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      Book 4 of the Mating Season series.

      Kidnapped by the Billionaires is a wolf shifter enemies to lovers, arranged marriage, fated-mates, billionaire captive romance.

      My entire life, I was rejected for not being the proper daughter of the mayor of Huntington Harbor. I was too big. Too clumsy. Too shy. I never imagined that being captured and sold to cover my father’s debts would give me what I was searching for all along.

      The two men who buy me are charming. Powerful. Ruthless. Inhuman beasts spoken of in fearful whispers. Now they own me.

      With pleasure as their weapons, they are determined to break my innocence and bend me to their will. My body recognizes they are my fated mates, but I refuse to give them my heart.

      As dangers mount, and I discover the true extent of my father’s betrayal, everything I thought I knew will be tested. Will my captors be my saviors or lead to my destruction?

      This is a standalone story with a HEA. Each book in the Mating Season series features a new billionaire werewolf MMC duo and new FMC. All of the Mating Series books can be read independently in any order.
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      SOPHIE

      “For the last time, I’m not going to do it,” I snapped at my sister.

      Ariana was being a constant pain in my side. For the last week, she had been begging me nonstop to go on that stupid blind date in her place. Our mother was starting to panic, now that both of her daughters were approaching their mid-twenties and still unwed. This blind date was her latest attempt at marrying off my sister. It was something she cooked up with one of the ladies she played tennis with at the country club after a few too many gin and sodas. The eldest daughter of the mayor of Huntington Harbor, together with the heir of the largest car dealership network in the state. It was the perfect match.

      Nudging her out of the way so that she wasn’t in the frame of the shot I was trying to capture, I tapped my phone and began recording. Making sure the plate of lobster pasta was dead center in the camera, I sprinkled a bit of chopped chives on top of the pasta. Then, I pointed the camera at myself as I twirled a forkful of pasta and brought the creamy mouthful to my mouth. The flavors exploded on my tongue, rich, decadent, full of the flavor of the sea, and a dash of booze from the whiskey I added. Hamming it up for the camera, I ate another bite, giving it my all, so the viewers would know how delicious the pasta was.

      “Quit messing up Alice’s kitchen, Sophie.” My mother walked in and glared down her nose as she surveyed the dirty plates and sauce-covered pans covering the counter.

      I stopped the recording. Thankfully, I was going to add a voiceover in post-production, so her interruption didn’t ruin the video.

      “I’ll clean it up, I promise.” Our family’s personal chef ran the kitchen like a naval ship captain, keeping it cleaner than a surgical operating room. I wouldn’t normally barge in and commandeer the kitchen like this, but Alice had nothing planned for tonight, since none of us were going to be home for dinner.

      “If you have enough time to mess around in the kitchen, then you should be doing something about those love handles.” My mother ran her eyes up and down my figure. The frown that had been on her face the moment she walked in, deepened.

      Compared to the willowy, elegant figures of my mother and sister, I was a short pudgy ogre. She walked over to the pantry and pulled out a glass jar of almonds. Pouring them out onto the counter, she counted out exactly a dozen almonds, and put the rest back in the jar.

      “Remember, darling, a moment on the lips is forever on the hips.” Carefully, she brought one almond up to her lips and bit it in half, chewing slowly as if savoring the meager morsel.

      Ariana shrugged. “I don’t know, Mommy. I think being an influencer is an improvement for Sophie. I mean, at least it’s better than working in that restaurant.”

      I finished loading the dishwasher and slammed the door shut with more force than necessary. All the joy of creating the perfect dish drained out of my body with each word my mother spoke.

      “Hmm, I guess. You really need to start thinking about your future, Sophie.” My mother ate the other half of her almond.

      “I am, Mom. The Stafford is a renowned, one Michelin star restaurant. Working as a sous chef under Chef Andretti, is a major stepping stone toward my goal of becoming head chef at a top restaurant in the future.”

      She sighed. “I don’t know why you do this to me. What am I supposed to say when our friends ask me about you?”

      “The truth?” My fingers balled into fists as I examined the pattern in the countertop for guidance.

      “I can hardly do that. Can you imagine, the mayor’s daughter working in the kitchen? I mean, it’s fine if you have a passion for hosting parties or cooking for your family. But to cook for strangers? That’s what servants do.” Mother pushed aside the pile of almonds, as if she had lost her appetite. “I only wish you could do something more fitting to your status, like your sister. You could enroll at U of M and major in political science, or philosophy, or even art history, like Ariana. Something that would prepare you to marry a boy from a good family.”

