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“Give me that baby!” Kristen smiled and took Fia into her arms and kissed the tiny girl on her warm fuzzy haired head. “She's so beautiful.” Tessa, of course, agreed as she brought her legs up on the sofa to finally relax. “I've missed you.” Tessa missed everyone as well, especially Kristen, and she was happy to be home.

“I missed you too! But honestly,” she looked to Liam as he walked into the den with the other men, “I didn't realize how badly I needed some time away with Liam. It was wonderful.” Kristen could plainly see how relaxed and happy Tessa appeared, and she was thrilled that the couple had their official honeymoon. “But clearly,” she laughed, “we missed a lot while we were gone.” Kristen snuggled Fia in her arms and watched as the baby closed her eyes and enjoyed the warmth that was provided. “So Kayla is the new vampire in town?” 

“Yes, and their baby is Laila.” Kristen spoke quietly to allow Fia to sleep, and explained all she knew about the situation and how Ethan can travel through time at will. “And we have a new stone.” She pulled the large jewel from her pocket and showed it to Tessa.

“It's a good thing too,” Daisy finally joined them with Greyson at her side, “because like I said, if mine split in half again, I'd barely have enough left over for a pair of earrings.” Kristen agreed, as did Tessa.

Tessa relaxed by the fire and listened to everyone tell the stories of what else they had missed, and she especially liked hearing about the possibility of a new school for the villagers.

“So you only had a few that were interested so far?” Kristen nodded, but Tessa saw that her friend didn't seem disappointed. “I'm sure you'll get more kids in time.” 

“Even if I don't,” Kristen admitted, “and I just teach a few every year, I'll still be happy.” Tessa and Daisy both listened as Kristen lit up while confessing that changing even one life would be worth all of her effort. The men listened as well, and it would appear as if both clans were interested in getting the building ready.

They were discussing plans for each of the rooms when the sound of a crying baby could be heard from the end of the hall. That time, it was Daisy who spoke her mind about the situation.

“How is this going to work?” She meant the care of the newborn vampire, and they all were aware that it would take effort from the wolf clan. Kristen didn't answer as she glared at Cainan for expecting her to care for the baby in the hopes of wanting one of her own. “Or...,” Daisy laughed, “we can figure it out later?” Kristen still didn't answer, and the silent exchange was noticed by all.

“I'll feed her, and keep her warm.” Tessa spoke proudly about the fact that nursing two babies wouldn't be difficult. Kristen wanted to point out that Tessa already had her hands full as it was, but her friend truly seemed determined to do all she could for the new baby. 

“Are you sure? Because Misses Pratt has been....,”

“She does enough around here, Kris. And besides,” Tessa smiled wide with happiness, “I think I would love taking care of another baby.” Kristen was impressed, and happy to hear that the issue was resolved.

“That's settled. But just so we're clear,” Kristen spoke loudly for all to hear, “I was going to say that Misses Pratt has been hiring more servants. So we'll have plenty of people here to help.” Tessa didn't know that either, and she looked forward to meeting them all in time. “And,” Kristen handed Fia back to Tessa, “it's been a very long day. I'm going to get some sleep.” Tessa's eyes closed as Kristen gave her friend a kiss to the cheek before leaving the room.

Kayla listened from her room as she watched her own daughter finally close her eyes, and she couldn't help but wish that she could care for her own child. Ethan saw the look of disappointment, and pain, play out clearly on his mate's beautiful face. They didn't have a choice, and he could only hope that Kayla would find her place within the clan, and also find the happiness that she deserved.

Kristen washed herself in ice cold water from a shallow bowl, but she didn't care as all she wanted was to crawl into bed and get some sleep. It had been an exhausting day, but everything turned out well which had made it all worth the effort. She was finally crawling under the covers when Cainan opened the door and stepped inside the room. Kristen didn't want to speak to her mate, and he watched as she turned her back in his direction.

“Ye don't want to talk about going to the future? When we agreed that...,”

“Agreed?” She couldn't stop herself from sitting up in bed and facing him right that second. “We.. agreed? It seems to me that you told Greyson, and God knows who else, that you wanted me to take care of Laila so that I'd want a baby! Did you ask me? Did we agree to that? And if I'm not mistaken,” she heaved with fury, “I said that I would go to the future when you weren't here. And guess what, Cain? You weren't fucking here when I left!” Cainan had no idea that she was that angry, and he could only stare for several moments as he too tried to keep his temper under control. “And from now on, I'll do what I want... how I want... when I want! You might be the alpha of this pack, but you don't own me!” Cainan's temper grew too large at that point to control. He stepped forward so quickly that even Kristen had trouble seeing him move.

