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Blurb





Some love stories start with a choice. Theirs began with a sacrifice. 

Human slave Mila’s survival depended on obedience—until she uncovered a secret that made her a target. Beaten, imprisoned, and left with no way out, she never expected a Naga warrior to destroy her chains.

Niri General Brivul had no reason to risk everything for a human. But the moment he saw Mila, defiant even in chains, he knew…

She was his.

On the run through Jorvla’s underworld, tension turns to desire. But Brivul refused to claim her, convinced his past will destroy everything she holds dear.

Yet when Mila’s survival demands the ultimate price, he must decide one thing.

Let her go or fight for what’s his?
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Chapter 1


Brivul





The target lock alert chimed through the Niri warship. Brivul’s blue scales glinted under the red emergency lights as he coiled his massive serpentine tail around the command chair. The pirate vessel grew larger on the viewscreen. 

“Weapons status,” Brivul barked, his violet eyes fixed on the threat.

“All systems charged and ready, General.” Cantos’s fingers flew across the tactical console.

Brivul’s jaw clenched. The civilian transport’s distress beacon pulsed on his readout—over two hundred souls aboard, easy prey for the pirates closing in on them.

“Not on my watch,” Brivul muttered. He rose to his full height, towering over his crew. “Nia, status of their weapons?”

“Reading multiple missile batteries powering up. They’re prepping to disable the transport’s engines.”

“Kev, get me a targeting solution on their weapon systems.”

“Already done, sir.”

The ship hummed with tension. Brivul’s tail tip twitched—the only outward sign of his contained fury. These pirates had grown bold, thinking the shipping lanes around Nirum were easy pickings.

“Fikleo, push more power to forward shields. When they realize we’re here, they’ll try to run.”

“Shields at maximum, General.”

“Sir, they’re launching missiles at the transport,” Cantos called out.

“Not today.” Brivul’s voice carried an edge of steel. “All batteries, target those missiles.”

The crew’s movements sharpened, each member operating with practiced precision. This was why Brivul had chosen them—the best of the best, ready to protect those who couldn’t protect themselves.

“Weapons locked, General,” Cantos confirmed.

“On my mark,” Brivul instructed. His muscles coiled, ready for action. The civilian transport’s scared transmissions filled the comm channel. Time to remind these pirates why the name General Brivul still commanded respect.

“Fire!” The command rolled from Brivul’s throat as his ship’s weapons blazed to life.

Energy beams lanced through space, intercepting the pirates’ missiles in a spectacular display of precision.

“Direct hits on all missiles,” Kev reported. “Transport is safe for now.”

“Now for the hunters.” Brivul’s tail coiled tighter around his command chair. “Target their engines. Let’s see how they like being helpless.”

The pirate vessel banked hard, finally aware of the predator in their midst. Their shields flickered to life—too late.

“They’re making a run for the atmosphere,” Nia called out.

“Perfect.” A cold smile spread across Brivul’s face. “Follow them in. Lors, calculate their descent trajectory.”

The chase led them into Nirum’s upper atmosphere. The pirate ship’s engines left a trail of plasma, their desperate attempt to escape only making them more vulnerable.

“They’re losing altitude control,” Cantos reported. “That last hit damaged their stabilizers.”

Brivul watched the tactical display with satisfaction. The pirates would have to land—or crash. Either way, this ended on the ground.

“Sir, the civilian transport is following our descent vector,” Nia said.

“Good.” Brivul straightened further. 

The planet’s surface rushed up to meet them, forests and mountains taking shape through the clouds. The pirate vessel wobbled, smoke trailing from its wounded engines.

“They’re setting down in the Kiral Valley,” Lors announced.

“Prepare ground teams.” Brivul’s eyes narrowed. “These pirates thought they could prey on our people. Time to show them the error of their ways.”

The ship’s internal comm crackled. “Ground teams standing by, General.”

Brivul felt the old familiar surge of pre-battle focus sharpen his senses. “I’ll lead the assault myself.”

“Just like old times, sir?” Cantos grinned.

“Better.” Brivul checked his weapon. “This time we know exactly where our enemy is.”

The drop ship’s bay doors hissed open and released the scent of Nirum’s pine forests into the cabin. Brivul slithered down the ramp, his tactical armor gleaming in the planet’s twin suns. The crashed pirate vessel lay ahead with smoke curling from its engines.

