
Winter Prompt Week: 1 
 

Winter had settled over Skire, a cold embrace blanketing the fractured lands. Snow piled in soft 
mounds along the jagged edges of floating islands, and icicles hung like glittering spears from 
their undersides. The air was crisp, biting at fur and scales alike, but the stillness carried a 
certain peace. For the first time in what felt like ages, the chaos had quieted, if only for the 
season. 

Pomegranate bounded ahead, her pawprints scattered in the deep snow as she leapt between 
drifts. The CCCat’s fur shimmered faintly under the pale sunlight, her boundless energy defying 
the chill. “Snicker! Come on, you’re so slow!” she called, her voice ringing through the quiet like 
a bell. 

Snicker trailed behind, his movements more cautious. The Gravent’s slender frame wasn’t built 
for bounding through snowdrifts, and his claws left faint scrapes on the icy ground. “You know, 
it’s harder for me to enjoy the scenery when I’m busy trying not to fall on my face,” he replied, 
his tone dry but tinged with warmth. 

Pomegranate skidded to a stop, turning to face him with an exaggerated pout. “You’re no fun! 
Winter’s the best time to explore. Everything looks so different, and who knows what we’ll find?” 

“Probably a lot of frostbite if we’re not careful,” Snicker muttered, though he couldn’t hide the 
small smile creeping across his face. 

They had wandered far from the nearest settlement, the two of them drawn by the pristine 
beauty of the untouched snow. Around them, the world seemed to shimmer with an almost 
magical quality. Snowflakes danced lazily in the air, catching the faint light and casting a soft 
glow over the landscape. Beneath the layers of snow, the fractured earth of Skire lay dormant, 
its scars hidden for now. 

“Look at that!” Pomegranate suddenly exclaimed, pointing ahead. In the distance, nestled 
against the base of a towering cliff, was what appeared to be an old cabin. Smoke curled from 
its chimney, the promise of warmth and shelter beckoning to the weary travelers. 

Snicker narrowed his eyes, his breath puffing out in visible clouds. “You don’t think it’s... 
abandoned, do you?” 

Pomegranate shrugged, already heading toward the cabin. “Only one way to find out!” 

“Of course,” Snicker sighed, following her. “Why would we not investigate the mysterious cabin 
in the middle of nowhere?” 



The snow crunched beneath their feet as they approached, the air growing warmer with each 
step. The cabin was sturdily built, its wooden walls dusted with frost but otherwise well-kept. As 
they neared, the door creaked open slightly, revealing a faint golden glow inside. 

“Hello?” Pomegranate called, her tail swishing with curiosity. “Anyone home?” 

There was no answer, but the warmth spilling out into the cold was too inviting to ignore. 
Pomegranate stepped inside first, her eyes widening at the sight. The interior was cozy, with a 
roaring fire in the stone hearth and thick rugs covering the wooden floors. A table near the 
center of the room held a spread of food and drink, as though someone had been expecting 
company. 

Snicker hesitated in the doorway, his instincts warning him against entering an unfamiliar space. 
“Are we sure this is a good idea?” he asked, eyeing the surroundings warily. 

Pomegranate waved a paw dismissively. “It’s fine! Look how cozy it is. Whoever lives here 
clearly likes visitors.” 

Reluctantly, Snicker stepped inside, his claws clicking softly against the floor. The warmth was 
immediate, seeping into his chilled bones and chasing away the lingering bite of winter. “This 
is... surprisingly nice,” he admitted, his skepticism fading slightly. 

The two of them explored the cabin cautiously, marveling at the intricate details of the 
furnishings. Carvings of winter scenes adorned the walls, and small trinkets lined the shelves, 
each one telling a story of its own. It was clear that the cabin belonged to someone who 
cherished the season. 

Pomegranate paused by the hearth, her eyes drawn to a collection of small, wrapped parcels 
resting on the mantle. “Look at these!” she said, holding one up. “They’ve got names on them... 
but they’re not ours.” 

Snicker leaned closer, reading the names on the tags. “Whoever lives here must be preparing 
gifts for people,” he said. “Maybe we shouldn’t mess with them.” 

Pomegranate nodded, setting the parcel back in its place. “You’re right. But it’s kind of sweet, 
don’t you think? Whoever they are, they must care about the people around here.” 

As the evening wore on, the two of them settled by the fire, sharing stories and warming 
themselves against the chill. Outside, the snow continued to fall, muffling the world in a blanket 
of silence. For the first time in a long while, they felt truly at peace. 

“I wonder who lives here,” Pomegranate mused, staring into the flames. “They’ve got good taste 
in decorations.” 

Snicker chuckled, resting his head against the arm of a plush chair. “Whoever it is, I hope they 
don’t mind us borrowing their fire for a while.” 



Eventually, the warmth and comfort lulled them into a deep, dreamless sleep. When they awoke 
the next morning, the cabin was just as they had left it, though the food on the table seemed to 
have been refreshed overnight. A small note was left by the hearth, its handwriting elegant and 
neat. 

“You’re always welcome here,” it read. “Stay warm, and enjoy the season.” 

Pomegranate held the note close, her tail swishing happily. “See? I told you this place was 
special.” 

Snicker smiled, pulling his scarf tighter around his neck as they prepared to leave. “You were 
right. Let’s make sure we remember how to find it again.” 

As they stepped back into the snow, the world seemed a little brighter. The cabin faded into the 
distance as they made their way back toward the heart of Skire, the memory of its warmth 
carrying them through the cold. 

As Pomegranate and Snicker trudged through the snow, leaving the mysterious cabin behind, 
the lingering warmth of their night by the fire seemed to keep the chill at bay. Pomegranate was 
unusually quiet, her eyes darting back toward the place as though she might catch one last 
glimpse of it through the thickening snowfall. 

