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Author’s Notes 
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Did I really write a book inspired by The Call of the Wild? The answer is yes! When I was in my early teenage years, this novel truly hit me as my favourite. Robinson Crusoe and The Count of Monte Cristo also had a strong impact on me, and through reading those novels, I hoped that one day I might write my own book series—even if it wasn’t as inspiring or timeless as those classics.

To top it off, the final novel I read was The Call of the Wild, and I dreamed that one day I would be capable of writing my own snowy, forest-thick, wintery backcountry story—and here it is!

Technically, I wrote this back in January, so it might sound a bit different than my usual novels. But I desperately wanted to create something like this, and I poured myself into it in a single day.

To me, this story is my own tribute to the raw spirit of survival, loyalty, and nature—my own true adventure novel, where I build a world from scratch and offer a simple, honest thank-you to the great frontier stories that shaped me. It was The Call of the Wild that inspired me to go hiking. 

Happy reading!

Official Website: wildloveseries.com

Discord Group: https://discord.gg/2BdpNgt9d9

Facebook: Wild Love Series

Twitter: @WildLoveSeries
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— CHAPTER ONE —

The Errand North
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Many years ago, men spoke of gold buried in the Yukon, and the word travelled like wildfire across towns and cities. The promise of fortune drew thousands to the frozen north, men who left their homes, their families, and their lives behind for a shot at the untamed wilderness. But gold alone could not carry them there. It was the strength of dogs—unyielding, loyal, and tireless—that hauled sleds through the snow, bridging the gap between dream and survival.

This story, though, is not about gold or men chasing riches. This is about the strength of the wolf, and the treasure it seeks—not the gleam of metal, but something far greater—family connection and the bond that outlasts even the harshest winters.

It was the week after Christmas in northern British Columbia, and the house felt like it was still resting from the celebrations. Madeliene and I were curled up in bed, the heavy snowstorm outside only adding to the coziness. It was the kind of morning where you’d rather stay under the blankets forever.  

But the peace didn’t last. Gabriel burst through the door like the storm itself, his gray sweater dusted with snow and his face set with the usual seriousness that told me whatever he had to say wasn’t up for debate.

“Are you awake?” he asked, even though we both sat up the moment the door opened.  

“Barely,” I muttered, rubbing the sleep from my eyes. Madeliene yawned beside me, her silver hair tousled as she squinted at Gabriel.  

“Good,” he said. “I want you two to go on a trip, visit my grandmother, and make sure she has enough supplies and gear to make it through the winter.”

“Wait... what?” Madeliene asked, her voice laced with surprise. “She’s not exactly a fan of humans, remember? Isn’t that why she went back to the Yukon after great-grandfather died?”  

Gabriel nodded, his face calm but his golden eyes focused. “You’re right. She went back because she felt more at home there, and she doesn’t trust humans. But that’s exactly why you need to go. My grandmother should meet Mattias.”  

I blinked, suddenly feeling very awake. “Me?”  

Madeliene looked equally skeptical. “Father, this is a terrible idea.”  

“It’s necessary,” he said firmly. “It also takes two people—one to pull the sleigh and the other to oversee supplies. I’m getting older, Aunt Catherine hates the snow, and Aurea... well... I’m actually not sure what she’s doing. Something about a wood-chopping or lumber race, even after I warned her that might give away her wolf strength.” He crossed his arms, his expression softening just slightly as he added, “Anyway, my grandmother may be strong and independent, but she’s old—really old—and I want to be sure she’s safe. You’re the only ones who can go. Plus, she needs to warm up to Mattias—and she’s not going to bite the hand that helped my daughter.”

“Comforting,” I added.

Madeliene let out a small sigh, leaning back against the headboard. “She’s going to hate this.”  

“Maybe,” Gabriel replied. “But that’s a problem you need to deal with.”

And with that, he turned and walked out, leaving us sitting in stunned silence.  

Madeliene glanced at me, her deep blue eyes filled with a mix of irritation and resignation. “Merry late Christmas, I guess.”

