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Chapter One – Silver Wolves and Pouncing Tigers
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Long before the present age, the Silver Wolves and Pouncing Tigers ruled their lands with strength and pride, their destinies bound to the wilds they called home. The Wolves claimed the Moonridge Highlands, where snow and wind tested both body and spirit. The Tigers held Tiger’s Hollow, a fertile basin of forest, spring-fed rivers, and hidden caves. Between them lay the Veilwood, a forest neither could truly claim, sacred ground for all who sought life within it. In those years, the tribes were led by two formidable figures:

Ravik Wolfborn, Alpha of the Silver Wolves — fierce, cunning, yet capable of reason.

Radu Tigerheart, Chief of the Pouncing Tigers — wise, proud, with a deep reverence for tradition.

Though wary of each other, they understood the cost of endless bloodshed. For three seasons, the tribes lived in tense but respected harmony. The Pact of the Veilwood. One winter solstice, beneath the Moonstone Arch, the two leaders met with their closest warriors. Snow glistened under the pale moon, and the air was heavy with the scent of pine and frost.

Ravik’s voice cut the silence first.

“Radu,” he said, “we have waged enough war to know what it takes to survive. Your hunters encroach on my high ridges, and mine on your forests. Yet still, the Veilwood remains sacred. Let it stay that way.”

Radu inclined his head, eyes reflecting the firelight. “Ravik, I have lived my life for my people, but even I tire of burying sons and fathers. Let this forest be neutral ground. We take only what we must, and leave the rest for the spirits to watch.” 

Ravik nodded, his claws drumming the snow in thought. “Agreed. We share the valley in times of famine. Our young may learn to hunt together. But any breach... will be met with swift justice.”

Radu’s lips curved into the faintest of smiles. “Justice is fair, yes. But mercy — let it also guide us while the gods watch.” And so, for the first time in decades, Wolves and Tigers made a pact that promised life instead of death.

The Red Frost Famine

But peace, as it always does, proved fragile. The winter known as the Red Frost swept the land in frozen blood. Herds perished, rivers froze, and the Veilwood became a lifeline for survival. Both tribes, desperate and hungry, sent hunters deeper than ever before. Suspicion sharpened as each side watched the other’s movements.

One night, Ravik led a party through the forest, tracking a massive stag — a creature that could feed his clan for weeks. They were not alone. From the shadows, Radu’s hunters emerged.

“Ravik Wolfborn,” Radu called, voice steady but stern, “you tread too close to the heart of Tiger’s Hollow. Leave before this becomes a tragedy.”

Ravik’s eyes narrowed. “We take only what is ours, Radu. Step aside, or spill your own blood. I will not retreat.”

A tense silence hung as the two leaders regarded each other. Then, a young warrior’s spear flew too soon, and the forest erupted.

Blades clashed. Arrows hissed. Blood stained the snow. The Great Stag lay forgotten, trampled beneath the chaos.

By dawn, the Veilwood had become a battlefield, and the pact was broken.

Deaths of the Leaders

Reprisal was swift. Ravik Wolfborn died in a skirmish on the Moonridge Highlands — a spear through the chest, his last glance toward the Veilwood he had tried to protect.

Radu Tigerheart fell two winters later, defending Tiger’s Hollow from a wolf ambush. His death left his people leaderless but determined. The clans turned to the next generation.

Tharok Wolfborn, Ravik’s son, assumed leadership of the Silver Wolves. He was young but already known for his cunning and discipline.

Dorin Tigerheart, Radu’s son, became Chief of the Pouncing Tigers. A born strategist, he vowed to honor his father’s legacy while strengthening his people.

The Next Generation

As peace dissolved into endless raids, new lives emerged in the shadow of the feud. Across the highlands, Ardan the Pale, Tharok’s son, entered the world, eyes wide with the calm of newborn innocence yet destined to inherit the scars of his people. A decade later, in the Tiger Hollow, Matei Tigerheart was born, the son of Dorin, bringing hope to a tribe that had known more loss than joy. 

The land continued to pulse with tension, the Veilwood whispering the memory of broken oaths, but the children grew unaware of the feud’s full depth. By the time Matei reached nine years old, and Ardan turned nineteen, the world around them had hardened — borders were watched, scouts patrolled constantly, and every tree and stream bore witness to centuries of conflict. Yet for the youngest generation, life was still filled with the simple rhythms of hunting, learning, and the stories of elders, leaving the future unwritten...
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Chapter 2 – Maeve: The First Mother
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Riverbank Morning – Maeve’s Lesson

The river moved slow and silver beneath the midmorning sun, its surface rippling in soft currents as Maeve settled herself on the smooth stones of the bank. A small basket of warm bread and late-summer berries rested beside her. One-year-old Kaelen sat in her lap, chubby hands patting excitedly at the water’s edge, splashing tiny arcs of light into the air.
Nine-year-old Matei crouched a short distance away, tall for his age, shoulders already showing the first hints of the strength he would one day carry. He was skipping stones—each one chosen carefully, each throw more eager than precise. Some skipped beautifully; others sank without ceremony. His jaw tightened each time a stone failed.
“You’re improving,” Maeve said gently. 

Matei didn’t look back. “I want to be strong,” he muttered, selecting another flat stone. 

“Strong enough to protect us. Stronger than the Wolves. Strong like Father.”

Maeve shifted Kaelen higher against her hip, brushing his fine hair smooth as he babbled at the sunlight. “Strength is important,” she agreed softly. “But tell me—do you know there are two kinds of strength?”
Matei paused mid-throw, glancing over his shoulder. 
“The first,” she said, touching his arm as he came to sit near her, “is the strength of the body. The strength that fights. That strikes. That ends a battle.” She tapped his forearm, lightly but meaningfully. “The second,” she continued, lifting Kaelen so he could watch the river gleam in the sun, “is the strength of the spirit. The strength that knows when not to fight.” 
Matei frowned. “But... why wouldn’t we fight Wolves if they attack us? If they’re dangerous?” 
Maeve drew him close with her free arm, his head resting just beneath her chin. “Because some enemies,” she whispered, “only stay enemies because no one has been brave enough to offer peace first.”

Matei blinked up at her, absorbing every word.
“Someday,” she said, brushing her thumb across his cheek the way she had since he was small, “you will lead others. When that day comes, remember this, Matei: anyone can spill blood.” She leaned back so he would meet her eyes—warm, steady, unshaken by the world’s bitterness. “But only the strongest hearts can choose peace.” 

Kaelen reached toward his big brother then, tiny fingers opening and closing, eager for contact. Matei took his hand carefully, letting the baby squeeze his fingers. A quiet bond passed between them—one Kaelen was too young to understand, one Matei felt deeply.
Maeve watched her sons, pride and fear mingled in her expression.
“Promise me, Matei,” she said softly.
He nodded, solemn and sure. “I promise, Mama. I’ll try to be strong... in both ways.”
Maeve exhaled, the tension in her shoulders softening. The river whispered beside them, carrying her hopes downstream like drifting petals. “Good,” she murmured, drawing both boys close and kissing the crowns of their heads. “Then no matter what darkness finds us... you
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