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CHAPTER 1: THREADS OF TIME
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As the dawn broke over Eagle's Haven, the air was filled with the scent of pine and the distant sound of the river's flow. Lanecea stood at the threshold of the longhouse, her eyes reflecting the golden hues of the morning sun. Her time with Cernunnos in the underworld had been a journey of renewal, and she returned to the world of the living with a vigour that seemed to infuse the very air around her.

The longhouse, a symbol of community and unity, bustled with life. Catherine and her husband, having embraced this new world with open arms, found their place among the woven tapestries and the crackling hearth. Chief Red Hawk and Eagle, their presence as commanding as the totems that adorned the entrance, welcomed them their uncle and aunt’s steadfast presence.

Storm, ever the steadfast hand, had been instrumental in erecting the guest longhouse—a haven for those who would come to seek the wisdom and sanctuary of Eagle's Haven. It stood as a testament to the growing influence of Lanecea's vision, a vision that extended beyond the physical realm and into the hearts of those who followed her.

Adelaide, with her children in tow, had initially sought the solitude of the guest quarters, but Catherine's insistence that she belonged with the family drew her into the fold. The longhouse's walls echoed with the laughter of Revna and Rheaghan, their youthful spirits a bright flame in the communal space. Catherine's watchful eye ensured that their exuberance never crossed the bounds of propriety, particularly for Revna, whose future with Eagle was a bridge between families and traditions.

In the shadows, Father Dubois and Father LeBlanc served a purpose far greater than their clerical duties suggested. The nectar elixir, a secret known only to a select few, granted them the ability to traverse the veils of time. Unaware of their journeys to the present, they brought messages from Fort Cataraqui, their words carrying the weight of a past that was ever-present.

Lanecea, surrounded by the faces of friends and family, knew that the path ahead was fraught with challenges. Yet, as she looked upon the thriving community of Eagle's Haven, she felt a surge of determination. Her empire would grow, not just in lands and riches, but in the strength of the bonds that held them all together. In the dance of politics and power, Lanecea was a step ahead, her eyes on a future where her people would thrive under her guidance and protection.

In the tapestry of time, Lanecea wove her threads with the precision of a master craftswoman. Fort Orange remained under Gavin's watchful eye, a steadfast beacon in her growing realm, while Lanecea herself danced through the ages with the grace of a Time Keeper. Her mission was one of salvation and sovereignty, plucking souls from the jaws of obscurity and binding them to her cause.

Beneath the watchful gaze of two kings, Lanecea carved out a domain where loyalty was the currency of power. Her priests and priestesses, a devoted legion, were the pillars upon which her empire would rise. In the silent halls of history, they were her agents, poised to sway the course of events with their hidden influence.

Ambition coursed through Lanecea's veins like a river untamed. She saw not the constraints of her era but the endless possibilities that lay before her. With each life saved and each ally secured, she edged closer to a destiny of her own making—a destiny where she stood not as a mere participant in history but as its architect.

Fort Cataraqui and Fort Orange were testaments to her prowess, proving her mettle as a leader born to command. Yet, for Lanecea, these triumphs were but stepping stones to a grander vision. The sky stretched above her, vast and unclaimed, a canvas awaiting the strokes of her grand designs.

As she navigated the delicate balance between past and present, Lanecea kept a vigilant eye on Eagle's Haven. It was the heart of her empire, the nexus of her power where the future was forged in the fires of her will. Here, amidst the whispers of the wind and the strength of her people, Lanecea's dream of an empire unbound by time took flight, soaring towards the heavens on wings of unwavering resolve.

****
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THE CHAMBER WAS A COCOON of silence, save for the soft scratch of quill on parchment. Lanecea, ensconced in her quarters within Fort Cataraqui's imposing walls, was a portrait of focus and sly intent. Her enemies, a constant shadow just beyond the stone and timber, were none the wiser to the machinations unfolding within.

Storm, a steadfast presence, watched over Lanecea's shoulder as she penned invitations that would bridge the chasm between times. Her hand moved with grace, each stroke a silent summoning to those in the present day chosen to witness the marvels of Eagle's Haven.

Elderon and Rowan, the dryads entrusted with the missives, stood vigilant. Their forms, ethereal and patient, were ready to slip through the veils of reality, ensuring the letters reached hands that would open to the past with awe and wonder.