“Ye will not!”

“Yes... I... will!” Cainan's rage coursed through his body and Kristen's laughter didn't help. 

The group in the den tried to find something to occupy their attention as the alpha and his mate screamed at one another from their bedroom. Daisy did well to hide her smile, even though Tessa's grin didn't help at the time. The women knew Kristen too well, and they only hoped that their friend would calm down soon. The men in the room, however, couldn't help but to feel the anxiety that always came with the commands of their alpha. None of them could understand how Kristen was able to defy Cainan, and it was strangely fascinating to hear it unfold.

“Ye'll stay in the manor until I say otherwise!” Kristen's laughter that time sounded foreign, even to herself, and she wouldn't know that Daisy and Tessa both had to cover their mouths right then to keep their humor from being noticed. The women waited to hear Kristen's further response, but their friend didn't say another word. It was only when Cainan returned to the den, in a fury, that they understood Kristen's response.

“She's gone!” He walked quickly to the fire, but turned again and stared at the men as he tried to find a way to express his every emotion without tearing his home apart brick by brick. “I willna tolerate it!” The women didn't know who was supposed to respond, and they stared at him with raw curiosity. “Ye'll get her,” he looked quickly at Daisy, “and bring her back te me!” Daisy's head was shaking before she could even spoke. 

“No, Cain. I won't.” She had no intentions of interfering in Kristen's decision, nor would she side with anyone outside of her friend. “Grey? Maybe it's time that we go home?” Greyson nodded and shot a look of sympathy to Cainan. The alpha wasn't amused. He then looked to Tessa, but she only shrugged before looking down at Fia to remind the man that she had babies to look after.

“Someone will get my mate!” His voice roared throughout the manor and it brought Ethan to the room within seconds. He was the only one to offer an answer.

“I'll get the lass.” 

Daisy spoke quickly before she and Greyson were able to leave the room, and she reminded them all that Kristen wasn't one to simply bring back if she didn't want to return right then.

“You do realize,” she spoke directly to Cainan, “that she was made this way, right? The Daughters made her stronger than all of us, and she's also the mate of the alpha. She won't take orders from anyone, not even you.” Daisy spoke the truth, but Cainan wasn't going to be rational right then. He gave his attention back to Ethan who seemed to be the only person who understood how serious the situation truly was.

“Thank ye, Ethan. I'll expect to see ye soon.” Ethan didn't know how long it would take to convince Kristen to return, but he would do all he could as a thank you for the wolf laird that took in his woman and their child. Daisy looked to the blonde vampire and wanted to tell him to stay out of it, but a quick look from Greyson was reminder enough that it wasn't their battle to fight. She did, however, offer her opinion in a different way for all to hear before she and Greyson took their leave.

“Good luck, Ethan. You're going to need it, my friend.” Ethan didn't know what he was in for, but Daisy knew that he'd realize soon enough what Kristen Sinclair was all about. Cainan watched Daisy and Greyson leave, and didn't speak again on the topic.

Ethan kissed Kayla and Laila goodbye, and chose to leave from the garden so that he could focus on going to Kristen. His thoughts were simple as he pictured Kristen in his mind and willed himself to move to where she was in time. His smile wasn't noticed as he was alone outside of the manor, but he was happy to feel Kristen's presence even before his body was taken to the future.

Kristen, however, wasn't thinking of anything that would make her smile as she was still trying to contain her own anger at the mere thought of Cainan's demands. She wasn't going to tolerate it, and a few days in her own time would serve the laird right for the way she was treated. At least, that was her opinion on the matter as she slammed her bathroom door before running back down the stairs.

“Tequila!” She grabbed the bottle from the top of her refrigerator and poured a shot as she continued to curse to herself. “The fucking universe didn't think I needed a daddy when I was a child! I sure the hell don't need one now!” Another shot was poured directly after taking the first, and she downed that one without as much as a flinch as the fiery liquid warmed her from the inside. She slammed the shot glass to the counter as she growled loudly into the empty kitchen. It was then that Ethan appeared close to the back door, and he laughed quietly at the outburst within.

