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      These alpha wolf pairs will stop at nothing to claim their mate when they catch her scent. She’s in heat and ripe for breeding…
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      Owned by the Billionaires (Fiona, Huxley, Derek)

      Trick or Treat with the Billionaires (FREE only available at drusillaswan.com/newsletter) (Fiona, Huxley, Derek)

      Captured by the Billionaires (Josephine, Samuel, Liam)

      Mated to the Billionaires (April, Evan, Lawrence)
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      Claimed by the Billionaires (Scarlet, Paxton, Austin)
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      Book 1 of the Mating Season series.

      

      Fiona Bell will do anything to become a successful painter, even if it means working as a maid and practically being homeless. The last thing she needs is a distraction in the form of love. That is until she finds herself trapped between two overbearing billionaires.

      Alpha werewolves Huxley Cain and Derek Fox never expected to find a mate. That is until they meet her. From the moment they catch her sweet scent, they know she is the one to give them an heir.

      They will stop at nothing to claim her.

      She is theirs to protect.

      Theirs to share in pleasure.

      Theirs to claim together.

      They will never let her go.
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      FIONA

      I stood on my tiptoes and reached up until I could reach the top of the display case with my feather duster. Balancing on my toes carefully, I avoided touching the spotless glass with my fingers as I ran the duster across the top.

      The last thing I wanted was to leave fingerprint smudges on the glass that I would have to clean again. It was nearly four o’clock, and I was almost done cleaning the house. I had a rare two hours booked at my school’s painting studio, and I was never going to make it across the city in time if I didn’t leave before rush hour traffic.

      My reflection in the glass stared back at me. I paused, frowning at what I saw. Dark circles haunted my eyes and my hair was tied in a messy ponytail. The only thing I had going for me was a healthy pink flush across my bare cheeks from my physically demanding job as a maid.

      My T-shirt was stretched out from washing with holes along the edges. The faded letters U and M of my university covered the area over my breasts.

      The shorts I wore were tight and barely covered my bottom because they were already a couple of years old. I guess I had a late growth spurt and outgrew them in the last year. They were one of the few things I managed to take with me when my father cut me off and kicked me out of the house.

      I was far away from being the pretty little socialite my father liked to parade around in front of his rich friends at parties. The way he used to show me off like a piece of meat made it obvious that he wanted to marry me off to one of their sons as soon as possible. I tugged on the edges of my shorts as I recalled how uncomfortable I used to be as the men, both young and old, would leer at my curvy figure. There were other rich people’s sons and daughters at these parties, but I never really fit in with any of them. Every single party ended the same way, with me escaping as soon as possible and hiding out in the library or out near the kitchens with the servants.

      I stabbed the furniture with force with the feather duster as I recalled the last argument I had with my dad.

      For the crime of wanting to go to art school and wanting to be a painter instead of marrying his chosen protégé, the man I had looked up to my entire life cast me out to the streets.

      “Selfish little whore, just like your mother.”

      His parting words still stung even after all these years. At eighteen years old, I had been abandoned once again, just like my mother abandoned me shortly after my birth.

      Blinking rapidly, I cleared away the tears that stung my eyes.

      None of that mattered now. Not only did I survive on my own, but three years later, I was thriving. I was going to graduate from U of M this year. And I did it all by myself, paying my way through college by cleaning rich people’s houses. The only thing I needed to worry about was finishing school and getting my paintings into an exhibit.

      A loud gurgle came from my stomach, reminding me that I skipped lunch. Ugh. I had to grab takeout on the way too. There was no time to waste. I had to finish cleaning up and get out of here.

      I put in my earbuds and turned up the volume. The pounding beat of the music in my ears set the perfect pace for cleaning the rest of the room quickly. I sang along and shook my hips as I began to vacuum the room.

      The giant bed in the center of the room was the toughest part to clean. It had to be wide enough for at least four people. The top of the mattress was strangely high, coming up to my tummy. I would need a step if I wanted to crawl up there.

      Heat flooded my cheeks. The bed was designed for sex—too high for someone as short as me, but perfect groin height for a tall man. Not that I had any real-life experience, but I had seen things online.

      I shook my head and tried to get the perverted images out of my head. It was no business of mine what or who my boss did in his free time. It would be naïve to think that a man with his wealth wouldn’t have women throwing themselves onto his bed.