“You okay?” Snicker asked, his claws crunching over the frosted ground. His pace was steady 
but cautious; winter had turned the terrain into a treacherous maze of ice and snow. 

“Yeah,” Pomegranate replied, her voice softer than usual. “It’s just... weird, right? That someone 
would just leave their door open like that. But it didn’t feel... wrong. It felt like it was meant for 
us.” 

Snicker tilted his head. “Maybe it was. Or maybe we’re just lucky we didn’t get kicked out—or 
worse.” 

The CCCat rolled her eyes, her tail flicking snow in his direction. “You’re such a pessimist. 
Sometimes things are just nice, you know?” 

“Sure,” Snicker replied, his tone dry. “And sometimes nice things have strings attached. Like 
nets. Or traps.” 

Pomegranate laughed, the sound light and clear against the quiet hum of the snowfall. “Fine, 
fine. But if it wasn’t a trap—and I’m pretty sure it wasn’t—then maybe it’s like... I don’t know. A 
safe haven? A gift from whoever lives there.” 

Snicker shrugged, his wings tucked tightly against his sides for warmth. “If that’s the case, I 
hope they don’t mind us taking advantage of it. But we should still keep an eye out.” 



As they walked, the snow around them grew deeper, and the trees overhead became sparser. 
The landscape shifted into a barren expanse of white, the wind whipping around them with 
increasing force. Pomegranate pushed forward with her usual gusto, her paws barely sinking 
into the snowdrifts, while Snicker followed more slowly, his claws scraping against hidden 
patches of ice. 

“Do you think we’ll find another place like that cabin?” Pomegranate asked, glancing back at her 
companion. 

“Doubt it,” Snicker replied. “Places like that don’t just pop up everywhere. And even if they did, it 
wouldn’t be the same.” 

Pomegranate considered this for a moment before nodding. “Yeah, I guess you’re right. But it’s 
nice to think about, isn’t it? That there might be more places out there like that—little pockets of 
warmth in all this cold.” 

Snicker didn’t respond right away. He was too busy scanning the horizon, his sharp eyes 
searching for any signs of danger. But as they crested a hill and saw the sprawling landscape 
below, he paused, his breath hitching in his throat. 

“Pomegranate,” he said, his voice low. 

“What?” she asked, turning to follow his gaze. 

Ahead of them, nestled in a valley surrounded by towering cliffs, was a village. The houses were 
small but sturdy, their roofs heavy with snow. Smoke curled from chimneys, and faint golden 
lights glowed from within, casting a warm, inviting aura over the entire scene. 

Pomegranate’s eyes lit up. “Snicker! Do you see that? It’s a whole village!” 

“Yeah,” Snicker said cautiously. “I see it. But we don’t know if it’s safe.” 

“Oh, come on,” Pomegranate said, bounding forward. “What’s the worst that could happen?” 

Snicker sighed, his wings flaring slightly as he picked up his pace to keep up with her. “You 
really have to stop saying things like that.” 

The two of them made their way down the hill, the snow crunching loudly underfoot. As they 
approached the village, the sounds of laughter and conversation reached their ears, mingling 
with the soft hum of winter winds. It was a stark contrast to the eerie silence of the cabin they 
had left behind. 

The villagers greeted them warmly, their faces weathered but kind. They were a mix of species, 
each one bundled in thick winter clothing. Children played in the snow, their laughter echoing 
through the streets, while adults worked to clear paths and mend roofs damaged by the weight 
of ice. 



Pomegranate and Snicker exchanged a glance, both of them struck by the sense of normalcy 
that radiated from the scene. It was as though this village existed in a bubble, untouched by the 
chaos and danger that had consumed so much of Skire. 

“Welcome,” an elderly Villager said, approaching them with a smile. Her voice was warm, her fur 
dusted with snow. “You’ve come a long way, haven’t you?” 

“We have,” Pomegranate said, her tail swishing with excitement. “Your village is amazing. It’s 
so... alive.” 

The elder chuckled, her eyes crinkling at the corners. “We do our best to keep things going, 
even in times like these. You’re welcome to stay as long as you need.” 

Snicker inclined his head respectfully. “Thank you. We appreciate it.” 

As they were led further into the village, Pomegranate couldn’t help but marvel at how the 
people here had adapted to the harsh winter. Every home seemed to have its own unique 
charm, and the air was filled with the rich scents of spiced cider and roasted nuts. It was a place 
that felt like a storybook come to life. 

For the first time in weeks, the two of them felt truly at ease. They spent the evening sharing 
stories with the villagers, learning about their traditions and the ways they had managed to 
thrive despite the challenges of the fractured earth. There was laughter and warmth, a sense of 
community that reminded them of what they had been fighting for all along. 

As the night wore on, Pomegranate and Snicker found themselves sitting by a large bonfire in 
the village square, surrounded by new friends. The flames crackled and danced, casting long 
shadows over the snow. 

“This,” Pomegranate said, her voice soft, “this is what winter should feel like.” 

Snicker nodded, his usual wariness giving way to a rare moment of contentment. “Yeah. It’s 
nice.” 

They leaned back, the heat of the fire warming their faces while the chill of the winter night 
nipped at their backs. Pomegranate stretched her legs, her tail flicking idly as she took in the 
crackling embers against the starry sky. Snicker sat quietly, wings tucked close, letting the 
moment settle over him like a well-worn blanket. The distant hum of laughter and the soft 
murmur of conversation wrapped them in a cocoon of peace they hadn’t felt in ages. 

For the first time in a long while, they allowed themselves to hope—not just for their own future, 
but for the future of Skire as a whole. 
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