“Nia, take the left flank. Lors, right. Keep them boxed in,” Brivul commanded.

“The civilian transport landed too close,” Kev reported through the comm. “Two hundred meters from the pirate vessel.”

Brivul’s jaw tightened. These pirates had forced his hand—no orbital strikes with civilians that close.

“Cantos, get your demo team in position. When I give the signal, breach their cargo bay.”

“Copy that, General.”

The forest’s undergrowth crushed beneath Brivul’s powerful tail as he led the advance. His body moved with practiced efficiency, each muscle coiled and ready. The familiar weight of his plasma rifle settled against his shoulder.

“Contact!” Fikleo’s voice crackled. “Pirates deploying defensive positions!”

Energy bolts sizzled through the air. Brivul dove behind a fallen tree trunk, bark splintering around him as return fire peppered his position.

“Suppress that turret,” Brivul commanded. His eyes narrowed as he tracked movement near the pirate ship’s boarding ramp. “Lors, two tangos trying to flank your position.”

“Already on it, sir.”

Lors’s rifle cracked twice. Two pirates dropped.

“Nia, status on the civilian transport?”

“Passengers are secure but scared. Pirates can’t reach them through our covering fire.”

Perfect. Brivul raised himself up, towering over the battlefield. His blue scales caught the sunlight as he unleashed a burst from his rifle, forcing a group of pirates back into cover.

“Cantos, now!”

The explosion rocked the pirate vessel’s cargo bay. Through the smoke, Brivul spotted his demo team rushing the breach. The pirates’ organized defense began to crumble.

“Push forward!” Brivul’s voice carried across the battlefield.

His team responded with skilled precision, years of fighting together evident in their coordinated advance. Brivul watched his team push forward, forcing the pirates to retreat deeper into their damaged vessel.

“We’ve got them cornered,” Lors called out. “They’re falling back to—”

Something felt wrong. The pirates didn’t fight like cornered animals. Brivul’s combat instincts, honed over countless battles, screamed a warning.

Movement caught his eye. A flash of metal through the trees—a smaller ship, barely visible behind the main vessel. His senses registered the threat a heartbeat too late.

“Secondary vessel!” he roared. “Get those civilians—” 

Suddenly, a missile streaked across the clearing from the smaller ship. Brivul’s tail whipped forward as he launched himself toward the civilian transport, knowing even as he moved that he couldn’t reach it in time. The world slowed around him. Each millisecond burned into his memory.

The missile struck. The civilian transport erupted into a fireball that lit up the surrounding forest. The shock wave knocked Brivul back, his scales scraping against rough bark. Heat washed over him as secondary explosions tore through the civilian vessel.

“No!” The word tore from his throat. Two hundred souls. Families. Children. Gone in an instant.

Through the ringing in his ears, he heard Nia’s voice crack over the comm. “General… there’s no… there’s no survivors.”

Smoke and ash filled Brivul’s lungs as he stared at the flaming wreckage. His tail went slack against the forest floor, the fight draining from his muscles. The acrid stench of burning metal and flesh coated his tongue.

“General, your orders?” Cantos’s voice crackled through the comm.

Brivul’s fingers crushed the grip of his rifle, his fury no longer contained. Two hundred innocent lives. His responsibility. His failure.

“Secure the area. Round up any surviving pirates,” Brivul ordered.

“And the civilian transport, sir?”

“There’s nothing left to save.”

His crew moved with seasoned efficiency, but Brivul barely registered their actions. The flames from the transport danced before his eyes, each flicker another accusation. He’d led them right into this trap.

“Sir, we found the pirate captain.” Lors approached, dragging a bound figure. “What do you want us to do with him?”

The pirate spat at Brivul’s feet. “The great General Brivul. Not so mighty now. Are you?”

Brivul’s hand shot out, lifting the pirate by his throat. His eyes blazed as he brought the struggling man close to his face.

“Two hundred civilians. Children.”

“Casualties of war, snake.”

Brivul’s grip tightened. One squeeze would end this worthless life. But the dead wouldn’t care. Their screams still echoed in his mind.

He dropped the pirate. “Take him to the brig.”

