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HIS GUARD
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King Darya knew he was in love with his bodyguard Arjun even before the dragon carried him away and before he knew that Arjun was pregnant with his babies.

King Darya is in love with his bodyguard, Arjun. All he has to do is to save him from the dragon’s lair and take him back to the castle and his bed.

Arjun was taken by a dragon during battle, and King Darya has moved earth and sky to find him. The rescue mission is successful and Arjun is found alive—and much to Darya’s astonishment, pregnant with his babies. If he loved Arjun before, now he is besotted and can’t wait to ask permission from the Guards’ Guild and the Emperor to Claim him as his True Mate. But is Arjun willing?

Arjun is in love with King Darya and vaguely aware that he is pregnant with Darya’s babies. But his ordeal in the dragon’s cave has broken him and he isn’t sure how to come back from that. Nightmares plague him and he can’t stand being touched by the king he loves. Everything seems lost. The king, though, is unexpectedly patient and kind, giving Arjun the space he needs to heal, staying away from him so thoroughly that Arjun starts to doubt that the king wants to touch him ever again. He is also starting to doubt that the king will Claim him, as he says.

When the dragon comes back for him, however, the king will prove to Arjun how much he cares and how much he wants to spend with Arjun the rest of his life.

* This is a steamy 53,000-word mpreg Fae novel with humor and angst and misunderstandings that lead nevertheless to love and cute babies! Follow five kings of the Fae in their quests to find their Fated omega Mates and have pretty babies with them. Intended for adult readers. *
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Chapter One: Darya
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The dragon was of the mountain variety, what northern elves often called a “royal dragon”: huge, winged, fire-breathing beast, straight from a child’s nightmare.

And the beast held prisoner one of King Darya’s personal guards.

Arjun...

Darya led another charge against the dragon with his guards at his back, riding on his black mare and swinging his ax. He yelled a battle cry as the dragon lowered his massive snout and opened his jaws, baring rows of yellowed sharp teeth made for tearing prey apart. Whatever world the Breach opened into, Darya wouldn’t have liked to visit. Idly he wondered if the huge dragon preparing to breathe fire down on him and burn him to a crisp had fled here from another, bigger and meaner predator.

Fun thought.

“Take cover!” Darya roared, running to put some rock outcrops between himself and the flames rushing his way. “Take cover everyone!”

His guards shouted at one another, flattening themselves on the rocky ground or running to hide behind boulders and outcrops. They were well trained. In Darya’s kingdom, Sarada, the monsters were everywhere. The Breach was close, and it kept spitting them out. It was a miracle the population hadn’t fled. It was an old kingdom, inhabited by hardened, world-wary elves who’d rather fight for their crumbling houses and meager possessions than run.

“She’s approaching!” one of his guards, probably Ileun, yelled. “Majesty, be careful!”

In the animal kingdom, both from the Breach and the older species residing in Elfhame, the ancient gender divisions still existed—males to impregnate the females and females to bear the brood, unlike in elfdom where males now bore both roles—Sires to impregnate and Bearers to carry and birth the children. Dragon females were bigger than the males, and very bad-tempered, especially when they had a brood in their caves.

Darya scrambled back from the rocks he’d been hiding behind, cursing himself for getting cut off from his guard. “Moving!”

Using his ax as support, he sprang to his feet, then swung the ax over one shoulder as he sprinted to another outcrop.

Five days. Five fucking days that they’d been trying desperately to approach the dragon’s cave. Five days spent here already and no sign of his missing guard, Arjun.

He was used to fighting monsters. Dragons were his specialty. In a life lived without a Mate, without someone to share his moments with, he’d thrown himself into battle time and again, taking comfort in the fact that he was helping others, allowed them to live by reducing the monster menace.

He’d already lived more than the other kings of the valley. He thought his heart had turned to stone.

But maybe not. Not yet. Because it beat hard whenever he thought of Arjun.

A new arrival in his royal guard, he was strong, clever, kind, determined, courageous.

Beautiful.

But there was a catch. There always was a catch in life.

Arjun had chosen to become a guard, a special daredevil caste within elfdom, formed by those who had lost any hope of forming a family. As a rule, those joining the dangerous life of a royal guard—fighting monsters alongside Hunters and soldiers, fighting off attacks on a king’s life, often taking a knife for the king—had tried to have children and failed. Unlike priests who entered the temple service young and rarely expected to have lovers and therefore babies, guards joined the Guard later in life, prompted by poverty and the realization that they weren’t fertile as Sires or Bearers.

