Brotherhood - Prologue
This is the story of two young fox brothers, both born to two loving parents, the mother a fennec fox, the father an arctic fox. The boys' names were Winter and Vincent Deathclaw. Winter was born with pure snow-white fur, bright red hair, and has always been a happy and playful little kit, even when he was born he never cried, though whenever something would upset him he would disappear for a while but would come back as happy and playful as ever. A year after Winter was born, his parents gave birth to his little brother Vincent. Vincent was born with white fur like Winter's, except his ears and tail were a light gray with a white tip on his tail, and his hair was pitch-black. Vincent was always very shy and was even a bit of a crybaby, the only time he would normally smile was when he was around his big brother or their parents. 

There was one thing about the two brothers that sparked a lot of interest to anyone who would notice. Both boys were born with a ring that zigzagged once around a part of their body, Winter with the ring around near the end of his tail, and Vincent with the ring around his right thigh. Neither the boys nor their parents were sure why they were born with these ring markings, after all it wasn't a marking that either parents had or anyone else in their family for that matter. Even the doctors that helped bring them into the world were baffled at how the two could have the same mark even though they where born a year apart. Their parents finally decided that the rings were a gift from the gods that bonded the two brothers together. 

The two brothers along with their parents were the last of the Deathclaw family, the two brothers never knowing any existence of uncles, grandparents, cousins or any other family besides their mom and dad. The brothers lived and played together with their parents for many years. Every day was filled with fun for the two brothers, their parents taking them almost everywhere they went. Their favorite time of year being the days in the summer when their parents would take them on vacation to the beach. However, their happy lives with their parents wasn't going to last for long...

One day, the two brothers were left at home with a babysitter who would take care of them while their parents were at work. The day passed by and their parents were late to come home. The boys became worried and their babysitter would call their parent's cell phones, but they never picked up. Then, after a few more hours, there was a knock on the door. The babysitter opened the door and there was a large male wolf standing in the door wearing clothing the boys recognized as that of a police officer. He had a sad look on his face and it grew even sadder when he saw the two worried cubs looking up at him from behind the babysitter. Finally he spoke...

“I'm sorry to inform you, but Mr. and Mrs. Deathclaw have been in an accident... Neither of them survived...” he said, clutching his hat in his paws. The babysitter gasped, not believing what he was hearing. He looked down at the two brothers, Winter shocked at what he was hearing and trying to comfort Vincent who was crying profusely. The babysitter bid the police officer farewell as he went on his way. “There will be some people coming by tomorrow to take those boys to an orphanage... Once again I am sorry for their loss...” he said as he left.

The two boys were then taken to the cities' orphanage, which was a bit of a trashy, run-down place. Their caretakers were mean and terrible people, making the orphans do grueling work just so they could eat for the day. One day after about a month, Vince was punished for collapsing from exhaustion. Winter had finally had enough, he was going to get him and his little brother out of that horrid place. He took his brother and ran away in the middle of the night to the city streets. They were lost and frightened, but at least they were away from that terrible orphanage. This is where their story truly begins... 
