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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 be eaten. So plump and sweet, I can’t wait to take a taste.”

      “No!” This wasn’t right. No matter what my traitorous body wanted, I couldn’t let my first time be a quick and dirty threesome with my boss. I squirmed out from between them and held my hand out as if I could will them to stay away. “There will be no tasting of anything or anyone,” I blurted. My voice cracked with panic as the words rushed out.

      Hux barked out a deep laugh. “Our little rabbit’s a feisty one, Derek.” His eyes glinted with delight. “The chase is going to be so much fun.”

      My eyes flew to the other man. Derek grinned. A flash of fang peeked out from between his lips. There was something beastly about him. I blinked quickly. My eyes must have been playing tricks on me.

      He ran his gaze up and down my body, stopping pointedly at my too-short shorts. His tongue ran across his bottom lip. I cursed at myself for choosing to wear them today. If I had remembered to do the laundry last weekend, I would have had clean clothes, then none of this would be happening.

      I glanced between the two huge men to the door behind them. There was no way I could make it past them to my escape route.

      I was trapped. A helpless rabbit ready to be ravaged by two savage beasts.
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      HUXLEY

      I ran my eyes up and down her body. God, she was perfect. Every bit of her sent a jolt of lust straight to my cock.

      Her cheeks were flushed from her exertions, her lips turned berry red as she teased them between her teeth. Her chest heaved with short panted breaths under her faded tee and her hair was tied up messily. It looked like she had just been thoroughly fucked. The shorts she was wearing were so tight and high, it was likely she had outgrown them a size ago. The wolf inside of me growled in approval. Her curves begged to be stroked, kissed, fucked. She was both a seductive tease and so very young and innocent.

      She glanced up at Derek and me from beneath her lashes as she sized us up before flushing and looking away.

      “Fuck. You’re too cute to be real,” I growled.

      She tugged on the hem of her shorts in an attempt to cover her thick thighs. Her motions only brought attention to the faded shirt stretched tightly over her voluptuous breasts.

      I groaned. Lust fogged my mind, making my head spin. My already hard dick throbbed in need.

      She was luscious.

      I glanced over at Derek. He was wound up tighter than a coiled spring. He had to be thinking the same thing. Despite his stony expression, I could tell that he was about to pounce on her. No words needed to be exchanged between us.

      Even though we were not blood related, the bond between us as alphas of our wolf pack meant I knew him better than a brother. His father and my father were both leaders of our pack before they passed the roles on to us. From the time we were both born just hours apart, the two of us did everything together.

      The only thing that gave away the tension in him was the slight twitch of his fingers. I should know. My own fingers ached to squeeze those luscious tits that threatened to burst from that ratty tee. She would spill over the edges of my palms. God, what would it be like to bury my face in between those breasts and taste her in my mouth?

      Something about our little maid called out to the wolf inside each of us. Never before had a woman inspired such a reaction from us. Derek and I had everything: money, power, fame, and women who threw themselves at us for access to it all.

      But something was always lacking. We didn’t want just any woman. We wanted a woman to share. Someone who would accept all of us, fangs and all. Someone we could carry our babies.

      She was going to be ours, one way or another. Nobody ever said no to Huxley Cain or Derek Fox. Not in the boardroom and not when it came to our bed.

      “When our assistant said she hired a maid for us, I pictured someone older, like my aunt.” I chuckled at the thought. “You’re definitely not what I had in mind.”

      The color drained from her face. She must have thought I was going to fire her. She opened and closed her mouth like she wanted to say something, but then changed her mind.

      Derek chuckled. “Not that we’re complaining, of course.”

      The poor girl looked like she was caught between running out of the room or fainting in our arms. It served us no good if she was scared to death of us. That was not how Derek and I worked. Every wolf knew there was a time to chase, but also a time to release his prey. It would make her final capitulation that much sweeter.

      “Relax. You’re safe with us. Always. You already know that I’m Huxley and he’s Derek, but we don’t know who you are. Why don’t you tell us your name, sweetheart?”