Royal Guards were mercenaries but their contracts bound them for years at a time to a king’s service. The Royal Guard guild controlled their contracts and exacted a percentage for the protection of their rights.

Like all other kings, Darya should be chasing after Branded Bearers for a better chance to produce heirs. The Emperor had relaxed his laws a little in the past few years, and wouldn’t really dare challenge Darya who held an outpost against the monsters spilling from the Breach, but eventually he had to have a baby to show for his efforts.

But he had mostly given up. Maybe he wasn’t fertile after all. Kings as a rule were, but maybe he had skipped that footnote. And if he wasn’t fertile, how was he supposed to give a damn about fertility, basing his seduction time on Branded Bearers who couldn’t even get him hard in the first place? How could he pretend it mattered to him? He wasn’t an elfling anymore, wasn’t a youngster. He was a mature elf and though he’d fucked his way through half the Branded Bearer population, he hadn’t impregnated a single elf.

Failure.

So who cared if Arjun wasn’t fertile? 

And why was he still obsessing over this while hiding behind rocks as a four-ton dragon lumbered toward him?

Why was the dragon after him in particular anyway? It was as if the dragon knew that Darya was the leader in this foolhardy expedition.

“We need to get into that cave!” he yelled, grunting when the ground shook underneath him, under the dragon’s heavy tread.

But his guards’ reply wasn’t positive. “Majesty, you need to move, now! Danger!”

The rumble of a rockslide made him cringe. Fuck. That was all he needed right now. Legs trembling with fatigue, knees aching, he hauled himself back to his feet and turned his back on the dragon, racing away from the avalanche. Sharp pebbles hit at his heels, raising a cloud of dust.

Slowing down as the rumble quieted, he glanced over his shoulder, expecting to find the dragon on his heels.

But she wasn’t there. He could make out the shadow of her bulk where he’d been before, sniffing at the ground where he’d crouched behind the rocks.

Not a super beast. She’d been confused by the dust and noise. Had lost track of him.

Turning, he slid down a gulley and made his slow way toward his men. Maybe they could use this information to their advantage. They were so low on options and so out of time that any help would be appreciated.

“Majesty.” Halir, one of his oldest guards, gave him a hand up to where the rest of them perched on top of a small cliff. “We were about to come after you.”

Darya didn’t doubt it. His guards were fearless and loyal to a fault. “I’m here now. Help me up.”

More hands reached down for him and he climbed up the steep slope, dropping down between his guards, panting.

“We have to find a way to draw her further away from her cave,” he said when he’d caught his breath. “It’s our only chance to get Arjun out of there.”

The guards exchanged uneasy looks, but it fell to Halir to speak their minds out loud.

“Majesty... Arjun can’t be alive. She’s had him for almost a moon now. No elf would survive, or remain sane. And that’s only if...” Halir trailed off, looking away.

He’d never say it to Darya’s face, but everyone was thinking the same: if the rumors weren’t just rumors and the dragon hadn’t feasted on Arjun the day she lifted off with him in her mouth.

But Darya refused to fall prey to the crushing fear that thought brought on. “Many elves have sworn he was alive as she took off. One even said he saw Arjun near this cave days later.”

“Majesty—”

“And he’s strong. Trained to survive. He’s alive.”

He couldn’t not be.

“Yes, Majesty.”

“Noise seems to attract the dragon. Smash rocks together, beat your swords against your breastplates—and for all the gods’ sake, make sure you’re safe, barricaded and out of reach. I won’t lose all of you, too, not to save one elf.”

Though he’d be worth it, a small, ignoble voice whispered in the back of his mind, and he squashed it ruthlessly. He wouldn’t be that selfish. He was a king, above all, and a king served his people, all his people—not his own heart.

His guards nodded their assent. He knew he could count on them. Mercenaries though they were, they trusted him to fight alongside and do all he could not to feed them to the dragon, despite how crazy his plan of coming to save their comrade seemed.

Probably because he had come himself to save one of their kind. They could hardly sit back and let him fight the dragon on his own when every one of them could have been Arjun.

Would he have come to rescue any of them? Darya hesitated one moment, then decided that yes, he would.