“General?” Lors asked, his voice tinged with doubt.

“I said take him to the brig.”

Brivul slithered away from the wreckage and boarded the warship. Each movement felt heavy and weighed down by the souls he’d failed to protect.

Back in his quarters, he stripped off his tactical gear. The insignia of general caught the light, mocking him. He’d worn it with pride, but now it felt like a brand of shame.

His terminal chirped with an incoming message from command. They’d want a report, explanations, justifications. He had none to give.

Brivul’s fingers soon moved across his keyboard. His resignation would be on their desks by morning. Let someone else wear these stars. Someone who wouldn’t lead innocent lives to their death.
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Chapter 2


Mila





The metal bucket clanked against Mila’s knee as she scrubbed the floor of Kurg’s grand hall. Her knuckles burned from the caustic cleaning solution, but she kept her movements steady and methodical. Head down. Invisible. 

“Move faster. The master expects this done before the gathering.” The overseer’s boots stopped inches from her bucket.

“Yes, sir.” Mila shifted to the side, careful to keep her eyes on the ornate floor tiles.

The boots moved away, and she released her breath. Another day of staying beneath notice. The less attention, the better chance of protecting Priscilla.

A door slammed somewhere above, followed by Kurg’s distinctive heavy footsteps. Mila grabbed her bucket and pressed herself against the wall, making herself as small as possible. The kingpin’s bulk filled the hallway as he descended the stairs.

“Get this place spotless,” he barked at no one in particular. “I want it perfect for tonight’s party.”

Perfect meant hours more work, but Mila kept her face carefully blank. The less she reacted, the less likely she’d draw attention. She’d learned that lesson young, watching others who spoke up disappear.

When Kurg passed without a glance in her direction, Mila allowed herself a small breath of relief. She dunked her rag back in the bucket, ignoring the sting of chemicals on her raw skin. Tonight’s gathering meant more mess to clean, more chances to overhear dangerous secrets, and more reasons to stay invisible.

But staying invisible kept her alive and kept Priscilla safe. That was worth any amount of scrubbing.

Later that evening, crystal glasses clinked as Mila refilled wine for the seventh time. The sickly-sweet scent of expensive Jorvlen wine mixed with the heavy perfumes of Kurg’s guests made her stomach turn.

“Another successful venture.” Kurg’s laugh boomed across the dining hall. “The council will be pleased with our progress.”

The other kingpins raised their glasses. Their jeweled rings caught the light of the chandeliers, making Mila’s eyes water. Or perhaps it was the smoke from their cigars that curled through the air.

“To progress,” the guests echoed.

A drop of wine splashed onto the pristine tablecloth as Mila’s hand trembled, and the overseer’s eyes narrowed from across the room. She steadied herself, moving to the next guest.

“The shipping routes are secured then?” A woman in a crimson dress tapped her long nails against her glass.

“More than secured.” Kurg leaned back, his chair creaking. “Those meddling Niri won’t be a problem anymore.”

“And their… cargo?”

“Dealt with. Permanently.”

Laughter rippled around the table. Mila’s grip tightened on the wine pitcher. The same hands that ordered deaths now lifted delicate forks to their mouths, sampling the roasted meats and exotic fruits she’d helped prepare.

“Girl.” Kurg’s voice cut through her thoughts. “More wine.”

Mila approached his chair, keeping her eyes down. His cologne assaulted her senses—spice and leather barely masking something rotten underneath. Just like everything else about him.

“Careful now.” His hand brushed against hers as she poured.

The touch sent ice through her veins, but she kept pouring. Steady. Invisible. The wine reached the rim of his glass.

“Good girl.”

The words dripped like poison. Mila retreated, forcing her feet to move slowly, naturally. Not to run. Never to run.

“Speaking of cargo,” one of the kingpins said, “I hear you’ve got quite the collection of house slaves.”

“Only the best.” Kurg’s gaze swept the room, passing over Mila like she was furniture. “Though they’re all replaceable.”

The conversation moved on to trade routes and profit margins. Mila circled the table, pouring wine, collecting plates, existing in the spaces between their words. Each step brought fresh horrors to her ears, wrapped in pleasant dinner conversation.

The wine pitcher grew lighter with each pour. Three more glasses until she could retreat to the kitchen.