      I swallowed the lump in my throat as I held back the tears that threatened to fall. It was no secret that my family disapproved of my job. No matter what I accomplished, I was always going to be the black sheep of the family. Ugly, fat, accident-prone Sophie next to gorgeous, fashionable, graceful Ariana. While my sister was a talented painter with an internship at the art museum, I worked in a busy kitchen, coming home each night smelling like grease and the stench of sweaty labor. It still stung to hear the words spoken so bluntly from my mother’s lips. She was ashamed of me.

      “Aww, Mommy, don’t worry. The restaurant is just for experience. Sophie’s going to be famous one day, you’ll see. She’ll have her own cooking show on TV, endorsement deals, and end up on morning talk shows.” Ariana grabbed the pasta and took a big bite. “This is really good! You should give it a try.” Ariana pushed the plate toward our mother, who took a step back and held her hand out like she was warding off a rabid dog.

      “I can’t eat all those carbs and dairy, and neither should you, Ariana.” Unless you want to look like your sister, were the words she left unsaid.

      Suddenly, her back pocket chirped. She pulled out her phone. “The driver’s ready with the car.” Walking over to the full-length mirror next to the doorway, she adjusted her hair and fidgeted with her scarf. “Be good, girls. You should get ready for your date, Ariana. You don’t want to keep Dylan waiting.”

      I let out a sigh of relief as I heard her heels clacking down the hall and the front door closing behind her.

      “You don’t have to lie and defend me, you know. Mom’s always going to think I’m a failure.” I grabbed the plate of pasta, but Ariana yanked it out of my grasp.

      “I wasn’t lying. This is ah-mazing! You’re an excellent cook, Sophie. I know it won’t be long before your channel goes viral, and you’ll have over a million subscribers.”

      Guilt tugged at me for being so rude and mean to my sister. It wasn’t her fault that our parents treated her like the golden child, while I was the scapegoat they trampled on. Ariana could be so sweet when our parents weren’t egging her on. I really should spend more time with her while we were both still living at home.

      “Thanks. I’m still not going on that stupid date for you.”

      “Oh, come on! It’s just a movie, you can pretend to watch it while you ignore the guy. You don’t even have to talk to him.”

      “Okay, then why don’t you go, if it’s no big deal?” My sister was up to something.

      “Because, I already have plans with the girls to go see The Federal in the city. It’s the band’s last show before they go on hiatus. Besides, I stalked the guy on the internet already. He’s a total dweeb.”

      I doubt our parents knew about her plans, given how protective they were. Our father’s position as mayor meant he had a lot of powerful friends, and a lot of powerful enemies.

      “What do I get in return if I do this for you?”

      Ariana grinned. “The warm, fuzzy feeling of being the best sister in the world?”

      “Try again.”

      She huffed dramatically. “I will run interference and distract Mom whenever she’s home for the next three months. That way, you can work on your videos in peace.”

      I tilted my head as I considered her offer. It was tempting, but was it tempting enough for me to waste my evening stuck in awkward conversation with some strange guy? I tapped my fingers on the counter. “And?”

      “I’ll also help you edit your videos, decorate the kitchen, and put together the place settings. You know, I do have an eye for color coordination and presentation, what with me being an artist and all.”

      “Fine. But I’m going to make you work to repay this debt.”

      “Don’t worry, I’ll make it worth your time. Maybe you’ll hit it off with this guy. Then Mom and Dad will be happy that one of us is dating him.”

      Ariana laughed as she ducked the dish towel I threw at her head.

      And that was how I found myself standing in front of the State St. Theater in a pair of black leggings and a red leather jacket that did nothing to block out the wind. Tugging on the edges of the jacket tightly against my stomach, I wished that I was wearing my own cozy sweater and relaxed jeans instead. Ariana insisted that this was what she told Dylan she would be wearing. I teetered on the four-inch-high black platform boots she made me wear, almost tripping over the side of the curb, and scanned the crowd outside the theater for another red jacket. Both Ariana and Dylan were supposed to be wearing red jackets as an easy way to spot each other.

      The streets were already decorated with glittering tinsel and fake Christmas trees at the base of each streetlamp. It was ridiculous that the city was already preparing for Christmas when we hadn’t even had Thanksgiving yet.

      At this moment, I deeply regretted dying my hair the same color as my sister’s hair. It was an emergency cover-up to fix my disastrous flirtation with a pink and purple dye job. Together with this outfit, I looked like a goth-emo imitation of my sister. While our features were similar, with cat-like green eyes and an upturned button nose, only Ariana had our mother’s graceful model-like physique and porcelain skin to pull off the look. Unfortunately, I took after our father, inheriting his stocky figure and mousy brown hair.

