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Summary& Description of 

the "Rules": 

Inner is an Eric-POV re-offering of Season 5 of True Blood with an Eric/Sookie 

endgame in mind.  If you have read my other stuff, you know that I'm an unabashed 

Sookie/Eric pairing person, so I am going to warp Season 5 toward an E/S HEA, despite any 

idiocy that happened during the season. (I will be ignoring the happenings of Seasons 6 & 

7.) 

This story is especially for my dear Scorp77/CDB33. (Any puns are especially for her.) 

Scorp was my initial inspiration for writing this story, as she wanted me to "fix" what we 

were seeing on the show. And I love a good challenge. 

Here are the rules that I set for myself for this story: 

 Rule 1: I cannot "change" a plot point handed to me by A.B. and his flunkies—like 

make Tara stay dead/not undead or make Eric not have sex with Nora.  

 Rule 2: I have to somehow make use of what I am given to lead toward an E/S 

endgame…no matter how separated from that idea A.B. and his flunkies went at 

times. That means, I can "twist" things and "interpret" them as I wish, but I still 

cannot "change" them. 

 Rule 3: I can add "deleted scenes" at will—as long as they don't interfere with the 

overall plot of the show. In other words, if a scene doesn't logically fit, I can't just 

randomly throw in an Eric/Sookie reconnection or—um—sex scene.  
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 Rule 4: I can do whatever the heck I want with this story AFTER the season finale, 

except I cannot have the characters build a time machine to erase what happens—or 

wake up after having "dreamed" the whole season (can anyone say "Bobby Ewing?"). 

 

Disclaimer: 
I don't own the characters in True Blood or the Southern Vampire Mysteries. So neither 

copyright infringement nor offense is meant. I simply want to make the characters do what I 

wanted them to do for a while. I am especially "unownerly" when it comes to this story. You 

will recognize a lot of the dialogue throughout as being quoted from Season 5 of True Blood, 

though I've tried to use Eric's thoughts to make this story "different" from its source. That 

said, I claim no ownership to the quoted material and have placed it in bold so that it is set 

apart from my own words. 

Many Thanks to: 

Kleannhouse—for lending her eyes to beta this story. 

Sephrenia—for lending her talent to make the story & character banners.   
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Chapter 01:  Cleaning Up 

 

ERIC NORTHMAN POV 

 “Fuck Sookie Stackhouse,” I said to myself as I flung a particularly nasty piece of 

Nan Flannigan goop into my trash bag.  I briefly looked up from my “speed cleaning” and 

caught sight of Bill talking to Jessica on the phone.  

 I shook my head and 

went back to my task.  We didn’t 

fucking have time to have drawn 

out conversations right now!  

And that was why I wasn’t going 

to be calling Pam—well, that and 
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because I was fucking pissed off at my progeny right now for trying to kill Sookie with a 

rocket launcher. 

 Kids these days! 

 “Fuck Sookie,” I said to myself again.  Not half an hour before, she’d rejected me—

rejected both Bill and me.  I looked up at Bill again, shaking my head.  If someone would 

have told me a week ago that I would have things in common with Bill fucking Compton, I 

would have doled out the true death to him or her, but much can change in a week’s time. 

 Being more than a thousand years old, I knew about the fickle nature of time better 

than most beings in the world.  I knew that it could progress without real change for a 

century.  I’d languished in the drudgery of endless, mindless routine. 

 But I also knew that time could speed up and that many changes could happen 

seemingly all at once, and the previous week had been one of those periods.   

 Yes—my attitude about Bill Compton had changed, partially because of what we now 

had in common:  Sookie Stackhouse.  Both of us loved her—of that I was certain.  I knew my 

own mind, and though I hated having this particular emotion, I was not one to lie to myself.  

And I could recognize easily that Bill loved Sookie too. 

 In addition, we had both fallen in love with her “accidentally.”  Bill had been sent by 

the insipid bitch-queen, Sophie-Anne—may she rest in many, many pieces.  I smiled at my 

own mental pun as I sprayed a bit of cleaner onto Bill’s desk.  Bill’s orders had been to find 

out about Sookie and seduce her if she was a good prospect for the queen’s little “collection 

of interesting beings.”  He was to confirm that Sookie was telepathic and then manipulate 

her into going to the queen by using glamour.  When glamour didn’t work, Bill had been 
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ordered to use his blood.  When that didn’t work as quickly—or as well—as Sophie-Anne 

wanted, Bill was ordered to make Sookie fall in love with him.  But Bill had accidentally fallen 

in love too. 

 Falling in love with Sookie had been an accident for me as well.  However, falling in 

lust with her had been purposeful—though, paradoxically, uncontrollable.  Hell, with the 

way Sookie looked, the way she smelled, and the way she defied me, it was fucking 

inevitable!   

But falling in love with her had not been part of the plan.   

 However, if I were honest, my love for her had been coming on for a while now.  And 

that fact just pissed me off even more!   

 

“Fuck Sookie Stackhouse,” I thought to myself yet again.   

That fucking slap in the basement of Fangtasia had probably been the first thing 

that had started to change my lust into something different—something more.  Of course, 
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getting my blood into her in Dallas hadn’t helped matters.  Even now, I fucking adored the 

feeling of my blood travelling through her body.     

I closed my eyes and savored the feeling as I flung more Nan parts into the trash.   

 

Yes—I fucking loved the feeling of my blood in Sookie.  Even now, it was moving 

inside of her, telling me where she was and what she was feeling.   

I knew that she’d stopped at her Gran’s grave before traveling home.  I knew that she 

was heartbroken. 

“Fuck Sookie,” I said once more.  She fucking deserved to be heartbroken! 

She had made me love her!  She’d been the one to look both so fucking strong and so 

frightened in the Fellowship Church in Dallas.  She’d been the one who put aside her 

revulsion in mere moments to suck silver from me when she’d thought I was dying.  She’d 

been the one to take my hand and send me her concern on the morning that Godric had 
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met the sun.  How she’d affected me so much that morning after taking just a bit of my 

blood was still a fucking mystery to me.   

Yes—it was all her fault!  She’d cried in my bar after Bill had gone missing.  And that 

was just one night after she’d stood defiantly in front of me in the basement of Fangtasia as 

I’d stood naked before her.  She’d never been afraid of me—though I’d tried to make her that 

way many times.  But no—Sookie Stackhouse wouldn’t fucking cooperate!  

And then she’d disappeared for a whole fucking year!  And I’d been left with an 

empty feeling. 

Not quite love—not then—but close.   

But she just had to fucking come back!  Of course, I’d wanted her to come back—

badly.  But at the same time, things would have been easier if she’d just stayed in the fairy 

realm. 

I shook my head and picked up another trash bag to toss in what was left of one of 

the gay storm trooper’s heads.   

“Fuck her,” I said to myself once more.   

When she’d come back, life had been breathed into me again.  But she had also 

pissed me off!   

I’d bought her house and fixed it up, but did I get a thank you?  Not from Sookie 

Stackhouse.   

Where were her supposedly legendary Southern manners then?   

Everyone else, including her precious Bill Compton, had given up on her, but did she 

show any fucking appreciation to me?  No—not Sookie Stackhouse. 
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She’d once more denied and defied me.  And it had once more made me want her 

even more.     

Yes—Sookie Stackhouse had been a battering ram against all of the barricades I’d 

placed around my undead heart for as long as I could fucking remember.   

And when the necromancer had taken away my memories—well—that was when all 

those barricades were brought down.  And I both loved and hated Sookie for being there 

when they fell.   

 

I looked up at Bill again and dragged the back of my gloved hand across my 

forehead.  My erstwhile king was still on the fucking phone, and Eric Northman was no 

one’s fucking maid!  Sure—the Nan mess had to be dealt with, but I didn’t want to do it a-

fucking-lone!   

I glared at Bill pointedly.  “How about rapping it up?  I could use a hand here.” 
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Bill almost rolled his eyes as he hung up, but then picked up a pair of gloves and dug 

into the blood stains on the carpet.  

I sighed and continued cleaning Nan off the walls.   

Strangely enough, despite his annoyingly long phone conversion, I didn’t mind Bill 

right then—at least, not so much.  The Civil War veteran had proven himself a decent 

strategist during the necromancer episode, and we’d teamed up to fight her together and to 

save Sookie’s life. 

“Fuck Sookie,” I said to myself.  I didn’t even want to think about how close she’d 

come to dying!   

I, once again, raised the back of my hand to get my bangs out of my face; they were 

beginning to fall because of the activity of the night.  However, Sookie loved running her 

fingers through them, so I didn’t want to cut them. 

“Fuck Sookie,” I thought yet again, this time with a growl.   

Bill and I had even more in common after tonight.  We had both been rejected by 

Sookie, and we’d teamed up again to end Nan.  Sure—we’d also done it because she was 

going to kill us too.  But there were maneuvers that could have been made to ally ourselves 

with Nan since she’d been “fired” by the Authority.    

Yes—we could have, perhaps, avoided killing Nan.  But she knew about Sookie.  

Neither Bill nor I had needed to speak to each other to know what we were going to do.  It 

had been an easy choice for both of us.  Kill Nan and make sure that Sookie’s abilities 

remained a secret.  

Bill and I had made a good team—again.   



 
12 

Surprisingly.   

I knew that I should have hated Bill—hated him because he was competition for 

Sookie’s affections—because Sookie loved him.  But I couldn’t bring myself to hate Bill.   

It was—as it turned out—pretty fucking hard to hate someone who had saved your 

life.  Sure—Bill had reported my amnesia to the Authority to begin with and had, therefore, 

been the reason behind their death sentence for me.  But I couldn’t really blame him.  I 

would have done the same thing.   

Except that I would have killed Bill.   

But Bill hadn’t killed me.   

In my state of amnesia, I had been willing to let my monarch take my life with no 

struggle.  Hell, Bill’s ceremonial stake had been poised.  My last requests had been made.  

But Bill had not killed me.  Bill had acted with honor and had let me go—even though he 

knew that I was going to go straight to Sookie.  To the woman he loved too. 

Bill had proven himself not to be petty.  And I wasn’t about to be shown up by him! 

I’d been taught better by both my human father and my vampire father.     

Plus, truth be told, none of this was Bill’s fault.  It was Sookie who should have made a 

fucking choice between Bill and myself—rather than chicken shit her way out of the 

responsibility.  I understood that she loved us both and was confused by her conflicting 

emotions.  I’d been beaten down by that knowledge, but I had understood.  However, Bill had 

gotten his fucking chance!   

Had Sookie given me a chance?  No.  Not a legitimate one.  Once I’d gotten my 

memories back, she’d just assumed that I couldn’t or wouldn’t love her.  Or maybe she 
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thought I wasn’t “good” enough.  If that was the case, then she was fucking delusional!  I was 

a Viking prince, the son of Godric, and a vampire sheriff.  Plus, I fucking loved her!  Those 

things made me fucking good enough!   

And if Sookie couldn’t see that I was the better man for her—better than Bill—then 

fuck Sookie!  

I joined Bill on the floor to scrub the carpet.   

Yes—I had come to like Bill, at least almost.  I couldn’t blame my “king” for wanting 

Sookie.  It proved he had good taste.  I almost laughed at my horrible pun, but when I 

discovered that I had some Nan hair in my own hair, I scowled and plucked it out.  I needed 

a fucking shower—posthaste!    

However, I kept scrubbing—trying to scrub the sound of Sookie’s rejection away from 

my memory—my perfect memory.   

Sookie Stackhouse was a fucking coward.  What we had shared—the profound love—

was there for the taking, but she had walked away from it.  I closed my eyes as I leaned my 

weight into eradicating the vampire remains from the carpet.   

I had wanted to give Sookie the world—to give her my world—but she’d rejected me.  

And, in addition to my pain, I had to feel her pain.  I had to remember her stricken face as 

she’d left me.   

None of that was Bill’s fault.  Bill was never real competition for me, and if he was—

well—then Sookie wasn’t making the right choice for herself. 
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Sure Bill had a kind of power.  He was a king, after all.  Well―at least he had been 

until this night.  And he was “nice” enough.  But I knew he wasn’t the best choice of mate for 

Sookie, and I even liked the guy—almost.   

Yes—Bill had seemingly held onto more of his humanity than I had, which might have 

attracted Sookie more at first.  But with that humanity, Bill had also held onto his 

propensity to lie in order to “protect” Sookie in some kind of misguided and slightly 

misogynistic fashion—which he labelled as chivalry.  And that was not something Sookie 

would ever want.   