The market run tomorrow morning beckoned like a siren’s song—no guards, no oversight, just a simple delivery list and enough credits to cover the purchases. Freedom lay just beyond these compound walls.

“Where’s that pretty sister of yours?” The woman in crimson peered at Mila through her wine-hazed eyes.

Mila’s hand trembled. “In the kitchens, my lady.”

The memory of Priscilla’s face this morning flashed through Mila’s mind—dark circles under her eyes from another sleepless night but still managing a smile as she braided her golden hair. So much like their mother.

“More wine here.” A meaty hand waved an empty glass.

The market square would be busy tomorrow. Busy enough to disappear into the crowd, to blend with the masses of free citizens going about their day. The spaceport wasn’t far. She’d mapped the route a hundred times in her head during previous errands.

But Priscilla would still be here, alone. Vulnerable.

The thought of her sister facing Kurg’s wrath, bearing the punishment for Mila’s escape, turned her stomach more than the kingpin’s cologne. They’d learned young what happened to slaves who ran—or worse, to those left behind.

“Getting slow, girl.” The overseer’s voice carried across the room.

Mila quickened her steps, the familiar mask of subservience settling back into place. The dream of freedom dissolved like sugar in tea, leaving only the bitter dregs of reality. She couldn’t abandon Priscilla. Not to this.

Her sister’s voice echoed from this morning: “At least the kitchen work isn’t so bad.”

Sweet, innocent Priscilla. Still finding light in the darkness. Still worth protecting at any cost.

The wine pitcher emptied. Mila backed away from the table, her head bowed and thoughts locked safely behind carefully blank features. Tomorrow would bring another market run, another chance at freedom that she couldn’t take. Another day of surviving, of keeping Priscilla safe.

Steam billowed as Mila pushed through the kitchen’s swinging door. The familiar clatter of dishes and hiss of water greeted her, along with Priscilla’s quiet humming. Her sister stood at the wash basin, her golden hair escaping its braid as she scrubbed at a particularly stubborn pot.

“Here, let me help with that.” Mila grabbed a cloth and stepped beside her sister.

“The overseer won’t like you leaving the hall.”

“They’re too drunk to notice.” Mila’s fingers brushed Priscilla’s as she took the pot. “Your hands are raw enough.”

“So are yours.” Priscilla touched the red patches on Mila’s knuckles.

“I’m used to it.” The metal pot’s burned bottom yielded under Mila’s stronger scrubbing. “Did you eat anything?”

“There’s some bread left from breakfast.”

“That’s not enough.” Mila glanced at the platters of half-eaten delicacies waiting to be cleared. “Take some of the roasted vegetables when you wrap the leftovers.”

“But if they catch me—” 

“They won’t.” Mila rinsed the pot and stacked it with the others.

Priscilla’s stomach growled, betraying her hunger. She ducked her head, her cheeks flushing pink. The gesture reminded Mila so much of their mother, it hurt.

“The gathering should end soon.” Mila dried her hands and started organizing the cleaning supplies. “I’ll help you finish here.”

“You don’t have to take care of me all the time.”

“Of course I do.” Mila tucked a loose strand of hair behind Priscilla’s ear. “That’s what big sisters are for.”

They worked in comfortable silence, moving around each other with practiced ease. Mila kept one ear tuned to the hall, alert for any approaching footsteps. Her muscles ached from the day’s labor, but she pushed through it. Every dish cleaned was one less for Priscilla’s tender hands.

“There.” Mila hung the last pot on its hook. “Much better.”

“Thank you.” Priscilla’s smile brightened her tired features. “You always make everything easier.”

The words squeezed Mila’s heart. If only she could make everything easier. If only she could give Priscilla the life she deserved, free from fear and hunger and endless work.

But for now, all she could do was this—steal moments of kindness between the cruelties, share what little comfort they had, and keep her sister’s spirit from breaking.

Back in the dining hall, the alcove’s marble floor reflected the dim evening light as Mila wiped away the last traces of spilled wine. Her knees protested each movement, the long day taking its toll. But the sooner she finished, the sooner she could return to Priscilla.

A shuffle of boots against stone made her pause. Kurg’s distinctive gait echoed down the hallway, accompanied by lighter footsteps. Mila pressed herself deeper into the alcove’s shadows.