      “Excuse me, are you Miss Nelson?”

      I spun around. The man in a black turtleneck sweater and black jeans had a bigger nose and smaller eyes than the picture Ariana showed me of Dylan, but he had the same hair and eye color. I guess if I squinted, he looked like the picture.

      “Yeah. Aren’t you supposed to be wearing a red jacket too?”

      “There’s no need.” He looked behind me and nodded at someone.

      Before I could turn to see who he was gesturing to, someone grabbed me roughly from behind. A gloved hand slammed over my mouth, muffling my cries for help. As they dragged me away, I struggled, twisting my torso to shake them loose. Digging my heels into the ground, I tried to slow them down. The man who spoke to me grabbed my ankles, and together, they lifted me like I was a pig on a spit roast. I couldn’t shake them loose. My eyes darted around frantically among the crowds of people on the streets, surely someone could see that I was being abducted?

      They tossed me into the back of a dark van and slammed the door shut. The van took off slowly, without the screeching of tires I would have expected. They didn’t want to draw attention to themselves. I stared at my kidnappers and memorized their faces before I let out a loud scream, praying that somebody outside would hear me.

      “Fucking bitch.”

      “Somebody shut her up!” yelled the driver.

      “My pleasure.” The Dylan lookalike grinned a nasty smirk as he hunched over me.

      The last thing I saw before everything went black was his fist slamming toward my face.
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      RICK

      “You idiots. Who the fuck is this?”

      The three men I had sent out to retrieve our target dumped the unconscious girl in a pile at my feet.

      “The chick you wanted us to grab, Boss,” Bruno answered with a shrug. “She was waiting outside the theater in a red jacket, and she has dark brown hair, just like you said.”

      I frowned. They were right. The girl on the ground matched that description, but even without turning her over and getting a good look at her face, I knew this was not Ariana Nelson. This girl was all soft and generous curves, while Ariana was as tall and lean as a runway model.

      It had been all too easy to trick that idiot mother of hers into setting up a blind date for her daughter. The mayor and his wife were both overeager social climbers, all too eager to marry their daughter off to one of the wealthiest families in Huntington Harbor like they were trading cattle.

      All it took was a bit of help from our wolf pack members, Evan and Lawrence, who hacked into the mother’s text messages. I had the time, location, and details of where the Nelson’s favorite daughter was going to be tonight, all unprotected and alone. Their greed was going to be their downfall.

      I knelt down next to the girl and brushed her hair aside. Though her eyes were closed, her long lashes fanned over her soft, rosy cheeks. The tip of her nose had the same turn upwards as the Nelson girl. A reddish swelling covered the right side of her face.

      I frowned. The men had grabbed the wrong girl, but this was still a Nelson. It was the other daughter, the one they tried to hide away from polite society.

      What was her name? I ran through my mental file of knowledge I had on Mayor Nelson.

      Sophie.

      Something about her made the beast inside of me stir to life. I let the syllables of her name roll over my tongue. It fit her, soft and comforting, just like her. The tight leggings she wore did nothing to hide her generous curves. She was utterly captivating. My mouth salivated at her perfect figure. Her full lips begged to be kissed, sucked, and nipped. I leaned in and buried my nose in her hair. Taking a deep breath, I let the scent of her, cherries and chocolate, wash over me.

      I brushed a finger over the bruise.

      “Was she already hurt when you found her?”

      “I had to shut her up somehow. There were people around–”

      I sprang to my feet and grabbed Bruno’s throat in my fist before he could finish his sentence. Squeezing until his face turned purple, and his eyes bulged out with fear, I slammed his head over and over again into the corner of my solid mahogany desk.

      Blood gushed out from his nose and mouth, spraying across the office. The other two grunts did not dare help him. They knew that they would face the same fate, or worse.

      I let go and tossed him aside. My intent was not to kill, only to send a message.

      “That was your last warning. Harm one hair on her head ever again, and you’ll be leaving this room in a body bag. Are we clear?”

      “Y-yes, Boss.”

      “Good. Get out of my sight, all of you.”

      Once we were alone, I lifted her in my arms, and carried her over to the sofa. She remained unconscious, even during all the commotion.

      While she was an important pawn in my plan to get revenge on her father, I didn’t want to hurt her in any way.

      “Is that her?” Owen asked. He came into the office and made a direct path to where Sophie was resting.