Maybe he’d have been more composed and less terrified, had it not been Arjun. Maybe he’d have found a way to end the stand-off with the dragon already and been on the way home.

“Let’s do this, then,” he said. “Halir, you’re with me. We go for the dragon’s lair and Arjun. The rest of you, spread out and distract the dragon. As soon as she is far enough from the cave, Halir and I go in, retrieve Arjun and come join you. Understood? Ileun?”

“Yes, Majesty,” Ileun said, nodding to the others. “Understood, and may the gods have mercy on us all.”

Indeed.

***
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DARYA SLUNK AWAY FROM the cliff top, crawling back down to the gulley, ax strapped to his back and his long gray-silver hair braids tied back at his nape. Halir followed him, the scrape of his slither behind Darya overly loud in Darya’s mind.

They’d be okay. Above the sounds the two of them made rose the roar of the dragon, then the noise his guards were starting to make—clanging of swords on metal breastplates, rocks slamming together.

Good elves.

Scrambling down the narrow gulley, splashing in the icy water and mud, Darya made his way back the way he’d come, heading back toward the dragon and the cave behind her. His leather boots kept most of the water outside, though a hole torn on his right heel let the cold in, and he could barely feel his fingers as he gripped jutting rocks not to fall, cutting his fingers bloody.

Almost there.

Almost.

Why in the five hells had the she-dragon taken Arjun? He’d read the scrolls, had asked in the temples of the Empire for help. Monsters, dragons in particular, seemed fond of virgins in tales, but... yeah, Arjun was no virgin.

And yeah, Darya was certain about this fact. He recalled King Canan’s teasing, his questions about whether he’d already fucked Arjun.

Images flooded his mind—of Arjun’s muscular legs wrapped around Darya’s hips as Darya fucked him against the wall of the royal bedchamber, his honey-chestnut hair loose, spilling down his back, cloaking his shoulders, those remarkable golden eyes closing, his moans of pleasure echoing—

Yeah, he’d fucked Arjun, he’d fucked him hard. That had been right before the dragon raid they’d gone to stop, when Darya had finally taken the plunge and asked the guard to his rooms, deciding that he was done chasing after Bearers and hoping for heirs. Deciding to go after his heart’s desire, not knowing what tomorrow might bring.

He’d never have thought that a dragon would abduct Arjun the very next day.

Or that a dragon would kill him, he thought, and swatted the thought away like an insect, like a curse he had to avert.

No, he’d find Arjun alive.

He couldn’t bear to consider the alternative, not seriously. Not after wanting him and thinking about him for an entire year, and losing him right when he’d said, to the hells with it and had finally kissed him and held him and pleasured him. It had been extraordinary. Amazing. Darya had never felt anything like it, in his body and in his soul, and he wasn’t going to let a dragon stand between him and his elf.

His elf.

That last thought stayed with him, echoing inside his head, as he made his way out of the gulley to the din this guards were producing from the cliff top, right behind a very annoyed dragon. Flames burst, the smell of singed grass and hot rock permeating the air. As long as he wasn’t smelling cooked flesh, Darya could live with that.

Waiting until the dragon had moved toward the cliff a bit more, he crouched low. The beast swished its scaly tail back and forth, sending a hail of sharp rocks this way and that. He ducked, waited a few more heartbeats, and then gestured for Halir to follow him.

The cave loomed in the rock surface like an open, black mouth. With his hands on the hilts of his knives in his belt, the ax a familiar weight on his back, he hurried as quietly as he could to the entrance. A glance behind him showed him the dragon still moving toward the cliff where his guards were producing a cacophony of noise, and grinned.

Time to enter.

Though doubts assaulted him as he crept inside, together with the stench of rotting meat and Sulphur. Was he crazy to believe that Arjun might still be alive after almost a full moon? Were the rumors real? Had the dragon eaten him after the first week of holding him prisoner here? Had the dragon left him to die of starvation, thirst or the vicious cold inside this cave?

Stop thinking that.

Believe in him. If anyone would have survived this, it’s Arjun. He’s strong, resourceful, full of life.

The scrape of boot soles at his back told him that Halir followed. He didn’t turn to check. Time was of the essence. Find Arjun, grab him and go before the dragon returned.

“There!” Halir hissed, and Darya squinted in the darkness, penetrated only by the faint glow of daylight from outside.