Soon, Kurg and a council member’s assistant stopped just past her hiding spot, their heads bent close together. Their whispers carried an edge of urgency that made Mila’s skin prickle.

She should leave. Nothing good ever came from overhearing Kurg’s private conversations. But something in their tense postures, the way they kept glancing over their shoulders, held her in place. 
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Chapter 3


Mila





Mila pressed her crouched body against the curtained wall, her cleaning rag forgotten in her tight grip. The shadows wrapped around her like a protective cloak as Kurg’s cologne wafted through the air, making her nose twitch. 

“The transfers need to be smaller,” the council member’s assistant whispered. “The council’s accountants are suspicious.”

“Those paper-pushing idiots wouldn’t know embezzlement if it bit them in the ass.” Kurg’s gravelly laugh sent a shiver down Mila’s spine. “Besides, I’ve got three of them on my payroll.”

“Still, fifty thousand credits at once is too noticeable.”

“Fine. Break it into five transfers of ten each. Route them through the mining operations on sector four.”

Mila’s heart hammered against her chest. The Council of Seven controlled everything on Jorvla, including the slave trade that kept her and Priscilla in chains. If Kurg was stealing from them…

“And the documentation?” The assistant’s boots scraped against the floor.

“Already taken care of. The manifests show equipment purchases for the mines. No one questions mining equipment costs these days.”

“Smart. But what about—”

“Shh.” Kurg’s voice dropped lower. “These walls have ears.”

Mila held her breath, willing herself to become one with the shadows. Her muscles screamed from staying perfectly still, but she didn’t dare move. One wrong shift of weight, one tiny sound, and she’d be discovered.

“Let’s continue this in my office,” Kurg said. “More private there.”

Their footsteps faded down the corridor. Only when silence returned did Mila allow herself to breathe again.

Mila’s mind raced. Her thoughts were a whirlwind of fear and possibility. The weight of the information she’d overheard pressed down on her like the heavy chains that bound her to this life. Kurg, the Jorvlen who held her and her sister’s lives in his meaty hands, was embezzling from the most powerful entity on Jorvla. The implications of such a revelation made her dizzy.

If she found a way to expose Kurg’s schemes, perhaps the council would see fit to grant her freedom.

“Freedom,” she whispered to herself, the word tasting both sweet and bitter on her tongue.

But the risk… was monumental. If she was caught, the punishment would be severe, and she feared what they might do to Priscilla in retaliation.

Mila closed her eyes, taking slow, measured breaths to calm her racing heart. The cool air from the alcove did little to soothe the heat of anxiety that flushed her cheeks.

“Think, Mila,” she chastised herself quietly. The names of the council members’ assistants she’d overheard during the dinner party echoed in her mind. Could she trust any of them with this information?

The sound of soft footsteps approached, and Mila quickly schooled her features into the mask of indifference she’d worn for years. She picked up her cleaning supplies and stepped out of the alcove, nearly colliding with Priscilla.

“Mila, there you are!” Priscilla’s voice was a hushed whisper of urgency. “Kurg is looking for you. He wants the main hall spotless by morning.”

Mila’s stomach clenched at the mention of Kurg’s name. “I’ll get to it right away,” she replied, her voice steady despite the turmoil within.

Priscilla’s brow furrowed with concern. “Are you all right? You look flushed.”

“It’s just the heat from the kitchens,” Mila lied, avoiding her sister’s gaze. She couldn’t involve Priscilla in this. The less her sister knew, the safer she’d be.

As they walked together, Mila’s mind spun with the possibilities of what she’d learned. The thought of taking her chances and remaining silent was almost as terrifying as the thought of speaking out. But the chance to change their fate, to free not just herself but her sister as well, was a tempting siren call she couldn’t silence.

She glanced at Priscilla, her sister’s face a mixture of innocence and the hard-earned wisdom of their shared experiences. Mila knew she had to tread carefully. One wrong move could spell disaster for them both.

The rest of the evening passed in a blur of polishing and sweeping, the mundane tasks providing a welcome distraction from her tumultuous thoughts. As the moon rose high in the night sky, casting long shadows through the windows of the main hall, Mila realized she stood at a crossroads. She could remain a slave, cowering in the shadows and cleaning up the messes of those more powerful, or she could take a leap of faith.

