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CHAPTER 1


The Nightfang Mansion rose from the forest as if it had grown there, not been built. 
Selene Russo crouched in the shadow of a stone wall, watching the mansion through the cold darkness. Its towers and slanted rooftops formed jagged shapes against the moonlight, barely visible through branches.
She had expected it to be large, but not this large. Something about its shadowed sprawl made her stomach twist with nerves.
The estate spread across acres of forest deep in upstate New York, enclosed by wrought-iron fencing fit for a European fortress. Black bars twisted into ornate spikes, sharp enough to deter the most determined trespasser.
A thin wind whispered through the trees. Selene adjusted her black gloves and checked her digital watch. 11:47 PM, right on schedule.
The security patrol had passed two minutes ago. She had counted their footsteps, listened to the radio chatter crackling faintly from the guard’s belt, and waited until the beam of his flashlight vanished into the trees.
Now, the eastern side of the property was temporarily blind. She slipped a small device from the pocket of her jacket. The gadget was about the size of a garage door opener, matte black with a tiny blinking light. Selene pressed the button; across the iron fence, a faint spark flickered along the security box attached to one of the posts.
The blinking red light turned green; the camera was disabled for ninety seconds.
Selene darted across the clearing with silent efficiency. Her boots made no sound as she gripped the cold iron bars. She climbed quickly, pulling herself up with practiced ease. At the top, she paused, listening. The forest was quiet, too quiet.
Selene swung over the spikes and dropped, crouching low as her boots touched the ground. She scanned the grounds.
The mansion loomed a hundred yards ahead. Stone walls covered in ivy. Massive windows glowing faintly with warm amber light. A gravel drive curved to the front, flanked by statues of wolves that looked centuries old. And everywhere there were security measures. Motion lights dotted the lawn, cameras rotated slowly beneath the roofline, and two guards stood near the front gate, their dark uniforms blending into the night.
Selene exhaled slowly, forcing her heartbeat to settle. She slipped into the trees lining the edge of the property and began moving toward the house. Each step was careful, measured.
A gravel path crossed ahead of her, and she paused at the edge of the shadows and waited as another security guard passed by, his flashlight beam sweeping lazily across the ground.
His radio crackled. “North perimeter clear.”
Selene smirked faintly.
When the guard was gone, Selene crossed in three strides and ducked behind a massive stone wolf statue. Up close, it loomed ten feet tall, carved mid-snarl, eternal fury in its eyes.
Selene tilted her head up at it. “Subtle,” she murmured under her breath. The Nightfangs were the most prominent werewolf clan in this territory, with Orion Nightfang as their current Alpha. Their choice in lawn ornaments definitely broadcast that message.
She moved toward the mansion's darker side. According to her intel, Orion Nightfang’s private office was on the second floor of the east wing, which meant she needed a way inside.
Selene crouched beneath a row of hedges and studied the building. The walls were old stone, partially covered in ivy. The windows were tall and narrow, framed by carved arches; one of them was slightly open.
Selene’s lips curved into a slow grin. She moved quickly across the lawn, keeping low beneath the line of windows. When she reached the open one, she pulled a thin metal tool from her belt, slid it into the latch, and nudged it gently. The window slid open without a sound.
Selene hoisted herself up and slipped inside.

      [image: ]The kitchen she landed in was dark. Steel countertops glinted in the moonlight. Hanging pots swayed slightly above the island, disturbed by her presence.
Selene straightened slowly. The mansion was quiet, not the peaceful quiet of sleep, but the heavy quiet of a place used to being watched. She pulled a small flashlight from her pocket and clicked it on, shielding the beam with her hand as she surveyed the layout. A carpeted hallway stretched beyond the kitchen door, and Selene slipped through the doorway and into the corridor.
The mansion’s interior was even more extravagant than the outside, full of tall ceilings and dark wooden walls. Paintings lined the hall—most of them depicting wolves, forests, or stern men in old-fashioned clothing.
Selene paused at one portrait. A man stood at the center of the painting, dressed in black. His eyes were pale gray, cold. Even in oil paint, he looked dangerous. A small brass plaque beneath the frame read Victor Nightfang: 1892.
Selene raised an eyebrow. “Typical,” she murmured and continued down the hallway. According to the floor plan she had memorized, the staircase should be just ahead; make a right towards the east wing, then straight ahead to Orion Nightfang’s office.
The diamond ring she hunted was worth nearly two million dollars. She had planned the heist perfectly: in, out, gone. It was simple and foolproof.
Selene reached the staircase and began silently climbing. At the top of the stairs, she paused again and listened. She heard nothing, no voices, no footsteps, just the faint hum of electricity running through the old mansion.
She crept down the second-floor hallway toward the door at the very end. Reaching it, she saw a large black wooden door carved with intricate reliefs of wolves hunting and howling at the moon.
Her pulse quickened as she pulled out her lockpick set. The tools glinted in the dim light as Selene knelt at the heavy lock and got to work. She tinkered with the lock for thirty seconds until a faint click echoed through the quiet hallway.
Selene smiled, pushed the door open, and stepped inside Orion Nightfang’s office.