Sure, I had lied to and manipulated Sookie—a little—but I’d owned up to it, and I’d 

never fucking patronized her.  And Bill had.  And he would again.  Bill wasn’t the man for 

Sookie; I knew that just as I knew that a mixture of vinegar and ammonia was the best way 

to get blood out of carpet without leaving the scent behind.   

I knew who was the right man for Sookie—the right partner.  It was me.   

And she would be the right partner for me as well—if she could simply give us a 

chance.   

“Fuck Sookie,” I thought again.  “Fuck her for making me love her.”   

I shook my head and went for some more cleaning towels.  Did she even deserve 

me—especially given her wishy-washy ways?   

I sighed.  I knew that question didn’t fucking matter.  Deserve me or not―love me or 

not—she had me.   

I just didn’t have her.  

“Fuck Sookie Stackhouse,” I thought. 
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To make things even more impossible, I knew in my gut that she did deserve me—just 

had I sure as fuck deserved her!  She was fire itself.  She was heat.  She was the fucking sun.  

She’d saved my life—more than once.  She’d stood up to me—more than once.  She’d been 

there during the darkest hour of my life—when Godric had chosen to end himself—and 

she’d not even flinched.   

She’d also been there when I was at my most vulnerable—when I didn’t even know 

my own fucking name.  Again, she’d not flinched.  She’d simply fallen in love with me.  

And I’d fucking loved her back.  I still loved her. 

I sprayed and scrubbed at vampire speed, even as I continued to think at the same 

fast rate.   

She had chosen me in the cubby when we’d exchanged blood—or at least chosen the 

version of me with amnesia.  But when I’d gotten my memories back, she’d turned from me.  

I knew that she’d had more of Bill’s blood by then; thus, I knew rationally that the fresh 

infusion was enough to cause her confusion.  

But I didn’t want to think rationally—not when my feelings were anything but.  

I sighed as I scrubbed.  Sookie had to be frightened by the power of what was 

between us.  I sure as fuck was, and I was a thousand years old!  

Hell—I’d never heard of a vampire and a fairy sharing a “blood fantasy” together.  

Humans could share V-trips, but what Sookie and I had experienced after our exchange 

had been different.  

Totally unique—like the woman herself.    
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Maybe if I bided my time, she would return to me.  After all, what we had—the bond 

that we had begun—was strong.  Given the fact that it was only one-third of the way to 

complete, it was overwhelmingly strong, and it took all of my effort not to let it dictate 

everything I did.     

But I wasn’t about to use our bond to make her choose me—not that I even could.  

Her fairy blood seemed to counter most of the things that vampires could do.  We couldn’t 

glamour her.  We couldn’t really influence her with our blood either—except for a spattering 

of dreams, which we weren’t really even in control of.   

I knew that firsthand.   

And I wouldn’t try to control her anyway.  It was sometimes tempting, but I wouldn’t.  I 

wanted her to come to me. 

Because I fucking loved her—respected her. 

“Fuck Sookie,” I thought again. 

I closed my eyes.  Yes—that was exactly what I wanted to be doing:  fucking Sookie.  

She had felt like Valhalla to me.  She’d been warm around me, almost uncomfortably so.  

But it was such sweet discomfort.  Our first time in the woods had been a wonderful 

exploration, and I’d been unable to take my hands or mouth or eyes off of her, even as I’d 

buried myself into her again and again and again.   

That night in her home—no our home—we had continued fucking.  Actually, that 

wasn’t true.  I’d never simply fucked her—at least not like I was used to thinking about 

“fucking.”  I didn’t like the pedestrian phrase, “making love,” but I knew that that was exactly 

what we’d been doing.   
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Together. 

Yes—we had made something that night.  Maybe it was a foundation.  Maybe it was a 

time of transcendence.  But it had definitely been love.     

And then after we’d formed the first leg of a bond—a bond that could become 

permanent with two more exchanges—we’d been truly transported.   

Sex with Sookie was—simply put—the best sex I’d ever had, and I’d had a lot of sex.  I 

also knew why it had been the best.  I’d not held back any essential part of myself from her.  

Even with my memories gone, I had given her everything.  And she’d returned herself—fully.     

But then—later—she’d panicked and left me. 

“Fuck Sookie,” I thought. 

I felt her clearly, even in that moment.  She was driving home from the cemetery.  

That thought comforted me a little.  It wouldn’t do at all for her car to be so near to Bill’s 

home when the Authority sent more people for Bill and me.  It had been bad enough that 

she had still been close by when Nan was there.   

It had been only thirty-four minutes since Bill and I killed Nan, but a much larger 

force from the Authority would come by the next night, which was why Bill and I needed to 

clean up and to get the fuck out of Dodge.   

Since the potential problem of Nan’s spilling Sookie’s secrets was now tied-up in 

trash bags, Sookie would be safe enough as long as she stayed away from vampires, which I 

knew that she would now.  I supposed that was the one good thing about her rejecting both 

Bill and me.    
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I breathed a sigh of relief when I felt her arrive home—arrived at what I’d been 

thinking of as our home. 

“Fuck Sookie,” I thought as I pushed aside the ache she’d created inside of me.   

I looked down and saw that I’d been scrubbing the same spot until the carpet was 

almost threadbare.   

 

I shook my head to clear it.  I needed to stop thinking about Sookie.  She’d made her 

position clear.  She didn’t want me.  And she obviously didn’t want the potential of what we 

could be together, so fuck her! 

Suddenly, I felt a spike in her fear, and Bill looked toward the front door, where I was 

automatically looking too.   

“Sookie,” Bill said aloud.   

“Fuck Sookie!” I said for the hundredth time that night, but this time, I said it out 

loud.        
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Chapter 02:  Silver 

 

For a moment, Bill looked at me as if I were crazy.   

I almost rolled my eyes as my mind clicked into high gear again.  Where was fucking 

male solidarity when you needed it?  I was having a hard enough time not rushing to 

Sookie.  If Bill went, then I knew I’d be unable to hold onto my resolve and resist the urge to 

follow.   

Sure—Sookie was scared and likely in a perilous situation, but that happened almost 

every fucking night!  Or at least every one since she’d had my blood.  If it wasn’t a Maenad, 

it was a serial killer.  If it wasn’t a V-crazed Were, it was a 3,000-year-old vampire.  If it 

wasn’t a necromancer, it was a fairy.  I knew that I’d played a part in Sookie’s involvement 

with the witch and Russell, but I also knew that she would have found her way into trouble 

without my help.   
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She always did.   

 

Hell!  She’d been the one to walk into a vampire bar in a dress that screamed out, 

“I’m dinner!  Come eat me!”   

And it hadn’t been Bill Compton who had kept the other vampires from trying to 

glamour and staking their claim on Sookie that night.  Hell—there had been four vampires 

older than Bill in Fangtasia when Sookie had first entered its doors—excluding myself—and 

all of them had been sniffing at the little ray of sunshine which had invaded the dark.  No—

it had been my own interest in her and a well-timed growl or two that had kept the hordes 

away from the sweet-smelling Southern Belle.  Yes—if that night wasn’t an illustration of 

how Sookie Stackhouse unknowingly courted danger, I didn’t know what was.    

And now?  Now that she’d made her feelings known to me?  I would just have to get 

used to Sookie finding danger.  Fuck!  A hangnail on her would likely be the catalyst to a 

supernatural situation.    
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Of course, that didn’t alleviate my apprehension at Sookie’s fear, which I could still 

feel as clear as a fucking bell—and a loud one at that!   In fact, the thought of Sookie being 

in danger made my blood boil and my heart ache, but I couldn’t run to her every time she 

was in peril!  

If I did, I’d have to stay by her side always because she was always in some kind of 

trouble or another.  And though her side was exactly where I wanted to be, I had to remind 

myself—again—that she had made her position on the matter painfully clear.  Plus, when it 

all came down to it, I trusted Sookie—not with my heart, but in saving her own skin.   

 

Yes—I trusted her self-preservation skills.  She’d managed to survive every peril she’d 

ever faced—and most of them without my help.  The two Sookie Stackhouses—the clever 

human and the fiery fairy—had always made a formidable duo and had somehow defeated 

everything that had come at them.   
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The serial killer?  Sookie had killed him in self-defense.  Bill had rushed into the sun 

to “rescue” her—only causing more problems rather than helping—in my opinion.  I almost 

scoffed out loud as I tried to imagine what Bill had been thinking.  Crispy vampire did not a 

savior make!   

In the same situation, I would have been practical; I would have made some calls on 

my fucking cell phone in order to get Sookie some help that really could help!  Of course, I 

would have lived in torment until the sun dropped enough for me to safely go to her, but I 

wouldn’t have added my burning body to the shit-storm she was already dealing with.   

Burning vampire—besides being uttering useless—smelled fucking atrocious!   

But—oh well—Bill was still young and impulsive where Sookie was concerned.  I was 

also somewhat impulsive about her, but I was also smart enough never to run into the 

fucking sun in some misguided heroic attempt.  Perhaps Bill had been trying to become a 

martyr that day; whatever the case, his actions had been idiocy.  More to the point, Bill 

should have trusted that Sookie would scrape her way out of the situation.  Sure—she’d 

gotten banged up and had needed the shifter’s help, but it had been my fiery fairy-human 

who had done the deed and killed the killer. 

Well—she wasn’t mine.  But the salient point remained.  Both Sookie’s were survivors.   

At the Fellowship Church?  Well—it wasn’t Sookie who had gotten herself strapped 

down on an altar about to be sacrificed to the fucking sun.  Nope—that would be me, and 

she was the one who had pulled the chains off of me!  That night had shown me both her 

vulnerability and her strength.  She was almost raped; she would have been if Godric hadn’t 
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intervened.  But she didn’t fall apart.  She kept right on fighting and defying me—not even 

letting me kill a couple of redneck dumbasses with stakes.   

She’d been fucking magnificent!     

The bombing?  Sure—I’d had to save her life by putting myself between her and the 

blast.  She was too close to the bomb to survive its impact, after all.  But, on the other hand, 

she’d bounced right back and had been willing to save my life in the next minute. 

She’d sucked silver out of my body!  Twice!   

De-fucking-licious!   

The Maenad?  Well—because Bill had again acted without thought and had fed her 

his blood after she’d been scratched, Sookie had needed supernatural healing, and I had 

arranged for Ludwig to come.  But, not a week later, Sookie had been partially responsible 

for the Maenad’s demise.  Bill and Sam had played their parts too, but Sookie was no 

shrinking violet in the situation. 

Russell?  Well—Sookie managed herself beautifully in that situation too.  She’d 

saved my life—twice—within the space of a couple of minutes:  first by dragging my ass 

inside so that I wouldn’t keep crisping up and second by giving me her blood.   

The fairies?  Sure—she’d gone with them when she should have thought better of it, 

but she’d also found her way back, and she’d refused Claudine’s manipulative “invitation” 

to return to the fairy realm.  During the day that she’d stayed with me in the cubby―as I’d 

been chained in silver—she’d told me a great many things to keep my mind off of my pain.  

One of those things had been about her experiences in the fairy world.  She’d told me about 

sending their queen, Mab, flying onto her ass.  It seemed to me from the way that Sookie 
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had described things that this Mab was probably a powerful fairy, but Sookie had still 

managed to escape from her clutches.  She’d lost her grandfather that day too, but by that 

night, she had stood her ground with me—as she always did.  She was strong.  And I was 

pretty fucking proud of her for all of it—though she’d seemed a bit embarrassed by her 

capabilities.   

The witch?  Well—Sookie had managed to get herself out of that situation too.  It 

certainly hadn’t been me who had saved her.  I was stuck outside of the fucking store!  In 

fact, the very next night, it had been Sookie who had saved me ass from the necromancer.  

Burning at the stake―instead of getting staked—would have been an ironic death.  Even I 

could appreciate the “joke” that my demise would have generated.  But it hadn’t been 

shaping up to be a pleasant death.  Indeed, it had hurt like hell to feel the flames licking at 

my feet!  However, Sookie had kicked some necromancer ass—in the form of her friend, 

Lafayette—that night.  Gods—I’d loved watching her work.  Again—magnificent!   

And frustrating!  

Fucking confounding!  

In truth, I both hated 

and loved her, even as I 

continued to feel her fear 

and apprehension.  I wanted 

to run to her—to return the favor by saving her life this time.  But I kept still; I had to trust 

her, or I would never be able to disentangle myself from her.  And she didn’t want me—not 

now, at least. 



 
26 

And I had to respect that—or I didn’t respect her.      

Yes.  Especially with “fairy Sookie” coming more and more into prominence lately—

ever since we’d bonded, in fact—I needed to trust that she could find her way out of the 

trouble that would always find her.  I would help as I could—but from the sidelines—by 

trying to keep her existence a secret.  That was why I was cleaning up Nan chunks even 

then, after all.   