The corridor to the sleeping quarters stretched before Mila like an endless tunnel. Her footsteps echoed softly against the polished floor as she walked past the guards, keeping her eyes down.

“Haven’t finished the comm room yet,” she muttered to herself, just loudly enough for the nearest guard to hear. She turned around, clutching her cleaning supplies closer.

The guard barely spared her a glance. Perfect. Just another invisible slave doing menial work.

Mila’s heart pounded as she approached Kurg’s private communications room. She opened the door slowly, being careful not to make a sound. The room smelled of leather and wood with hints of Kurg’s cologne still lingering in the air.

She pulled out her cleaning rag and wiped down surfaces while making her way to the communication terminal. The screen’s soft blue glow illuminated her face as she pressed her palm against the console.

“Please don’t be biometric,” she whispered. The screen flickered to life. No security prompt appeared. Why would there be one? Slaves weren’t supposed to know how to read, let alone operate technology. But her mother had made sure she learned these skills, albeit in secret long ago.

Her fingers flew across the holographic keyboard, navigating through folders, and the terminal hummed softly as she worked.

“Come on… Where are you?”

A file caught her eye—dated communications with timestamps matching the conversation she’d overheard. Mila inserted a data chip she’d palmed from one of Kurg’s drunk associates during the dinner party. It was one of many various items she’d secretly collected over the years. She never knew when one of these items might come in handy.

The progress bar crawled across the screen. Every second felt like an eternity.

Footsteps sounded in the hallway. Mila held her breath. She grabbed her cleaning supplies and dropped to her knees, scrubbing the floor near the terminal.

The footsteps passed.

The transfer completed with a soft chime. Mila pocketed the chip and reset the terminal display. She gave the room one final wipe-down, ensuring everything looked exactly as she’d found it.

As she stepped into the hallway, a guard rounded the corner.

“Finished in there?” he asked.

“Yes, sir.” Mila kept her voice steady despite her racing heart. “Just heading to quarters now.”

The guard nodded and continued his patrol. Mila walked away, the data chip burning a hole in her pocket. With each step, the weight of what she’d just done sat heavily on her shoulders. There was no going back now.

Mila’s bare feet padded across the cold stone floor of the sleeping quarters. The data chip pressed against her hip in her pocket. Her earlier triumph dissolved into a knot of dread in her stomach.

“What was I thinking?” The words escaped in a harsh whisper.

Priscilla’s familiar form curled up on the bottom bunk, her golden hair spilling across her thin pillow.

Mila climbed onto her top bunk, the metal frame creaking. The ceiling loomed close enough to touch as she lay down. The evidence sat useless in her pocket. Who would listen to a slave? The council members wouldn’t give her the time of day. Their assistants were all in Kurg’s pocket.

“Should have thought this through better.” She pressed her palms against her eyes.

The guard’s boots echoed down the hallway on his nightly rounds. Mila held her breath until the sound faded.

Her mind spun through scenarios. If she approached the wrong person, they’d turn her over to Kurg. If she tried to bypass the proper channels, she’d be dismissed as a lying slave. Either way ended badly.

“Mila?” Priscilla’s voice drifted up from below. “You’re thinking so loudly, I hear you tossing and turning.”

“Go back to sleep, Cilla.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. Just… thinking about tomorrow’s duties.”

The lie tasted bitter. Priscilla’s steady breathing eventually returned but sleep eluded Mila. She’d acted on impulse, drunk on the possibility of freedom. Now that possibility felt more like a noose around her neck.

Dawn would bring new problems. Could she keep hiding the chip unnoticed? How long before Kurg discovered the copied files? The questions chased each other through her mind as exhaustion finally pulled her under into uneasy dreams of chains and running without getting anywhere.
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Chapter 4


Brivul




Brivul coiled his massive frame against the clinic’s sterile white wall, his blue scales gleaming under the harsh fluorescent lights. Another day, another shift of watching desperate humans shuffle through the doors of the surrogacy clinic with hollow eyes and empty pockets. 






OEBPS/images/864d8d05-56d5-423f-97a3-080db038d802.jpeg





OEBPS/images/06518855-9598-434b-bfee-2537b4faa308.png







