The dark-haired man was bitterly cold, curled up in the back of the bivouac. He could hear the wind raging outside and the ice storm beating on the rocky outcrop. He shuddered with the biting cold, curling into himself even further to seek warmth from his body. His very bones ached from the frozen ground. He knew that in order to survive, he would have to leave the cave soon. Never before had he experienced cold such as this; he longed for warmth and comfort.

‘Oh, for a cup of hot coffee,’ he mused aloud, ‘or a whisky would be even better.’ He grinned, despite himself. ‘Somehow,’ he continued, ‘I don’t think I’ll be getting either for a very long time.’

Unfurling his long, lean, muscular body, he staggered to his feet, the red sand of the cave floor covering his shoes with dust. Shaking his black hair, trying to relieve the headache and fuzziness that had overtaken him since his journey back through time, the man gazed around the sandstone cave. There were no visible signs of the other time travellers having been here; they had simply disappeared back into their own times, leaving just him, Elvaennia, and Deimuiss to continue the journey. He kept well hidden, not wanting the couple to see him. He had heard them leave earlier, their voices carrying on the chilly wind.