Amidst the quiet plotting, Lanecea paused, her gaze lifting to meet Storm's. In the depths of his eyes, she found a reflection of her own ambition, a shared dream of empire and legacy. With a voice that carried the weight of destiny, she posed the question that could bind them beyond mere alliance:

"Will you rule at my side, My King?"

The query hung in the air, a proposition laced with power and the promise of a throne shared. It was an offer of partnership in a world where trust was as rare as the magic that coursed through Lanecea's veins—a magic that had the potential to reshape history itself.

Storm's response was not in words but in the fervour of a kiss that sealed his vow, a silent promise to lay their enemies low before her. Lanecea, caught in the whirlwind of his passion, found herself momentarily lost in the storm of emotions that his pledge stirred within her.

As their lips parted, Lanecea's breath came in short gasps, not just from the kiss but from the surge of purpose that filled her. She stepped away, her hands finding the map that held the blueprint of her ambitions. With a flourish, she spread it across the bed, her finger landing decisively on Port Royal.

"Here," she said, her voice steady despite the tears that glistened in her eyes, "we will build a sanctuary in the Annapolis Valley. A haven for the Acadians to escape the impending storm of the British assault."

Her plan was bold, a thread of hope woven into the fabric of a dark future. The great deportation loomed like a spectre over her people, but Lanecea was determined to offer them a passage to safety, a chance to step through time itself and emerge unscathed in the present day, yet, fear shadowed her resolve, the presence of the Jesuits within Acadia's borders a constant threat. They were the enemy, a nest of vipers hidden in plain sight. Though she had her loyal priests and spies within their ranks, they were few against the many.

"We must be cautious," Lanecea confided, her gaze locked with Storm's. "They will accompany us as we journey further back, to the time of the British delegation. Perhaps, with careful maneuvering, we can delay the inevitable, and buy time for my people."

Lanecea's strategy was a tapestry of risk and reward, each thread a potential lifeline or a noose, but with Storm at her side, she felt the weight of destiny upon them, a shared burden they would carry together into the annals of history.

****
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THE ROOM WAS STEEPED in the gravity of history as Chief Red Hawk entered, his presence commanding yet comforting. Lanecea, with a quiver in her voice that betrayed the storm of emotions within her, began to recount the tale of the Acadians—her people.

"Chief Red Hawk, the Acadians, my kin, faced trials that would break the spirits of many. They were settlers, farmers, and fishers who lived in harmony with the land, but they were caught between the tides of empires," Lanecea explained, her eyes alight with the fire of her mission. "In 1755, the British, having seized control, demanded absolute loyalty. The Acadians, wishing to remain neutral, refused and were thus torn from their homes, scattered like leaves in the wind."

She paused, her gaze drifting to the map that lay sprawled before them. "Many perished, but some found unlikely salvation. The Mi'kmaq, our Native American brethren, aided in their escape. It's a bond of blood and gratitude that ties us, for their kindness ensured the survival of my ancestors."

Lanecea's revelation of her own Native American heritage seemed to solidify her resolve, a tangible link to the past that fueled her determination. 

"If not for their intervention, I would not stand before you today," she said, her voice trembling with emotion as she wiped away tears.

Storm and Chief Red Hawk listened, understanding the depth of Lanecea's passion. She spoke of a plan - a vision to rewrite the wrongs of history. 

"I seek not just to change the past but to offer a sanctuary—a retreat like Eagle's Haven where the Acadians can find refuge during the hour of the great deportation."

Her plan was audacious, a gambit against time itself. 

"With your support, we can create a larger venue for escape, a place out of time where our people can live safely, free to see their loved ones without the shadow of persecution."

The men nodded, their own hearts aligned with her cause. Lanecea's dream was a beacon, a hope that they could alter the course of history, if not in the annals of the world, then at least in the lives of those they could save.
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CHAPTER 2: THE CONVERGENCE OF HEARTS AND EMPIRES
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In the hushed confines of her strategy room, Lanecea laid out the timeline, a map of futures to be shaped by careful hands. With Chief Red Hawk and Storm at her side, she plotted the course of alliances and rescue, her quill dancing across the parchment in bold strokes of intent.

"My King, My Chief," she addressed them, her voice a steady drumbeat against the silence. "Storm, your ties with the Native American tribes are the key. We must forge unity, not just for our sake, but for the Acadians and the French. Your diplomatic skills could be the beacon that guides Chief Red Hawk and Eagle's mother and aunt back to us."