“Are you fucking kidding me?!” The scent of the viking vampire hit her hard, and Kristen ran to the back door and flung it wide open. There, smiling so wide that Kristen felt like hitting his perfect face, Ethan stood and let her process the fact that he was there. “No.. no you don't. You go back right now and tell Cain that...,”

“I can't leave without ye, my lady.” Kristen growled again, and that time, Ethan felt the tiny hairs on the back of his neck stand in the clear recognition of danger. “The laird,” he walked slowly in her direction, “has asked me to bring ye back.” Kristen's head shook and the smile on her lips should have been a warning to the vampire. He didn't, sadly, see her move in time to get out of the way. Ethan's body flew through the air and landed hard in her backyard.

“You go tell the laird that I'll return when.. and if.. I choose!” She stepped back to slam her door shut, but Ethan was quick enough to get through and was standing in her kitchen before she realized what had happened. “Oh, it's like that?” Ethan nodded and walked slowly to her bottle of booze. Kristen was shocked silent as he grabbed the bottle and helped himself to more than a sip.

“Jesus.. at least use a glass!” Kristen was quick to get a coffee mug, as that's what was closest to her hand, and she slid it across the counter. 

“Thank ye. And I can't leave without you, my lady.” He poured half a coffee cup's worth of liquor for himself, and drank it with ease. “Where should I wait?” He looked towards the living room and assumed it was a good enough place to hang out while Kristen came to her senses. She wasn't amused.

“Look Ethan,” she finally took a long, much needed breath, “I'm not going to make you leave, but I'm asking you to go back to your family. This is between Cain and..,”

“I'm sorry, I truly am.” His weak smile showed that he actually felt bad for the role that he had taken, but he wasn't going to back down. 

“You're pissing me off, Ethan.” 

“I know.” 

Kristen watched him walk away with her tequila, and she heard him sit hard on the couch. The vampire was truly meaning to stay right there until she returned, and Kristen realized that she would need a new approach if she intended to make him leave without force. However, for the moment, the company might not be all that bad.

“Hey! Save some for me!”
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“I would have gladly led the battle through all of Europe if that's what I had te do.” Ethan's laughter continued to make Kristen smile, and the half a bottle of tequila didn't hurt in that regard. “But my Kayla didn't require it of me. Of that,” he raised his mug, “I'm grateful.” Kristen didn't realize how much Ethan had suffered while he was gone, and she was happy to know that he was content in his new role of mate and father.

However, thinking of him as new in any regard was almost humorous. Still, his look reminded her of the interpretation of Ragnar since the hair on the sides of his head had been cut almost to the flesh, and the top of his hair had grown long and was worn in braids that nearly reached the middle of his back. His clothing was even different, and she could picture him easily on a viking longship, shouting orders to everyone onboard. It was only when his voice stopped that she realized she hadn't kept up with her side of the conversation.

“I wish I knew why you were sent there. I mean.. a viking clan? Who was preparing for the largest invasion in their history?” Ethan nodded, but he didn't know the reason either. “Kayla was taken as a slave, right?” Ethan nodded and she could see that he still held anger from her situation. “Why wouldn't the Daughters send you to wherever she came from? I mean.. before she was taken by vikings.” Ethan offered all he knew of her situation.

“Her father sold her to a man for marriage. She ran from her village before she was taken on the agreed upon day. For three years, she lived on her own, ye ken?” Kristen was aware of his meaning, and her heart broke for Kayla who had to survive in the wild and remain hidden from everyone she knew. “T'was the vikings that found her, and sold her to another clan.” Kristen hated the story even more, and she found herself wishing that she'd spent more time with Kayla as the young woman adjusted to her new life. 

“Do you know where you're from? I mean.. you're a viking too.. right?” Kristen was certain of it, and she listened as she took more sips from her cup than she ever thought would be possible.

“Aros.” Kristen had no clue where that was, and her look must have said as much. “It's in the Danish territory. I have their mark.” He flipped his wrist to show a tattoo that obviously meant something regarding the Danes. Kristen nodded and tried to store the information as she had with everyone she'd met in the past. He may not remember his old life before the Daughters changed him, but he had enough clues to figure out a bit of his history. She also refrained from telling him that the Danes officially the name of their territory as Denmark, but she'd offer the information if he ever asked. “I wish I could have met my Kayla back then.”

“I'm just glad that you saved her, Ethan.” Ethan didn't see it that way at all.

