against the sheets, feeling the cotton of my nightgown slide over sensitized skin. Too hot suddenly. Samuel's bergamot cuts through my thoughts. Bright and citrus-sharp. The way it mingles with his cologne when he laughs at something I've said. When he stands too close.

      The words keep pouring out, reckless and hungry.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Every surface in that office. The desk, the couch, the floor. The whole building hearing me scream their names.

      

      

      

      

      

      My breath comes faster now. Wine and loneliness melting into something dangerous. Heat pools low in my belly. I can almost feel it. Jason's rough palm tightening in my hair. Edward's teeth breaking skin on my shoulder. Samuel's hands bruising my hips while he fills me.

      The phone buzzes.

      I blink at the screen through wine-hazed vision.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jason: First thing in the morning at six, I want you in my office.

      

      

      

      

      

      The phone falls onto the comforter.

      No.

      I grab it again, my hands shaking. Scroll up through my messages. My stomach drops straight through the mattress.

      Oh God.

      The last few texts. His hand in my hair. Being bred. Screaming their names.

      They didn't go to Jessica, but Jason my boss.

      Because apparently when you're three glasses of wine deep and horny and lonely, you don't double-check which "J" contact you're texting.

      Jessica's name is right there in my messages. Three dots showing she's typing. And above that... Jason's name. With three of the filthiest messages I've ever written in my life.

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: FUCK

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Jessica: What's wrong?

      

      

      

      

      

      But I can't answer her because I'm staring at Jason's response. Six AM. His office. First thing in the morning.

      I'm in trouble.

      My phone buzzes again.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jason: Don't even think about calling in sick. We need to have a conversation. The three of us.

      

      

      

      

      

      The three of us.

      Oh God, does that mean Edward and Samuel know too? Did he show them? Are they all sitting around right now reading about how I want to be bred and knotted and claimed?

      I'm going to throw up.

      Or die.

      Possibly both.

      My omega, the traitorous bitch, is practically preening. She's been screaming at me for weeks to make a move and now I've made the biggest, messiest, most mortifying move possible.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: HELLO? What happened?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: I accidentally sexted Jason.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: ...

      

      

      

      
        
          
        Jessica: Jason your boss Jason?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Yes.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: How much did you send him?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Everything.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Oh honey.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: He wants to see me at six in the morning. Him and "the three of us." I think Edward and Samuel know too.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Okay don't panic.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: I just told my bosses that I want them to fuck me until I can't walk!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: That’s what you want.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: That's not the POINT Jessica!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: What did he say exactly?

      

      

      

      

      

      I screenshot Jason's messages and send them to her. The three dots appear immediately.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: "We need to have a conversation." Not "you're fired." Not "this is inappropriate." A conversation.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: A conversation about how I'm a sexual harassment lawsuit waiting to happen!

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Jessica: Or... and hear me out... a conversation about how they want you too.

      

      

      

      

      

      I stare at my phone. At the possibility that this massive, catastrophic mistake might somehow, impossibly, be the best thing that's ever happened to me.

      Then I run to the bathroom and throw up the wine and the hope and the terror all at once.

      Tomorrow morning, I'm going to walk into Jason's office and face the three men I've been fantasizing about for months.

      I should run. Pack a bag and leave the state and change my name.

      Instead, I strip off my clothes, toss them wherever they want to land, and then set my alarm for five, and pray that whatever happens tomorrow, I survive it.

      My phone buzzes one more time.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: Text me after. And babe? Wear the green dress.

      

      

      

      

      

      I laugh, slightly hysterical, and fall into bed still fully clothed.

      I close my eyes and try not to think about Jason's hand in my hair, Edward's mouth on my skin, Samuel's praise in my ear.

      I fail miserably.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            2

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            JASON

          

        

      

    

    
      The second cold shower does nothing.

      Ice water beats down while I brace against marble tile, trying to think about quarterly reports instead of the words burned into my phone screen.

      I want to feel his hand in my hair while he fucks my mouth.

      Christ.

      I step out, grab a towel. The mirror shows fifty-one years wearing its evidence. Silver hair that used to be brown. Lines around my eyes. My body's still decent from the gym, but I'm not young. Not the kind of man a twenty-nine-year-old omega should fantasize about.

      Except she is.

      I pull on sleep pants and cross to the windows. The early hours of the morning, the city spread below like a carpet of lights. My bedroom takes up the entire east wing. California king that feels cavernous. Furniture worth more than cars. Art my decorator bought for investment value.

      Expensive everything. Home nowhere.

      My phone sits on the nightstand. I shouldn't look again. My thumb finds the messages anyway.

      I'd let them take turns. One at a time or all together, I don't care. I just want them.

      This isn't just sex. It's the way her scent hits me every morning. Vanilla and coconut making my alpha wake up and notice. Six months of telling myself it's temporary attraction. That I’m past my prime, stretched thin, and damaged.

      These messages prove otherwise.

      I pull on a t-shirt and head into the hallway. Twelve thousand square feet of luxury we bought when Katherine died. When the Connecticut packhouse became unbearable.

      Photographs line the walls. Katherine in her garden. Charles as a baby in Edward's arms. The four of us at Samuel's graduation. Katherine pregnant, glowing, my hand over hers on her belly.