The past winter's search had yielded nothing but the cold embrace of disappointment, yet, hope was a flame that Lanecea refused to let die. 

"Perhaps, with your outreach to each tribe, seeking peace and kinship, we may yet find them," she mused, her eyes locked on the horizon of possibility.

Adelaide's dream of missionary work flickered in Lanecea's mind, a potential path to sway her loyalty. "Adelaide harbours a vision of serving the Natives - a dream we can fulfill. Though she hesitates at the threshold of friendship with Sybille due to religious divides, we can bridge that gap. Our Jesuits, loyal to our cause, could be her companions, her guardians."

Lanecea's trust in Adelaide and Sarah was a tapestry frayed at the edges, but necessity could weave new bonds. 

"Working alongside my Jesuits, they can be observed - their faithfulness tested - and in doing so, Adelaide's dream may blossom into reality."

As a Time Keeper, Lanecea held the threads of fate in her grasp, the power to alter destinies with a thought. 

"I can change Adelaide's fate, offer her the ultimate gift—a life of purpose she yearns for. It is within our reach to grant her this wish - to shape her path as we shape the future."

The room was charged with the weight of decisions, the air thick with the promise of what could be. Lanecea, Chief Red Hawk, and Storm stood united, a trinity of determination poised to challenge the currents of time and carve a haven for their people in the annals of history.

*****
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LANECEA'S CHAMBERS, once a place of solitude, had transformed into the nerve center of her grand design. The desk, littered with maps and timelines, bore witness to her resolve to alter the course of history. Her ambition was not merely to rescue those lost to the annals of time but to halt the march of war itself.

Her first move was familial—a reach across the chasm of estrangement to her sister Jaira, whose ties to the Loyalists ran deep. Yet, Lanecea saw in William, Jaira's husband, an ally whose strategic acumen could bolster Gavin's efforts at Fort Orange. His infatuation with Lanecea, she believed, would ensure his unwavering loyalty.

With William and Gavin as her steadfast champions in the south, Lanecea could turn her gaze to broader horizons - to the expansion of her empire that stretched beyond the flowing Cataraqui.

The plan for Adelaide and Jaira was a masterstroke of reconciliation and enlightenment. A journey to the Annapolis Valley would not only unveil the tapestry of their Acadian heritage but also immerse them in the living echoes of their past. Accompanied by Father Brebeuf, they would traverse the landscape of their ancestors' trials and triumphs, guarded by Lanecea's loyal Jesuits.

Storm's reminder of the nectar's necessity was a sobering note amidst the grandeur of her scheme. Lanecea's acknowledgment, a whisper of acceptance, revealed her willingness to let history be the teacher. Her sisters would return, she decreed, once the lessons of the past had been etched into their souls.

Yet, Lanecea harboured a secret—a contingency that spoke of her depth of strategy. The Jesuits, her hidden sentinels, would carry the nectar, a lifeline for Adelaide and Jaira should the need arise. It was imperative, however, that her sisters believed there was no retreat, no path back but through the forging of alliances and the embrace of tolerance.

When the time came for their return, Lanecea envisioned a transformation. Adelaide and Jaira, enlightened by their odyssey, would stand with her, united in purpose. Together, they would be a force of change, a triad of sisters bound by newfound understanding and a shared vision to reshape the world.

One can hope, indeed.

*****
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LANECEA SAT IN THE quiet hush of the fort late at night, watching the glowing embers in the hearth. The crackling fire cast a warm, flickering light across the room, providing a soothing backdrop to her thoughts. Once again unable to sleep, she found solace in the stillness of the night as she gently stroked her familiar's fur. She didn't want to wake Storm with her restlessness; his presence beside her was a comfort she cherished deeply.

Chief Red Hawk had spent a few nights with her in the fort after they had agreed that she would be his consort as well. Their relationship had brought about significant changes. Red Hawk had retreated back to the longhouse and his tribe, who needed him, while Lanecea remained behind at the fort, running both Fort Cataraqui and Fort Orange simultaneously. The connection between her and Red Hawk had become a source of strength and stability, both politically and personally.