The storm had calmed by the time we got dressed and made our way downstairs, though the wind still howled faintly against the walls. The smell of eggs and toast greeted us, with Aurea sitting at the kitchen table in a red shirt that proudly read "Lumber Games Finalist," stabbing a piece of toast as if it had personally offended her. Meanwhile, Aunt Catherine stood by the counter, flipping through a well-worn cookbook, her dark hair pulled back loosely and her brown eyes carrying the calm patience of someone who had weathered far worse storms.

Aurea looked up first, her green eyes sharp and playful. “Well, look who decided to join the land of the living,” she said, smirking.  

“Morning to you too,” I muttered, pulling my dark blue jacket tighter around me as I glanced at the small plate of toast left on the counter.  

Aunt Catherine smiled warmly. “Good morning. Coffee and tea are fresh if you want some.”

Madeliene walked past them to grab a mug of tea, her silver hair catching the soft morning light streaming through the window. She wore a light-blue sweater, its soft fabric a calm contrast to the winter chill still clinging to the air.

“Thank you, Aunt Catherine,” she said gently, wrapping her hands around the warm mug.

I moved toward the coffee pot, but before I could pour myself a cup, Aurea’s voice cut through the air.

“Wait—are you actually going to see our great-grandmother?” she asked, her tone a mix of disbelief and amusement.  

I hesitated, glancing at Madeliene. She didn’t say anything; she just poured hot water into her mug with deliberate calm.  

“Yeah,” I said finally, leaning against the counter. “Gabriel ordered us to.”  

Aurea’s smirk widened, her green eyes glinting mischievously. “Well, that’s a dumb idea. Try not to die.”  

“Helpful,” I said flatly, sipping my coffee.  

Madeliene turned, her blue eyes narrowing at her sister. “We’ll be fine, Aurea.”  

“Oh, I’m sure you will,” Aurea replied, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “Our great-grandmother is just going to love meeting your human boyfriend. She’s always been so open-minded about strangers.”

Madeliene’s shoulders stiffened, and I could tell she was seconds away from launching into one of their usual arguments. Aunt Catherine, sensing the tension, looked up from her cookbook. “Aurea, that’s enough,” she said, her voice firm but calm.

Aurea raised her hands in mock surrender. “Fine, fine. But don’t come crying to me when she chases you off with her cane.”

Aunt Catherine closed the book and sighed. “She adored me and my sister, you know that. She just needs to... well... warm up a little.”

Aurea gave her a look and subtly lifted her eyebrows, like that wasn’t the whole story.

Catherine hesitated, then added, “And maybe have a wolf-shifter jump in front—or a Gabriel—if things go sideways.”

Madeliene rolled her eyes, muttering something under her breath as she turned back toward me. Then, as if flipping a switch, her demeanour changed entirely. She set down her mug, her face lighting up with excitement.  

“Come with me,” she said suddenly, grabbing my hand.  

I blinked, caught off guard by the sudden shift in energy. “What? Where?”  

“Just come on,” she said, pulling me through the living room and down the hallway toward the front door with a mischievous smile. Her excitement was infectious, and despite the lingering doubts Aurea had planted in my mind, I found myself following without hesitation.

Behind us, I could hear Aurea chuckling softly. “Good luck,” she called, her tone still teasing.  

Madeliene didn’t look back, and neither did I.

She didn’t stop until we were outside, the icy wind nipping at my face as she tugged me toward the barn. The cabin and its comforting warmth faded behind us, replaced by the stark chill of the morning air and the crunch of snow beneath our boots.  

The barn loomed ahead—weather-beaten and stoic, its wooden slats faded and scarred by years of wind and snow. Unlike the orange vintage Chevrolet 3100 pickup truck parked nearby, the barn carried an air of quiet utility. Its heavy double doors were slightly ajar, revealing shadows and movement within. Animal pelts hung along the outer walls, swaying gently in the breeze, partially obscuring the tall windows trimmed in green. The mingling scents of cured leather and woodsmoke drifted faintly from its cracks—a subtle reminder of Gabriel’s meticulous craftsmanship, honed through generations. Inside, the faint clatter of metal and the smell of oiled leather spoke of long hours of work and care.
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