
Bård: Forever

This is the end, everyone! 

Well, this story has been a journey I will remember forever. I feel

my heart trying to beat out, through my chest, and though not

entirely because of my posting this final chapter, it still has a

great part in it. 

Oh, dear! It is going to be di icult to say goodbye to every line in

this work, thanks to you all loyal readers, who made me love the

story more than I ever thought I could. I was honoured I could

make you laugh, cry and even refresh some memories of your

own; I was excited about every comment and happy for all kudos -

so, this is my turn to say Thank you, all! You are the best, guys! <3

I will miss you! 

I'd love to hear your thoughts on this chapter or on the whole

story this one more time! Enjoy the read, my friends! 

Lots of love! 

Your writer girl,

Catherine Fox

Catherine was happy we were organizing the family gathering, I could

see. The moment she saw her mum and Fred arriving at the airport,

her entire face lit up like that of a child being given a treat. I was quite

certain her mother was surprised by the strength of the embrace she

was received with, and Kate didn't let Fred out of her reach the whole

ride back to the house. She was ecstatic to see them. And, I was

happy in consequence.

The day of the intended, and too long planned, backyard barbeque

everything seemed perfect. The sun was up high in the sky, everyone

made it in time – for a change – including the always-late Bjarte, and

everything was going according to plan.

Only, I couldn't socialize with my family as I normally did, not when I

couldn't get the picture of Catherine throwing up that very morning

out of my mind, as much as I tried. Whenever I managed to relax even

the slightest bit, one look at Kate and the thought would worm its

way back into my head, making me restless again.

She seemed better though. However, I still couldn't stop myself from

casting worried glances her way, yet she shook all of them o  with an

easy smile each time she caught me staring at her purposefully. And, I

would have believed her easiness, if I hadn't seen her whispering

around with her mum throughout most of the course of the morning,

and in the process, also throwing her gaze towards me to make sure I

hadn't realized the interchange. It might have been that I was also

looking from the corners of my eyes no matter where. And, it worried

me because I couldn't catch anything.

The only other thing I minded about the entirety of the family being

at one place was the constant teasing I was subjected to. Such as that

of my brother's at the time, which actually had me go through the

inner monologue of the pros and cons of Kate's idea. I would have

born it with ease, and even teased back, except my mind wasn't in

that game.

"You know, if you keep scowling like that, your eyebrows will stay like

that forever," Vegard selflessly provided his usual dosage of sarcasm,

his presence firm and steady next to me.

Pointing a finger at him, I altered my expression, and responded,

"Shut up." It didn't sound as teasing as I had imagined it would be

and ended up more edgy and terse, but my attention was engaged

elsewhere as for me to care enough to provide an apology. Besides, if

Vegard was addressing me with jokes to lighten the mood, I assumed

he wasn't going to want for one.

I could feel the change in his demeanor a er those words, as well as

the carefulness in his voice upon the inquiry, "Is everything alright?"

"I am not sure," I murmured, "Kate's been o  all day. She seems –" I

paused, and for a lack of a better word added, "Distracted."

"Maybe she's just tired. You know best how being a professor isn't

easy," Vegard provided, but I knew – even though my brother was

trying to reassure me – that was not the case. I'd seen Kate tired, and

this wasn't tired.

Looking away from where Kate was standing and conversing with

dad, I felt it would be best confiding in someone, and there was no

one equal to Vegard when it came to hearing me out. "I saw her

throwing up this morning –"

"So, naturally you start worrying," he murmured, scolding. "Did you

even ask her about it?"

I pursed my lips, before answering, "Yes, I did, but she just said 'It's

nothing' and went about her way."

A hum came from Vegard. "And, you don't believe her because?"

"She hasn't eaten since breakfast, her hands keep twitching towards

her stomach and she is whispering about with her mum far beyond

their normal rate. And, I am worried."

Vegard's hand landed on my shoulder blade, and he dug his fingers in

my flesh, drawing away the tension, of which presence I wasn't even

aware. "How about you relax a little, and have a good time, and when

she is ready she will tell you what's wrong, if there is something

wrong in the first place."

Putting on the best fake smile I could provide, I stated, "Yeah, alright."

