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      I shucked off my red cloak, a chill running through my body as I stepped into my heated house. Winter had officially settled over us now, and it was getting extremely cold outside. I hadn’t wanted to go to town, especially since it had started snowing right when I left, but I knew if I didn’t gather the supplies I needed, I wouldn’t last very long this winter.

      I lived a good bit of a walk away from town. My cabin was settled back in the woods. I liked my solitude, and the townspeople respected that. They didn’t come to my home, but they were nice to me when I ventured out into the world for a little bit of time.

      It was just me here in this small cabin I’d bought a few years prior. In the summer, I grew my own vegetables and froze them. In the winter, I tended to hunt when I could, but this winter was going to be uglier than usual, and I wanted to make sure I had provisions on hand in case I couldn’t brave the weather some days.

      Even now, a blizzard was rolling through, ready to coat the world around me in white.

      I heard a wolf howl in the distance, and I frowned, shaking my head.

      Better seek shelter, buddy.

      I stoked the fire in my wood-burning stove before going to start one in my bedroom so my room would be warm throughout the night. I had central heating, but it didn’t do much during these harsh conditions, and I didn’t particularly feel like spending some of my inheritance on a better heater when I could use a fire just fine.

      After witnessing my parents’ murder six years ago, I couldn’t stand to be out in public. I couldn’t stand strangers. Work was out of the question for me, but thankfully, my parents had been well off and had left me a hefty sum of money that would most certainly last me until the end of my days.

      So, I moved across the country all the way from sunny, hot Miami to cold, harsh Alaska. I purchased this small cabin outright, and I paid taxes on it each year. I ventured out to the town when I absolutely had to, but otherwise, I stayed right here in my cabin and on my land surrounded by the beautiful mountains and tall, thick trees.

      That howl reached my ears again, drawing my eyes to my door. It sounded closer this time and like the poor baby was in pain. Sighing, I looked away from my door and continued my way to my bedroom. I felt bad for the poor animal, but there was nothing I could do. It was already snowing to the point I couldn’t even see out my windows. And while I knew my land like the back of my hand, I also knew how easy it was to get lost in the middle of a blizzard. Hikers went missing all the time because they didn’t heed the warnings they received.

      I had just gotten my fire blazing good and hot when I heard something scratching at my front door. I snatched up my rifle and cautiously walked towards the door. A low whine met my ears along with more scratching.

      Slowly, I cracked the door open. A white wolf stood there, his hind leg held up, whining softly at me, its blue eyes imploring me to let him inside.

      “Oh, you poor thing,” I whispered when I saw the blood dripping from its hind leg. “Where is your pack?”

      Sadness seemed to coat its eyes, and it whined some more, nudging my hand. For such a wild animal, it was surprisingly docile. I quickly let him in, and he walked over to the fire, plopping down in front of it on his side. I quickly grabbed some towels and laid them beneath him so he wouldn’t get more blood on my floor than he already had.

      I kneeled down beside him. “Do not hurt me, boy,” I warned him. He just whined some more and laid his head on the floor, staring at the orange and red flames. I gently cradled his hind leg to inspect the damage. It would need sewing, but otherwise, it looked clean, and since it was still fresh, I was hoping it wasn’t infected. There was no way I could get him to the veterinarian in this weather.
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