      “Fiona,” she whispered. She cleared her throat and swallowed before speaking again. “Fiona Bell,” she said, this time in a louder voice.

      She looked at both of us, her eyes darting back and forth before her eyes widened.

      Recognition dawned. No last names were needed. Everybody knew who we were. I was surprised that she didn’t recognize us as soon as we came into the room. Not a week went by when Derek and I did not have our photos splashed across the tabloids. Her naïveté was refreshing after the endless groups of gold-digging socialites constantly flinging themselves at us.

      “I didn’t know you would be here today. If I did, I would have worn something else.” She tucked a loose strand of hair behind her ear. “I already finished cleaning the room, so I’ll get out of your way now.” She twisted her hands nervously before grabbing the handle of the vacuum. “Sirs,” she added after a pause.

      My nostrils flared. How did one word have such an effect on me? Every little thing she did went straight to my cock. She was perfect in every way. She was fated to be our mate. It was the only explanation for why we finally met.

      Derek and I were not even supposed to be home until tomorrow. Our itinerary still had us in London on a business trip. Thankfully, the opposing party folded during negotiations as soon as we threatened them with our team of lawyers. The Alwyn Group quickly agreed to sell their company to Cain&Fox at a bargain in exchange for not digging up all their corrupt business dealings and dragging them through the courts.

      It seemed like today was our lucky day, in more ways than one.

      Derek placed a hand on top of hers and squeezed gently. His touch had an immediately noticeable effect. Her shoulders fell as the tension and nervousness drained out of her.

      “Fiona, look at me,” he commanded.

      Her head tilted back until she could meet Derek’s gaze. “Don’t change a thing. You’re perfect the way you are, little one.”

      Derek’s hand completely swallowed hers. She was so small and fragile. The beast inside of me wanted to dominate her, forcing her to submit. The man wanted to protect her from the world.
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      DEREK

      Her hand trembled under mine, but she did not withdraw from my touch. That was encouraging. She was frightened, but a part of her was excited. As I stroked my thumb against the back of her hand, the rapid flutter of her pulse slowed. My wolf was deeply satisfied that I could be a source of calm and strength for her. Despite her reluctance towards us, she was not pushing us away. It wouldn’t take very much for her to give in. This boded well for our future together.

      I took in a deep breath. Her sweet musky scent both excited and calmed the beast inside of me. There was no doubt about it, she was the one.

      Our mate.

      And our mate was in heat and ready for breeding.

      I brought her hand up to my lips, placing a kiss on the pulse point on her wrist. “Do not be afraid, Fiona. We will not hurt you.”

      Her stomach let out a loud grumble that filled the room.

      “You’re hungry, little one.” At that moment, I noticed the dark circles in the hollows beneath her eyes. I frowned. Our future mate was not taking care of herself. That was unacceptable.

      A red flush spread across her cheeks until her entire face was red from embarrassment. She withdrew her hand, nervously tucking a lock of hair behind her ear. “I’m fine,” she said as she crossed her arms over her stomach.

      “Do not lie to us, Fiona. You need to eat.” I glared at her until she squirmed under my gaze.

      “Well, maybe I am a little hungry, but I can grab a burger on the way.”

      “Nonsense, you need to eat something. You look like you’re going to faint as soon as you walk out this door, much less have strength for the rest of your day. Come,” I grunted.

      I sprung into action, not bothering to turn around to see if she was following as I made my way towards the kitchen. Our woman needed to be fed. It was my job as an alpha wolf to provide a meal for her.

      Behind me, I heard her ineffective protests as Hux encouraged her to stay and eat something before she left. A high feminine squeal pierced the air. A moment later, Hux came down the stairs with Fiona in his arms.

      “Put me down, you brute!” Her arms were wrapped around Hux’s neck as they came downstairs. Despite her protests, she did not seem too put off by being carried around.

      Since Hux had a handle on our feisty little one, I concentrated on whipping up a nutritious meal for her. I opened the refrigerator and scanned the contents. We had a carton of eggs, a couple onions, a wedge of cheese, a package of bacon from our favorite butcher, and what looked like some baby spinach.