An unimpressed quirk of an eyebrow greeted me. "It would take

much more than that to fool me. Go and talk to her, or leave it for

tonight. We are all here, the day's beautiful, Kate seems happy, so will

you please just – for the love of God – stop behaving like an Alpha

male guarding his mate." With those words he headed towards Mary,

as she had waved him over, only to throw a last remark over his

shoulder, "Family's gonna start thinking you've finally lost it."

"Fuck o ," I thoughtlessly retorted, which had me under the wrath of

a few female gazes, two of which – those belonging to Mary and to

my mother – didn't fail to scold me, "Language."

"Shit, sorry, oh faen –" I rambled on without meaning to – perceiving

Vegard's amused smirk – until Kate stepped in and heading towards

me provided, "I better steal him away, before he writes us a whole list

of curses, huh?"

Her hand trailed down my arm as she passed me, and her fingers

grasped mine as she tugged me inside, and I couldn't help but follow.

She faced me only when we reached the kitchen. A small smile was

dancing over her lips, and her fingertips were still drawing patterns

over my palm.

"Are you okay?" she whispered, her eyes mapping my face, before

settling on my gaze.

Childishly, but not any less worriedly, I countered, "Are you?"

She chuckled. "That's not answering my question. What's wrong?"

"Why do people keep asking me that?" I defended, powerlessly.

"Because it's obvious something is indeed wrong. And whichever

discussion had Vegard throw a joke at you must have been something

serious," she insisted.

My eyebrows furrowed on their own, and I wondered, "How did you

know?"

"Oh, please," Kate rolled her eyes. "I have a brother, too. I recognize a

lighten-up joke when I see one. So spill it."

"I'm worried about you," I blurted.

A smile eased on her face a er those words. "What? But, why?"

"You threw up this morning, and you haven't eaten anything since." I

paused to observe her reaction. She appeared perfectly calm, and it

made some of the anxiousness fade away. "You are twitchy too." I

added as an a erthought.

"I am twitchy?" she asked in a half-squeal, amused.

Unable to explain it, I simply shrugged, not meeting her gaze. Her

hand dropped my fingers, and then I had a hug full of Catherine. And,

my heart skipped a beat – unsure if the meaning of the moment was

something good or not.

She pulled away with a sigh, "Oh, Bård. I assure you I am perfectly

alright. The only reason I haven't eaten yet is because I am not

hungry and I am waiting for my wonderful husband to start the

barbeque," she murmured, while leaning in to plant a kiss on my lips,

"and once he does, I will dig in and probably eat more than he will."

"Now, that last is impossible," I murmuring, finally relaxing at her

reassurance. Though a small voice at the back of my head kept

reminding me, she had still not addressed my mentioning her toilet

escapade from the early hours.

"I've opened up quite an appetite of late," she murmured, hugging

me once again. I let my hands wrap around her frame, and allowed

my chin to rest on her shoulder, as my eyes slipped shut. We stood

there for a few minutes, just embraced, rallying the silence of the

kitchen.

I opened my eyes when she murmured, "You know, about –" but once

my eyes landed on a full glass of wine standing on the counter, I

stopped her and wondered, "Whose glass is that?"

Pulling away she twisted to look at it, before replying, "Mine."

"Well, why is it inhere then? And, why is it intact?" I squinted at her.

She beamed at me. "Because, I am not drinking today."

"But, it's your favorite." I countered.

Her smile only grew wider. "It's not like I don't want to. I can't."

She glanced towards the backyard, and a er presumably finding

what she was looking for, looked back at me again. She began, "I was

planning on telling you this tonight, but you are your curious self as

usual and le  me no other choice."

My alarm was already on. "Is anything the matter?"

"You've become more of a drama queen if at all possible. It's nothing

bad, I think. It's just," she paused, locking our gazes and intertwining

our fingers, before announcing, "You are going to be a dad."

"I –, What?" I stuttered over my words, because, what.

Catherine was grinning, a glint of amusement in her eyes. I was so

lost I didn't know what to say, so I bit on the inside of my lip, trying to

process the information. My heart was beating wildly, and I was too

dizzy to think of hugging my wife.

"Earth to Bård," my wife's voice echoed in the empty kitchen, "You

are starting to scare me, darling. You still with me?"

"So, you are pregnant?" I managed to finally voice out. "With a kid?"