      “Not exactly. She’s something better.”

      He looked at me with surprise.

      “What happened?”

      “The three idiots grabbed the wrong Nelson daughter. To top it all off, they couldn’t think of a way to grab her without smashing her head in.”

      He tutted and went over to the bar and grabbed a Ziploc bag. He scooped some ice into the bag and, wrapping it with a towel, made an ice pack. Owen sat on the edge of the sofa next to her and placed the ice pack gently over the bruise on her cheek.

      Why didn’t I think of that? Owen was always the more considerate one of the two of us. The two of us were bonded wolf pack members, which meant that we lived, worked, hunted, and even mated together.

      “Tell me I’m not imagining things. You feel it too, right?” I asked.

      Owen stayed silent as he examined her.

      Though he said nothing, I could feel the thoughts running through his mind as he examined our captive. Everything about her was perfect, from her luscious and full figure to her innocent face. With her wavy dark hair, she was Snow White come to real life.

      A purr emerged from his chest. Yes. He sensed it too, that bond neither of us had experienced with another woman. Our wolves knew the truth.

      She was the one. Our mate. The one fated to belong to us. We were going to have her. No matter what.

      A pained moan slipped from her lips. Her eyes moved behind her eyelids and her lashes fluttered against her cheeks as she regained consciousness. Her eyes finally opened, moving around the room in an attempt to figure out what was going on. She looked at Owen first, and then me. Like a frightened deer in headlights, she let out a cry of surprise and tried to bolt, only to fall back onto the sofa in a wave of dizziness.

      “Shh,” I said, grabbing a pillow and slipping it behind her as I helped her sit up. “Take it easy, you’ve been through a lot.”

      “Where am I?” Her voice cracked as she spoke. She looked at Owen and me again, with question in her eyes. “Who are you?”

      “I’m Owen and he’s Rick. You’re in our house right now, and you’re safe,” said Owen.

      She stared at us with an incredulous look and let out a breath. His statement failed to reassure her, not that I blamed her.

      I decided to get straight to the point, she was going to find out the truth eventually. “You’re here because of your father.”

      “What?” Her brows furrowed. “I don’t get it. What does my dad have to do with anything?”

      I reached out to brush a lock of hair out of her face, but she flinched away from my touch. Her reaction was understandable, given her current situation. I stepped away, and went to grab my phone from my desk. “You don’t know much about your father’s work, do you?” I asked.

      She shrugged. “He’s the mayor. He goes on a bunch of meetings, gives speeches, and kisses babies and puppies for the cameras.”

      Owen sighed. “If only it were that simple. Your father’s not a good man, Sophie.”

      She stared at him. “How do you know my name?”

      I returned to her with the phone and snapped a picture of her. “We know everything about you, and your family.” I started typing a message to Mayor Nelson, making sure to send a photo of Sophie, so that he knew I wasn’t bluffing.

      “What are you talking about?”

      “He tried to pull a fast one and cheat us out of what he owed us after a job. He’s lucky we aren’t coming for your entire family. Let’s just say, it wasn’t his best idea to screw over people who kill for a living, but he is a politician. All charm and no brains.” I finished my message and hit send.

      Owen cupped her chin, tilting her face up until he stared deep into her eyes. “He owes us, and now, you are going to pay the price of his debt.”

      “Please, don’t do this,” she begged. Tears welled in her eyes, until they ran over and spilled down her cheeks, leaving black streaks of mascara.

      It was no use. Even though we wanted the mayor’s favorite daughter, what we got was far more valuable. We were never going to let her go.

      A phone rang. It wasn’t mine, but I already knew the caller.

      Sophie pulled her phone from the inside of her jacket. Her hands shook so much that she almost dropped the phone while swiping to answer the call. “Dad?”

      My hearing, enhanced by aspects of the wolf, caught the conversation on the other end of the call.

      “Are you with Rick and Owen?”

      “Yes. Who are these guys? Please, I’m scared. I want to go home.”

      “Sit tight, and don’t piss them off. I’m coming right now.”

      “Dad, wait–” the call ended before Sophie could say anything else. She squared her shoulders and looked us dead in the eye. “My father is coming. You have no idea who you’re messing with.”

      I smiled, baring my teeth. She was so brave, but too innocent to realize her life was about to be yanked out from under her.

      Owen shared his thoughts through our bond.

      We are going to have so much fun breaking her in.
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      SOPHIE

      While I waited for my father to come rescue me, I heeded his advice not to anger my captors by staying silent and not drawing attention to myself. The strange men, Rick and Owen, spoke in hushed tones across the room.

