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Morgan Page coasted up to the little cabin on fumes, consciously kicking herself for not filling up the truck at that little convenience store in town.  When would she ever learn?  Reaching over into the back seat she grabbed her coat and hoped like hell the temperature wasn’t as low as her truck thermometer had said before she lost power. Nine degrees was just too cold and the wind had to bring the temps down to way below zero as it howled through the trees.

Grabbing her phone, she looked to see if it had ever locked in on a service tower.  “Damn, just my luck.” She angrily threw the phone onto the floorboard on the passenger side.  The battery was dead from hours of searching for a signal.  Now, she was miles from nowhere with no gas and no way to contact anyone.  Looking out through the heavy snow flakes that whisked by, she could see no stars and not even a tiny silhouette of the moon.  

Peering into the frozen darkness, she tried to determine if it was safe to get out.  Cursing herself again, she wondered why she had never asked for a key rather than continue using the one hidden on a tiny nail in the roof of the outhouse.  Granted, she hadn’t even talked to Ricky in over a year but he always said she was free to use the cabin whenever she wanted.  Well...She wanted.  Stress at work had finally heated to the boiling point and she had to get away.  Valentine’s Day had always been the worst of holidays anyway so why be miserable eating tons of chocolate while thinking of a man she couldn’t have even as she tried to forget the one she had lost.

Deciding that she had stalled long enough, she tentatively opened the door dragging her coat with her as she stepped out into the knee deep snow.  Instantly her toes became numb, her feet cramping in protest at the extreme cold.  The wind tugged violently at her blonde hair, tangling the long tresses hopelessly around her face.

Pulling on the coat, she trudged through the deep snow drifts around the corner of the cabin to the outhouse.  Jerking on the door, it only opened maybe a half inch becoming jammed at the bottom in heavy, wet snow.  Dropping to her knees, she used her hands to dig the snow away from the door so she could open it far enough to reach for the key. 

Finally she stood back up stretching her arm inside, fumbling blindly where she knew it should be.  A deep howl erupted from somewhere on the other side of the dark frozen lake.  Startled, not finding the key or the nail and now in a panic, she swept her hand back and forth over the rough, splintery surface.  

Feeling a large shard of wood slide under her skin, she cried out in pain and surprise.  Biting down hard on her lip to keep from making further noise that might draw the animal in, she tasted blood.  As her hand throbbed and her feet continued to cramp, she desperately pulled on the door trying to open it far enough to admit her.  The wolf howled again, it’s lonely cry closer than before. 

She cried out again, this time in fear.  No doubt the animal was hungry and sensed her presence as a potential meal.  Wrenching on the door again, it came open a little more smacking her in the forehead before wedging itself once more on the frozen snow below. 

Rubbing her head, she squeezed inside the outhouse and rose on tiptoe reaching for the key in the dark.  Making contact with it, she closed her icy fingers around the small piece of metal salvation.  With a sigh she pulled it off the nail, handling it with care. 

Shimmying back out of the outhouse, she looked cautiously into the dark before taking off in a mad dash towards the door at the front of the cabin.  A deep growl was the only warning she got as a huge wolf launched itself out of nowhere. 

Trying to get away, she felt its feet first as it hit the middle of her back, driving her face first into the snow.  Her deadened fingers lost track of the key as she flailed in attempt to escape the snapping jaws.  Blindly, she kicked out causing a yelp from the wolf as she made contact. 
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