"That is how it generally works, yes," she murmured sarcastically,

hushed; her fingers curling around my neck, as she gently raked her

nails over the skin. The motion had me relaxing for long enough to

realize the lack of enthusiasm I had displayed.

But, before I could do anything regarding the issue, Kate was asking,

"Hey, it's a good thing, right?"

"Yes!" I exclaimed, "God, yes." Waiting no more, I wrapped my arms

around Kate, picking her up from the floor and twirled around the

kitchen with my lips pressed against the juncture of her neck, all the

while chanting yesses.

Her arms wrapped around my neck, and I found myself grinning as

she erupted in laughter. "Bård," she tried, but I wasn't letting go. Only

thinking of the presumptuous horridness of my thoughts that very

morning made me unwilling to do so. Instead, I sealed my lips on her

neck, pressing a firm kiss on her skin.

Her fingers tangled in my hair, and she scraped her nails over my

skull. "Darling, I am going to need you to put me down for a moment,

please," she stated, as polite as ever.

I did as instructed, but I didn't leave the hug. Instead I held tighter,

until Kate slowly untangled herself. I felt her hand cradling my cheek

and I looked up to face my wife. In the craziness of the moment I had

completely forgotten to kiss her.

"Are you crying?" she inquired, wiping the trail of tears with her

thumb, before leaning in and kissing me. Gasping in the kiss, I

deepened it the moment she allowed it, and pulled away before the

kiss grew more heated than proper.

"Is my Bård back now?" she teased, a smirk plastered on her lips.

"He is," I murmured, leaning in for another chaste kiss. "I love you."

"I love you, too, Bård." Resting her hands on my shoulders, she bit her

lip before saying, "Now please be a sweetheart, and start the lunch?"

"On it," I provided, and with a kiss, I headed for the door.

"You know, with a kid around, you really are gonna have to watch

your language," she mused, "Or try to, at least."

"It would be my absolute pleasure," I retorted.

"Good, now move it. I'll be out in a minute."

I exited the house unable to hide my grin, already planning on kissing

my wife senseless that very evening. Suddenly, the day seemed

brighter than I had remembered, the idea of being teased and

annoyed by the entire family less of a necessary endurance and more

of an easy nonchalance.

I busied myself with my wife's order, not stopping my daydreaming

relating my family. My family. Moving out of habit, I allowed myself to

contemplate on the gender – my child's gender, and already began

forming ideas for the design of their room, whichever the case. I knew

I would have to redecorate at least a little, and I was already mapping

out which room would be most convenient. Those thoughts stirred

an impatience in form of a pleasant buzz, the need to know if I were

to have a girl or a boy too overwhelming to ignore.

Kate's voice broke me from my reverie, "You are twitchy," she

whispered conspiratorially.

Unable to stop myself, I threw my head back in laughter, "I really gave

you an excuse to throw that back at me, didn't I?"

"Yeah," she responded kindly, resting her hand over my shoulder, as

she leaned in to peck me on the cheek. "Ease up on whatever is

roaming your mind. There is plenty of time to plan."

"I completely forgot to ask you," I stated, the realization only dawning

on me then, "But, how further along are you?"

"Two months, give or take," she replied. "I still haven't gone to the

doctors, since I wasn't even aware of it until mum suggested it. I

found out this morning."

"Then we'll go together on Monday."

She didn't reply anything to those words. She didn't have to, as I

knew she had planned so already. However, her next words took me

completely by surprise, "Do you want me to tell Adela right away or

do you want us to keep it a secret from her the longest?"

I smiled, asking, "You think she is going to go crazy?"

"I think our child will be entirely spoiled by her, and the scary thing is,

we won't have any say in it."

Chills surged up my spine and I shivered, visibly. "Better keep it a

secret, then."

Kate fondly rolled her eyes at me, before changing the topic, "Oh, by

the way, Vegard is going to approach you the very moment I leave

you alone."

Glancing at my brother hastily, and upon finding him immersed in a

conversation with Mary, I looked back at Catherine and raised an

eyebrow, inquiring, "What makes you say that?"

"He is twitchy too," she mockingly joked.

Sighing, I asked, "You are never gonna let that go, are you?"