The Jesuits wouldn't dare to make a move against her now that she was officially under Chief Red Hawk's protection. It also opened doors of opportunity for Storm, who continued in his role of Native-American Relations. Storm stood at Chief Red Hawk's side when he met with his fellow allies as well as the rival tribes. The two men shared a mutual respect and a vision for the future, an understanding that had grown deeper with time.

Instead of disappearing for months at a time as he had before, Storm now lingered behind, serving in his capacity enabled by Chief Red Hawk. Storm never strayed far from Lanecea, always keeping a protective, watchful eye on the woman he loved, who was also his ally. The natives came to Chief Red Hawk, and in turn, to Storm, enabling Storm to spend more time with Lanecea.

Lanecea appreciated this newfound stability. She felt much safer and cared for than she had before, and this security positively affected her leadership and decision-making. With her king and her chief flanking her, Lanecea felt like an invincible force. She had only ever needed to be loved and supported. With their presence, Lanecea faced history and the unfolding destinies around her with renewed determination.

Her thoughts drifted to her immediate family and the complexities that lay within those relationships. She knew that the power she wielded came with a price, and she was prepared to pay it. But for tonight, in the stillness of Fort Cataraqui, she allowed herself a moment of peace. She was surrounded by the love and support she had always longed for, and it gave her the strength to continue fighting for her vision.

Lanecea's mind wandered to the letters she had exchanged with Jaira. She hoped to rebuild that sisterly bond, to find a way to heal the rift that had formed between them. She knew it would be a difficult path, but she was willing to try. Family was a complex tapestry, but it was one she believed in fiercely.

With a sigh, she turned her gaze from the fire to the sleeping form of Storm beside her. He had been her constant through so much, and now, with Chief Red Hawk's support, she felt more confident than ever. Lanecea was ready to rewrite history and destiny, starting with her own immediate family. She would face the challenges ahead with the strength and love she had gathered around her, determined to create a future that reflected the unity and resilience she had fought so hard to build.
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CHAPTER 3: EMBERS OF TRUST
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LANECEA WITHIN HER quarters at Fort Cataraqui, the night air cool and crisp as it drifted off the river. Revna and Thorson sat close, the three of them wrapped in the warmth of each other's company. The embers of the firepit flickered, casting dancing shadows on their faces. Lanecea's familiar, a sleek black cat, purred contentedly at her feet, enjoying the peaceful evening.

Revna, her stepdaughter, broke the comfortable silence. "Mamma, you seem so much happier now. I mean, ever since you've been with Chief Red Hawk and our father stays with us more - it's like you're a different person."

Lanecea smiled with a warm yet bittersweet expression. "Yes, Revna. I am much happier now. Your father and Chief Red Hawk have brought a lot more stability and love into my life. It's made a world of difference."

Thorson looked at Lanecea with a mixture of curiosity and concern. "We noticed how sad you used to be, especially when Dad was away, even though I know you tried to hide it. You can't fool us - we see everything..."

Lanecea couldn't help but laugh.

"I'm aware nothing gets past you two. You'd make the perfect spy team, you know."

Thorson grinned, before continuing, "We really look up to you, but we like this change too. You're unstoppable now and instead of sadness in your eyes, there are daggers."

Lanecea laughed her head off as she embraced her Thorson and Revna, but they hugged her so tight, they knocked the wind out of her lungs.

"I love you both so much," Lanecea confessed although they were more than aware of that fact.  "I've had my struggles, Thorson. Trust and abandonment have been constant battles for me. I don't often talk about my past because it's still very raw and painful - even after all these years."

She paused, gathering her thoughts before continuing. "I have another sister, Jaira. She's the youngest, and I always treated her like my baby. I spoiled and nurtured her, and sometimes I regret it, but I miss her deeply."

Revna and Thorson listened intently, sensing the depth of emotion in Lanecea's voice. 

"A few years before Deklan was born, Jaira was the only family member who still spoke to me. I started experiencing random blackouts, and during one of them, I shattered the bones in my foot. After the surgery, I was hospitalized for some time."

Lanecea’s voice grew softer as she recalled the painful memories. "I contacted Jaira, asking if she and her husband, William, could help me get back into my apartment. It had stairs, and I was in a wheelchair, but when I called, William said she had left without a word while he was at work. We had never spoken before, but we quickly became friends. Perhaps we connected on our struggle with trust. It was cruel of Jaira to leave him while he was out providing for her and I have been abandoned for years. We understood each other on a deep level, I suppose, and could be honest and vulnerable with each other."

