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SHE BITES HER LOWER lip to keep from swearing and turns around to run the opposite direction. The next howl shatters the night and she barely take a step forward before she feels a solid weight square in her back. The ground comes rushing up, leaves and rocks ready to scratch her palms- and then she's being twisted around, the strange wolf taking the full brunt of the fall.

She grabs two fistfuls of ruff and steadies herself as the werewolf tucks her close to him as they roll a few more times from the impact.

"Sorry," he says once they've stopped completely. He crouches on top of her, caging her in with his arms and legs. "I have forgotten how small and weak humans can be."

"I am not small and weak," she responds immediately, but the words leave her lips in a sort of whimper.

"Stop struggling," he growls, his fangs dangerously close to her neck. "Makes me want to hold you down."

"I thought you'd like that," she says. "Don't wolves like it when their mates fight back?"

He does not respond for a long time. Her eyes slowly focus on his face, but she can't make out much of it in the pitch darkness. A cloud has drifted over the moon and basked her world into darkness. There is a short snuffling noise and she feels something wet on her neck. She freezes when she realizes that the man is half shifted, and he is pressing his nose to her pulse. She wonders idly if this is how she dies.

She has seen illustrations in her books of half shifted wolves before. Their features resemble wolves more than humans when they're like that, their noses elongated, their teeth sharp as fangs, and their claws-

"Ah," she gasps, turning her head to offer him the full expanse of her neck. She feels him draw air, greedily drinking in her scent.

"You're afraid," he huffs and rubs his cheek to hers, scent-marking her the way wolves are prone to do.

"Hard not to be," she says, breathless already.

He growls. Wicked claws curl gently over her shoulders to lift her up and away from the unforgiving ground.

She sits up because it seems like that's what he's trying to get her to do. Light seeps from the moon and she sees him for the first time. There is a golden glow in his eyes. "You're an Alpha."

He lets out a huff that says he's not impressed by the observation. Only Alphas have gold eyes.

"Are you going to claim me now?" she asks. There is a tremble in her voice and a fear that she can't quite hide. His breath is warm on her skin as he takes snuffling breaths near her collarbone, claws shredding her clothes as his nose trails lower, pressing between her breasts, down her ribs, her belly, and then he's tearing her best pairs of jeans.
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Chapter One: Run
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AS ONE OF THE RARE human companions for werewolves, there are few things that are expected of her, the forefront of which is an ability to adapt.

The second if her ability to run when trouble comes for her.

She is doing a lot of the second now. She pauses at the edge of the copse of trees that she has been forced to take refuge in. The full moon is half-hidden behind dark clouds, lighting stretches of the forest floor before her like a path for her to run towards. An escape route that is not going to lead her to freedom. She should have known better than to leave the safety of her den on the night of a full moon, but it is necessary.

She is a burden. The pack she had been staying with for the past two months could longer keep her safe. They can't even keep themselves safe, so they have cast her out so that the rest of them may escape unharmed. They could stay and fight for her, or they could just kick her out the door and let her fend for herself.

She scoffs at how easily that particular decision was made and how little it had surprised her.

She's only human and they have no loyalty towards her. Just as she feels no loyalty towards them. No hard feelings, except for the part where they could've given her more warning. Up until two hours ago, she thought she had the rest of her life all in order and that she was safe there. Two hours ago, she had a roof over her head.

It is not as though she is afraid of getting caught. She is a human companion. Any werewolf pack that catches her would find good use of her.

She already she knows how the rest of her life is going to be like. She will live in servitude with the pack that captures her and her treatment depends on how her new wolf pack think of humans in their care. It is unfortunate that her old pack can no longer keep her. There are a few young men in the pack who would have been good mates for her and the young man that the Alpha had thought to give her to is his son, who is only twenty. It had made her feel slightly better to know that her mate could be so close to her own age.

Now, her future lies in the hands of the strangers that have come for her.

It happens, sometimes. Territorial disputes. The pack would either attack the wolves, or they will come after her. Her old pack is sure that they would come for her. Perhaps they had talked about it before and had agreed to let her run.

This happens too. Some packs enjoy the chase.

"Nobody's coming for me," she whispers to the wind, her words sounding like lies even to her own ears as she continues to run. She takes off her jacket five minutes into the run and throws it to her side, not bothering to break her stride. The scent will confuse anyone following her for a few precious seconds. Or it would give them something better to track her with.

Too late to regret that now.

She tries not to leave a trail as she continues forward, stepping closer to the base of trees where she won't leave footprints. Her steps are steady and she does not touch anything along the way, keeping her trail as scent-free as she possibly can. She's not sure how many of them are coming for her.

It is not the first time she's been abandoned by a pack. Nor would it be the last. She doesn't let it get to her.

Except now the stakes are higher. Once midnight comes, she will be eighteen, which means the magic in her is activated. She is a human companion who is ready to be bred and filled, fucked until come spills from between her legs and she is begging for more. She shakes her head and tries not to think about it, but the more she tries to push it into the back of her mind, the more it wanders back.

There is old magic in her veins, a curse that makes her especially desirable for werewolves. There is no way for her to control it, just as there is no way for her to stop her from ovulating every twenty eight days. Once she is eighteen, she is suddenly werewolf catnip. Werewolf-nip. There are few of them in the country and they are all kept under close government watch to make sure that nothing happens to her until she is of age.

Until she's eighteen.

After which, she is fair game for every wolf in the country, as long as they are strong enough to capture her from the pack that is currently holding her.

If they had waited another day to attack, she would have been mated to one of the sons of the alpha already, and they would not have abandoned her so easily. She wonders if he would have fought for her. Perhaps his instincts would have forced him to try and defend her honor, but he would not have been a good fighter. Aaron is naive and too sure of himself.

And he is not a wolf. His father is a wolf, but his mother is human. Their children are all human. He would not have won, and she would have been sullied. The new pack would not treasure her as much as they would value a virgin. At least, that's what she had been told.

She counts the seconds off in her head as she runs, twisting and darting, ducking under ferns instead of pushing them out of the way, careful not to fall and hurt herself, but even more careful to keep the noises minimal. They can track by ear as well as scent. She has been running for seven thousand five hundred seconds.

Emma is well aware that she is fighting a losing battle and merely delaying the inevitable. If there are werewolves coming for her, there is no forest large enough for her to hide in. She can't outrun a wolf.

"Maybe no one's coming after me," she murmurs softly to herself, bending to rest her hands on her knees and catch her breath. Maybe they are.

A part of her thinks that this is for the best. This werewolf pack waited until she is of age before coming after her, which is better than she can say for half of the packs that have captured her in the past. Upon realizing that she's just like any other young human, they lose interest quickly and try to return her to the system before the authorities come for them.

In some countries, human companions are treated like royalty. When they come of age and their magic manifests, werewolf packs fight each other in order to gain one for themselves.

Here, she is treated like commodity. Perhaps the pack coming after her would just use her body and abandon her immediately afterwards, breed her and mark her up so that she would not be desirable to other packs.

She shudders at the thought of being alone again. She's never liked the period between being adopted, where she has to stay in the orphanage with children her age who do not have families
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