But if I were not going to glue myself to her side—which was, I had to keep 

reminding myself again and again, not something she wanted—then I needed to keep my 

knees on the floor and keep scrubbing.  So that is exactly what I did. 

 In the moments that I was processing all this information in my thousand-year-old 

vampire mind, Bill was giving me a look that indicated that he was not going to be staying 

put, but I needed Bill to stay the fuck put!    
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“What?  Did you not hear her tonight?  She rejected both of us,” I reminded, pissed 

off that I had to remind Bill of this fact and even more pissed off that I also still wanted to 

go to Sookie too.   

I also reminded Bill—and myself—that we needed to keep busy.  After all, it was the 

Authority that we were up against now!  And I didn’t know of any vampire who had ever 

survived a face-off with them.  But I fucking intended to be the first.  And Bill really ought to 

tag along. 

For a moment, it looked like my “monarch” was listening to me, but then, we heard a 

gunshot.  Almost immediately thereafter, I felt another spike in Sookie’s emotions; this time 

it was intense sorrow. 

 

Even as the gunshot echoed through the night, Bill was out of the door like a jet, but I 

paused, immobilized by the pain of Sookie’s emotions for a moment.  I’d never had a bond 

with a human before—not in a thousand years—and now I knew why.  It fucking hurt! 



 
28 

To make things even “better,” I heard the tell-tale thump of a silver net being shot 

and the sizzle of flesh I could only assume was Bill’s.   

“They’re already here,” I said, knowing that the Authority’s goons had already 

amassed outside.   

I thought for a moment.   

A silver net was actually pretty good fucking news and gave me a couple of options, 

which I analyzed in the blink of an eye.   

One:  I could try to escape.  But my nose picked up vampires and humans closing in 

on all sides of the house now.  And where would I go if I did make it out of there?  Not to 

Fangtasia.  Pam had pissed me off, but I wouldn’t endanger her by leading the storm 

troopers there.  To my home?  No.  The location of that was too publically known.  To 

Sookie’s?  Hell no!  That was not happening!  

The bond had moved from fear to cold resolve to grief, but I knew she was at least 

physically safe—at least for the moment.  That would all change if I went to her; I’d lead the 

Authority goons to her door.  And I wouldn’t do that. 

Two:  I could fight.  And, in truth, I was itching for one of those.  The Marnie/Antonia 

situation had already made me want to take out some aggression.  And Sookie’s rejection 

had made me want to kill anything in sight, and the gay storm troopers from earlier had not 

sated my desire for blood.  

I wanted more!  A lot more. 

However, as I inhaled, I discerned at least twenty vampires— obviously more storm 

troopers―and they would all be carrying guns with wooden bullets.  Outrunning twenty 
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firing guns would be damned near impossible, even for me.  And then there were the 

Authority’s special agents to worry about.  And they were bound to be much more lethal 

than the “grunts.”  Hell!  There might even be a chancellor or two in the mix!  I wouldn’t be 

able to win in a fight.  I knew it. 

And I also knew my Sun Tzu—well.  “He who knows when he can fight and when he 

cannot, will be victorious.”   

Three:  I could run out of the door like a fucking idiot and get myself captured—just 

as Bill had.  That would get me a silver net, but at least I knew that was what they were firing 

first.   

Nets.  Not guns. 

If I fought, I would die.  If I was captured, I’d be taken to the Authority, where I’d 

likely be tortured and then die.  But I would have more time to think of a plan along the way.   

At least with that option, I might live to fight another night, and I’d draw my enemies 

away from Bon Temps, which also meant that I’d be drawing them away from the woman 

whom my heart was telling me to go to, so that I could alleviate her now almost unbearable 

grief.  Gods—I wanted to hold her, to comfort her!  My body was screaming to be with her, 

even as my mind was telling me that I had to stay away from her. 

For my sanity.  And for her sake.   

No—I couldn’t go to Sookie.  She didn’t want a partnership with me.  And—most 

importantly—I wouldn’t risk her being found by the Authority.  Despite any outward 

devotion to mainstreaming the Guardian professed, I knew that he would see Sookie as 
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simply a tool for blood, sex, and telepathy.  I could honestly admit that I, too, loved all of 

those aspects about Sookie—coveted those aspects.   

But the Authority would simply take them.  And its members would not be shy about 

passing her around.  I had no illusions.  They would not concern themselves with how she 

ended up after they had tired of her.  They would leave Sookie broken—if not dead—and 

they would snuff out the light in her that I loved so fucking much.   

So—in the end—there was really no choice.  I could fight and almost certainly die.  If 

I did get away, the Authority would go after everyone and everything I cared for, including 

Pam and Sookie.  Or I could let myself be captured and hope that the Authority only shot a 

silver net at me, rather than wooden bullets.   

My decision clear, I got to my feet, shed my blue gloves (I had some dignity, after all), 

and ran out of the door like an idiot.  Hopefully, I would make a good show of this; after all, 

what kind of a dumbass 

would immediately follow 

when he’d just heard his 

king be entrapped by a 

silver net?    

Me?  Not usually.  

Thwap! 
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Yep.  That silver net burned like a son of a bitch—just as I knew it would.  

And then—just lovely—I was thrown into a car trunk with Bill.  Well, at least we had 

been placed so that I was the “spooner” rather than the “spoon-ee” in the situation.  That 

was something.  
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Chapter 3:  The Trunk 

 

“We’ll take it from here.  And don’t return to the Authority—until everything’s been 

cleaned up!  Every single drop,” an authoritative voice said; I assumed he was speaking to 

the captain of the storm troopers.   

Interesting.  We wouldn’t have an escort.  That meant that the vampires, whose car 

Bill and I had been stowed inside, were either very arrogant—or very lethal.  I was hoping for 

the former.   

Right as Authority flunky #1 closed the trunk lid, I thought I saw a head—more 

accurately, the back of a head—one that I recognized.   

Nora?   
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I contemplated for a moment.  Could that really have been her, or was it just wishful 

thinking on my part?  It was possible that it was her, given her position in the Authority, but 

I’d thought that she was in England.   

In fact, the last time I’d spoken with Nora had been via phone—the day after Godric 

had died.  And our maker hadn’t seen her for almost seventy years.  Her position as a 

Chancellor of the Authority had demanded both her time and her severing of all ties with 

others.      

Still—that glimpse seemed to move like her.  I inhaled deeply, trying to catch a whiff 

of her subtle, though distinctive, scent—to see if I was right.  But all I caught was the putrid 

smell of burnt Bill.  So I stopped my sniffer immediately.   

Thank the gods I didn’t have to breathe!  Burnt Bill smelled worse than regular Bill!  
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I listened as two car doors slammed, and then the vehicle took off.  That was a good 

thing actually.  It meant that there were only two beings in the car with Bill and me.  Of 

course, the silver netting had been left around us, though it had been mighty considerate of 

Authority flunky #1 not to lay it directly against our skin.  There was more silver netting on 

the floor of the trunk, so that would thwart Bill and me from leaving the car by breaking 

through our small—very fucking small—“holding cell”; however, the odds were more in our 

favor now than they had been two minutes before, and I was nothing if not opportunistic.   

The car turned sharply onto the main highway, causing Bill to roll into the silver a 

little.  I could hear him sizzling, and he drew back from the silver quickly.  He ended up 

pressed tightly against my body.   
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“Uh―Bill,” I started.   

“Yeah?” Bill answered, obviously still in pain from the silver.   

“You need a hug?” I smirked. 

“What?  No!” Bill yelled out. 

“A fuck then?”  My tone was dripping with sarcasm.   

“What?” Bill asked again—this time with shock in his tone.  “No!” 

“Excellent,” I intoned.  “Then don’t cozy up to ‘little Eric.’  He tends to make himself 

known when an ass is shoved up next to him—even if it’s an ass he’s not particularly 

anxious to fuck.”  I chuckled.  “No offense.” 

Bill quickly shot away from my not so little “companion” as much as he could 

without touching the silver netting.  “None taken.” 
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I decided to have a moment of fun at Compton’s expense.  After all, there wasn’t 

much else to be done in the trunk of a car as one was speeding toward certain torture and 

likely death. 

I brought my hand up to Bill’s shoulder and spoke in my most seductive tone.  

“Unless you meant to tease me, your majesty.  Could it be that I am your last request before 

you meet the true death?” 

“I hardly think, Eric . . . ,” Bill began with a stammer. 

I blew gently into Bill’s ear.  “Don’t think, Bill,” I purred.  “Why not just feel?  We may 

never have another chance like this.” 

“Eric!” Bill yelled as he pushed his own body into the silver to get further away from 

me.  “Your attentions are quite—uh—undesired!” 

I couldn’t hold in my laughter anymore.  And I backed off from Bill so that the Civil 

War veteran could move away from the silver again. 

Bill looked over his shoulder to see the amused look on my face.  “You were just . . . ,” 

he stammered. 

“Fucking with you?” I finished Bill’s sentence with a wry chuckle.  “Yes—but not 

literally.”  I quirked a brow.  “Again, no offense.  You’re just not my type.” 

“Good!” Bill said as he continued to try to compose himself.   

I contemplated for a moment.  “However, after you brought down a matching robe 

for me to wear earlier, I have to wonder if you don’t harbor some kind of,” I paused, “desire 

for me.  You are curious about Vikings?”  I asked, letting my accent come through.  “You 
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wish to test my pillaging skills?” I asked in my most seductive tone, barely holding in my 

laughter. 

My erstwhile king stammered again.  “I—uh—just happen to—uh—have several of 

that same robe!” he insisted in his own defense.  “Feedings can get a bit messy, and the 

laundry service . . . ,” his voice trailed off as I laughed behind him. 

“You fucking ass hole!” Bill intoned agitatedly. 

“No thanks,” I deadpanned.  “Again, you’re just not my type, Bill.  I don’t care to fuck 

your asshole at all.” 

Bill sighed dramatically.  “You are what?  Twelve years old?” 

“Give or take a thousand,” I chuckled.  “Still, I was initially quite—um—disturbed by 

those matching robes.  Thankfully the one I was wearing wasn’t quite my size, so I knew you 

weren’t harboring some kind of fetish—not that a fetish or two is a bad thing.” 

“No,” Bill said, chuckling in obvious relief that my flirting had been disingenuous.  “I 

have no desire to court you with loungewear, Eric.” 

I laughed heartily.  “That is a comfort.” 

We were quiet for a few minutes.   

Finally Bill broke the silence.  He spoke in a quiet voice, barely a whisper, “Do you 

still feel her?  She is becoming,” he paused, “faint to me.” 

“Yes,” I sighed, also speaking in barely a whisper.  “She’s still there.  She is sad, but 

she is also resolved.  Pam is there now too, so no harm will be coming to her tonight.” 

“But Pam is the one who fired a rocket at her,” Bill observed skeptically.   
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“True,” I relented.  “But if I know my progeny, she will be trying to make up for that 

fact—so that I will forgive her and buy her something expensive.” 

Bill chuckled, but then grew serious again.  “So she’s alright then?” he probed. 

“Yes—there is no more fear,” I confirmed quietly. 

“You made a bond with her?” Bill asked, his voice now even lower in volume. 

“Yes,” I verified.  “The beginning of one. 

“She consented?” 

“We both chose it,” I said in almost silent fervor, “when I had amnesia.” 

Bill nodded in understanding. 

“I do not regret it,” I added, feeling the need to make him understand that much—if 

nothing else.  Hell—maybe I just wanted to share that fact out loud.   

I didn’t regret the bond.  I loved it. 

He gave me a half-nod and a smile.   

“However, I never got the opportunity to explain the bond to Sookie,” I shared.  

“And—obviously—it is now a moot point.” 

“I’m sorry,” Bill said. 

“What for?” I asked, legitimately mystified by what Bill could have to be sorry about.  

After all, I couldn’t blame him for loving Sookie—for still wanting her.   

“I am sorry for giving her my blood again.  She was yours―I could sense that—but 

she was also dying of a gunshot wound, and it was my fault,” Bill said in a tortured voice. 

“How’s that?” I asked, trying to hold in my snarl. 
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Bill sighed.  “One of my guards became confused during the fight and thought that 

Sookie was one of the witches after she used her light power,” he said contritely.  “He shot 

her.”  His voice grew cold.  “He did not live out the night.  I made sure of that.” 

I was silent for a few moments.  I couldn’t really blame Bill for his guard’s error.  

Such mistakes happened in the midst of battles.  I recalled a time from my human days 

when I was fighting at night, swung my axe, and accidentally brained one of my own men—

a friend of mine and a new father.  It was war, and I had not meant to kill my friend, but I 

had still felt guilt for it.  I could sense that same feeling from Bill now.     