“What?”

“Something pale. Look.”

Halir was right. Something white glimmered in the depths of the cave. Darya’s heart boomed in his chest as he started toward it.

“Arjun?” he whispered. “Is that you?”

“Majesty—”

“Arjun!” But the white whatever-it-was wasn’t moving. Bile rose in Darya’s throat. Arjun... Were those bones? He stepped closer, desperate to see, closer...

A bison skull.

Fuck.

“He’s not here,” Halir said.

Yeah. Both a relief and a blow. Maybe... Maybe Arjun had never been here. Or maybe he escaped.

“We should get going, Majesty.” Halir threw a nervous look around. “Before the dragon comes back.”

Right. Darya knew that. But he found his feet reluctant to move. “What if he’s hiding?”

“Hiding? From us?”

“Or from the dragon. Or if he’s sick and can’t call out for help.”

“But Majesty, there is no more cave. He isn’t here.”

But that wasn’t quite right. A breath of cold air hit Darya in the face. He’d felt it when he’d bent over the bison skull. “There’s another chamber.”

“Majesty...”

Darya returned to the skull and touched the rocky wall behind it. There. An opening. Not big enough for a dragon, but maybe for an elf... “Arjun?” he called out softly, and thought he heard an answering noise from inside. “Halir, come.”

“This is dangerous,” Halir grumbled. “If the dragon returns, we’ll be trapped.”

“Stay here and whistle if the dragon returnr, then save yourself. I’m going in.”

“Please, Majesty—”

“I’m not letting him perish when I’m this close to getting him out.”

He didn’t wait to see if Halir grumbled more. Darya entered the narrow opening. With his broad shoulders and the ax on his back, he barely fit through. This second chamber of the cave was illuminated from a crack on the roof. It was more protected than the outer cave, though, so less cold. A small pond of water had carved the rock under the roof crack, and bones from different animals littered the floor.

Was anyone here? Had he made a mistake?

“Arjun,” he said. “It’s me, Darya. Can you hear me?”

His voice bounced on the cave walls, and out of the corner of his eye, he thought he saw movement. He turned just in time to see a pair of wild eyes stare at him through a tangle of dark hair.

An animal. That was his first thought. A fox, maybe, or a wolf. A small, scrawny wolf.

“If you’re here, say something. We came for you. I came for you. Arjun... I can’t go back without you. Don’t want to go back.”

He thought he heard a sigh but then nothing again. Nobody was here. He’d been wrong.

“He’s not here, Halir,” he whispered, so much pain in his heart he thought it might crack in two. “Let’s go.”

Then the eyes blinked, and a shaky, hoarse voice called out, “Majesty? Wait.”
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Chapter Two: Arjun
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A voice was calling out his name, but at first, he couldn’t believe it. He couldn’t trust his mind. Too many times had he heard voices only to find he’d imagined them, or dreamed them up. Answering had only brought the dragon too close, sniffing at the opening of the smaller cave.

He had no idea why the dragon had stolen him, spared him, dragged him to her lair. He didn’t trust her so as soon as he’d discovered this inner chamber, he’d crawled inside and hid. Dying was something he’d come to terms with since he’d become a guard, but death by hungry dragon was really low on his list of preferences.

To be frank, the dragon hadn’t tried to drag him out. Hadn’t breathed fire into the small cave, turning it into an oven and cooking him. What she had done was drop pieces of raw meat inside from time to time. Sometimes she even scorched it first, as if she knew that elves generally preferred their meat cooked. With water from the small pond, the meat, and the tatters of his clothes keeping him warm, he’d lived each day not knowing if he’d see tomorrow.

And now... this.

Darya.

The King of Sarada.

The elf who’d fucked him the night before the dragon had hauled him away. The king he’d been guarding. The handsome, fearsome male he’d had a crush on since the day he’d arrived at the castle of Sarada.

Here.

He was hallucinating, that was it. Wouldn’t be the first time. Visual illusions were rarer than the sounds, but it had happened, too. Caused by hunger, loneliness, fear, he knew it was a phenomenon common to those lost in the woods or in the mountains.

Those lost, like himself.

So when the king, or the illusion of the king, straightened inside the cave, Arjun didn’t move from his crouch behind a rock. He watched as the king studied the crack in the ceiling, the pond below, the bones that Arjun had gnawed clean. He was more of an animal than an elf right now. He had no idea how long he’d been a prisoner. It felt like forever, his life in Sarada castle, and before, like someone else’s dream.