“It was Kayla who saved me, my lady.” Kristen took another sip and felt no remorse for having spent time with Ethan. In fact, she was happy to have the chance to hear his story completely. “If it hadn't been for Gorn,” his speech started to slur as he took the bottle from Kristen, “I could have left with her sooner.” Kristen hadn't heard that name before then and she pressed him for more information. “Their healer, who also sees things that others do not.... but I don't ken how it's done. He claimed to know that I could travel through time, and I couldn't deny the fact. I didn't admit it either, ye ken? But he said that he needed Kayla, and he wouldn't let her go. I convinced him otherwise.” Kristen smiled at how proud Ethan seemed to be of that fact, but she still wanted to know what Gorn needed with Ethan's mate. “He said that our child's blood would heal. I didn't know that Kayla was with child at the time, it was verra early on... but he was right. Any child of mine would have healing powers.” 

“So, he didn't know that you could heal?” Ethan shrugged, but it was clear that he never told the healer of his own magic, nor did Gorn figure out that colossal bit of information. “Well,” Kristen sighed into her glass before taking her last shot, “I'm glad that all three of you are together and safe from that asshole.” Ethan laughed loudly, more than she'd ever heard from the man, and her choice of words had kept him entertained throughout their time together.

“I've heard of one being called an arse,” he laughed again, “but that's verra specific. The actual hole of the arse.” That time, Kristen laughed, and she nearly fell off the couch as her world started to spin. “No' to worry, lass... nothing ye drink will last long in your body.” Kristen giggled, but he was right. The wolf part of her would burn through alcohol at record speeds. 

“I'm aware,” she sat up slowly, “but it's nice while it lasts.” Ethan had to agree, and he took the last sip in the bottle as he wished for a few more moments of rare drunkenness to enjoy. “But I might need a few aspirin so I don't wake with a headache.” Ethan didn't know what an aspirin was, but he did know that she meant to take medication of some sort.

“That willna work on ye either, my lady. The medicines are useless to a supernatural. But if ye need my blood to heal ye, I'll be happy to help.” Kristen told him that she may take him up on that as she pushed up from the couch. Drunk or not, she needed sleep and she headed straight up the stairs without speaking another word.

Ethan put the empty bottle on the coffee table and finally took a long look at Kristen's living room. He took in the detail of her thick red curtains, the shine of the hardwood floor, and the feel of fine material of her furniture. Ethan wouldn't know that Kristen would be considered lower to middle class in her world, but to him, she had the finest of everything and he was happy to know that she willingly gave up that life for one with Cainan. Yet, for right then, his mission to get her back with her mate was put on hold so that Kristen could sleep. However, he would do his best the following morning to get her home.

*****
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GORN STRETCHED HIS gnarled legs as much as he could to relieve his pain, but the turn of the weather was causing his aches to intensify horribly. “I'll have the child!” 

A slave outside of his home heard his demand and she ran from the small house in fear that the healer would hurt her again. Unfortunately, Gorn heard her outside the door and his voice stopped her in her tracks. “Come here!” Greta, the youngest of slaves in the village, slowly opened the front door. “You draw blood, or I will. It's your choice.” Gorn tossed a small knife to her feet and she stared at it for several long moments as she wondered if she could stick it in his heart quickly enough to escape his wrath. “Do it, girl!” Greta's hands trembled as she reached down and took the knife slowly. She knew what he wanted, and she could only hope that it would be enough to keep him satisfied for the night.

Greta took in a deep breath before running the knife across her palm. The cut wasn't deep, but it bled enough to make the evil man smile. “Get on with it!” She walked slowly to his chair where he sat with his twisted legs stretched across two wooden buckets, and stopped at his feet. She reached her hand out to hover over his knee, and allowed several drops of her blood to cover his flesh before doing the same to the other. In seconds, Gorn's head fell back against his chair in relief.

The pure blood of a child had enough healing power to briefly take the edge off of his torment, but it was nothing compared to the outright blood miracle of the vampire's baby.

Greta looked to the rancid liquid that sat in a wooden cup next to him. She didn't know what it was, but she did know that Gorn used it to cover his legs before her blood was added. Perhaps it was magic, or maybe a healer's concoction that he created, but she did know that her blood wouldn't help without it. In truth, she wished that the entire village could rid themselves of the foul smelling liquid so that he wouldn't require their blood any longer, but she wouldn't risk losing their only healer. “Go away.” Greta turned and ran as quickly as she could from the man, and never looked back as he sighed in relief. “I won't last the season without the child.” He swore to the darkness that he would find a way to heal himself, which meant that he wouldn't stop until he located the man with the child who held the power to truly heal. In that mission, he reached out to a family member for help.