“If it makes you feel any better,” Bill reported, “Sookie did not want to take my blood 

at first.  She was unconscious, but she still rejected it.  I had to try several times before she 

took it.  Herveaux can attest to this.” 

I contemplated the information.  It did make me feel better, but I didn’t admit that to 

Bill.  We were not that good of bosom buddies.  

“It does not matter now,” I said through pursed lips.  “The infusion of your blood 

may have confused her, but let’s face it, she was never one to be ruled by our influence.  Her 

choice was her own.” 

“Still—,” Bill said in a tone that was actually sorry without being pitying, “her 

leaving—it must have been even more difficult for you since you’d bonded with her.” 

“Yes,” I answered simply. 

There were a few minutes of silence between us as the car continued to carry us to 

our fate. 
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“I still want her, you know,” Bill said.   

“So do I,” I barely sounded, though Bill could surely hear me.  “But she wants neither 

of us, and now it is immaterial anyway.  You and I will likely be dead soon.” 

“True,” Bill agreed. 

“But if I die, I will admit that hers will be the face that I will cling to as I go to my final 

death,” I acknowledged, quietly. 

“Agreed,” Bill said.  He sighed and then lightened his tone.  “It is too bad that neither 

one of us is capable of sharing.” 

I chuckled.  “Nor is she.” 

Bill nodded.  “What do you think will happen?” 

I shrugged.  “Who knows?  I still have a few friends in high places.” 

 

I did have friends in high places, and seeing the back of that brunette head reminded 

me of one of the most important:  Nora.   
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Nora was my vampire sister, though I was almost certain that no one in the Authority 

knew that.  They all guarded the identities of their makers and progeny closely so that 

nothing or no one could be held against them.  Plus, part of the ritual of joining the 

Authority was severing the bonds to one’s maker—through magic—so that he or she could 

no longer command the member to do anything.    

Nora was younger than I was by almost half a millennium.  At my request, Godric 

had turned her in England in 1665.  She’d been one of Charles II’s mistresses, but she’d also 

been a healer at heart, and she’d defied the king by trying to help those infected with the 

Black Plague.  She’d caught it.  At the time, I’d admired her spirit, but I’d not felt pulled to 

turn her; thus, I’d asked Godric to give her immortality.   

He’d done it for me.  But he’d also wanted a new child, for—by then—I was venturing 

out on my own more and more.  And, most importantly, he’d felt “the pull” towards Nora.  

After Nora’s turning, I’d stayed in England, while Godric had taken his new child 

away from her homeland in order to help her to adjust to her new life.  Thus, I hadn’t seen 

Nora again until about thirty years later when Godric and Nora had been traveling in Asia.  

I happened to be there as well—learning new techniques of the sword from Chow’s maker, 

Kenshin.   

As I’d gotten to know my “sister,” we had become quite close.  It wasn’t just that we’d 

had sex either.  Of course, we had.  She was beautiful, and I was a vampire, after all, and 

vampires loved sex. 
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No.  We had behaved mostly like siblings from the word “go,” squabbling to the point 

that Godric had soon—and often—ordered us to different countries.  And then to different 

continents.   

We’d never been able to stay around each other for more than a week or two without a 

big dust-up, but that week or two had often been full of some lovely fucking.  In addition, 

we’d had a lot of fun together.  And, despite our squabbles, I trusted her with my life, and I 

could count how many humans and vampires I’d truly trusted over my long lifetime on one 

hand.  And I had my thumb left over.   

Strangely enough, the vampire lying next to me in the trunk might be added to that 

short list soon.  Bill had saved my life even though it would have likely benefitted him to see 

me dead.  More importantly, I felt that Bill would have my back during a battle.  And that 

kind of thing went a long way toward establishing trust.    

Yes—I trusted Nora.  And I knew that she would help me out of my current 

clusterfuck if she could—just as I would always help her if she needed it. 

I closed my eyes and tried to allow a memory of Nora to fill me.  I was certain that if 

it could, I would be halfway to forgetting—at least for a moment—the heart carnage left in 

the wake of Hurricane Sookie.   

But, unfortunately, my memories of Nora didn’t compare with my thoughts of Sookie 

Stackhouse.   

Nora―I loved like a vampire sister.  She was what humans might call a friend with 

benefits.  First and foremost, we shared Godric’s blood.  Being her lover had always felt 

fucking amazing, but those feelings had never evolved into romantic “love.”  In fact, Nora 
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was one of the few individuals that I might actually talk to about my feelings for a certain 

blond telepathic fairy-human.  Gods know, throughout the years, I’d had to listen to Nora 

drone on and on about the paramours she’d had—even if our more recent conversations 

had all been phone calls or emails.     

But in the end, no matter how nice it felt to fuck Nora, I’d never loved her like I loved 

Sookie; I’d never loved anyone like that.  Not my human wife.  Not Godric.  Not Pam.   

Sookie—I had wanted to spend at least one lifetime with, hopefully more if I could 

have talked her into being turned.  I would have also done whatever she asked in order to 

get that “one” life.  I would have remained faithful to her.  I would have fed from no others—

as long as she was letting me feed from her.  I would have given her all that was mine.  I 

would have made everyone who owed me fealty bow before her.  I would have placed her 

above—and before—all others.   

I’d already put her before Pam and even before myself.  Outside of the necromancer’s 

shop, I had been willing to die so that Sookie might live.  Of course that fact pissed me the 

fuck off, but it was still a fact.  And I’d not hesitated to make that deal with Marnie or 

Antonia or whoever the fuck she’d been at the time.   

Yes—when I’d said that I’d given myself to Sookie completely, I had spoken the truth.   

I belonged to her in a fundamental way that would—could—never be severed. 

Like a welder, she’d thawed and then fused together the left-over pieces of my dead 

heart with the sun of her very being.  And then—instead of cherishing what she had 

created—she’d shattered it into even more pieces than before.   
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But I could now remember it being whole.  And—like a V-addict craving blood—I 

would always want that again. 

I felt heat in my eyes, but I angrily held onto the tears that threatened to fall.  I wasn’t 

going to cry for Sookie Stackhouse—especially not in front of Bill Compton. 

I loved and hated my bonded one so fucking much.  I closed my eyes tightly and my 

mind traveled to the woods near her home—to the stream that had filled my senses with its 

song as I’d filled my woman with my cock.  She’d felt so fucking right to me as we’d joined.  

We had belonged to each other in that moment—and in the many moments that had 

followed it.     

But she’d been right about what she’d said the very next night.   

Nothing lasts forever.   

 

“Eric?” Bill asked, breaking the silence that had grown between us. 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c3-4.jpg
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“What?” I snapped a little as I was drawn out of my daydream—drawn out of Sookie 

yet again. 

“Um—are you sure that you don’t have something to tell me?” Bill asked with a smirk.  

I assessed myself and sure enough, I had a huge Sookie-induced erection.  “Fuck!” I 

said in frustration. 

“No thanks,” Bill quipped. 

I shoved Bill lightly—just enough so that his skin would barely meet the silver.   

“Congratulations,” Bill said, a mixture of sarcasm and perhaps envy in his tone. 

“What for?” I asked.   

“You seem to have been blessed in the size department,” he bantered. 

“Oh—you know what they say, Bill?” I said, having recovered from my musings about 

Sookie.  I was genuinely thankful to Bill in that moment for taking my mind off of her.  

“What’s that?” Bill asked. 

“It’s not the size that matters.” 

Bill’s eyebrow quirked. 

“And that is why I have spent a thousand years perfecting how to use this thing,” I 

smirked.   

“How nice for you,” Bill deadpanned. 

“Indeed,” I answered.   

“I still don’t want to fuck you, Eric,” Bill joked. 

From the front of the car, we heard the volume being turned up on the radio.  My 

smirk grew.  “But they’re playing our song.” 
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Bill rolled his eyes and then grew serious.  “Do you think they might just be bringing 

us in for questioning?  I mean—wouldn’t we be dead already . . . ?” 

I cut him off, “Have you ever heard of a vampire being hauled in by the Authority 

and then live to talk about it?”  

Bill turned and looked at me.  His eyes held the fear that only one so young could 

have about death.  But then his eyes moved past me to take in something behind me in the 

trunk.   

Curious, I followed his gaze.  It was an umbrella—a nice sturdy one—and 

immediately, I knew what Bill was thinking.  I began to reach back for the object, inching my 

way toward it while trying 

to avoid the silver. 

I contemplated.  

The risks were great, but if 

Bill’s idea worked, then we 

would have to face only 

two vampires―unless 

there was a pursuing vehicle.  But I didn’t think there was.  Either way, it would be far fewer 

than we would have to deal with once we reached our destination.  That was for goddamned 

sure! 

And we would have the element of surprise on our side too.  But most importantly, 

we were now well away from Bon Temps—and Sookie.   



 
47 

 

I grabbed the umbrella, and Bill and I maneuvered it into position before thrusting it 

into the gas tank, which—thankfully—was only about a third of the way full at this point.   

“All right.  All right.  Now we just need some fire,” I said as Bill snapped the wooden 

handle into kindling.  The fire would be easy enough to create.   
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The explosion was everything that I had hoped for—powerful enough to destroy the 

car, dislodge the silver, and sling Bill and myself free from the trunk, but not strong enough 

to incinerate us.   

 

I was thrown against a fence, but I soon got my bearings.  Bill was in worse shape.  I 

rushed over to him.   

Bill had a piece of metal in his shoulder, but it was easily taken care of.   

“Come.  We’ve gotta go,” I said. 
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“You should run,” Bill said in a strained, but commanding voice.   

Of course, Bill wasn’t technically my king anymore, so I didn’t feel the need to obey 

him.   

In fact, I felt like I was the commander in that moment.  It reminded me of my days 

as a Viking—when I was a leader of men.  And I’d never left a comrade behind—just as my 

men had not left me behind when I was dying my human death.  I’d not had many 

comrades since I’d become a vampire, but I’d never abandoned one of them in times of 

danger either—until the day that Godric had ordered me to leave the basement of the 

Fellowship church.  That thought made me angry, and I used that emotion to get Bill to his 

feet.   

I snarled, “I’m not leaving you here!  Let’s go.” 

As we were rising, a voice came from behind us.  “Who wants to die first?” Authority 

flunky #1 asked.   
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And then just like that, the flunky was dead, and behind what was left of him stood 

the person that I had been thinking about—my sister. 

Nora spoke, “You―Hayes.  

You die first.” 

She dropped his spine 

unceremoniously onto the ground. 

Yep—I thought to myself—

that was fucking sexy! 

Even though he had no 

idea who the vampiress in front of 

him was, I could tell that Bill was thinking the same thing.   

We were vampires, after all.  

Vampires in love with a fairy—sure—but 

vampires nonetheless.   

And a blood-covered beautiful 
woman?  Yep—I was pretty certain that both 
Bill and I wanted to fuck her in that 
moment.  
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Chapter 4:  Nora 

 

 I saw my sister, and in an instant, my mind was transported to the last time we’d 

seen each other.   

 

[Flashback: London, January 1945—four months before the surrender of Germany] 

 I walked in the shadows, trying to be unseen by 

the humans that were out on the foggy London night.  

Were all the nights there foggy?  I’d rarely seen them 

not be.   

 Very few street lights had been lit, and—

probably due to the bitter cold—very few people were 

out.  Most who had ventured into the night seemed to 
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be coughing.  And their eyes showed a kind of wariness and powerlessness that only the 

memories of being bombarded from above could bring.   

 Hitler’s forces were most certainly on their way to defeat, but the dying animal was 

the most dangerous in many ways.  And the people of London worried that he’d send the 

last of his planes and bombs to destroy what hadn’t already been destroyed in the Blitzkrieg 

several years before. 

 The threat of being bombed didn’t worry me much since I could hear the huge 

bombers from very far away, chugging along as if they might drop from the sky at any 

moment.  And the smaller planes buzzed even more annoyingly.  Thus, I could easily gauge 

the planes’ targets from the lines of their courses in the sky.  Unlike humans, I could use my 

senses and my speed to get away or to seek appropriate shelter.  So the only thing that could 

have concerned me was a daytime bombing.  But, honestly, that possibility was so remote 

that it didn’t worry me much.  After all, London hadn’t been bombed in years, and Hitler’s 

resources were extremely limited. 

 In truth, vampires hadn’t much cared about the Great War that had been waging in 

Europe, Africa, and Asia; in fact, we had never cared much about the actions of humans—

unless they affected us directly.   

Most vampires were using the war only as an opportunity to find and kill the injured.  

The kills were easy and easily covered up, but Nora had always been of a different ilk than 

most. 