The king looked more handsome than Arjun remembered. That was a sure sign that this was a hallucination, right? His glossy gray hair, like silver and iron filings, fell on his back in countless thin braids. His strong-jawed face and those fiery violet eyes seemed to go right through the rock, right through Arjun’s heart. He had his ax strapped to his back, just like he’d had it during the battle when Arjun was taken.

So real, gods, why were they torturing him like that?

Then the king turned to leave, and panic gripped Arjun. He was a hallucination, right? Did hallucinations... leave? Didn’t they suddenly stop?

What if the king was really here?

What did he have to lose by replying?

It was always the same, and he shouldn’t let his mind control him, but he replied anyway. “Majesty... wait.”

And the king turned back, eyes going wide, face paling. “Gods, Arjun, is it really you?”

Arjun didn’t know what to say. Wasn’t that his line? Was he now imagining the king unsure whether... Arjun was real?

He glanced down at himself, his smelly, ruined clothes, his holed boots, the matted hair falling in his face. He was too exhausted to lift a hand to push his hair back. His belly was bloated from hunger, his nails black with dirt, a few of them cracked.

Was Arjun real?

Placing a hand on the wall for support, he hauled himself to his feet with a groan. The cave tilted and wavered, darkening at the edges, and he bowed his head and waited for the usual dizziness to pass.

When his vision cleared again, the king was right in front of him, looking down at him with astonishment written all over his face.

“Gods below, Arjun,” the king choked out and drew him into a hug. It was the last thing Arjun had expected, and he gasped, arms flailing as he was crushed against a rock-hard chest, wide as a wall. “I wasn’t sure we’d find you. Wasn’t sure you’d be alive. How...? It’s incredible, fucking unbelievable. I just...”

“Majesty!” another voice hissed from behind the king. “Time to go. The dragon is coming back.”

“Dragon.” Arjun’s pulse jumped and he struggled away from the king. “She’s coming. You have to go.”

“Not without you.” The king had a hold of Arjun’s arm and was pulling him toward the cave’s exit. “Come on, let’s go.”

“She will be angry,” Arjun said in that hoarse voice. “I tried to run once and she wasn’t pleased.”

“I don’t care if she’s pleased or not,” the king snarled and placed a muscular arm around Arjun. “Hurry.”

Any further objections died on Arjun’s tongue. If by any chance this wasn’t real, at least he’d die imagining he was in the king’s arms. Not such a bad way to go, after all. He let the handsome king pull him out of the cave and then they ran.

***
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THE DRAGON HAD TURNED toward them. Flames scorched the air. Arjun’s knees kept buckling. His vision kept going to dark.

“I can’t,” he whispered when his legs gave out again, the king’s hold around him the only thing keeping him upright. “You go.”

“I’m never leaving you behind,” the king said simply, and bending, picking Arjun up in his arms. One moment Arjun was staggering along, the next he was looking up at the sky, bile in his throat, pounding steps jarring his bones as the king ran with him in those muscular arms.

Crazy.

He couldn’t believe the king had just picked him up, so easily. He didn’t seem to have any trouble running with Arjun in his arms. Then again, Arjun had lost weight. He was so thin he probably didn’t weigh much. And even as he was carried away, he felt dizzy and faint.

Still felt unreal. Insubstantial. He moved as if through a dream, not walking and yet the land streaked past, flames flew over his head but nothing burned. Over the stench of his own unwashed body and clothes, over the stench of Sulphur and hot rock, he could smell the king’s salty and spicy scent, and it calmed him as much as it excited him.

He felt safe with him. Grounded. That scent was the only thing that felt real. He clung to it, barely able to cling to the king’s body as Darya started down a steep slope. He was too weak to hold on tightly. Thankfully, the king’s grip on him was like steel, and even as Darya cursed and stumbled, he never relaxed that grip.

Sourness filled Arjun’s mouth. When the king stumbled again, and hit the ground running, Arjun closed his eyes and swallowed, trying to keep from throwing up all over him.

“Let’s go, let’s go!” the king yelled, and there were answering shouts. More pounding footsteps, the dragon’s enraged roar over them, horses neighing nearby.