      We were happy then.

      Edward's room is in the west wing, light showing under the door. I knock twice and push inside. We stopped asking permission years ago.

      He sits on his bed's edge, head in his hands. Shirtless, black boxer briefs, thick muscles, dark hair mussed. Salt and pepper at the temples now.

      "Can't sleep either?" His voice is rough.

      "Not even close."

      He lifts his head. Tension carved into every line. Dark eyes fixing on me with that special forces focus that misses nothing.

      "You showed Samuel?"

      "Not yet. You first." I move to his window, look out at the sleeping city. "She texted me. Multiple times."

      Edward stands, joins me at the glass. "I saw the screenshots you sent."

      "All three of us," I say.

      "Complicated." He crosses his arms, muscles flexing.

      "Everything worth having has complications." I turn to face him. "You bring her coffee every morning. Check on her throughout the day."

      His jaw tightens. "What's the plan?"

      "See if she meant it. Or if it was just drunk texting." I pull out my phone, show him the timestamps again. "Look how they escalate."

      Edward takes the phone, studies the screen. His hands curl into fists. "Then we're deliberate about this. She's not Katherine."

      The name sits heavy between us.

      Katherine. Our omega. Our wife. Twenty-three years before cancer took her. Fifteen years gone and sometimes it still feels like yesterday.

      "No one's asking her to replace Katherine," I say, voice rougher than I intend.

      "Aren't we?" Edward hands back my phone, turns to face me fully. "Three alphas without an omega for years. Starving for pack bonds. Then Stacey shows up with her bright eyes and curves and scent that makes us ache to claim on sight." He paces to his bed, back again. "We need honesty about what this is."

      "What do you think it is?"

      "Desperation."

      The word hits hard.

      "Maybe," I admit. "Doesn't make it wrong."

      Edward stops pacing. "Doesn't make it right either."

      I check my watch. Almost four. "We should get Samuel. He'll have thoughts."

      Edward grabs a shirt, pulls it on. We head down the hallway together. Samuel's room sits between ours, door open as always. He doesn't believe in closed doors. Says they make him feel trapped.

      Jazz plays softly. Something smooth and old that Samuel loves and Edward hates.

      We find him on his balcony, legs stretched out, amber liquid in hand. Whiskey, probably. Samuel's insomnia cure has always been good scotch and Miles Davis.

      Silk pajama pants, bare chest, dark hair with grey at the temples brushing his collar.

      "Wondering when you two would show up." He doesn't turn. "Took long enough."

      "You knew?" Edward's voice sharpens.

      Samuel takes a sip, finally turns to look at us. Hazel eyes amused. "Jason's assistant accidentally sexts him detailed fantasies about being knotted by all three of us. You think I wouldn't notice when he locked himself in his office for an hour? Please. I'm a lawyer. I notice everything."

      "You could have mentioned it," I mutter.

      "I preferred to see how long you'd take." He gestures at empty chairs, stands to pour two more glasses. "Sit. Tell me what you're thinking."

      We settle. Night air carries exhaust and restaurant grease and thousands of lives. From fifty-three floors up, it all feels distant.

      Samuel hands us each a glass. This is how he operates. Anticipates needs before you voice them. Sees ten steps ahead.

      Makes him excellent at law and occasionally infuriating as a brother.

      "So." Samuel returns to his chair, swirls his whiskey. "Our lovely assistant has fantasies about being bred by her bosses. Quite the situation."

      "Don't," Edward growls.

      "Make light of it?" Samuel's smile sharpens. "Would you prefer a funeral? From where I'm sitting, this is the most interesting thing that's happened in years."

      I lean forward. "This is serious."

      "I know." Samuel's expression softens. He sets down his glass, leans back. "That's why I'm keeping it light. Talk to me. What do you think?"

      "See if she meant it," I say.

      "And if she did?" Samuel asks.

      Edward shifts in his chair. "Then we're thoughtful about how we proceed."

      Samuel picks up his glass again, takes a slow sip. “Sounds like a plan.” Then he goes quiet, staring at his whiskey.

      "I need to stop feeling empty." Samuel sets the glass down with a soft click. "Walk into this place and smell pack instead of expensive cleaning products. Hear laughter that isn't forced." He stops, swallows. "What we had. Not Katherine specifically, but what she gave us. Connection. Purpose. Family."

      “You’re right. When we went to Hargreaves's retirement dinner last month." Edward drops his hands. "We watched him walk out with his pack, his grandchildren, his omega on his arm. Then we drove home to this." He gestures at the building behind us. “No laughter. Just a brownstone full of things.”

      He's right.

      When Katherine died we threw ourselves into work. Fox Holdings grew. We made more money than we could spend in three lifetimes. Bought this brownstone, filled it with things, tried to buy our way out of grief. Didn't work.

      "I miss it," I say quietly. "Having an omega. Pack purpose beyond quarterly earnings."

      I can feel Edward's careful stillness beside me—that particular quality of attention that means he's thinking hard about what to say next.

      "We tried before with Miranda,” I say.

      Miranda. We don't talk about Miranda. Perfect on paper. Fell in love with us. She tried to be Katherine, and left when we couldn't give her what she needed.