She had always been driven to protect those who were most vulnerable—those who 

couldn’t protect themselves.  I’d found Nora dying of a disease from which she’d been trying 
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to save others—a disease from which she could have stayed away.  I’d found her—a member 

of an aristocratic family—in a squalid, make-shift hospital where she’d been tending to 

people of lower classes.  Most of the wealthy and the 

powerful—including Nora’s family—had left London, 

hoping that the disease could be burned away by setting 

fires to the most affected—and poorest—areas of 

London.  By contrast, Nora had ventured into the heart 

of the disease’s rampage in order to help.   

 It didn’t surprise me that—instead of preying 

upon the victims of World War II—Nora was working as a nurse to treat them.  It had been 

easy for her to glamour the ward doctor to allow her to work only nights.  So while both 

humans and vampires were killing in the thousands, Nora was trying to help—as usual.  At 

the very least, she was able to glamour away the pain of those who had been hurt the most.  

She never, however, gave her own blood to the injured.  She’d drawn the line there because 

of her idiosyncratic ideas about fate and ethics.   

Her rules about her blood were simple, and those rules had been ingrained into both 

her and myself by our maker.  Godric had taught us that the blood should be held sacred 

and not given unless it was to make a child or a bond.  He’d instructed that a child should 

be made only when a clear pull was felt; in other words, he had taught selectivity.   

That was why he still hadn’t really warmed to Pamela.  Though I had grown to care 

for my child very much—and Godric could feel that through our bond—I had not been 
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drawn to “make” her in that brothel in San Francisco.  Pam had forced my hand, and Godric 

disapproved of my turning her without feeling the “pull.”     

In addition to teaching Nora and me about maker-child selection, Godric had been 

adamant that bonds with humans not be entered into without caution and much 

forethought.  Godric had formed only one such bond during his long life, but he would not 

speak of it.  He simply said that it gave him both immense pleasure and intense pain.   

Because of our maker’s lessons, Nora had never given her blood to save any of the 

humans she tried to help; there would have been too many to save anyway.  I knew that 

firsthand.  I’d witnessed the ravages of the war throughout Europe as Godric and I had 

made our way to Germany―where we’d traced the tattooed Weres―and it was the worst 

carnage that I had ever witnessed.    

And I had witnessed quite a bit. 

As long as Godric was alive, his bond with Nora transferred to me—“echoed” in me—

to a certain extent, so I had no trouble tracking her.  I went to the hospital where she 

worked, and I waited outside for her.  When I saw her—dressed primly in a white nurse’s 

uniform with blood on it—my fangs clicked down immediately. 

It had been a long time since we’d had the chance to fuck. 

 She answered my obvious arousal with a roll of her eyes. 

 Typical.  It had been a long time since we’d had the chance to fuck with each other 

too.   

 “Brother,” she said in her perfect English accent.  Obviously, she was not surprised to 

see me at all.   
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 “Sister, you look well,” I said simply.   

 “Well,” she responded with snark, “you do not.”  She’d never been one to pull 

punches.   

 “I am not,” I said with regret. 

 In fact, I’d not been well at all.  Several months before, Godric had—for the first time 

in my existence—ordered me from his sight.  And I felt disconnected—adrift.   

 Nora took my hand and led me through the streets of London, likely toward her 

resting place.   

 “I got a letter from Godric last week,” Nora said when we were about a block away 

from the hospital.   

 “He told you I was coming then?” I asked, though I already knew the answer. 

 “He told me that you might,” she confirmed.   

 “Did he tell you why?” I asked, as we ducked into an alley off of Whitechapel Street.  

There was still much ruin and rubble left from the Blitzkrieg, for the British were, by 

necessity, focusing most of their resources—both materials and manpower—on fighting the 

war, not on rebuilding its neighborhoods, especially not the poorer ones.   

 “Yes,” she said simply. 

 I was both angry at Godric and also glad that I wouldn’t have to rehash the situation 

with Nora.  

 Godric had been extremely displeased with me after I’d given the tattooed Were my 

blood so that she would talk.   
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 “A vampire is never at the mercy of his emotions,” Godric had said to me with 

judgment steeped in his eyes.  “He dominates them.”   

After that incident, my maker had tried to reassure me that we would find the 

vampire who had been responsible for the deaths of my parents.  He had told me to have 

patience.   

 However, in my view, Godric’s “patience” had been keeping us a step away from the 

vampire responsible.  In fact, Godric’s heart did not seem to be in the search at all.  Of that, I 

had been certain.  I felt it through our bond.   

 But when I had questioned him about this, Godric had chastised me and then sent 

me away.  And in my frustration, pain, and rejection, I had eventually made my way to my 

sister. 

 Nora led us to a small basement apartment in a large building.  The inner rooms of 

that dwelling served as her “home.”  There were no windows, and the space was dark and 

dank—perfect for a vampire who didn’t want to be bothered.   

 “Do you wish to talk about it?” she asked me. 

 “No,” I answered.  “I do not.” 

 She nodded and busied herself with lighting a few lamps around her home.   

 “Do you wish to fuck about it?” she asked. 

 “Please,” I responded. 

 “Well then,” she said prissily, “let me warm you some water for a bath first.  I do not 

wish to fuck you when you smell of the toils of travel.  Have you eaten?”  

 I shook my head. 
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 Nora gave me a little smile.  “There are many whores around this area.  They will be 

easy prey for you, but do not kill them, Brother.” 

 I rolled my eyes.  “I have been able to control my feedings for much longer than you 

have been in existence, Sister.” 

 She smirked.  “I suppose you have.”  She was silent for a moment.  “It is just that I like 

most of them.  They are quite nice, actually.” 

 I scoffed a little as Nora gave me a dirty look.  Only she would befriend the whores in 

her hunting grounds. 

“There is one named Meg.  She is a redhead and always wears an emerald green 

dress.  Her blood is the best—if she is not otherwise occupied.”   

 I nodded and turned to go find this Meg. 

 “There’s a bit of money on the bureau.  I would not want Meg to starve, Eric.” 

 I turned to face her.  “I have some money, Nora.  And I would not leave her with 

nothing.”  I sighed in frustration and raised my voice a little, “I was not a caveman in my 

human life.   

 She rolled her eyes.  “Whatever, Brother.  Caveman.  Viking.  There is little 

difference.” 

 “I will give her money and a nice memory.  Will that content you?” I asked 

acerbically. 

   Her eyes and voice softened.  “Let us not fight tonight—if we can help it.  Go get your 

dinner, and by the time you are back, I will have a nice bath ready for you.” 
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 I nodded and sighed.  I didn’t want to squabble with her either.  I wanted her 

comfort, though fighting a bit with her had made me feel more like myself than I had in 

months.   

“Thank you, Nora,” I said over my shoulder on my way out. 

 When I returned from my meal, which had been quite tasty, Nora and I bathed 

together.  After that, I took her body with mine—first quickly and then slowly.   

Nora did not, thankfully, ask me anything about my—hopefully—temporary exile 

from Godric’s sight.  She comforted me with her body and held me through my death-rest.   

 When I rose the next evening, Nora was still in her “death.”  I readied myself to go, 

though I had to wait for the sun to fully set before I did.  As it set, Nora awoke.  Without 

words being needed, I kissed her cheek in thanks and then left.   

 I knew that Nora had been courting a place in the Vampire Authority and had 

worked for the Guardian more than once during the previous century in order to gain his 

favor.  I also knew that it was her ultimate aim to be a Chancellor.  Thus, entanglements—

like a wayward vampire brother—would do her no service.  And I had gotten what I needed 

from her—reconnection and comfort. 

 When I left her, her eyes told me that she understood both why I’d come and why I 

was leaving so soon.  And that understanding—which was mutual—was why I cared so much 

for her. 

[End of Flashback] 
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 My memories swept through me with the speed at which the explosion had ripped 

through the vehicle.   

 A flash of Pam entered my thoughts amidst the flames surrounding me.  I realized 

that my vampire child must now feel very much like I had felt when Godric had sent me 

away—rejected and empty.  Disconnected.   

 I wondered if I’d be able to contact her soon—to try to repair what had been damaged 

between us. 

 My eyes flashed back to Nora’s large brown orbs.  She was as beautiful as always.  

And—as always—I saw promised comfort in her eyes.   

I realized that—after Sookie’s rejection—it was comfort that I craved.  Comfort that I 

needed.   

 That comfort was all I thought about as I crossed over to her in a few long strides. 

 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c4-6.jpg
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 “Nora,” I said, and then I was kissing her.  Familiar.  Comforting.  And—yes—

accepting.   

 

Accepting most of all.   

Her hair was silk, just as I remembered.  I felt my lips melt into hers, speaking to her 

through our kiss.  I was begging her to save me—not from any Authority flunky, but from 

myself and the emotions that threatened to overtake me.   

That kiss felt like a safe haven—like “base” in a human child’s game of tag.   

 I was immediately able to relax into her, and I realized then that I’d not relaxed in 

days—not since I’d been in the arms of Sookie Stackhouse.   

 I broke our kiss at that thought. 

 At the same moment, I heard Bill’s fangs retract.  “Friend of yours?” the ex-monarch 

asked, with a tinge of sarcasm in his voice.   
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 I turned to him.  “It’s my sister—actually.”  And then I went back in for another kiss, 

and for a moment, I thought of nothing else—not even Sookie.  It was a blissful moment. 

 But that moment didn’t last very long. 
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Chapter 05:  Blood Flow  

 

“The Guardian wanted Nan followed to make sure she carried out his orders,” Nora 

informed.  “I saw an opportunity to save Eric, so I took it.” 

 “So nobody in the Authority knows about your relationship?” Bill asked. 

 “And they never will,” Nora responded with a slight shake of her head.   

 In truth, was following Bill and Nora’s conversation with only one ear; my mind was 

elsewhere.   

“Fuck Sookie Stackhouse,” I thought to myself, recalling my refrain from earlier that 

night. 

 Fuck—it had been a long night!  
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 I was monitoring Sookie’s emotions; I couldn’t fucking help myself!  And that just 

pissed me off even more. 

 Wasn’t Nora’s presence supposed to make me forget about Sookie Stackhouse?  I 

scoffed.  I sounded winy even to myself, but—still—I kept my blood focused on my bonded. 

I was feeling resolve from Sookie, but also self-loathing.  It was as if she had 

transferred all of her negative emotions right onto herself, and I didn’t fucking like that.  I 

felt her insecurity.  I felt her guilt.  I felt her sadness. 

Earlier, Sookie had left Bill’s house feeling heart-broken.  Although she couldn’t 

have named what was at the undercurrent of that heart-break, I knew; it was our bond, 

pulling at us both.  Her blood had been longing for mine—just as mine longed for hers.   

Would keep longing for hers—possibly until I met my final death.   

That was the price of a bond.  That was why Godric had always seemed melancholy 

when speaking about the bond he’d once formed with a human.  Finally, I understood. 
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 I checked my bonded again.  Her feelings had shifted.  She was numb. 

 

 I assessed Pam through my bond with her.  She was already resting for some reason, 

but not yet dead for the day.  She felt uncertain and a bit pissed off—which was par for the 

course for her for the last several days.   

 Only after checking Sookie again did I let myself assess my own feelings.  I was glad 

to see Nora—very glad.  I was confident that she would save my ass.  But I also felt 

something else—something I didn’t fucking like at all!  Regret.   

 Right after I’d kissed Nora, I had started to feel a gnawing.  I realized almost 

immediately that this instantaneous eating away of my Nora-induced comfort had been 

caused by guilt.  I felt as if I’d been unfaithful to Sookie. 

Unfaithful!  Since when had vampires been faithful creatures?  Hell!  Even in my 

human life, I hadn’t been “faithful” to my wife in the modern-day sense.  I had provided for 

her and the children she bore me.  I had seen to her comfort and security.  But I had lain 
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with others, especially new thralls taken after battle.  And I had never felt a moment of 

regret for any of my actions!  

I looked down at the pavement and tried to expel my new and unwelcome feelings of 

guilt.  “Fuck Sookie Stackhouse,” I said to myself.  She’d rejected me—made it fucking clear 

to me that she didn’t want me or the life I would have offered her. 

Therefore, I shouldn’t fucking be feeling guilty!   

She had turned her back on our bond.  And she had no fucking right to be making 

me feel like I was the jackass because of some misguided notions about fidelity I knew she 

would possess.  But here she was—in my head, at least—with her hands on her fucking 

glorious hips giving me a look.     

“Fuck Sookie,” I said to myself—again—realizing those words had become my 

mantra.  I got only a small sense of satisfaction out of that realization.    