      I could make a quick and filling frittata. It wasn’t luxurious, but it would have to do in a pinch. Most importantly, it would stick to Fiona’s ribs, keeping her full. With a goal to focus on, I preheated the oven and got to work.

      Hux placed her gently on one of the bar stools at the kitchen island.

      “I can walk, you know?” She kicked her legs in a swimming motion and pointed at her thighs. “See these? They’re called legs, and they carry me around just fine without your help.” Fiona huffed in annoyance, glaring at both of us.

      “And what a fine pair of legs they are,” I drawled as I cracked the entire carton of eggs into a bowl and began whisking.

      The look she gave us could have killed. I sniffed the air delicately and smirked. The scent of her arousal gave her away. As did the fact that she wasn’t running out of the house screaming.

      A part of her wanted this. I was certain of it. Even if she denied it, there was a part of her that liked being told what to do. My wolf salivated. What a fun time Hux and I were going to have taming her into submission.

      But there was time for that later. Hux had his hands full, but a big bad wolf like him could handle a feisty little rabbit like Fiona without my assistance. Right now, I had a hungry woman to feed. With that thought, I grated a generous amount of cheese in record time and began dicing the ingredients.

      Besides, it was for her own good. If she was too stubborn to see that she needed to take a break and eat something before she fainted, then we would make sure to feed her until she couldn’t walk out of our kitchen.

      Possessiveness tightened my chest. I was going to do whatever it took to make sure she was cared for from now on, even if I had to tie her down to our bed.

      Hux brushed aside a lock of her hair and cupped her cheek gently. “You will walk when it suits me. Right now, I want you to sit and eat.”

      Fiona’s nostrils flared. My enhanced hearing picked up on her rapid heartbeat. If looks could kill, then Hux and I would already be chunks of bloody skewered meat.

      While I finished chopping the onions, bell peppers, and bacon, Hux fiddled with the vintage Italian espresso machine he had flown in from Milan. During our last trip there, he spotted the contraption in a little village not far from the city. Despite my protests, he offered the elderly café owner far too much money for it. Hux was such a pretentious coffee snob. I wouldn’t be surprised if the coffee beans he was grinding were handpicked by virgins. Still, I had to admit that having our own coffee bar at home was a nice little luxury.

      It seemed that Fiona thought so too. She watched with rapt attention as Hux poured the coffee. The hiss of the steam filled the air as he frothed the milk before drawing a series of three hearts on the surface of the coffee with the frothy milk. A real Italian would have considered a cappuccino this late in the afternoon to be blasphemous, but a warm gentle drink was exactly what Fiona needed.

      Hux pushed the mug into her hands. Fiona closed her eyes in bliss as she breathed in the aroma of the freshly brewed coffee. Timidly, she took a tiny sip. Her eyes opened in surprise before she drank in eager gulps. She let out a soft moan.

      “Mmm. That tastes way better than Starbucks.” Her tongue peeked out, licking at the milk foam mustache that covered the area above her upper lip.

      My brain melted into goo. The sound and sight went straight to my cock. In my mind, I pictured her moaning like that as I licked her juices until she screamed. I shook my head to clear the lust clouding my mind.

      At the rate I was making this frittata, our mate was going to starve to death. I turned on the burner and waited for the cast iron skillet to heat up before adding the chopped onions and bacon. The meat sizzled and popped as it cooked, bringing out a delicious aroma that filled the air. Fiona watched my actions with a wide-eyed gaze and licked her bottom lip in anticipation.

      My hunter’s senses picked up on her eyes tracking the muscles in my arms as I sautéed the onions and bacon. The hunger in her gaze was obvious. Was she hungry for food or something else?

      I returned her gaze and challenged her to look away. Her cheeks reddened when she saw me watching. She was not as uninterested as she seemed. Smirking at my newfound intel, I poured the remaining ingredients into the skillet and put it into the oven.

