
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The Wolf and the Weaver

	 

	 

	Tessa Lane

	 


Chapter 1

	The forest held its breath that night.

	A silver mist clung low to the ground, wrapping the roots of ancient oaks like the folds of a sleeping giant’s cloak. The moon was a pale coin, half-hidden by drifting clouds, and somewhere between the trees, a single loom creaked in rhythm with the whispering wind.

	The Weaver sat by the open door of her cottage, her fingers tracing invisible patterns over the threads before her. She wove by moonlight, always had. Some said her cloth could trap the soul of a moment—hold it still, unchanging. Others whispered that her tapestries carried omens, that she could see what others dared not dream.

	Tonight, her hands trembled. The thread refused to obey.

	A cold shiver ran through her, not from the night air, but from the feeling—the unmistakable tug in her chest, as though fate itself had caught hold of her loom.

	“The thread breaks tonight,” she murmured, almost to herself. “Someone’s path will unravel.”

	Behind her, the hearth had long gone cold. The Weaver’s name was Eira, and though she looked scarcely twenty, her eyes held the weight of a hundred winters. There were streaks of white in her dark hair, and fine scars ran across her palms—reminders of the threads that fought back.

	Outside, a howl broke the silence.

	Not the cry of an ordinary wolf. This one carried pain—too human to be beast, too wild to be man. It rose and fell like the wind across the tundra, and when it faded, the Weaver’s loom went still.

	Eira set her shuttle down and stepped into the cold. The mist kissed her bare feet, and the forest seemed to bend toward her, as if listening. She closed her eyes.

	“Show me,” she whispered.

	The world around her stilled. For a heartbeat, everything—wind, earth, stars—was thread. She could feel them all, lines of shimmering light crossing the darkness, binding every soul, every stone, every leaf. But one thread burned brighter than the rest—silver, frayed, and fading fast.

	She followed it.

	The path led her deep into the forest where the old oaks gave way to twisted birches. Their white bark peeled like parchment, whispering secrets in the breeze. The thread pulsed at her fingertips, leading her toward a shape collapsed near the roots of an ancient tree.

	A man lay there, blood staining the snow beneath him. His cloak was torn, his breath shallow. But even through the wounds, his presence felt… wrong. Power coiled around him like smoke. His hands were clawed, his eyes—when they fluttered open—were not human.

	“Stay back,” he rasped, his voice raw.

	Eira froze. “You’re bleeding.”

	He bared his teeth—not a warning, but a confession. “I’m not what you think.”

	The wind shifted, carrying the faint scent of iron and pine. She saw the wounds clearly now—claw marks, deep and deliberate, not made by any hunter’s weapon. Someone—or something—had tried to kill him.
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