Gorn had been waiting for months for a response from his brother. The two were hundreds of miles apart, but it was still longer than expected. 

An object that the brothers had been given as children, had been requested by Gorn. The enchanted glass, an orb of otherworldly powers, was the only thing that would help Gorn find Ethan. With it, he'd locate the child, and nothing would stop the old man from claiming the baby as his own property. Of that, Gorn was certain, and he had only to wait for the orb to reach his village.

“It's been too long, brother! I need it now!” 

*****
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KRISTEN SIGHED INTO her pillow in absolute relief of finally being in bed. She also secretly admitted that enjoying the comfort of her soft mattress and thick comforter was heavenly, but she did miss Cainan and their fireplace. “Nope, I'm mad at you. Stay out of my head.” She flipped to her other side and yawned loudly as she felt herself drifting to the bliss of welcome slumber.

*****
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“GORN! A MESSENGER brought something for you!” Gorn snorted through a lingering snore and opened his eyes as a young man opened his door. “He said it was important.” Arne, the man who normally collected all parcels and messages for the clan chief, had brought the much anticipated delivery to the old man.

“Bring it here, boy.” Arne took it to the small table near the chair and handed it over. “What are you waiting for? A kiss goodnight?” Arne's head shook as he walked backwards until his feet hit the wall. Quickly, he left Gorn alone and was happy that the foul mood of the healer didn't translate into something worse.

“Ah... finally.” The clear glass orb was slowly unwrapped, and he stared into the center as a wide smile curved his cold thin lips. “You'll take me to him. Now.” 

The faintest of color, soft yellow and barely seen, moved through the softball sized sphere slowly. The magic that was gifted by a man known for his remarkable abilities, was still inside the orb and was powerful enough to find anyone on the planet. 

*****
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ETHAN WALKED SLOWLY over Kristen's property. He could easily see where her boundary of ownership ended as grass turned to wheat in a vast farmer's field. She didn't have nearly the land that Cainan or Greyson owned, but it was enough for anyone who lived alone and didn't tend to others or have the need to grow her own food. In truth, he would never want such a solitary existence and his heart ached for how lonely she must have been before Cainan. He would never know that Kristen wasn't that lonely, and she still missed her quiet life on occasion, but to Ethan... it all seemed far too sad. She had a home full if finery, but nothing more in his opinion

“I'll ask just once,” the voice startled the vampire and he turned to see the one person that he assumed he'd never lay eyes upon again, “where's the child?” 

“Gorn?! How... why...?

“I asked a question, Ethan. I expect the answer.” Ethan forced his mind to accept the fact that the evil bastard was standing in front of him, and he moved quickly to put an end to Gorn's life as he should have done when he had the chance. Unfortunately, before Ethan could sink his teeth into the man's neck, a powerful force seemed to stop him from getting within inches of his throat. It shocked Ethan, and surprisingly, Gorn as well. 

“I'll have the child, or I'll take your woman. With her, she can bear all the magical children that I'll ever need.” Ethan couldn't believe how badly he wanted to laugh, considering the bizarre situation, as it was his blood that the old man actually wanted. “Now,” Gorn was already growing tired of the search, “where is the child? Give her to me, and you'll never see me again.” Ethan, that time, did laugh. 

“I don't ken what magic yer using, but I'll never give ye my bairn. Or my woman.” Gorn nodded slowly and limped closer to Ethan before speaking again.

“I was hoping that this would be easier. But if it's a struggle you want, then so be it. I'll be happy to persuade you in... other ways.” 

Kristen groaned quietly into her arm and was already thinking of the different ways that she would make Ethan understand how important her sleep was that night. Hearing his voice outside of her window wasn't expected, nor the conversation that he was clearly having with someone in the middle of the night. “I swear... if I ever get one night's sleep.. it'll be a miracle.” She threw the comforter from herself and was down the stairs in a flash. 

Ethan stood his ground and watched Gorn hold a glass ball between them. It looked innocent enough, until a soft golden light swirled slowly in the center. “That's it, have a look. Soon, we can go home and work this out properly.” The light grew slowly and Ethan couldn't take his gaze from the movement that grew more rapid with each passing second.

Kristen left the house and saw Ethan in the yard, talking with an older man who seemed to produce light from his bare hands. It wasn't until she was closer that she noticed the orb, but it was too late to realize what was happening. She was already nearly between them when a spark of bright yellow engulfed them all, and her world went completely black.
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