      "That was different," Samuel says, but there's no conviction in it.

      "Was it?" I ask. "We wanted a child, pack purpose. So we picked an omega off a list and expected biology to do the rest."

      “Miranda wasn't the right omega," Edward says slowly, working through it. "She was trying to replace something that can't be replaced."

      "That's a transaction, not pack," I say, and Edward nods.

      "No," he agrees quietly. "It's not."

      Silence settles. The city hums below. Jazz plays soft from Samuel's room. I take another sip of whiskey, feel it burn down my throat.

      Samuel stands suddenly, paces to the balcony railing. "What if we ask Stacey?”

      "Ask her what?" I set down my glass.

      "To be our surrogate." He turns to face us.

      The word detonates.

      Edward sits forward. "You can't be serious."

      "Why not?" Samuel's mind already working. I can see it in his eyes, the way his fingers tap against the railing. "She's drawn to us. We're drawn to her. We need a surrogate. She could use the money. That apartment is a shoebox and she's working as an assistant when she's clearly smart enough for more."

      "You're suggesting we pay her to carry our child," Edward says flatly.

      "I'm suggesting we offer an option that benefits everyone." Samuel moves back to his chair, sits. "Jason, you said everything worth having has complications."

      My mind races. Stacey pregnant with our child. In our home, filling it with life and scent and purpose. Round with our pup, glowing, protected.

      "She'll think we only need her for breeding," I say.

      Edward stands, paces to the railing. "I need to know what we're doing. Hiring a surrogate or courting an omega?"

      The question slices through everything.

      "Maybe both," I say slowly. "Court her while she carries our child. See if what she feels is real, what we feel is real."

      "Hell of a risk." Edward turns around. "For all of us. Especially her."

      I think about Stacey's messages. The desire in every word. How she looks at me across the office. The possibility of more than empty brownstone and endless work.

      "We'd need rules," Edward says. I can see him giving in. "Boundaries. A contract."

      "Of course." Samuel shifts into lawyer mode, straightens in his chair. "Everything above board. Consensual. But we see if this connection is real. If she feels something and we feel something, we explore it. If it doesn't work, we have a child and a legal agreement. Everyone moves on."

      I look at Edward. He stares at his hands on the railing, jaw tight. Finally nods once. Sharp, military.

      "We talk to her this morning," he says. "Lay it out. Give her the choice."

      Samuel raises his glass. "Agreed."

      We finish our whiskey in silence. Three pack mates who built an empire and lost everything that mattered. Who might have found a way forward. Or are about to make the worst choice of our lives.

      I stand, set my empty glass on the table. "Six in the morning. My office. All three of us."

      Edward straightens from the railing. "What are you going to say?"

      I think about Stacey's texts. Her desires and fears and desperate honesty.

      "The truth. We're drawn to her. We have a proposition. Nothing has to be decided now but everything is on the table."

      Samuel stands, stretches. "She'll think we're insane."

      "Maybe we are," I say.

      “That's not a bad thing." Samuel collects our glasses, heads inside.

      I leave them, make my way back through the hallway. Photographs watch me pass. Katherine smiling. Charles laughing. Our old life frozen in frames.

      I stop at Katherine pregnant with Charles Junior. Her hand on her belly, mine over hers. Glowing. Happy. Alive.

      "I miss you," I whisper. "But I think I need to move forward. We all do."

      The photograph doesn't answer. Never does.

      Back in my room, I check my phone. No new messages. She's probably terrified. Already updating her resume. Convinced her life is over.

      I send one more text.

      Wear the green dress tomorrow. The one that makes Edward forget how to speak.

      I set my alarm for five. Try to sleep.

      Doesn't work.

      At four-thirty I give up, head to the gym. Edward's already there, pounding the heavy bag with methodical precision. He doesn't acknowledge me but shifts to make room at the weights.

      We work out in silence, preparing. Iron clanks. The bag thuds. Our breathing fills the space.

      Samuel joins us at five, showered and dressed. Charcoal suit, perfectly tailored. He looks ready for court, not propositioning our assistant.

      "You both look terrible," he observes, pouring himself coffee. "Very alpha. Very brooding. Stacey will love it."

      "Shut up," Edward and I say together.

      Samuel laughs. "I'm going to enjoy this."

      Edward sets down his weights. "This isn't a game."

      "No." Samuel's expression sobers. "But if we're doing this, we might as well enjoy it. Life's too short to be miserable all the time."

      He's right. God help us.

      At five-thirty we reconvene in my office. The building is quiet at this hour. Just security and cleaning crew. The city starts to wake below us, grey dawn creeping across the skyline.

      I sit behind my desk. Edward takes position by the window, arms crossed. Samuel lounges on the leather couch, completely at ease.

      We wait.

      At five-fifty-five, the elevator dings.

      The scent hits first. Vanilla and coconut, but underneath, sharp with anxiety. Omega distress.

      Then Stacey appears in the doorway.

      She's wearing the green dress. The one that hugs every curve. Makes her eyes enormous, her skin glow. Hair down in dark waves past her shoulders. Heels making her legs endless.

      Terrified and defiant and absolutely beautiful.

      Our eyes meet across the office.