What was there to be faithful to anyway?  An idea?  A hope?  A bond she’d formed 

with her Eric?  Well—she’d fucking rejected the real Eric fucking Northman, and that 

included hers!  So she could go fuck herself!   

 I was tempted to bend Nora over the nearest crate and fuck her until the sun rose, 

just to prove the fucking point that I shouldn’t feel—didn’t feel—guilt.   

 Of course, I knew that I was lying to myself—even as I had the thought.       

 Yes.  I did—for, perhaps, the first time in my more than thousand years—feel guilty 

for following my instincts.  I felt guilty for taking a kiss from a woman who had always been 

a place of comfort and affection for me.  I felt guilty for getting aroused by the smell of fire 
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and blood in the air.  I felt guilty for licking a smidgen of Hayes’s blood from the lips of a 

beautiful woman. 

 

 I fucking hated guilt! 

 I chastised myself again.  And, again, I reminded myself that I ought not to feel any 

regret.  Sookie’s decision had been clear—crystal-fucking-clear!   And it wasn’t as if I was 

going to give my fucking “heart” to Nora.  Fuck!  I couldn’t even find that organ at the 

moment.  I was pretty fucking sure it was under the boot of one Sookie fucking Stackhouse! 

 The fact that my dick was still in my pants and still able to function was a fucking 

miracle―especially since my balls seemed to be on hiatus―and I refused to feel fucking 

guilty because of that!   

Except that I did. 

 “Fuck Sookie Stackhouse!” I thought again—this time even louder in my head.  
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 To avoid yet another rehash of why I shouldn’t be feeling guilty, I tuned back into Bill 

and Nora’s conversation, hoping for a distraction.    

 “We were only connected through our maker,” Nora said.  “And Godric is gone.” 

 

 I looked at Nora when she said that, remembering the call I’d given her after Godric’s 

death.  Because of the magic used to sever her from Godric’s influence, Nora had not known 

that he’d met the true death, so I’d had to explain to her what had happened to our maker.   

 There had been guilt on my part that night too—guilt that I couldn’t stop Godric.  As 

I’d spoken to Nora, I’d craved comfort―but not from her that night.  I’d craved it from a 

beautiful blond telepath, who had already returned to Bon Temps while I’d been in my day-

death. 

 I’d actually told Nora about Sookie that night—though I’d kept my emotional 

entanglement with her to myself.  I’d simply told my sister that the telepath who had been 

helping me find Godric had stayed with our maker to the end.   
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I’d told her of Godric’s shirt, which had been delivered to my room a few minutes 

after sunset.  I’d told her of the note that had been with the shirt.  It had read simply, “He 

did not suffer.  He said he was full of joy.  And he died in a beautiful blue light.  There was 

no pain.  None.”   

 The note had been unsigned, but I had known who had written it.  After carrying the 

note around with me for almost six months, the penciled words had begun to fade, and the 

paper had begun to wear.  So I’d placed both the note and the shirt into a hidden lockbox 

that housed many of my most precious possessions. 

 Sookie’s report of the “blue light” had caused ambivalent feelings within me.  On the 

one hand, it had comforted me—and especially Nora.  It had meant that Godric had truly let 

go—that he’d not activated the magic inside of his own body to resist the burning orb.  That 

had confirmed that his death would have been, for the most part, painless.  On the other 

hand, I didn’t understand how Godric could have given up so completely that he’d not 

fought against death—against the sun—in any way.     

 Bill interrupted my thoughts.  “As a Chancellor of the Authority—I mean—you’re 

taking a huge risk.  Why would you choose to . . . .?” 

 Nora interrupted him, “Because I would do anything for Eric.” 

 I looked at my sister sincerely, feeling all of the emotions of the last weeks bubbling 

inside of me.  “And I would do anything for you,” I vowed. 

 She responded with a smile in her eyes.  Again—there was that comfort that I 

desperately craved.   
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 Never one to become overly sentimental, Nora looked away after a moment and 

spoke once more to Bill, “And because you did what you did protecting us from the 

necromancers.”  She chuckled ruefully.  “That we would reward you for it with the true death 

speaks volumes about how,” she paused, “out of step the Authority’s current agenda is.”  She 

paused again.  “I’m not alone in this belief.” 

 Nora continued talking about factions in the Authority that I already knew about.  

She also spoke of a plan she’d had in place before my and Bill’s “stunt” with blowing up the 

car, but I found myself tuning out again as I checked on Sookie.  Gods—part of me hated 

myself for doing that!  But—again—I couldn’t help myself.   

 Sookie was fine—or at least as fine as she’d been when I’d last “looked in on” the 

bond five fucking minutes ago!  Still—I hated her unrest.   

I kept my feet moving forward with difficulty.  Nora’s talk of Godric had had an 

unexpected consequence: it had made me long for Sookie—my bonded one.  Sookie was the 

only one who could take away my pain; of that, I was certain.  Nora could offer comfort, but 

she could not heal me.  I knew that only one thing—only one person—could, but, still, I kept 

walking.   

I could not—after all—go to my bonded for many reasons.  Reasons that seemed to 

be growing exponentially by the minute.   

 Bill was saying that he was sorry for fucking up Nora’s extraction plan when I tuned 

back into their conversation.   

 “Don’t be,” Nora intoned looking at Bill with her patented half-smile.  “It was 

badass.”   
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 I smirked a little.  First, that explosion had been rather badass.  Second, it was clear 

from Nora’s tone that she was flirting with Bill—at least a little.  My sister was always one to 

wrap people around her dainty and deadly fingers.  I mused and was amused for a moment:  

Nora and Bill?  Who knows?   

 But—flirting and thoughts of my bonded aside—the practicality that had reigned 

inside of me for a thousand years reared its head, “So what do we do now?” I asked. 

 

 Nora’s plan was to go to ground and make new arrangements for the next night.  

“Lillith willing,” she said, “we’ll be safe.”   

 Bill gestured toward an old box car—now little more than a rusty eyesore within a 

village of similar eyesores.   

 I shook my head slightly.  Humans certainly knew how to pile up waste. 

 Bill opened the doors of the storage container.  It was sound and would do for the 

day.   
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 Nora agreed.  “Wait for me inside—will you?  I have to call New Orleans and lie my 

ass off.”   

 Bill and I both moved toward her a little: me because I just loved watching Nora do 

one of the things she was best at—lying—and Bill because—well—probably because Nora 

just had a way of drawing people in. 

 “I strongly recommend holding still,” she chastised in that tone that I knew would 

begin to grate on me sooner rather than later.  But for now, it was charming; it always was at 

first. 

 

Gods—I appreciated my sister.  She was exactly the kind of distraction I needed to get 

my mind off of Sookie fucking Stackhouse, whose fucking sorrow had now returned with a 

fucking vengeance.  I pulled myself from the bond, promising myself that I would not check 

it again until right before I fell into my day-rest.   
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 While Nora was showing off her magnificent skills, lying about our escape and 

Hayes’s unfortunate demise, all of which she called a “hiccup,” Bill turned to me and spoke 

in a whisper, “I knew you had friends in high places, but a Chancellor of the Authority?  

Who else knows about this?” 

 “No one,” I said quickly.  “Not even Pam.” 

 Bill gave me a surprised look.   

 I had thought about telling my progeny about Nora, but Nora’s position demanded 

outright secrecy.  Hell, the severing spell done by the Authority to remove the maker’s ability 

to command was designed—also—to convince that maker that his child had met the true 

death!  And if the vampire joining the Authority had progeny, similar spells were conducted.  

  

Nora had broken protocol when she’d told Godric and me about her acceptance into 

the Authority.  And she’d broken it even more by staying in touch with me over the years.   
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Officially, Nora was dead—even to me.  And I had never had a reason to tell Pam, who 

had never met Nora, about any of it.   

 Plus, I knew that Pam would have been too trigger happy to use that information to 

get us out of one of the piles of shit we’d found ourselves in over the years.  Hell—I hadn’t 

even tried to use my connection with Nora in the aftermath of the Magister’s death or when 

Russell was loose.  I figured that Nora was giving me all the help that she could from the 

inside anyway.  And contacting her for more would have compromised her safety and her 

position.     

 I watched as Nora finished her call.  I walked toward her, feeling myself drawn in by 

the familiarity of her—the surety.  She was a great liar.  Hell, I knew for certain that she’d 

lied to, glamoured, and fed from a pope once—just because we’d made a bet about it—but 

she’d never lied to me.  And I’d never lied to her.   

 She’d never been one to lie to herself either.  Nora had always been a compelling mix 

of ambition, compassion, and ruthlessness; she was unapologetic about that mix too.  When 

someone did something she thought was wrong, she killed him or her—ruthlessly—or she 

made him or her suffer dearly.  When she saw a true victim, she did the opposite.   

And—always—she’d had a grand “vision” for herself.  The day that Godric told her 

about the existence of the Authority was the day that she’d decided to become a part of the 

governing body behind the scenes of all vampire politics.  I knew my sister well—knew that 

her desire to be in that body was born from both her personal ambition to be powerful, to 

never be the victim herself, as well as her aspiration to make the world a better place as she 

saw fit.   
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As a “good” brother should, I had always teased her for being a bit “hokey.”  But, 

truth be told, I could use a little hokey right now.  And I could certainly use a little Nora.  

She would not—had never—turned her back from me.   

She would not tell me that she loved me in one breath and then leave me in the next.  

She could be trusted to offer me comfort without complication, and—after Hurricane 

Sookie—a little simple comfort would be nice.   

I looked at Nora and tried to erase the self-judgment that was once again seeping 

around the edges of my conscious mind.  That nagging voice was still telling me that I was 

being unfaithful to Sookie by even thinking of taking pleasure and comfort in Nora.  Once 

again, I was pissed off by that voice.  I swept away that feeling—or at least I tried to.   

“Fucking blood bond!” I thought to myself.  “It doesn’t matter to me now anyway!”   

I was, of course, lying to myself again, but sometimes a lie was more “practical” than 

the truth.   

Nora chose that exact moment to give me a little smirk and say, “Even the best of 

liars can be ended.” 

Knowing that Nora wasn’t actually referring to my inner monologue, I focused on my 

sister and read her eyes.  I understood the risk she was taking for me and for Bill.  She was 

imperiling her position and her life.  Yes—Nora was exactly what I needed: the surety of 

someone who would take a risk for me. 

Nora looked over at Bill, “I hope you both understand that tomorrow night you’ll be 

saying goodbye to the lives you’ve known forever.  If you come back—if you ever return—it’ll 

be the true death of me.” 
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Nora was looking back at me now, her eyes shimmering with seriousness and maybe 

even a little fear.   

I recognized the gravity of the moment.  I felt that gravity pulling at every cell of my 

body even then—trying to pull my blood to the blood of a fairy-human who was now half the 

state away.  I’d known that I would not be able to return to Sookie Stackhouse before Nora 

had spoken, but hearing the words out loud felt like a silver dagger probing at those tiny 

shards of my heart that Sookie had left behind in her wake. 

“I understand,” I heard myself saying, but it was another lie.  I didn’t, in truth, 

understand very much at all in that moment.  I didn’t understand when exactly I’d lost 

control over my emotions.  I didn’t understand why I couldn’t just hate Sookie Stackhouse 

and go back to the emotionally distant vampire I’d been before.  I didn’t understand how I 

was going to survive the fortnight if I didn’t do just that.  I didn’t understand why my 

feelings for Sookie only seemed to be growing, despite the fact that she had rejected me.  
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And I especially didn’t understand the fucked up choice she’d made that had hurt three 

individuals, instead of just one.   

I didn’t fucking understand Sookie’s math at all! 

But I did understand that I’d likely never see her again, and looking at Bill’s face, I 

knew that my ex-monarch also understood that fact. 

“As do I,” Bill said, confirming my thought.   

“Fuck Sookie Stackhouse,” I thought to myself.  Both Bill and I sounded like we were 

being led to a fucking firing squad, not being given another chance at life.   

“Good,” Nora said, “let’s get some rest.” 

I followed her into the box car and helped Bill secure the door.  I double-checked to 

make sure the space was light-tight, my eyes taking in the structure of the container quickly.  

It was sound.  I thought briefly about going over to where Nora was settling down in the 

corner, but I didn’t.   

Instead, I sat down near the door and stretched out my long legs.  It was only five 

minutes until dawn, but I was more than ready for it to come so that I could escape into 

sweet oblivion for a little while.   

It had been a long night.  Almost being burned at the stake, being burned figuratively 

by the taste of Sookie’s blood as she’d healed me, being rejected by the only woman I’d ever 

truly loved, killing Nan, being captured by the Authority, blowing up in a car, and meeting 

Nora again.   