Arjun opened his eyes just in time to see the horses pawing at the ground, eyes wild, a group of elves swinging onto their saddles. Someone whistled, more elves came running toward them. Hands on him, helping him off the king’s arms, and Arjun flailed, disoriented and scared. What was happening?

“Relax, Arjun,” someone said, the voice familiar, and he tried to calm his panicked breathing as he was carried away.

Carried to a horse, as it turned out, and the king was there, jumping onto the saddle—and reaching down for him.

Thank the gods. Real or not, the sight of the king smiling down at him let him breathe again. He clasped the king’s hand and was hauled up on the saddle like a sack of turnips, his arm almost coming out of its socket. Suddenly he was sitting sideways on the saddle, the king’s face so close he could feel the king’s warm breath on his cheek.

Then the king lifted him and turned him to face forward, wrapping an arm around him. the cold wind hit him fully for the first time and he started to shiver even as he was pressed back against a warm chest.

“I’ve got you,” the king whispered in his ear. “I’m taking you home.”

Did he mean the castle? He’d never had a real home.

Around him, on their horses, he recognized the faces of his fellow guards. The king spurred his horse, and they started forward, the others following them, as the dragon roared and belched flames behind them.

Oh Gods, this was real. It was really happening. They had to outrun the dragon somehow, make it to a protected place if they were to survive. All these elves, the King of Sarada himself, too, had come to rescue him. Take him back.

As they galloped down the mountain passages, his heart pounded, and his lungs wouldn’t fill with enough air. Too much excitement, too many conflicting emotions, too much after so long without anything.

So when he finally passed out it was a relief.

***
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“ARJUN. ARJUN, WAKE up,” said the king, his warm, deep voice bringing Arjun back from a deep, dark place, though he couldn’t smell him. A strange scent filled his senses—part stench, part flower, and part something indefinable.

“He looks starved,” another voice said. “Limbs too thin, belly looks bloated. But he doesn’t seem injured in any way.”

“Thank the gods.”

“He’s starved but not dead,” a third voice said. “Imprisoned in a cave, how did he get food? And water?”

“There was a pond of rainwater on the cave floor, water falling through a crack in the cave ceiling,” the king said. “Though, true. He seemed to be hiding from the dragon, but he couldn’t have hunted or collected food.”

“Are you saying the dragon fed him?”

It was crazy. Arjun tried to say so but all that came out of his mouth was a groan. The immediate result, however, was a hush.

In the new silence, he struggled to open heavy lids. When he managed, he blinked up at a cloudy sky. “Where am I?” he croaked.

“In the Kingdom of Zora, on our way home,” the king said. “Great to see you awake.”

“And the dragon?” Arjun licked his cracked lips, but to no effect. His mouth was dry, his tongue swollen.

“We managed to lose her in the narrow mountain passages. But in case she has your scent, we’ve smeared nightmare musk on you.”

So that was the strange smell. It brought bile to his throat. Then again, the way his stomach was twisted on itself, empty and chewing on itself, it was no wonder.

“We still don’t know why the dragon grabbed you. Any ideas?”

He shook his head minutely, closed his eyes again, already exhausted. “I don’t know.”

“She kept you alive, didn’t she? Didn’t try to eat you?”

But Arjun couldn’t think straight, his memories all jumbled up, fear twisting them all in one big knot. He was a guard of King Darya’s royal guard. He hadn’t really known fear before this. Was he the same elf who’d responded to the king’s advances, kissed him, rubbed himself all over him, opened his legs for him?

“He’s starved and tired,” the king said softly, taking the sting out of Arjun’s embarrassing weakness. “We can ask questions later. Now he has to recover, and we’re still far from Sarada and the castle. Bring food and water and then let’s let him rest some more.”

And if Arjun wished for the king’s arms around him, the comfort that embrace brought in this strange situation, with the strange stench of a nightmare on him and the unwelcome sting of feeble tears in his eyes, he couldn’t. The king had come for him, saved him from slow death.

Arjun couldn’t ask for more.
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Chapter Three: Darya
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Arjun was clearly exhausted. It was shocking to see how thin he was, how weak. He’d expected it but seeing it was quite another story. But he was alive, and he’d be well with good care. Only problem was that they were still on the road. They only had jerky and water with them, and some dry fruit. Typical travel fair. They needed to get him warm, and get some fresh food into him.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





