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Chapter One
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Elise Moreau had written twenty-seven sex scenes in the past year and hated every single one of them.

She knew the exact moment her career had started to rot: the day her editor, Priya, slid the latest manuscript across the marble café table and said, “Honey, this reads like two Ken dolls negotiating a merger.”

Elise had laughed—because Priya was right—and then gone home to drink an entire bottle of Sancerre while staring at the glowing cursor on page 143. The hero was supposed to pin the heroine against a castle wall, ravish her senseless, and make the reader forget her own name. Instead, the paragraph ended with the line: He adjusted his stance for optimal leverage.

Optimal. Leverage.

She’d typed it, saved it, and immediately hated herself.

Three flops later, her agent, Delphine, staged an intervention in the form of a black envelope sealed with crimson wax. Inside was a single card, heavy as guilt:

The Werewolf Breeding Facility One Night. One Wolf. One Story. Invitation expires at the next full moon.

Delphine’s accompanying text was succinct: Bring a notebook. And maybe a safe word.

Elise had rolled her eyes so hard she saw her own optic nerve. She’d written about werewolves—alpha knots, silver bullets, the whole paranormal buffet—but she’d never believed in them. Still, the invitation smelled faintly of pine and smoke, and the wax seal bore a paw print pressed deep enough to bruise the paper.

Curiosity, that old bastard, won.

Two weeks later, she stood in the Facility’s subterranean lounge, barefoot on heated marble, wearing nothing but a silk robe the color of midnight. The air was thick with beeswax and something darker—musk, maybe, or anticipation. Velvet drapes swallowed sound; the only light came from a dozen beeswax pillars flickering in iron sconces.

A woman glided forward—tall, silver-haired, cheekbones sharp enough to slice prose.

“Madame Valois,” she introduced herself, voice like champagne poured over gravel. “Concierge of Indulgences. You are Elise Moreau, author of Moonlit Surrender and its two unfortunate sequels.”
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