
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Alphas and Their Nanny
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She Came to Care for His Child. She Stayed for Him.

––––––––
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ABOUT THE BOOK

SHE WAS ONLY SUPPOSED to watch his child.

Aria Collins needed a job. What she got was a brooding, infuriatingly cold boss who looks at her like she's both his greatest treasure and his worst nightmare.

Damien Blackwood is an Alpha. Powerful. Ruthless. In control of everything — until her.

The moment she walked through his door, he felt it. The bond. Ancient. Undeniable. And completely unwelcome.

He would reject it. He had to.

But when Caden Voss — dangerous, charming, and hungry for power — sets his sights on Aria, Damien discovers there is one thing stronger than his pride.

His need to protect what is his.

Aria doesn't know what she's walked into. She doesn't know what they are.

But her heart already does.

Some bonds cannot be broken. Some mates cannot be denied.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PROLOGUE
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The city never slept.

Damien Blackwood stood at the floor-to-ceiling windows of his penthouse, forty-two floors above the streets of New York, and watched the lights flicker like dying stars below. Humans. Thousands of them. Moving, breathing, living their small, uncomplicated lives — completely unaware that the man watching them from above was something far older than anything they could imagine.

He held a glass of whiskey he hadn't touched.

The wolf inside him was restless tonight. Pacing. Snarling at the edges of his control like a caged thing that had grown tired of its prison. Damien ignored it the way he ignored most things that threatened his composure — with cold, practiced silence.

Fated mates.

The words surfaced from somewhere deep, the way old things did. Ancient pack lore passed down through generations like a warning dressed as a gift. His mother had believed in it with her whole soul. His father had died protecting his.

Damien had decided long ago that it was a weakness dressed in poetry.

The bond was real — he did not deny that. He had watched it bring warriors to their knees, watched proud Alphas surrender their reason, their power, their entire identity to one person. One human-shaped vulnerability that the universe had decided to call destiny.

He wanted no part of it.

He was an Alpha. He had a pack to protect, a city to control, and enemies who watched him for any sign of weakness. Love was a fracture in the armor. A fated mate was an open wound.

He would never allow it.

His phone buzzed against the marble counter.

He didn't move immediately. Then, slowly, he picked it up.

A message from his housekeeper.

"Sir. The new nanny has been hired. She arrives tomorrow morning."

Damien set the phone down.

Outside, the city lights blurred and shifted.

Something ancient stirred in his chest — quiet, certain, and completely without his permission.
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The Arrival

The elevator smelled like money.

Aria Collins noticed it the moment the doors slid shut behind her — that particular scent of wealth that had no single source. Cool air. Polished steel. Something faintly cedar and expensive underneath it all. She shifted the strap of her bag higher on her shoulder and watched the numbers climb on the small display panel above the doors.

Thirty-eight. Thirty-nine. Forty.

Her stomach climbed with them.

You need this job, she reminded herself. You are good with children. You are warm and patient and perfectly qualified. You have done this before.

She had. Three families in four years. She was good at this.

But those families had lived in brownstones and semi-detached houses with crayon marks on the walls and shoes piled up by the front door. They had not lived on the forty-second floor of a building that had its own name engraved in gold letters above the entrance.

Blackwood Tower.

She had stopped on the pavement outside and looked up at it for a full thirty seconds before going in.

The elevator stopped. The doors opened without a sound.

Aria stepped out and immediately forgot how to breathe.

The penthouse stretched out before her like something from a magazine she would never buy. Walls of glass on three sides, the entire skyline of New York laid out beyond them like an offering. The furniture was dark and deliberate — charcoal, slate, deep walnut wood. No clutter. No warmth. Every surface clean and untouched, as though the space existed purely to impress and had never once been lived in.

It was the most beautiful and most cold place she had ever seen.

"You must be the nanny."

The voice came from her left.

Aria turned.

And the breath she had forgotten came back in a rush, which was unfortunate, because it brought with it a sudden and inconvenient awareness of the man standing across the room.

Damien Blackwood was not what she had expected.

She had expected someone older. Someone soft around the edges in the way that wealthy fathers sometimes were, comfortable and a little careless with themselves. She had not expected someone who looked like he had been assembled specifically to make people feel small.

He was tall in a way that the room seemed to acknowledge. Dark hair, cut close, with the kind of effortless grooming that required more effort than it appeared. His jaw was sharp enough to cause minor injury. He wore a charcoal shirt, sleeves rolled to the forearms, and he was looking at her with grey eyes that held the precise emotional warmth of a January window.

"Yes," Aria said, because she had to say something. "I'm Aria Collins. It's lovely to meet you, Mr. Blackwood."

She smiled. It was a good smile. She had been told so.

He did not return it.

"Mrs. Hale will show you to your room and explain the routine," he said. "Ethan wakes at seven. He takes his breakfast at half past. He is five years old and he is not difficult, but he requires consistency. I expect punctuality and discretion. Questions?"

Aria blinked. "Not yet."

Something shifted almost imperceptibly in his expression. Not softness. Something more like surprise, quickly buried.

"Good," he said. Then he turned and walked back down the corridor without another word.

Aria stood in the entrance hall and let out a long, quiet breath through her nose.

Warm, she thought. Incredibly warm man. Really looking forward to working here.



Forty feet away, behind the closed door of his study, Damien pressed his back against the wall and worked on breathing like a functioning adult.

He had known the moment the elevator opened.

Not seen. Known. The way a wolf knew things that bypassed the rational mind entirely, arriving not as thought but as sensation. A shift in the air. A pull in the chest, low and certain, like a compass needle swinging to find north.

He had turned before she stepped fully into the room.

And then she had stepped fully into the room.

She was not what the wolf had led him to expect, either. He had braced himself for something overwhelming, some theatrical display of beauty that would at least justify the reaction. Instead she was simply... real. Dark hair that curled slightly at the ends. Brown eyes that moved around the room with open, undisguised curiosity. A smile that arrived on her face like she hadn't decided to put it there.

She looked like warmth felt.
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