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The Howl in the Snow

The North breathed ice. It was a cold, ancient breath that turned sap to crystal and frosted the lashes of sleeping pines. Deep within its vast, white lungs, where the snow lay untroubled for seasons and the wind sang lullabies of hunger, lived a girl. She had no name in the tongue of men, but the forest whispered “Frost” as her bare feet, calloused and quick, kissed the frozen earth.

Her world was a symphony of silence and raw instinct. The snap of a twig beneath a snowshoe hare, the distant rumble of an avalanche echoing like a giant’s sigh, the low growl of Narak, her alpha, rumbling deep in his chest – these were her words, her stories, her very breath. She moved with the fluid grace of the six grey shadows that were her family, her long, tangled hair the color of midnight unfurling behind her like a banner of the wild. No silken cloth had ever touched her skin, only the thick pelts of her kill, draped and bound with sinew, keeping the biting cold at bay.

Today, the air crackled with the promise of a meal. Narak, a beast of charcoal grey with eyes like chips of amber, led the hunt. His scent-markings on the snow, subtle to any but his own, guided their silent procession through a labyrinth of snow-laden firs. Frost, agile as a lynx, bounded over drifts, her senses alive. The faint tang of fear, sharp and metallic, reached her first. Not the fear of prey, but something heavier, more discordant.

She stopped, a silent signal echoing through the pack. Narak’s ears twitched, his powerful head lifting. A low, guttural warning rumbled from his throat, picked up by the others – two scarred elders, a playful adolescent, and two tireless yearlings. Men. The very word, though unspoken, was a primal terror that tightened Frost’s gut. Men meant fire, iron, and a cruel, unpredictable intelligence. They were the apex predators the wolves truly feared.

They shadowed the source of the disturbance, Narak’s wary pace dictating their approach. Through a thicket of white spruce, Frost saw them: a flash of royal blue and burnished steel against the pristine snow. A convoy, struggling. Wagons laden with crates sank into drifts, horses whickered with fatigue, and armored figures cursed into the frigid air. They were hopelessly ill-equipped for the North.
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