She looked away, her eyes distant. "William called the hospital every chance he got, pouring out his heart. He hoped Jaira would return to him, but she wouldn't respond to his messages. Feeling sorry for him, I gave him my email and social media passwords so he could try to reach her, believing that if she thought it was me reaching out to her, she would respond to her husband. He was so desperate and even their dog was pining away for Jaira. At the time, it seemed like the right thing to do, and in those years, I was Christian as well and believed strongly that couples were to stay together no matter what until death. In exchange, I only asked that they help me get back home."

Lanecea’s voice trembled slightly. "William promised, but then he stopped calling. The hospital discharged me to a nursing home until my foot healed. It was hard for me as an empath, but I made the most of it, making friends with the residents."

Her eyes filled with a mixture of sadness and anger. "One day, William and Jaira showed up. I was so excited, thinking they had come to help me, but Jaira kept grabbing the back of my wheelchair, jolting it and tipping it backwards. It frightened me, but William didn't stop her. He just looked away, sadness in his eyes even when I cried."

She took a deep breath, trying to steady her emotions. "After a few hours, they left, leaving me behind. I felt abandoned and betrayed. I had been there for William when he needed me, but when it was my turn, he did nothing. And Jaira, my sister... the only family I had left, treated me so cruelly."

Revna reached out, placing a comforting hand on Lanecea's arm. "I'm so sorry, Lanecea. I can't imagine how hard that must have been."

Lanecea gave a small, sad smile. "Thank you, Revna. It was a difficult time, but I've learned to find strength in myself and in the family I have now. You and Thorson, and your father... you've given me a new sense of belonging."

Thorson nodded, his young face determined. "We're here for you - always."

Revna added softly, "We understand now why you struggle so much with abandonment and why you don't like to be alone. It's because of all the pain you've been through."

Lanecea nodded, her eyes glistening with unshed tears. "Yes, that's why. And it's also why I'm always networking and creating allies. I can't bear the thought of being alone again - of being betrayed and abandoned."

As they sat together in the quiet night, Lanecea felt a renewed sense of hope. The bonds she had forged with her new family were strong, and with their support, she knew she could face whatever challenges lay ahead. The children’s understanding and empathy warmed her heart, making her believe in the possibility of mending the fractured relationships of her past and building a brighter future.

As the truth of Lanecea's past unfolded, Revna and Thorson found themselves navigating a sea of newfound emotions. The weight of her confessions settled upon them, a heavy cloak woven from threads of sorrow and strength. Revna, with her heart tender and open, felt the sting of betrayal that Lanecea had borne. The stories etched a new understanding of resilience into her young mind, teaching her that even the deepest wounds could be sources of empowerment.

Thorson, whose instincts had always leaned towards protection, now felt a surge of resolve to shield Lanecea from any further harm. The revelations of her past betrayals ignited a fire within him, a silent vow to stand as a bulwark against the storms that life might bring.

Together, the siblings absorbed the gravity of Lanecea's experiences. Her vulnerability had not weakened her in their eyes; rather, it had elevated her to a new echelon of respect. They saw not just the matriarch of their family but a warrior who had weathered countless battles, both visible and unseen.

The impact of her story was indelible, leaving an imprint on their hearts and minds. It bound them closer, a trinity of spirits united by shared history and unspoken promises. In the quiet of the dawn, as they stood beside Lanecea, Revna and Thorson were not just witnesses to her tale of endurance; they were active participants in the legacy she was building, one of unyielding courage and undying hope.

Revna and Thorson, each moved by the revelations of Lanecea's past, sought to convey their understanding and support in their own unique ways. Revna, whose heart had always been an open book, approached Lanecea with a softness in her eyes that mirrored the compassion swelling within her. She took Lanecea's hands in hers, the gesture simple yet profound, and spoke with a sincerity that only truth could hone. 

"Mamma, your journey, your pain, and your strength have shown me the depth of your spirit. I see now, more than ever, the incredible person you are," she said, her voice steady and sure.

Thorson, less inclined to bare his soul with words, stood a silent sentinel beside Lanecea. His presence alone was a testament to his unspoken pledge of protection. Yet, in this moment of shared vulnerability, he found the courage to voice his feelings. 

