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Elsa Iris a high school senior who was just trying to get out a small town. She didn't expect fate to lead her into the arms of a handsome werewolf with a lot of problems.
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The air was different. Thick and heavy, scented with rain and pine needles, but underneath it all was something else. A wildness. Each step I took, I felt like I was getting more and more uneasy. My bones shivered, a deep, unsettling cold that had nothing to do with the night. My heart beat fast in my chest, a frantic rhythm against my ribs, but I kept on walking. Deeper into the dark forest. It was a compulsion, a strange pull I couldn't resist.

I knew this wasn’t right. Usually, I'd only come into the forest for a short walk on a sunny afternoon. I would never be this far in, and certainly not this late. But tonight, a strange, siren-like call had drawn me out of my quiet apartment and into the moonless dark. All I knew was that I needed to get deeper. There was something inside me, a silent whisper, a primal part of myself I never knew existed, telling me to go.

The whispers led me to a sound. A low, guttural growl that vibrated through the soles of my shoes, followed by a splintering crack of a branch. I froze, my body rigid with fear, the strange pull now replaced by a very human instinct to turn and flee. Ahead, a commotion of snapping twigs and heavy thuds tore through the stillness. My curiosity, reckless and foolish, won out over my fear. I crept forward, my every muscle screaming in protest, and pushed through a curtain of overgrown ferns, peeking out into a small, secluded clearing.

My breath hitched and snagged in my throat. Two massive wolves, larger than any I had ever seen in a book or documentary, were circling each other under the dim moonlight. The first was a beast of pure shadow, its coat a deep, midnight black, its movements fluid and full of dangerous grace. The other was a beautiful, tawny brown, bristling with aggression. Their eyes, a shocking, molten gold, were locked in a silent, menacing battle. The air between them was thick with a tension so palpable it felt like a living thing, a coil about to snap.

They moved in a silent dance, circling, each waiting for a mistake. The brown wolf took a step, a feint, and the black wolf responded, its massive body shifting with a speed that defied its size. They were fighting, a deadly battle I had no right to witness. My heart hammered against my ribs, an erratic drum against the silence of my hiding spot. I was so caught up in the terrifying spectacle that I didn't notice the faint breeze that suddenly shifted the air.

It was my scent. I saw the black wolf’s head snap in my direction, its molten gaze cutting through the dark like a laser. The snarl that ripped from its throat this time wasn’t for his rival, it was for me. It was filled with pure, unadulterated fury, a deep-seated loathing that made every instinct in my body scream to run. It was an unwelcome reaction, as my inner voice had foretold, but underneath the hatred, there was something else, a possessive, undeniable hunger that terrified me more than the hatred itself.

The brown wolf, seeing his chance, lunged. It tore at the black wolf’s shoulder, a flash of red marking the pristine black fur. It was a mistake. With a roar that wasn’t quite a growl and not quite a sound a wolf should be able to make, the black wolf turned on his attacker. The fight was over in an instant. The black wolf’s jaws clamped down on the other’s neck, a sickening crack echoing through the clearing. The brown wolf went limp, a lifeless heap on the ground.

All of the black wolf's attention, and all of that terrifying, hate-filled rage, was now directed at me. It took a single, powerful step toward my hiding spot, its amber eyes burning into my soul. I was paralyzed, a deer in the headlights, unable to move a single muscle. Its massive form began to shudder and contort. Bones cracked and rearranged, fur receded into skin, and a horrifying groan of effort filled the space. The scent of pine was replaced with something musky and human, yet still undeniably wild. It stood before me as a man, naked and terrifying, but his eyes were still a beast's eyes, filled with the same unadulterated fury.

He stalked toward me, each step deliberate. He reached out a hand, not to comfort or touch but to grab. And he spoke a single, growled word, a final verdict that sealed my fate.

“Mate.”
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