"I will be telling that story to our grandchildren," she responded

a ectionately, before adding, "Vegard noticed the change in your

behavior, as I am certain everyone here did as well. He is just the kind

of person that can inquire without being thrown out."

Finding myself at a crossroad, I nodded. "And, what should I tell

him?"

"I leave that decision entirely up to you. If you want to tell him, you

do that. If you want to tell everyone today, I have nothing against it."

With that she turned around, but she barely took a step, before

throwing me a look over her shoulder, and adding, "So, dad, I leave it

up to you." Winking, she walked towards Mary and my brother.

And, she was right, since the moment she joined them, Vegard

excused himself and headed my way. He smirked knowingly when he

approached me, and as much as I wanted to scowl back at him, I

found myself incapable of doing so. Instead, I tried my best to

prevent a full grin.

"So, you are cheery," he began, "Did you finally follow my advice, and

actually spoke with Kate?"

"I might have," I confessed.

"Atta boy," he replied proudly, "And, what did she say that made you

so happy?"

Debating if I should share, I glanced over at Kate and observed her

easy smile as she conversed with Mary, Jane plastered by her side,

and the decision was made.

"I am going to be a father," I announced happily, flickering my gaze

towards Vegard, to find him grinning at me. He didn't seem surprised

in the slightest.

"I believe congratulations are in order, brother," Vegard provided,

"How further along is she?"

"How do you people remember to ask that?" I murmured under my

breath, aiming for it to go undetected, but my brother nevertheless

caught it.

Chuckling, he questioned, "How long did it take you to ask?"

I shrugged. "A good number of minutes."

"Well, I do have more experience with the ordeal." He smirked. "So?"

"She is not entirely sure, but around two months," I babbled, too

happy to care how hyperactive I seemed.

Vegard's hand landed on my shoulder, and he squeezed once,

providing cheerfully, "Nothing to worry then," he paused to suck in a

breath, and then, "Not for another seven months that is." With those

words he stalked o .

"Vegard, no!" I shrieked, "What is that supposed to mean?"

"You will see soon enough," he half-sang, laughing like a mad man.

I cried out a er him, "You are the meanest fucker in the world."

And, again –, "Language."

I groaned at the wrath of the females, but Vegard's laughter only

increased. I glanced at Catherine, only to find her smirking at me

knowingly. I hated that, and at that moment I hated Vegard so much, I

was planning my revenge on him already. Though slightly annoyed

thanks to my brother, I still smirked as I continued my preparation of

the lunch.

The remainder of the day passed much to my expectation, though

the small annoyances and stings from Vegard and Bjarte never really

managed to get to me. Vegard didn't share Kate's pregnancy, to my

absolute relief, as I made a decision to wait until the next gathering to

share the news and when I ran it by Kate she agreed wholeheartedly.

I was walking my brother back to his car, as he had been the last to

stay, and I couldn't help myself, "You know as the experienced uncle

you will have the privilege to be up and about in the middle of the

night if I need advice."

"I am convinced Kate's good nature wouldn't allow you to disturb

me," Vegard smirked, "but even if it is not the case, I am sure I will be

happy to oblige."

"Mind your promises," I retorted, stepping closer to hug him goodbye.

As we parted, he inquired, "When are you sharing it with the family?"

"Next week. Do you think you can keep it a secret that long?"

"I am sure I can manage."

He slid in the driver's seat and winking at me, he pulled o .

Once they disappeared down the street, I headed inside. Catherine

was waiting for me in the living room, and when I stepped inside she

gave me a lazy smile. "Are they gone?"

"Yes," I smiled back.

"Good. Mum and Fred already went to bed, and I've been waiting all

day to be alone with my husband," she provided, twisting a strand of

hair in between her fingers and behind her ear.

"Why's that Mrs. Ylvisåker?" I prompted.

"Why to celebrate, Mr. Ylvisåker."

And, at that moment, as my heart skipped a beat I knew – so long as I

had her I would be happy.

I headed towards her, as she rose from her seat, and when we met

halfway she entwined our fingers together, and pulled me towards

the back porch. Turning her back at me, she tilted her head to look at

the sky and I took it as an invitation.

I let my arms circle around my wife's waist resting my hands on her

still flat stomach, as I pressed my chest to her back, and I sagged

against her frame breathing in the perfume on her neck. And, I

thought – I found my home at last.
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