      Thankfully, I had never met my boss, or else the images in my mind would have been even more awkward. I had no idea who my employer was or what he looked like. Even though I had worked for him for more than three years, my only point of contact was with his personal assistant.

      The mansion I cleaned gave away no clues. Everything was obviously expensive, from the multistory floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city below, to the infinity pool on the roof.

      Even with all the luxury, the home was cold and sterile, strangely empty of all personal touches. Except for the custom bed in the master bedroom, of course. It could have been yet another home featured in those magazine articles about the mega rich and famous.

      Getting down on my knees, I used the hose attachment on the vacuum to reach deep under the bed. My favorite song began, and I swayed my hips as I vacuumed to the throbbing beat in my ears.

      All I needed to know was that he was loaded and paid well for a clean home.

      It was better this way.

      There was no awkward conversation or pretending to listen and feigning concern about how hard it was to be so rich and powerful.

      This way I could get my work done as quickly as possible. Best of all, I didn’t need to care about what I looked like as I crawled around on my knees and bopped along to my favorite songs.

      The vacuum cleaner died.

      I frowned. That was strange.

      It was then that I noticed the shadow that fell over the side of the bed.

      Make that two shadows.

      I froze. My hands shook as I plucked the earbuds out of my ears.

      “Don’t stop on our account.”

      The deep voice startled me. This was the first time I had ever run into another living person while cleaning this house. Now there were two strange men here, and I was on my knees with my ass in the air, wearing a very short, very tight pair of shorts.

      What must they think of me? My cheeks grew hot. I couldn’t believe this was happening. This was not how I wanted to meet my boss and his guest.

      I jumped to my feet. Eager to hide my barely covered ass, which was prominently on display, I spun around quickly.

      To say the two men were gorgeous was an understatement. My breath caught in my throat as I admired their masculine features. Their slate colored suits molded to their muscles in all the right places. The one with dark hair carried an edge of danger to him, while the one with sandy blond hair quirked his lips in a sexy smirk. His eyes twinkled as he read my reactions like an open book.

      Unfortunately, I was so focused on the twin sets of blue wolf-like eyes staring at me with hunger, that I failed to see where I was stepping. My foot caught on the edge of the fur rug next to the bed. I stumbled. As I fell, my arms flailed clumsily like a chicken flapping its wings in an attempt to regain my balance.

      Tall, dark, and dangerous grabbed me, pulling me to his chest. I caught my breath and sighed at the warm, musky scent of the man holding me. To my surprise, the other man pinned me from behind, pressing the length of his hard body against my back.

      Even as my heart hammered in my chest, I melted against the strong muscles cushioning me. In their overwhelming embrace, I was protected. I was safe.

      I already thought they were huge from a distance. Now that they were up close, pressed against me, their size was almost beastly. Never in my life had I felt small or delicate like one of those waifish girls in the fashion magazines, but next to them, I was like a toy doll.

      Their hands settled on my hips and waist. Heat spread from where their bodies touched mine, shooting straight to my core. I let out a whimper in desperate need. Despite my fear of their huge size, it all felt so right.

      Never before had I ever felt this way. The sensations surging through my body were overwhelming and out of my control. There was nothing I could have done to stop the chain reaction I had to them.

      I should have pushed them away. I should have screamed. They were too big. I should have been scared. They were too close, invading my space. But my body was warm and pliable while they held me. My limbs felt sapped of strength.

      I brought a hand up to the muscular chest in front of me and flexed my fingers. Something primal in me wanted to dig my nails into his muscles. Instead, I pushed my palms against him, but it was useless. Neither of them budged an inch. Stuck between their hard chests and strong thighs, it was like pushing against a brick wall while being pinned in place by a boulder behind me.

      The man behind me leaned down and buried his nose in my hair. He took a long deep breath and exhaled. His breath tickled the hairs on the back of my neck. My inner muscles clenched in need at the sensation.

      “She’s the one, Hux. She smells delicious.” His low voice sent shivers up my spine.

      Hux. Mr. Dark’s name was Hux. It suited him.

      “That’s because she’s ready for breeding.” Hux’s voice dripped with lust. He ran a thumb against my bottom lip. “A juicy ripe peach that’s ready to
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