Yes.  It had been a very long fucking night.   
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And I felt—for lack of a better word—“tired,” even though my body wasn’t lacking in 

blood.  I lay down on the rusty floor of the box car.  The cold metal felt good to me; it felt 

appropriate somehow.   

With my last act of the long night, I allowed myself to examine the bond I’d begun 

with Sookie.  It was just as strong to me in 

the boxcar as it had been in Bon Temps, a 

fact that I both loved and hated.  My bonded 

was now immersed in sorrow.  I wondered 

briefly what had happened to overwhelm 

her.  I wondered if part of her sorrow could 

be about me. 

I also wondered when the fuck I would find my balls!  I shook myself a little.  

Tomorrow night, I was resolved to put Sookie out of my mind.  What good would it do to 

keep checking the bond?  What good would it do Sookie or myself?   

Even if she were dying, I couldn’t help her at this point! 

No—tomorrow I would forget Sookie Stackhouse, but in the last moments of the 

night, I simply felt her through our bond.  I closed my eyes and followed the flow of my 

blood—into and out of the bond.  I’d been surprised to find that the bond was similar to an 

organ in my body.  It was a physical thing.  It took up space in my body—latched, 

unsurprisingly, onto the organ that used to pump blood through my body.  That organ no 

longer beat, so now my blood simply drifted, activated by and responding to the magic that 

kept me from permanent death.  
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It seemed as if the magic within my blood cells prickled with Sookie’s sorrow as those 

tiny orbs drifted through the bond.    

I fell into death, knowing my own sorrow was a twin to hers.  
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Chapter 6: Best Laid Plans 

 

 I woke up from my day-rest, obviously having “forgotten” my resolution to locate and 

reattach my balls.   

 Of course, the truth was that I hadn’t forgotten anything.   

It was about twenty minutes before the sun was due to set.  Though older than Bill, 

Nora had not developed the ability to rise before the sun was no longer a danger to her.  

Many vampires never did.  Therefore, I knew I would have a little while to myself. 

As if by instinct, I used the time before the others “awoke” to find and assess Sookie 

through our bond.  She was apprehensive.  She was anxious.  And she was hopeful.   

But underneath those emotions, she was continuing to pummel herself with 

loathing.  And underneath that, I could felt her longing.  I knew what she longed for; I 

longed for the same thing—connection.   
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Connection with each other. 

The bond wanted it.  I wanted it. 

I had to remind myself that she didn’t.   

 I shook my head, not having forgotten my mantra.  “Fuck Sookie,” I said out loud into 

the dark storage container.  Indeed, Fuck her!  After all, Sookie knew the fucking number of 

my secure phone and could have called me if she’d changed her mind about severing our 

connection. 

 With that thought, I quickly checked my phone.  Maybe she had called.   

Nothing.   

I angrily shoved the device back into my pocket and stood up, opening the doors the 

moment that it was safe to do so.   

 I was looking at the gray of the early night when two cool hands snaked around my 

stomach from behind. 

 “Would you like to tell me what’s wrong, Brother?” Nora asked.   

 I leaned into her and saw that Bill was still asleep.  He’d probably stay that way for 

another ten minutes or so.  Most vampires under 200 years old slept until the night was truly 

dark.  I enjoyed the dusk; in my opinion, disappearing light was better than none at all. 

 “No,” I said simply.  I didn’t feel like talking.  I didn’t want to rake the scabs from my 

wounds; they were tenuously hanging on as it was.   

I wanted to be numb.   

 “You are going to keep up your wallowing—then?” Nora asked.  “You know—you are 

never pleasant when you are moody.” 
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 “I’m not moody,” I grumbled. 

 “Of course not,” Nora said sarcastically, breaking her physical contact with me and 

stepping around so that she could face me.  “Well—would you like to tell me what you are 

not wallowing and not moody about?”  

 I gave her a half-smile.  “I never liked how well you could read me, Sister.”   

 “Nor did your pocketbook when we played at cards,” she smiled back.   

She glanced out into the gray twilight.  “Are you saddened by the life you leave 

behind, Brother?  I know that you have businesses and a child.  I’m sure that, after a time, 

you can arrange for Pamela to know where you are, and surely, Mr. Packrat, you still have 

some of that money you always hoarded around the world.” 

 “Yes,” I said simply.  “I have access to plenty of money.  And I will call Pam to me 

soon enough—once I am certain she will not be followed.” 

 “Then what is it?” Nora asked.   

 “A woman,” I admitted.   

 “The same one Mr. Compton is mooning over as well?” she asked perceptively.   

 “Yes,” I relented.  “She is quite a woman.” 

 “The one you told me about?  The telepath who stayed with Godric?” she asked. 

 Damn!  She was always too perceptive.  “Yes,” I confirmed simply. 

 “You love her?” Nora asked. 

 “Yes.”  It was another simple answer, but the feelings behind it were anything but.  I 

craved a little simplicity. 
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 “I did not think I would live to see the day when you loved like this, Brother, and I 

always intended to live for a very long time,” Nora half-quipped. 

 “She is quite a woman,” I repeated in a low voice. 

 “Yes—you said that already,” Nora responded, her voice devoid of anything other 

than care. 

 “I bonded with her,” I said almost contritely, though I felt no real regret—not about 

that.  Even if I’d had all my memories in the cubby, I would have wanted the same thing. 

 “You what?” Nora asked, clearly agitated.  “But how can you be sure?  You likely just 

exchanged, Eric.  Godric always told us how difficult it is to form a bond.”   

Nora seemed to be looking for a way out for me—an escape from the bond I’d made, 

as if it were a chain.  Maybe it was.  I took her in with a wry smile; it was sweet of her to be so 

concerned―really.   

“Surely, you did not actually bond,” she insisted. 

 “Yes—a first bond,” I said. 

 “Perhaps it did not take,” Nora reasoned.  “Bonds don’t always take—you know.” 

 “It took.  I am certain,” I said with significance, knowing she’d understand my 

meaning. 

 Nora looked at me with wide eyes.  “You felt it?  Actually experienced it?  The 

euphoria?” 

 I nodded. 

 “What was it like?” she asked with a little awe in her voice. 

 “Euphoric,” I deadpanned.  
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Nora rolled her eyes and then scrutinized me for a moment.  “Then she should be 

here with you.  I will arrange for her to have papers too.  One phone call, Eric, and it . . . .” 

 I cut her off gruffly.  “That will not be necessary.” 

 She narrowed her eyes.  “But to be without her now will cause you pain.  It is probably 

already doing so if she is still all the way in Bon Temps.” 

 

 “As I indicated, we have made only one exchange,” I said evenly, neither confirming 

nor denying the huge and very painful ache in my body.  “And the bond will fade in time as 

long as there is no more blood exchanged between us.”   

 “Eric, her place is with you,” Nora insisted.  “If you chose her like that, it is with you!”  

She paused.  “If you trust no one else, I will go get her myself after you and Bill are gone, 

and I promise that I will bring her to you safely.” 

 I scoffed.  “You cannot return to me something which is not mine, Nora.” 
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 “But the bond makes her yours, Eric,” Nora pointed out. 

 “Sookie Stackhouse does not wish to belong to me,” I said through clenched teeth. 

 “Does she belong to Mr. Compton—then?” Nora asked, looked over at the still-

sleeping vampire. 

 I shook my head.  “Sookie has chosen to belong to neither of us.”  My fingers were 

biting into my palms because of the pressure of the fists I was making to keep myself under 

control. 

 “But you want her to belong to you,” Nora aptly observed.   

 I looked into the darkening sky and answered Nora’s question with an almost 

imperceptible nod.       

 We were silent for a few moments.   

 “Do you want to talk about it anymore?” Nora asked compassionately. 

 “Talk about what?” Bill queried as he rose and stretched his limbs.  

 “No,” I said ignoring Bill and boring a look into Nora.  “I want to fuck about it.”   

 She gave me a little smile.  “Mr. Compton, would you mind giving Eric and myself 

some time alone?” 

 Bill looked at me with a bit of surprise, but he nodded and quickly left the container.   

 

  I buried myself into Nora.  Her cool flesh welcomed me in, and I sighed.  Fuck—she 

felt good.   

 But—to experience that physical pleasure—I had to actively prevent myself from 

thinking about why Nora didn’t feel ‘best.’  There was only one who would ever feel like that.  



 
85 

And for the moment, I needed to forget that ‘one’; I needed for the world to feel simple 

again—manageable.   

 I pounded into Nora roughly, 

taking her from behind as we stood.  

Her hands were braced against the 

side of the storage container.  It was 

a good thing; otherwise, I might have 

fucked her right through it.  

 Despite my efforts to stay 

focused on the moment, I felt my 

mind drifting—drifting toward guilt, 

drifting toward how wrong Nora felt around me, despite the fact that she felt good.   

I missed a beat with my thrusts, and as if Nora could sense exactly what I was feeling 

and as if she knew exactly how to make it better, she grunted loudly and quickly turned us 

around, pushing my back against the metal wall—

hard. 

Her eyes blazed with both passion and 

caring—almost protectiveness.   Her eyes ordered 

me to stop thinking and to just let myself “be.”   

I tried. 

I thrust into her again, pulling her leg onto 

my thigh so that I could go deeper.   
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“I miss you sister,” I 

said in Swedish.  I did miss 

her. 

“I miss you too, my 

brother,” Nora said softly—

sincerely.   

I knew she meant it.  

I knew that she wanted me to be there with her in that moment.  I also knew that her desire 

had little to do with the sex—though she was obviously enjoying it.  More than physical 

pleasure, however, she knew that I needed something else, something similar to what I’d 

needed more than half a century before in London.   

And—for that understanding—I cherished my sister. 

I picked her up and 

wrapped her legs around my hips 

before turning her and thrusting 

back into her as her back thrust 

against the wall. 

If it had been Sookie in my 

arms, I would have never 

pounded into her so forcefully—

almost mercilessly—not that 

being “gentle” with Sookie had 
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ever lessened my pleasure.  On the contrary—it had increased it to a great extent.  I just never 

wanted to hurt her, and a vampire did have to hold back with a human.   

That was just a fact. 

Bill had purposely made Sookie feel insecure about this fact when he’d screwed 

Lorena.  Of course, his motives had been “good”; he’d wanted her to stay away from him.  

He’d wanted to hurt her so that Russell, his Weres, and Lorena could not hurt her worse.   

But even the most well-intentioned actions often had consequences.  Sookie had 

told me about Bill’s comments during that long day in the cubby; she’d been worried that I 

hadn’t been satisfied by our sex, and she’d wanted to know if there was anything that she 

could do to make it “better.” 

I’d been flabbergasted by her words.  How could someone make “best” better?  Even 

in my amnesic state, I’d not seen the logic in that, and I’d told her so.    

She’d joked—in that insecure way that she had sometimes—that I was likely just 

satisfied because I couldn’t remember having sex with anyone else.  

But that wasn’t the truth.  The truth was that I’d never felt anything as exquisite as 

being connected to Sookie.  We had a way of moving together, which had felt perfect—right.  

It had come to us naturally, our bodies just seeming to react as one.   We had flowed in and 

out of each other as if we had been practicing our dance for all of my thousand years.  We 

had spoken in ways that words could never speak.   

No—screwing Sookie as I was screwing Nora wouldn’t have been possible.   
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Frustrated, I tried to shake myself out of my current Sookie-induced haze.  Again, I 

felt anger.  My body just wanted to enjoy its fuck!  But now that Sookie Stackhouse was 

filtering into my head, I felt my carnal desire slipping away from me. 

I grunted and drove into Nora again, glad that at least my body still knew “how” to 

fuck, even if my mind didn’t know how to enjoy it.  I was irritated at myself for letting Sookie 

into this moment, frustrated that I could no longer just enjoy Nora without comparing her 

to a woman who clearly didn’t want me as I wanted her.  Mostly, I was forlorn that I would 

never again feel sex with the partner I truly craved.       

Luckily, I was drawn out of my melancholic thoughts by the unlikeliest of sources: 

Bill Compton.  I heard 

Bill’s amused voice from 

outside, “You might want 

to keep the noise down in 

there.  New Orleans is only 

sixty miles away.” 

Thanks to Bill—I was distracted just enough to pull myself out of my swirling 

thoughts about Sookie so that I could refocus on Nora.  If my vampire sister had known that 

I was trying to keep myself hard—even as I was fucking her—she would have likely kicked 

my ass.   

“Thank you, Bill,” I thought to myself.  I was grateful for the “wake-up call,” but even 

more thankful that Bill’s voice had held no judgment.  Of all people, Bill was the most likely 

to judge me as unworthy of Sookie because of my carnal actions with Nora.  But the Civil 
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War veteran’s voice was dripping with sarcasm and amusement, not derision.  And as I 

looked into Nora’s eyes, I was thankful for that fact.   