      "Close the door," I say quietly. "We need to talk."
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            STACEY

          

        

      

    

    
      The elevator ride to the fifty-third floor feels like walking to my own execution.

      My hands won't stop shaking. I've gripped my phone so tightly the screen is smudged with fingerprints and panic sweat. The green dress clings to every curve like a second skin, and I'm regretting every life choice that led me to this moment. Including the choice to show up instead of faking my own death and moving to Canada.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: You've got this babe. They want you. Be brave.

      

      

      

      

      

      Be brave. Right. Because bravery is totally what I'm feeling right now and not the overwhelming urge to throw up in this pristine elevator.

      The doors slide open with a quiet ding that sounds like a death knell.

      Fox Holdings at six in the morning is eerily silent. Just the hum of expensive air conditioning and my heels clicking against marble floors that shine like mirrors. The floor-to-ceiling windows show the city waking up below, grey dawn bleeding pink at the edges. It would be beautiful if I wasn't currently having a panic attack.

      Jason's office sits at the corner of the floor, glass walls on two sides giving him a view of the city that probably cost more money than I'll make in my lifetime. The lights are on. I can see movement inside. Three silhouettes that make my omega sit up and take notice even through the suppressants currently failing in my system.

      I stop outside the door. My reflection stares back at me from the glass. Dark hair falling in waves I spent forty minutes perfecting. The green dress that Jason specifically told me to wear, which should be creepy but instead makes heat pool low in my belly. Gold hoops at my ears. Electric blue nails. I look put together.

      I feel like I'm falling apart.

      The scent hits me before I even open the door. All three of them, their alpha scents mixing and blending into something that makes my knees weak and my omega purr so loudly I'm surprised they can't hear it through the glass.

      I take one breath. Two. Then I push open the door because standing in the hallway like a coward isn't going to make this better.

      Jason sits behind his massive desk, fingers steepled in front of him. The dawn light catches the silver in his hair, makes his smoke-grey eyes look almost luminous. He's wearing a charcoal suit. His tie is already loosened even though it's barely six, and I remember typing in my drunken texts that I craved him using that tie to bind my wrists.

      Heat floods my face.

      Edward stands by the windows, arms crossed over his chest. He's the biggest of the three, broad shoulders stretching the fabric of his dark suit. Salt-and-pepper hair slightly mussed like he's been running his hands through it. Dark stubble on his jaw that I ache to feel against my inner thighs. His dark brown eyes track my every movement, intense and focused. He looks at me like I'm a tactical situation he needs to assess and secure.

      Samuel lounges on the leather couch, one ankle crossed over his knee, looking completely relaxed in a way that's probably calculated. His hazel eyes with those green flecks watch me with amusement, a slight smile playing at his lips. His suit is lighter than the others, perfectly tailored to his lean frame. Distinguished grey at his temples. He looks like he belongs in a courtroom.

      "Close the door." Jason's voice is soft but carries command that makes my omega ache to obey immediately.

      I do as I'm told.

      Their scents intensify with the door shut, all mixing together until I'm drowning in alpha pheromones that make my suppressants work overtime. I can feel sweat starting at the small of my back. Between my breasts. My omega is doing backflips, practically throwing a parade, completely unconcerned that I'm about to lose my job and possibly my mind.

      "Sit." Edward's voice is gruff, rough like he's been yelling or not sleeping. He gestures to the chair in front of Jason's desk.

      I sit because my legs aren't going to hold me much longer anyway. The leather chair is cold through my dress. The desk stretches between me and Jason like an ocean. Samuel shifts on the couch, uncrossing his legs, getting a better view. Edward moves away from the window to stand slightly behind me, and I can feel the heat of him at my back.

      This is not a comfortable arrangement. This is an alpha arrangement. Strategic positioning. I'm surrounded, and the primal part of my brain is screaming that I should run.

      The other part of my brain, the part saturated in their scents and remembering every filthy thing I wrote last night, is screaming something entirely different.

      "So." Jason's fingers unlace. He leans back in his chair, grey eyes fixed on me with an intensity that makes me squirm. "Explain what happened last night."

      My mouth is dry. "I was drunk."

      "We figured." Samuel's voice from the couch, amused. "The spelling deteriorated significantly around message seven."

      Oh God. How many messages were there? I can't even remember. Everything after the third glass of wine is a blur of desire and wine and catastrophic life decisions.

      "I'm sorry." My voice sounds small. Pathetic. I hate it. "It was completely inappropriate. I'll pack my desk."

      "No." Jason's voice cuts through my spiral. "You won't."

      I blink. "I... what?"

      "You're not packing your desk." He stands, circling around to the front. Now there's nothing between us except three feet of expensive carpet and the sound of my heart trying to break my ribs. "You're not fired. We have an offer for you."

      "About how I sexually harassed you via text message?"

      I twist in my chair to look at Edward. He's closer now, close enough that I can see the flecks of gold in his dark eyes.

      Jason walks to the window, hands in his pockets. "You've been here six months. Six months of excellent work. You're smart, organized, efficient. You've made yourself indispensable."

      There's a 'but' coming. I can feel it hovering in the air between us like a guillotine.

      Samuel stands from the couch, starts pacing slowly. "But you're also an omega. An unmated omega who's been taking suppressants strong enough that we can barely scent you most days. An omega who's clearly not happy with just being an assistant."