  
  two
CHAPTER 2


The office was enormous. 
Selene stepped inside slowly, her eyes straining under the darkness as she took in the smell of cedar, whiskey, and raw power.
The space was more like a private study than an office. She could make out dark oak bookshelves that stretched from floor to ceiling along the walls, a set of French doors leading out to a moonlit terrace, and a massive fireplace that dominated one side of the room, though the flames inside had burned low to glowing embers. The faint light of the embers revealed the outline of a heavy desk positioned toward the back of the room.
Selene closed the door softly. No alarms, no guards, and no obstacles barred her from this room, which seemed off to her.
The silence felt poised, tense—like a held breath.
Her instincts prickled.
This was too easy.
The diamond ring was supposed to be in the desk safe, per her information. She approached the desk, the thick carpet swallowing her steps as she stalked toward her intended target.
Selene froze, her gloved fingers inches from the desk as the overhead light flickered on, blinding her momentarily. When the black dots faded, she saw what was lurking in the shadows of the room.
Orion Nightfang lounged behind the desk, a king on his throne, while Kieran Nightfang, his second in command, stood like a sentinel next to the now closed office door.
Her body knew the truth before her mind—she was already prey, trapped by wolves.
Heat prickled along her skin, but underneath, a coil of dread wound tighter. She was outnumbered, outmatched, and every instinct screamed that she was out of options.
Orion’s gold eyes tracked the minute tremor in her hand as she retracted it back from the desk.
The silence was a living thing, thick with the scent of him, of them—wilderness and dominance packed into the polished wood and leather of the room.
Kieran hadn’t moved from his spot blocking the doorway. His green gaze was a physical weight on her back, measuring her breathing, the tension in her shoulders.
“Cat got your tongue, little thief?” Orion’s voice was a low rumble that vibrated in her sternum. He leaned forward, the fine material of his shirt pulling across the formidable width of his shoulders. “You didn’t think it would be that easy, did you? Walking into the den of the wolf and taking his treasure?”
Every instinct screamed at her to run, to fight, but the door was blocked by Kieran, and the window behind Orion looked out onto a fifty-foot drop into dark pines. Panic fluttered in her chest, sharp and insistent. Her light blue eyes met Orion’s molten gold. “I’ve gotten out of tighter spots.”
“Not with us,” Kieran said from the door. His voice was quieter, flatter than Orion’s, but it carried the same absolute certainty. It wasn’t a boast. It was a fact of nature, like gravity.
Orion stood; he was taller and broader than any man she’d ever seen. He moved around the desk with a predator’s lazy grace, not rushing, because the outcome was already decided.
He stopped a few feet from her, close enough that the heat of him washed over her skin, carrying that cedar-and-whiskey scent, underscored by something darker, feral. “The diamond you just tried to steal is mine. You are in my territory; that makes you mine, too. The only question is how we proceed, little thief. Do we go to the police, or...”
“I’ll take the police,” she said, cutting him off, her voice sharper than she intended. “Handcuffs and a cell sound lovely right now.”
Orion laughed, a sound that was all gravel and dark promise. “Human justice is so… bland. We have our own laws here. You trespass, you attempt to steal, and there is a debt to pay.”
Kieran shifted his weight, a subtle movement that drew her eye. He was watching Orion, a silent communication passing between them. “A chase settles a debt,” Kieran said, the weight of his eyes returning to Selene’s back. “It is an old law, a primal law.”
“A game,” Orion purred, circling her slowly now. She turned with him, keeping him in sight, painfully aware of Kieran at her back. “You run into the woods where you’ll have until the moon reaches its pinnacle to get to the old boundary stone on the north
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