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After helping clear Thistlebond of dangerous, shape-shifting wolves, Daimon 
finds his young daughter and is shown her own artistic depiction of events.

Contains some mentions of death.

~~~~

It had been a long, exhausting day, and Daimon couldn’t wait to curl up and 
sleep.

The thought of a warm bed was like a siren’s call; irresistibly attractive, with 
every bone in his body pulled towards it.

But first he had to find Robin.
The poor girl had been terrified by everything that had happened today. He 

couldn’t get the sight of her wide, fearful eyes when he’d had to leave her behind 
out of his thoughts.

He had been trekking from building to building in the town, trailing the places 
she’d taken River (bless that man, always so ready to care for her; Daimon would 
have to think of a way to show his gratitude).

Their newest destination, he’d heard from the tavern owner Terrance, was 
Bertram’s parent’s house.

So Daimon’s pace had quickened; he wasn’t sure how Robin would respond to 
seeing two people she loved in such terrible condition, and he wanted to be there 
if she needed comforting.

He found River standing in the front yard, nervously stroking his mount’s side 
as it grazed.

‘She’s inside,’ he’d said. ‘She uh, wanted to be alone so she could... draw 
something? I-I’ve been checking on her.’

‘Thank you,’ Daimon pet the man’s shoulder as he passed, hurrying up the 
porch and into the Bluebell house.

He knew, as soon as he’d seen the look on River’s face, where he would find 
his daughter.... So he made his way into the bedroom and heaved a heavy sigh of 
relief when he saw his daughter sitting beside the sleeping Dorothy; crayons and 
paper scattered over the bed and her purrs so loud as she looked up he couldn’t 
help but smile.

‘Hey, Robbie, I’m so sorry about today,’ Daimon apologised, petting his 



daughter on the head. ‘I wish I could have stayed with you, but I had to help make 
sure the rest of the town was cleared out.’

‘That’s okay, Dad!’ Robin purred. ‘I got to show River all my favourite places! 
And then we came here, so I could keep Gam and Gamp company.’

‘Have they woken up?’ Daimon asked, already knowing the answer.
Robin shook her head. ‘No. But I’m sitting with Gam, just like she sat with me 

that time I got sick. Cos she said that hugs help make everything better and I 
want her to get better faster.’

Daimon nodded, carefully sitting on the edge of the bed (very carefully, as so 
he didn’t break it).

‘That’s also why I have to purr so loud,’ she added. ‘Cos Grandma says that 
purring makes you heal.’

Daimon chuckled; knowing well the things his mother would say. Then he 
pointed to a stack of papers that Robin had made. ‘You’ve been drawing?’

‘And writing!’ Robin declared, leaning sideways to retrieve an old, worn 
picture book from the bedside table. ‘You remember that book Gam always reads 
when I visit about Daisy and the wolf? Well I realised, it has a new ending, now! 
So I had to update the book! So I’ve been working really hard to write down the 
new ending!’

‘Have you, now?’ Daimon tried to keep his fur from standing on end with 
nerves. ‘May I... see it?’

‘Yeah! It’s ready to show everyone— But!’ she slapped her father’s hand away 
from the stack of paper’s as he reached for it. ‘I want to show everyone all 
together! So we gotta go back to town and get everyone else so I can show them! 
Like Uncle Birdie, and Jory, and Aunt Veruca, and Aunt Volante, and— And 
everyone!’

‘Ah, okay,’ Daimon flicked an ear. ‘I know everyone was getting tired when I 
left. So if you want to show them tonight, we’ll have to head back now....’

Daimon trailed off, smiling warmly as his daughter immediately began 
gathering up her things and leapt of the bed.

They made their way outside and, motioning for River to join them, started on 
their way back to town.
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—END—

If you enjoyed reading, please consider supporting me and my work at 
cjadewyton.com