      "I'm fine with being an assistant." The words come out defensive.

      "Are you?" Jason turns from the window. "Because your resume says you have a degree in business management. You're overqualified for this position. So why are you here, Stacey?"

      The question lands like a punch.

      "I needed the job. The money's good."

      Jason moves closer, stops just in front of my chair. "The money's mediocre for the city. You could make twice as much somewhere else with your qualifications."

      "Then why'd you hire me?"

      The question slips out before I can stop it. Defensive. Confrontational.

      Something shifts in Jason's expression. He crouches down so we're eye level. "Because from the moment you walked into your interview, we recognized you were different."

      Edward moves to my other side, leans against the desk. "You walked in wearing a hot pink tracksuit and platform sneakers. Every other candidate showed up in conservative suits, trying to look the part."

      My cheeks burn. "I didn't have interview clothes. I'd just moved here and all my professional stuff was still packed."

      "You apologized for it," Samuel adds, still pacing behind the couch. "Said you'd just come from helping your best friend with her twins and didn't have time to change. Then you proceeded to give the most thorough, insightful answers we'd heard in weeks of interviews."

      Edward shifts, crosses his arms. "You remembered my coffee order after I mentioned it once in passing during that interview. Caramel latte, extra shot, oat milk. Most people don't remember details like that."

      My breath catches. They've been paying attention. Really paying attention.

      Jason reaches out slowly, giving me time to pull away. I don't. His fingers brush my jaw, tilting my face up to look at him. "When you started working here, we told ourselves it was professional interest. You were good at your job. Efficient. Smart. We needed someone like you."

      "But then you'd walk past," Samuel says, stopping his pacing, "and we'd catch your scent. Coconut and vanilla which makes our alphas sit up and demand we pay attention."

      My pulse hammers. "That's..."

      "Honest," Jason finishes. His thumb strokes along my jawline. "We're not going to lie to you, Stacey. We've been drawn to you since the day you walked into this office. But you were our employee. There were boundaries. Rules. We couldn't act on it."

      "Until I sent those texts." My voice comes out breathy.

      His grey eyes hold mine. "And showed us that maybe the feeling was mutual."

      My omega is doing cartwheels. They'd been noticing me the whole time, and it wasn't just in my head.

      Samuel moves closer, stands beside Jason. "We can debate appropriateness later. Right now, we have a proposition for you."

      "I'm listening." Because what else can I say? I'm trapped in this office with three alphas whose scents are making me dizzy. Three men who just admitted they've been as affected by me as I've been by them.

      Jason's hand stays on my face, his thumb still tracing gentle patterns. "We need a surrogate. We're looking for another child, because our only son, well he has gone off the deep end."

      I don't ask. Now isn't the time. I've been working for them for six months. They have a son who has never been to this office.

      "You're asking me to..." I can't finish. My brain is static.

      "We're offering you an arrangement." Samuel crouches on my other side, so I'm flanked by both of them while Edward watches from above. "A substantial amount of money in exchange for carrying our child. Enough money to set you up for life."

      "How much money?" The question comes out barely audible.

      "Five million dollars," Jason says. "Plus full medical care, and living expenses after birth."

      I stop breathing. Five million dollars. That's tell-everyone-who-said-I-was-too-much-to-fuck-off money.

      "You're offering me five million dollars to have your baby." I need to hear it again. Need to confirm I'm not hallucinating from alpha pheromones and shock.

      "Yes," Edward says from above me. His hands land on my shoulders. "But not through a clinic."

      "You're suggesting the old-fashioned way." My voice cracks on the last word.

      "We're asking if what you wrote last night was real." Samuel's hand joins Jason's, fingers threading through my hair. "We need to understand if you meant it when you said you craved us. All of us."

      "I was drunk."

      "But were you lying?" Jason's thumb presses against my lower lip, gentle pressure that makes me open my mouth slightly. "Because your scent right now tells us something different.

      I was so nervous that I forgot to take my suppressants. Silly me. Now they can smell my scent. They know when I’m telling the truth or not. Like this couldn’t be anymore difficult than it already is…and it just got worse.

      Edward's hands tighten on my shoulders. “This could be good for all of us."

      Samuel's hand slides from my hair down to my shoulder, thumb tracing circles there. "It could be exactly what we all need."

      "What happens to my job if I agree?"

      Jason stands, walks back to the window. The loss of his touch makes me ache. "We hire a new assistant. You focus on the pregnancy and your health."

      “Replaceable!”The word tastes bitter in my mouth.

      "For answering phones and managing my calendar, yes." Jason turns from the window. "That's not what we're asking you to be."

      Samuel's thumb stops moving on my shoulder. "You're the omega we're choosing, Stacey. There's a difference between an employee and what we're offering."

      Office gossip surfaces in my memory. Whispered conversations I wasn't supposed to hear. "You had a surrogate before. What happened to her?"

      The three of them exchange a look over my head. Silent alpha communication I can't read.

      "She changed her mind," Edward finally says. His voice is careful. Measured. "Decided she couldn't go through with it."

      "Why not?"