"You've faced more than anyone should, and you've come through it with a strength that commands respect. I'm here for you, now and always," he declared, his words a solid promise etched into the very air they breathed.

Together, they offered Lanecea not just their understanding, but a shared commitment to face whatever the future held, as a family united by bonds stronger than blood—a family forged from the fires of adversity and the unyielding will to endure. Their expressions of support and love wrapped around Lanecea, a cloak of assurance that no shadow of the past could ever dim the light of their collective resolve.
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CHAPTER 4: EMBRACING THE PACK
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Lanecea's vulnerability in sharing her story did not go unnoticed by Storm, who, upon learning of her past from Revna and Thorson, found a deeper understanding of the woman he loved. He did not see their sharing as a betrayal but as a bridge to closer connection and support.

The fort, once a mere structure of defence, became a home where trust was rebuilt, and wounds were healed. Lanecea's story, shared in the spirit of trust, became a catalyst for a deeper bond, one that would guide them through the trials and triumphs of the days to come.

Upon learning of Lanecea's past, Storm felt a profound shift within him. The tales of her struggles and betrayals, as recounted by Revna and Thorson, painted a picture of Lanecea that he had only glimpsed in fragments. The strength she had shown in the face of adversity, the grace with which she carried her burdens—it all came into sharper focus now.

Storm listened intently, his expression a mix of sorrow and admiration. The revelations stirred a wellspring of emotions, but above all, they ignited a fierce determination to be the steadfast presence Lanecea deserved. He realized that the gaps in his understanding of her had been bridged by their children's words, and he was grateful for their openness.

In the quiet of the evening, as the fire crackled and the night whispered through the trees, Storm approached Lanecea. His steps were measured, each one taken with the newfound reverence he felt for her journey. "Lanecea," he began, his voice soft yet firm, "I never knew the full extent of the pain you've carried. But I see you now—not just as my partner but as the incredible woman who has overcome so much."

He took her hand, a silent vow passing between them. "I am here for you, in every way that you need me. You are not alone, not anymore. We will face the future together, as a family, with our children by our side."

Lanecea's eyes met his, and in them, he saw the reflection of his own resolve. A smile, warm and genuine, spread across her face, a silent acknowledgment of the bond they shared. It was a moment of unspoken promises, of shared pasts and intertwined futures.

From that night on, Storm's actions spoke louder than any words could. He was more present, more engaged, and more supportive. The understanding he gained from Revna and Thorson's revelation became the foundation upon which they built a stronger, more resilient family—one that could weather any storm.

****
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THE NIGHT WAS QUIET, the fort cloaked in a serene silence that contrasted with the lively energy within Lanecea's quarters. The bed creaked under the weight of their collective presence, a testament to the closeness and unity of her pack. They had pushed two beds together, creating a space large enough for all of them to lay together, a fortress of comfort and companionship.

Lanecea lay at the center, surrounded by the warmth and strength of her companions. Storm, her alpha and king, was by her side, his presence a constant reminder of the love and loyalty that anchored her. Chief Red Hawk, her chief and protector, lay on her other side, his dark eyes reflecting the depth of his commitment to her. Gavin, who had come so far under her nurturing care, rested his head on her lap, his breath slow and steady as he drifted between sleep and wakefulness. Rowan, ever the flirtatious spirit, lay close, a playful glint in his eye even as he sought her touch. Thorne and Elderon, her steadfast dryads, flanked them all like silent sentinels, their presence a shield against the night.

"Perhaps we should spend our nights in the longhouse," Chief Red Hawk suggested, breaking the comfortable silence. "I'm still not used to sleeping in a bed."

Lanecea smiled, her fingers tracing patterns on Gavin's scalp. "I'd like to take you into the future with me when I return. Learning to sleep in a bed is a good idea."

Chief Red Hawk raised an eyebrow, a hint of amusement in his eyes. "And what name will I use in your world, my Luna?"

Lanecea's smile widened. "Astor Atonwa. It means hawk and thunder god. It suits you perfectly."

Laughter rippled through the group, a soft, harmonious sound that filled the room with warmth.

"Astor Atonwa," Chief Red Hawk repeated, testing the name on his tongue. "I like it. And I love you, Lanecea. I want to stand at your side now and through eternity, but my people count on my leadership. We will need to find a way to balance my duties here with joining you on your travels."
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