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Paula could run this trail blindfolded. She hiked it every weekend for the last ten years; ever since she caught her ex-husband making plans to embezzle money from her company and walk out on her for his side chick. Nature and exercise kept her mind clear and spirits soothed to ensure she made rational decisions during such an irrational time. Over the last eight months, this path became her second home.

So, she used her pain as fuel, invested her anger and hurt into time building the furniture and design company he would never get half of in an arrangement in exchange for not pressing charges and moved on, pounding her stress into the rocks and dirt of this trail. Usually, the long trek allowed her to indulge in the cool early autumn air on her dark skin this time of year. But today she felt something watching her. Paula could feel eyes in the bushes and hear rustling too close to the path for a wild animal; it would have lost interest in her by now. Whatever it was has been following her for over an hour.

At first, she didn’t run. If it were a deer, it would have run away long ago, and she didn’t want to provoke any predators hunting them. Maybe wild rabbits or a fox? She turned in the direction of another rustling of leaves and twig snapping in hopes of catching sight of whatever was following her to find a large shadow and yellow eyes lurking in the bushes. Paula felt fear crawl up her spine and backed away. When the shadow didn’t move, she continued down the trail at a faster pace, hoping to leave the creature behind her.

A few steps later, the rustling returned. Paula refused to look again, walking faster, but the shadow kept pace. She pushed herself into a full run. Several minutes passed of hearing nothing but her breath panting. Sweat ran between the tight braids in her hair and down her back. Then the bushes along the path shook, and a growl pierced the air.

‘Oh, no.’ That sounded like a wolf. As if knowing her thoughts, a howl rang out to confirm her fears. Paula tried to push faster; knowing how deep in the woods the trail went and how much further she had to go, there was no way she could reach help in time. She would eventually have to take her chances against the wolf with the repellant spray in her back pocket.

A rise in elevation told her a picnic clearing was up ahead. Paula could put the table between them then hide in the porta-potty until it lost interest. Lungs burning and long legs aching, she pivoted on her ankle hard enough to sting and skidded to a halt behind the table and scrambled for the huge pockets in her long shorts, dropping her water bottle in the process. Paula brandished the spray in front of her with shaking hands.

Now everything went terribly quiet, only the sound of her breath panting and her blood pounding in her ears existed. Sweat dripped down her forehead, soaked her t-shirt, and made her hands slippery but Paula managed to keep a grip on the small metal can. Her wide brown eyes darted around, waiting for any movement to counter with the spray.

The bushes and trees around her shook, and a low growl seemed to come from all directions. Paula could feel eyes on her, watching her as she crouched behind a picnic table brandishing a spray can in her hands. ‘Come on you; let’s get this over with so we both can go home.’ Because of course, this plan would work, she would go home and the wolf after her would move on to better things once the spray wore off. It’s non-toxic, just annoying enough to leave a random hiker alone long enough to get away. That’s just the rational conclusion to a rational situation.

The shadow following her darted passed her faster than Paula could perceive, knocking the can from her hands. The force made Paula stumble, her ankle flared in pain, and she landed hard on her hip. “Shit.” She hissed, trying to get her bearings. Before she could reach for the table for support, a black long-clawed paw slammed down on the canister and crushed it with ease. Through the puff of spray, Paula set eyes on the beast towering over her; a hulking form covered in fur and muzzle field with dripping fangs. It advanced toward her, a scream rising in Paula’s throat but fear paralyzed her completely.

The massive wolf advanced on her, chest vibrating in a low growl and Paula tried her best to use her least painful leg to scoot away. “No... No, don’t!”

To her shock, the growl cut short and the beast took a step back. It kept close but sat back on its haunches and tilted its head in wait.

“You listened to me?” Paula winced as her hip protested every move she made to distance herself from the creature in front of her. She watched it breathe, noticing the creature in front of her was nothing like a traditional wolf. The body was way too big and the torso more resembled a large hairy man while the back legs and head resembled a wolf. “Okay, I’m going to go then and leave you alone.”

The wolfman hissed and circled her, glimmering yellow eyes wary. Paula took the hint and stopped moving.

“I don’t understand. What do you want from me?” Paula’s voice cracked and she failed to swallow her fear as this strange creature watched her. The wolfman barked low in his chest and ducked down to push his wet nose into her hand. Paula squeaked in shock but the wolfman did not back down, pushing his muzzle into her palm. After an insistent whine, she relented and stroked the soft fur between his eyes.

Encouraged by her affection, the wolfman moved closer, nudging her hand to the top of his head as he sniffed at her chest. His tail flicked with glee, and he licked her neck with a hot wet tongue.

“Whoa, there I’m not sure -” Paula squealed when the wolfman scooped her up and bounded away from the picnic area. “Where are you taking me?” She managed to shout, but she was ignored as the wolfman made his way through the woods; the trees and brush thickening to the point of obscuring the sun. The grip on her tightened when she tried to struggle, so Paula had no choice but to cling to the beast’s fur.

When he finally came to a stop, Paula was plunked down in a cool cave that smelled of leaves and dirt, watching the wolfman pace at the entrance. He approached slowly, sniffing at her feet. Paula tried not to shiver in the damp air as his hot breath puffed over her ankles. “Alright, I’m here. What do you want?”

The wolfman moved closer, reaching out to touch the sweaty curls stuck to her face. His eyes met hers as his huge hands traveled down her neck. “What are you doing?” She couldn’t look away from his eyes, fiery yellow and focused completely on whatever patch of flesh he stroked with her fingertips. When the hand reached her chest, he flicked her nipple.

Even through the thick fabric of her sports bra, Paula felt her nipple swell and she blushed. “Hold on, there-” She was cut off by both hands cupping her breasts and a blazing hot rough tongue lapping at her neck. The weight of him pushed her onto her back, and as her breasts were massaged, his claws shredded her shirt. Paula made a weak attempt to cover herself before she could be exposed but rough hands pulled her arms apart and pushed them over the broad shoulders hunched over her. Something hot and warm rested against her thigh event through the fabric of her hiking shorts and that hungry tongue guided her nipple in between gentle teeth. Paula arched up, feeling her thighs clench in anticipation of having that inside her.

The wolfman whined above her, leaning back to peer into her eyes. Paula saw the hunger and pleading desperation as he panted with need. “What?” Paula melted when he whined again and tilted his head in wordless inquiry. She threaded her fingers through the fur on his cheeks and nodded.

Growling, he dipped his head back to Paula’s exposed breasts, pulling away the torn shirt and bra to release them; the tan line of her sports bra leaving her chest a lighter creamy brown than of her shoulders. He laved them both with his tongue before taking one nipple into his mouth and pinching the other between his claws. Paula gasped and pushed her chest forward, fisting the soft fur on
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