      "Because she realized she had feelings for us," Samuel says. His hand drops from my shoulder. "And we couldn't return them. Not the way she needed."

      The admission hangs in the air. Heavy. Complicated.

      "So you're looking for someone who won't fall for you?" I ask. "Someone who can keep it purely business?"

      Jason turns from the window, walks back to stand in front of me. "Yes."

      Samuel moves closer, crouches down so we're eye level again. "Take your time to think about our offer. No pressure. No strings. Just possibility."

      "And if I say yes?" The words come out smaller than I intend. "If I agree to this insane arrangement, what happens?"

      "Then we draw up a contract." Samuel shifts into lawyer mode. "Everything spelled out. Finances. Medical care. Living arrangements. Custody. Boundaries. Expectations. All of it legally binding and protecting everyone involved."

      "And the sex?" I can't believe I'm asking this. Can't believe I'm even entertaining this. "The old-fashioned baby-making? How does that work?"

      Jason crouches beside Samuel. Now I have both of them at eye level, Edward's hands still warm on my shoulders from behind. "However you desire it to work. We're not monsters, Stacey."

      "All three of you?" My cheeks burn but I need clarity. Need to understand what I'm potentially signing up for.

      "Yes," Edward confirms. His hands slide from my shoulders to my upper arms, gentle but firm. "Pack dynamics mean we share. Together."

      The confession sticks in my throat. "I've never been with three alphas at once."

      "We understand." Samuel's voice is gentle. He reaches out, tucks a strand of hair behind my ear. "That's not what we're asking for day one. Like Jason said, we go at your pace. But yes, eventually, if you agree to this, it would involve all three of us."

      "You said your last surrogate developed feelings," I say slowly. My heart is hammering so hard I'm sure they can hear it. "What happens if this becomes more than just a business arrangement?"

      Jason stands, offers me his hand. I take it without thinking and he pulls me to my feet. Now I'm standing between all three of them, surrounded by their scents and their heat and their attention.

      "Then we deal with it when it happens." Jason's hand stays in mine. "We can't promise you forever, Stacey."

      "That's not exactly reassuring."

      "No," he agrees. "But it's honest. And honesty is more than a lot of people offer."

      He's right. Damian, my ex never offered me honesty. He just blocked my number and changed his relationship status to single without even having the decency to tell me we were over. Just disappeared from my life like I never mattered.

      And before him, my ex-fiancé who told me I was embarrassing at his work functions. Who made me feel like every word out of my mouth was wrong.

      At least Jason and his pack are being honest about the uncertainty. At least they're not promising me forever when they can't deliver.

      "The money would let me stay in the city," I say, more to myself than them. "Maybe I can start over properly."

      "Yes," Samuel confirms. He's standing now too, all three of them forming a loose circle around me. "Full financial independence. You'd never have to rely on anyone again."

      The thought is intoxicating. I'd never have to worry about rent again, or stretching grocery money, or staying in jobs I hate just because the pay is decent. Freedom.

      And the intimacy. My body is already responding to their proximity, their scents, their touches. What would it be like to have all three of them focused entirely on me?

      Jason's hand comes up to cup my cheek again. "We're drawn to you, Stacey. Not just for breeding. The question is what do you truly crave?"

      Too much. The tension scrambles my mind until I can't think straight.

      "Can I think about it?" My voice comes out small.

      Jason's thumb strokes my cheek. "Stacey?"

      Samuel moves to my other side before I can respond. "We're asking you to really think about it."

      "And if I say no?" The question needs asking. "If I decide this is insane and I don't desire any part of it, what happens?"

      "Then nothing changes," Jason says. "You keep your job. We keep things professional. We all move forward."

      "Saying no means I can't stay here. It would be too awkward. Too weird. I'd have to quit anyway," I confess.

      "Probably," Edward admits. His honesty is startling. "But we'd give you excellent references. Help you find another position. Make sure you land on your feet."

      "So my choices are have your baby for five million dollars or lose my job anyway."

      "Your choices are take a risk on something that could be incredible or play it safe," Samuel corrects. "Either way, you're not trapped, and have options."

      I could walk out right now. But there's a deep, aching craving that I've been suppressing for six months.

      I'm drawn to them. All three of them. And they're offering me a path to have that, even if it comes with conditions and complications.

      "Okay," I breathe. "Okay, I'll think about it."

      "Good." Jason's thumb strokes my cheek one more time before he drops his hand. The loss of contact makes me ache to whine.

      Edward's hands finally leave my shoulders. I feel their absence like cold air rushing in. All three of them step back, giving me space I suddenly don't crave. The office feels too big. Too empty. Their scents still saturate the air but without their touch, I feel unmoored.

      Samuel moves back to the couch, leans against it. "The contract would include everything we discussed if at any time you want to read it. The money. The medical care. Living arrangements. You'd move into our brownstone for the duration of the pregnancy. We'd take care of everything."

      "Living with you." The thought should terrify me. Instead it sends heat pooling low in my belly.

      "It's safer," Edward says. He walks back to the window, puts distance between us. "Better for the pregnancy. You'd have your own room. But you'd be with us."

      "In your nest." The omega term slips out before I can stop it.

      Jason returns to his desk, leans against it. "If that's what you choose to call it, yes. In our nest."