      Fiona hid her face behind her mug, taking an intense interest in her coffee. “How do you guys know how to do all this?”

      Hux scoffed. “You mean you expected two spoiled rich boys like us to have a team of servants catering to our every whim?”

      Fiona furrowed her brows at his sharp retort. “Well, yeah, actually.”

      I wanted to smack him across the back of the head. He was scaring her. “Don’t mind him. Hux always sounds like he woke up on the wrong side of the bed, but he’s a big cuddly teddy bear underneath it all.”

      Fiona let out a chuckle. “I’ll take your word on that.”

      Hux glared at both of us as he grabbed two espresso cups and fiddled with the espresso machine once again. “You’re not wrong. We do have teams of servants and chefs at each of our properties around the world, but that doesn’t mean we’re dependent on them. Being able to take care of ourselves and those we care about is important to us.” Hux slid the first cup of espresso over the counter towards me before making a cup for himself.

      Sipping on the coffee, I examined the scene in front of me. The three of us were the perfect scene of domestic bliss. Fiona looked so natural, sitting here in our kitchen while we prepared a meal for her. For the first time in my life, I wanted a family. The only thing that would make this moment perfect would be a bunch of kids running around in the background.

      Our pack had been bugging us for an heir. Hux and I could tell the others were getting anxious and beginning to doubt our ability to lead the pack. Without an heir, the young upstarts in the pack would challenge us for the position of alphas soon. Fiona was the first woman who I could see as our mate. We will breed her until her belly was rounded with our pups. She was going to be a goddess worshiped by the pack. Then there would be no doubt about our role as alphas.

      The kitchen timer buzzed, bringing me back to the present. I removed the frittata from the oven, slicing up the biggest portion for Fiona before cutting a slice for Hux and myself.

      Fiona’s eyes lit up at the gooey strands of cheese clinging to the piping hot frittata. This time, she didn’t need to be convinced to eat something as she eagerly took the heaping plate. My chest swelled with pride as she took a big bite and closed her eyes in bliss as she chewed. There was a primal urge to feed and provide for my mate. Her lips lifted into a smile as she savored the food. The wolf inside practically purred in pride at her approval. What I wouldn’t do to make her smile like that every day. Whatever it took, I was willing to do it every day, whenever she asked.

      “Oh my god, this is delicious!” She ate another large forkful before taking a sip of her coffee. “All of this is amazing. This needs to be a part of my employment contract from now on, my own personal barista and chef.” She grinned at us as she licked at a trace of milk foam on her lips. Both Hux and I groaned at the visual. My cock jumped as if her tongue was stroking it.

      Hux and I had barely touched our food. Hux was too consumed by watching her eat. Even his espresso went untouched. All of our attention was on her. We would give her anything and everything she demanded. All she needed to do was submit to us.

      “All of this can be yours, Fiona. Forever.” Hux’s eyes were dark with arousal as he spoke.

      She finished the last bite of her food. Her fork scraped across the plate before she dropped it. She frowned. “What do you mean?”

      “Tell us what you want and we will give it to you.” I brushed a loose lock of hair out of her forehead. “Anything you want.” Whatever price she demanded, we were willing to pay it to pop that delicious cherry she was hiding. She didn’t need to say a word. We were sure she was untouched. The same way we could sniff out the weakness in our business competitors, we smelled the innocence that oozed off of her in waves.

      “I don’t want anything if it means trading my body.” Her voice shook as she spoke. “You can’t just buy me like I’m a whore!” She pushed her chair back, but didn’t walk away. Something kept her here. Despite her protests, the scent of her arousal gave her away. There was a part of her who wanted to accept our offer.

      Hux stroked the back of her hand like he was calming a skittish pet, but she batted his hand away. “Calm down, little one. We only want to take care of you.”

      It was obvious she needed someone to take care of her. Her clothes were threadbare and stretched from being washed too many times. Though her thighs were thick and pleasing, the shadows under her eyes revealed the truth. She was tired and not eating well. It was obvious that she required money. If she wasn’t going to take care of herself, then Hux and I would have to do it for her.