      Rick’s face was as rugged as a chiseled wood carving, all sharp angles and cheekbones that were brought to life by the flickering flames in the fireplace. His brown hair was as dark as my own dye job, and pulled back into a low and short ponytail, it accentuated his sharp gray eyes which cut into whoever he was looking at like blades of flint. Rough stubble peppered with specks of silver covered his jaw. While Rick was tall and built, Owen was just as tall, but lean and toned, like a world-class soccer player. Tousled hair, as black as ink, framed a golden tanned face and amber brown eyes.

      They paused occasionally to look over at me, as if analyzing a piece of artwork they wanted to buy, before resuming their discussion.

      As much as I was quivering like a leaf blowing in the wind on the inside, I stared them down, determined not to let them see how much they affected me.

      My entire life, I caught glimpses of who my father was, the men he dealt with in his office as mayor of the most affluent port city in the country. Rich, powerful, devious men. All of them with an insatiable appetite for money and power. Monsters who preyed on the poor and weak, willing to do anything to fatten their bank accounts and further the reach of their business empires. These two were no different.

      They stopped talking and looked over at me again. My heart pounded in my chest, and the hairs on the back of my neck prickled. There was a darkness in their eyes that was animalistic, almost inhuman. I held their gazes, glaring right back at them. Even from across the room, with all that space between us, the intensity of their eyes pierced me, as if seeing through my false bravado. My breath caught, and I swallowed the lump in my throat. My role in whatever arrangement they had with my father went beyond just money. I was sure of it.

      Rick pulled out his phone, and they resumed their conversation. My shoulders slumped as I fell against the back of the sofa. Relieved not to be the center of attention once again.

      What had my father done to piss them off badly enough to kidnap me?

      A knock on the door startled me out of my musings.

      “Sirs, Mayor Nelson, here to see you,” announced the butler, who then backed out of the room with a nod and slight bow at the waist.

      I jumped to my feet at the sight of my father in the doorway and ran over to him. “Dad!” Throwing my arms around his neck, I clung to him. I would be going home soon. It was going to be alright.

      My father patted my back. “I’ll take care of this, Sophie.” He let me go and stepped into the office. “This has gone far enough.”

      “You have no idea how far we’re willing to go, Nelson,” said Rick.

      “You should have thought of that before you double-crossed us,” added Owen. “Fifteen million. That’s what the contract you promised us was worth. You wanted us to break McAllister’s kneecaps, and we did. We drove him and his cronies out of the city and delivered him to you, neatly tied up with a bow. All we asked for in return was the security contract for the city’s buildings.”

      “That was the price we agreed upon, and yet, imagine our surprise when we found out that Triton Holdings landed the contract that was supposed to be ours.” Rick rolled his sleeves up to his elbows and cracked his knuckles.

      “I-I can arrange for another contract, I know someone in Paradise Peaks who needs private forces for his chain of hotels and restaurants.”

      “As mayor, you should know that you are only as good as your word, and right now, your contracts aren’t fit to wipe my ass,” said Owen. He made his way to the giant wooden desk at the other side of the room and reached inside a drawer.

      I froze as he pulled out a gun and loaded it with two bullets.

      My father stumbled back, holding his hands up in appeasement. “W–wait. It’s not like that, I had no choice. Wait! I can explain.” His eyes darted around the room, looking for an escape route. I inched a step back toward the door. Rick’s steely eyes gaze landed on me, a warning from a predator. My entire body tensed, afraid to move a finger, much less take a step.

      “Time’s up for excuses,” Owen snarled. He cocked the gun and aimed it at my father’s forehead.

      “There is one thing you have that can settle your debt with us.” Rick’s lips twisted into an evil grin.

      “What is it? I’ll do anything.”

      “Sophie. We want to marry her tonight.” said Rick.

      My breath left my lungs in a whoosh as soon as my name slipped past his lips. It was as if all the oxygen had been sucked out of the room.

      My father glanced over at me, his eyes wet with regret.

      Surely he was going to refuse?

      “Dad.” My legs trembled as I struggled to remain standing. “Daddy?”

      His silence said everything, then he shook his head. “I’m sorry, I can’t do that.”

      Hope flared in my chest. Despite our strained relationship, he would never leave me with these monstrous men. I clung to my father’s arm, seeking strength and shelter behind him.

      “Your offer is tempting, but she’s already set to marry another.”

      I looked up at him with surprise. This was
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