      The word hangs in the air between us. Nest. Home. Pack. Everything I've been missing since I left my hometown. Since my ex told me I was too much. Since I learned that I was everyone's almost but nobody's choice.

      "I should go." I stand on shaky legs. My heels feel too tall. The green dress feels too tight. Everything feels too intense and I need space to breathe. To think. To process what just happened.

      "Stacey." Jason's voice stops me at the door. I turn back. All three of them are watching me with expressions I can't quite read. Attraction, yes. But also something else. Something that might be hope.

      "Yes?"

      "The texts you sent." Jason straightens from the desk. "We meant what we said. We're drawn to you. Not just for this arrangement. Remember that while you're thinking."

      The words burrow under my skin, warm and dangerous.

      I nod because I don't trust my voice and push through the door. The cool air of the office hits me like cold water. My heels click against marble as I walk toward the elevator. My hands shake as I press the button. My entire body is overheated, flushed, aching.

      The elevator arrives and I step inside. As the doors close, I catch one last glimpse of Jason's office. Three silhouettes watching me leave. Three alphas who just offered me everything I didn't realize I craved wrapped in a package labeled surrogacy arrangement.

      My phone buzzes as the elevator descends.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: WELL???

      

      

      

      

      

      I stare at the message. How do I even begin to explain what just happened? How do I tell my best friend that my bosses are asking me to have their baby and also maybe become their omega? How do I explain that I'm considering it?

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Call you later. Need to process.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jessica: That good or that bad?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Me: Both. Definitely both.

      

      

      

      

      

      The elevator reaches the lobby and I step out into the grey dawn. The city is waking up around me. People heading to work. Cars filling the streets. Life happening like normal while my entire world just tilted on its axis.

      I flag down a cab and give him my address. The driver eyes me in the rearview mirror and I realize I'm crying. When did I start crying? I scrub at my face but the tears keep coming. Not sad tears. Not happy tears. Just overwhelming emotion that has nowhere else to go.

      By the time I reach my apartment, I'm a mess. Mascara streaked. Dress wrinkled from gripping the fabric. Hair disheveled from running my hands through it. I look like I got thoroughly ravaged and in a way, I did. Just not physically.

      I stumble into my apartment and lock the door behind me. Kick off my heels. Peel off the green dress. Stand in my underwear in my tiny bathroom and stare at myself in the mirror.

      My lips are swollen from biting them. My skin is flushed. My pupils are still dilated. I look like an omega in heat, which is concerning because my heat isn't due for three more weeks.

      Unless my suppressants are failing faster than I thought.

      I turn on the shower and step under the spray. The water is cold but I don't care. I need to cool down. Need to think. Need to make sense of what just happened.

      Five million dollars.

      A baby.

      Three alphas who are drawn to me.

      Living in their brownstone. In their nest. Surrounded by their scents and their protection and their desire.

      It's insane.

      I stay in the shower until the water runs cold and my skin is pruned. Then I wrap myself in a towel and fall into bed, still damp, exhausted from emotions I can't name.

      My phone buzzes.

      
        
          
            
              
        Jason: We meant it, little omega. Every word. Think about what you desire, not what you think you should desire.

      

      

      

      

      

      Little omega. The endearment sends heat through me despite the cold shower. Nobody's called me that before. It's possessive. Intimate. Everything I shouldn't crave from my bosses but absolutely do.

      I curl onto my side, phone clutched to my chest, and stare at the wall.

      Tonight, I'm just going to lie here and remember how it felt to be surrounded by their scents. To feel Jason's thumb on my lip. Edward's hands on my shoulders. Samuel's fingers in my hair.

      And tomorrow... I'll figure out if craving is enough.
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            EDWARD

          

        

      

    

    
      The green dress disappears into the elevator and I'm left standing in Jason's office with my hands still warm from where they gripped Stacey's shoulders. My alpha is howling. Demanding I chase after her. Bring her back. Keep her here where she belongs.

      I shove the urge down and force myself to move to the windows. The city sprawls below, dawn painting the buildings in shades of pink and gold. Fifty-three floors up and I can still catch the faint trace of her scent.

      "Well." Samuel's voice breaks the silence. "That went better than expected."

      "Did it?" Jason moves back behind his desk, sinking into his chair. His tie hangs loose around his neck. Silver hair mussed from where he ran his hands through it while we waited for her to arrive. "She looked terrified."

      "She looked interested," Samuel corrects. He's still standing where he was when she left, hands in his pockets, that calculating lawyer expression on his face. "Terrified and interested aren't mutually exclusive."

      I grunt. Communication has never been my strength. That's why Jason runs the board meetings, Samuel manages the contracts, and I take care of what can't be handled with words. Security. Protection. The kind of problems solved through presence, not persuasion.

      But Stacey. God. Stacey makes me need to find words.

      "Her scent spiked when you touched her face," I say to Jason. My voice comes out rougher than intended. "Arousal. Clear as day."

      "I noticed." Jason's grey eyes meet mine across the office. "Did you notice how she leaned into it? She could have pulled away. She didn't."

      "She's considering it," Samuel says. He finally moves, crossing to the couch and dropping into it with the fluid grace that comes from years of courtroom performances. "The money alone would be enough for most people. But add in the attraction? The chemistry? She'll say yes."