      “You two are nuts if you think you can buy me like everything else in your lives. Thank you for the lunch, but I have to get going if I want to make it to school in time.”

      Hux and I shared our brief surprise at this revelation. I examined the faded and cracked letters on her shirt. “I didn’t know that you’re still a student at the university. I thought you graduated already.”

      Our poor mate was running herself ragged with classes and working on top of that. Despite her economic situation, she was focused on her education and future. Our instincts were right, she would make a good mother for our heirs. But she shouldn’t be suffering like this. Hux and I would make sure she never had to worry again once she was ours.

      I decided to try another angle. “How about a date first? Will you agree to go out with us tomorrow?” We wouldn’t dream of getting in the way of her education, but surely she had to take some time off from classwork and relax.

      She shook her head. “I’m sorry, I can’t. I’m in the art program. It’s very demanding. Between my senior project and classes, I don’t have time to go on dates or time for any other distractions.”

      Hux narrowed his eyes. He stalked her like a wolf stalking his prey. He gripped her chin and tipped her head back. Between the two of us, Hux was always the quicker to snap. He was losing patience with this game. “Fiona, you belong to us, like it or not.” His voice was clear, there was no denying him once he made up his mind.

      The front door slammed. The sound of heels clicked across the floor.

      “Derek, Hux! I didn’t think you two would be back so early.” It was our personal assistant. She stopped in the doorway. Her eyes lit up at the scene in front of her. She shot us a glare over the top of her red-rimmed glasses that said what the hell have the two of you done now. “I see you’ve met the new maid I hired for you.”

      Fiona took the opportunity to break free. She grabbed her messenger bag and hefted it over her shoulder. “I have to get going. Nice to see you again, Carol.” She practically sprinted out of the room as she brushed past Carol.

      Our little rabbit could run, but she couldn’t hide from us. Fiona was going to be ours, no matter what.
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      FIONA

      I dashed off the bus as soon as the doors flew open and sprinted across the courtyard towards the art school building. Derek and Hux’s surprise lunch ate up some of my studio time, but thankfully I still made it back to campus in time to get some work done. The university grounds were mostly empty except for a couple of students reading under the trees or taking a nap.

      The art school was located across the courtyard in a concrete block structure that loomed over you as you approached. It was a typical sixties building in the brutalist architecture style that made it resemble a prison. I always thought it was ironic that the art department was housed in the ugliest building on campus while the law school was located in a Gothic-style building that looked like it was plucked straight out of a historic English town.

      I guess the depressing hideousness of the environment was supposed to provoke the art students into creating a masterpiece. If somebody could find inspiration and create beauty in such a bleak place, then they could succeed anywhere.

      Rushing inside, I dashed down the hall past the classrooms. There was nobody else out in the hall, as classes were still in session for at least the next half hour. I made my way to the elevator and rode up to the fourth floor.

      While the younger students attended classes that taught technique, drawing styles, and art history, the senior students were allowed free rein to work on their senior projects in the workshops and studios upstairs.

      In order to graduate, all the students had to compete for a spot in a prestigious gallery showing at the end of their senior year. Only a single piece of work from each discipline would be selected. Winning that coveted gallery spot would mean getting some much-needed money from selling my first painting and an invaluable leg up in my career from the exposure.

      The fourth floor was eerily silent, as there were only a couple of studios and supply rooms up here. It always smelled of damp mold. The windowless hallways were cast in a greenish tone from the flickering fluorescent lights overhead. I clutched the strap of my bag as I made my way to the studio door. Walking alone down the hallway always reminded me of a scene out of a horror movie right before someone got ax murdered.

      I frowned as I stepped into the studio. My painting was not on the easel where I left it the last time I was in the studio. Instead, another artist had set up an easel and was working on her painting in my spot. My own painting was nowhere to be found.

      I clenched my fist around the strap of my bag. Ariana was always such a bitch. There were a bunch of other spots in the room where she could have set up her work area. Why did she have to take
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