      "You sound confident." I turn from the window. The office is massive. Glass and steel and expensive everything. Jason's desk is mahogany, custom-made, probably cost fifty grand. The couch Samuel's sprawled on is Italian leather. The art on the walls is investment pieces that appreciate faster than most stocks.

      Fox Holdings takes up the entire fifty-third floor of this building. We bought it outright fifteen years ago when the company started really taking off. Venture capital and private equity. We find promising startups, invest, help them grow, take our cut when they go public or get acquired. Made us richer than I ever thought possible growing up in a two-bedroom apartment in Queens.

      The money means nothing if you have no one to share it with.

      "It's my job. And Stacey? She needs this. She's just scared," Samuel says.

      Jason leans back in his chair. The leather creaks. "We're asking her to let us fuck her until she's pregnant. Of course she's terrified."

      Miranda. Omega. Thirty-two. Came highly recommended by the agency. Smart, educated, healthy. Perfect on paper. We paid her well. Set her up in a guest room. Treated her with respect.

      She fell in love with us anyway.

      Or thought she did. Hard to tell sometimes. She tried to be Katherine. Kept pushing boundaries, trying to nest, scenting our things. When we finally had to tell her it wasn't going to happen, that we couldn't offer her what she needed, she left. Terminated the contract. Kept the money we'd already paid her. We didn't fight it.

      Stacey is different. Her scent surrounds us every day, and maybe we've already fallen.

      "She'll say yes," Samuel repeats. "Trust me."

      We built Fox Holdings from nothing. Scraped together our savings, maxed out credit cards, invested in a tech startup that everyone said would fail. It didn't. Sold for forty million three years later. We took our cut and did it again. And again. Built an empire on calculated risks and gut instincts.

      Katherine kept us sane through all of it. It's been years without her and the brownstone still smells wrong. We fill it with things but things aren't pack. Things aren't home.

      Maybe Stacey could be.

      "I need to get back to my office," I say. My voice sounds strange. Strained. "Security briefing at eight."

      "You mean you need to go think about Stacey in that green dress," Samuel says. His hazel eyes glint with amusement. "Don't pretend we didn't all notice how that fabric hugged her curves."

      My jaw tightens. "She dresses like that every day."

      "I know. It's torture." Jason stands, rolling his shoulders. "Yesterday it was that pencil skirt. The black one that makes her ass look like something I need to bite."

      Heat floods my system. The pencil skirt. Christ. I spent three hours in a board meeting unable to focus because Stacey had bent over to pick up a dropped pen and the fabric stretched tight across her backside and my alpha went absolutely feral.

      I needed to bend her over my desk, flip that skirt up, see if she was wearing practical cotton or something lacy. Palm that gorgeous ass and watch it pink under my hand while she gasped and begged.

      Test if underneath that sarcastic exterior, there's an omega who craves a firm hand and clear boundaries.

      "Down boy," Samuel says. He's grinning now. Bastard. "Save it for when she says yes."

      "If she says yes," I correct.

      "When." Samuel stands, stretching. His suit doesn't have a single wrinkle despite sleeping maybe three hours last night. Magic or expensive tailoring, hard to say. "Now if you'll excuse me, I have a contract to draft. Might as well get started on the paperwork."

      He leaves. The door clicks shut behind him. Jason and I stand in the office, the morning sun getting stronger through the windows, and neither of us moves.

      "The surrogate idea was yours," I say finally. Not an accusation. A statement.

      "It was practical," Jason replies. He's staring at his desk like the answers are written in the wood grain. "We need another child. We need an omega willing

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        
      

      

      

      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		
        About Knot My Ex’s Daddies
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Introduction
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        1. Stacey
      


      		
        2. Jason
      


      		
        3. Stacey
      


      		
        4. Edward
      


      		
        5. Stacey
      


      		
        6. Samuel
      


      		
        7. Samuel
      


      		
        8. Stacey
      


      		
        9. Stacey
      


      		
        10. Samuel
      


      		
        11. Jason
      


      		
        12. Edward
      


      		
        13. Stacey
      


      		
        14. Stacey
      


      		
        15. Stacey
      


      		
        16. Stacey
      


      		
        17. Stacey
      


      		
        18. Jason
      


      		
        19. Edward
      


      		
        20. Stacey
      


      		
        21. Edward
      


      		
        22. Jason
      


      		
        23. Stacey
      


      		
        24. Edward
      


      		
        25. Stacey
      


      		
        26. Jason
      


      		
        27. Stacey
      


      		
        28. Jason
      


      		
        29. Stacey
      


      		
        30. Samuel
      


      		
        31. Stacey
      


      		
        32. Stacey
      


      		
        33. Epilogue
      


      		
        Extended Epilogue
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        About Knot My Exes
      


      		
        Sneak Preview Of Knot My Exes
      


      		
        Afterword
      


    


  
  
    
      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		About the Author


      		Beginning


      		Contents


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
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.




OEBPS/images/knotmyexsdaddies_sarwahcreed_ebook-sRGB-1200-70.jpg
KN6T MY
X3 QADDIEY

oooooooooooooooooooooooooooooo

BECK WINTERS