Bill understood. 

Nora was smiling like someone who had been caught doing something very naughty.  

Her expression was delicious.  I could work with delicious. 

“What if he is right?” I purred in Swedish.  I closed my eyes momentarily as I felt her 

clamp down her internal muscles.  Yes—delicious.  “Do you think they can hear us?”   

 

I knew my words would get a rise out of her.  Unlike a certain fairy-human hybrid 

that I was definitely refusing to think about anymore, Nora loved a little exhibitionism now 

and then. 

 I thrust deeply into her, feeling that she was close to exploding around me and 

wanting to be right there with her.  I wasn’t sure that I could be, but I was damned sure going 
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to try, and if it did take me a bit longer to get to the promised land—well—then I’d be sure to 

give Nora a couple of additional orgasms along the way.   

 But then I heard my phone ring.   

“Sookie,” was my initial thought.  Very few knew the number of my untraceable 

phone.  I’d programmed it into Sookie’s phone after she’d saved me from burning at the 

stake—just the night before.  I’d programmed it before she’d fed me and Bill―before she’d 

rejected us both.  But no—it couldn’t be her.  I’d given her a different ring tone.  Knowing 

that it wasn’t her gave me pain, 

and I kept thrusting into Nora, 

looking for some relief for that 

pain.    

 “What. Is That?” Nora 

asked, gripping my hair and 

yanking my head back.    

“Uhhhhh,” I groaned.  Pulling anyone’s hair fucking hurt—vampire or not!   

So much for relief.  
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Chapter 7:  Ike Applebaum   

 

“That’s my phone,” I told my vampire sister, knowing that our sexual encounter was 

coming to an end—without either of us cumming.  I 

honestly couldn’t say if I was disappointed or 

relieved about that.   

Fucking guilt! 

“You still got your phone?” Nora demanded, 

her hand grasping my chin painfully.  Gods, her grip 

was fucking strong!  I pulled out of her and quickly 

pulled up my jeans, giving her a little kiss on the 

nose and then one on forehead―just to rattle her 

cage.  Gods, how I loved annoying her! 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-20.jpg
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 She slapped my chest 

in frustration and yelled at 

me as I walked out of the 

storage container to take the 

call.   

“How could you be so 

stupid?” she yelled.  

 I smirked.  She sounded as if she was an infant at the moment.  Yep—I loved to rile 

her.  To do it even more, I decided to act like an infant as well.  I turned around toward the 

boxcar even as I tried to get “not-so-little Eric” back into the cage of my jeans and zipper 

him in.  “My phone is untraceable, Nora!” I yelled petulantly.  

 

 I heard an “oh” from inside the old box car.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-21.jpg
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 Bill was looking at me with a smirk on his face.  Again, there was no judgment in that 

look, and for that I was grateful.  I’d half-expected for Bill to go off on the lack of morality of 

my actions, but thankfully, he was not a hypocrite.  After all, he’d fucked Lorena even as 

Sookie had been looking for him in Jackson.  Sure—he’d had his reasons, but one of those 

had certainly been lust.  Another had been pain, and I appreciated the fact that Bill likely 

could empathize with the pain that was rebuilding in my chest—now that my immediate 

physical gratification was gone.   

 I vowed not to be conquered by the feeling of guilt that was once again trapping me 

in its web.  Thankfully, Bill was still wearing his smirk, and that gave me the strength to put 

on one as well.  Who knew that Bill Compton could come in so fucking handy?!? 

 “We fight like siblings,” I said, finally caging the beast.  “But we fuck like 

champions.” 

 

 I glanced at Bill once more before digging my phone out of the pocket of my jeans.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-4.jpg
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 Bill’s look flashed from amusement to skepticism before I looked away.  And—yes—I 

knew why Bill’s expression had changed.  After all, I was skeptical too—skeptical of whether 

I would really ever be able to fuck like a champion again if my partner wasn’t a certain 

someone, whom I still wasn’t fucking going to think about! 

 Except that I was thinking about her.  Fucking Sookie! 

 I checked the number quickly before answering.  “Alcide, my faithful friend,” I said, 

amused by my own little joke.  My thoughts about the Were were slightly less charitable.  I 

didn’t like the way the wolf drooled over a certain someone.  “How are ya?” I tagged on.   

 

 As I listened to Alcide Herveaux tell me that the greatest enemy I’d ever known had 

been freed from his concrete prison, I could have been thinking about many things.   

 I could have been thinking about how it didn’t much matter since I was already 

conveniently fleeing the area.  I could have been ruefully laughing at the double-clusterfuck 

I’d found myself in; being hunted by both the Authority and Russell Edgington at that same 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-6.jpg
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time had to be a fucking record of some kind!  I could have been chastising my asinine idea 

of letting Russell live and suffer so that he could never find his peace with his beloved, 

Talbot.  I could have been wondering why Godric’s spirit had visited me the night I’d buried 

Russell.  I could have been thinking about how all of this had started—with the deaths of my 

human family.  

 

 I could have been thinking about a thousand things, but the only thing that entered 

my mind was the very thing that I’d been trying to keep out of it for the whole night:  Sookie.   

 Herveaux was telling me that someone had obviously dug up Russell.  He added that 

he’d offered Sookie his protection but that she’d turned him down flat.  I didn’t know 

whether to feel heartened or angry that she’d refused protection.  It was just like Sookie.   

 I kept it together enough to end the call.  “All right.  Thanks for letting me know,” I 

said stiffly. 

 Immediately, I opened the bond, this time keeping it open.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-5.jpg
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For the first time in my very long life, I found myself in the middle of a scenario that 

I couldn’t think of any way out of—a Catch-22, the fucking Kobayashi Maru.  There was no 

way to win!  No card to play. 

 I closed my eyes.   

 If I went to Sookie, I would bring the Authority down onto her.   

 If I didn’t, how could I protect her from Russell?   

 

 “Eric, what is it?” Bill asked in a throaty tone. 

 I didn’t turn around to face my comrade right away.   

 I needed to think.  I needed to breathe—even though I had no need of breath.  I shot 

my hand up in a gesture, signifying to Bill—and Nora if she was looking—that I needed a 

minute, and I did.  I really fucking did! 

 I walked a few steps forward and breathed in the night air.  In the industrial area 

where we had stayed, the air tasted of oil, but I still took it in in long drags.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-9.jpg
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 My gut screamed at me to go to my bonded—to protect her.  But what good would that 

do?  Then she would have the Authority AND Russell bearing down upon her, and she’d be 

just as likely to accept my help—to accept me—as she had been the night before.   

 In fact, my presence would likely make things much more dangerous for her.  Russell 

was my enemy first and foremost, after all.  Sure—he coveted Sookie, wanted her, and maybe 

even hated her for putting Talbot into the garbage disposal—but he wanted to kill me more.  

Of that, I was almost certain.   

 Almost. 

 I took a moment to fully assess Sookie through the bond.  She was safe.  Anxious.  

Hopeful.  Impatient.  Sad.  Guilty. 

 Alive.     

And Pam was close to her—very close.  And there was another vampire nearby 

too―another vampire I felt.  And that could mean only one thing:  Pam had made a child. 

 I shook that knowledge away for the moment and evaluated the situation.   

“Logic Viking,” I thought 

to myself.   

 I’d seen only one being 

fight directly against a 3,000-

year-old vampire and win, and 

that had been Sookie 

Stackhouse.  The light in her hands had shot Russell across the fucking parking lot.  But, 

then again, Russell had been injured at the time. 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-8.jpg
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I closed my eyes tighter and prayed to gods I’d not spoken to in a millennium.  

“Please let him come after me and not her,” I spoke to myself.  “And if he does go for her, 

please let that power she has been gaining be strong enough to protect her when I cannot.” 

 My prayer felt like a shot into the dark—even to me—but it was all I had at the 

moment.  Going to her now would be like putting any extra-large Russell-attracting target 

onto her.  If I stayed away, Russell might too—at least until the elder vampire’s desire to kill 

me was sated. 

 I assessed the bond again.  Still the same.  She was still hurting emotionally, but she 

was still physically safe. 

 

 I kept my feet planted.  I couldn’t go to her, and I wouldn’t be able to help her even if I 

did.   

 Resolved, I turned around slowly and looked at the two vampires who were waiting 

for me to speak.  I knew—fucking knew—that if I told Bill about Russell, then God himself 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/11/c7-7.jpg
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could not keep him from going to Sookie, but that would take the Authority to her as well, 

and Bill was even less equipped to handle them or the Russell situation than I was.   

 And while Nora was an excellent sounding board, she’d be able to do nothing about 

Russell either—at least not yet.  No—I intended to follow Nora’s plan, get the fuck out of 

Dodge, and then arrange for Alcide to send an anonymous tip to the Authority about 

Russell.  

 Russell had been buried in cement for over a year and had been resurrected from it 

for only a day.  That meant that he would require some time to heal.  I had a window—a 

narrow timeframe I could use in order to figure out a plan to ensure Sookie’s safety.  It 

wouldn’t be long—a week at the most—but it was something.   

 I assessed my bonded.  She was still safe. 

 Bill asked again, this time more insistently.  “Eric, what’s wrong.” 

 I demonstrated that I had taught my sister everything she ever knew about lying 

effectively.  “It is Pam.  She has made a new child.”  A lie and a truth. 

 Bill’s eyebrow rose.  “Why would Alcide Herveaux feel the need to call you to tell you 

about that?” 

 In a millisecond, I had thought of a suitable reason—one that might even be true, 

given what I had felt through my bonds with Pam and Sookie.  After all, why else would Pam 

still be close in proximity to Sookie.   

“It was a friend of Sookie’s that Pam turned,” I reported dispassionately.   

 “Who?” Bill asked, clearly shocked.   

 “The female,” I ventured.  Of course, the guess at gender was fifty-fifty. 
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 “Tara?” Bill exclaimed.  

 “That’s the one,” I agreed.  I had to think to myself for a moment to remember who 

Tara was.  Oh—yes—the unpleasant one.  The fireplace poker wielder.   

Well, if my lie were true, it would serve Pam right for trying to shoot Sookie with a 

rocket-launcher.     

 Bill seemed to accept what I was saying.  Hell—even I was starting to believe my lie.  

It was much less disturbing than the truth.  And it was plausible, after all.   

 “Why would Pam do that?  Did she attack Tara?” Bill asked. 

 “Why does Pam do anything?” I returned enigmatically.  “And no.”      

 “I trust that this has upset Sookie,” Bill said with concern. 

 “Yes,” I confirmed.  “But there is nothing we can do about it now.” 

 Bill nodded in agreement.  “This is likely what made her so upset yesterday.  

Something must have happened to harm Tara.  Is Sookie safe?” 

 “Yes,” I said assessing the bond.  I decided to fill out my lie a bit, completing the 

picture I’d been weaving.  “Alcide’s not sure, but he thinks it was one of the necromancer’s 

witches we’d missed―one looking for revenge.  Tara was mortally wounded, and Pam was 

looking for me at the house.  Tara’s killer was eliminated, and Tara has been given a new 

life.  Sookie was unharmed.”  Hell—the scenario sounded excellent to my ears!         

 Having processed and accepted the story, Bill nodded. 

 “We should go,” Nora said. 

 I nodded.  “Yes.” 
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 Nora threw me my shirt.  I slipped it on in a flash and then caught my jacket as she 

threw it as well.   

 She walked over and whispered to me so that Bill couldn’t hear.  “This Sookie of 

yours is always in trouble, I assume?”  

 I nodded again, even as I checked the bond. 

 She was still okay.  I was still not. 

 

 

 I stayed mostly quiet as we walked the three miles we needed to cover in order to 

reach the harbor.  Nora had a schedule to keep with her contact, but there was no need to 

rush.  I’d not thought about picking back up where Nora and I had left off in the boxcar.  

Sex was not even on my radar at that moment. 

 Only one thing was:  Sookie.   
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 The rhythmic music of our boots against the wood and concrete as we traveled was 

somewhat soothing to me.  It made nice background noise for my incessant checking on the 

bond and Sookie.  She remained nervous and hopeful.  Alive.     

 I checked on Pam too.  She was pissed off, but also worried and excited.  Anxious.  I 

figured that my new “grandchild” had not yet arisen, but I could feel him or her, just the 

same.   

 Pam needn’t have been worried about her child rising, and in that moment, I felt a 

little guilty about not being there to let her know that.   

 I wondered if my new “grandchild” was indeed Tara.  I would prefer Lafayette, 

actually; at least that human was amusing.  Gods—I just hoped it was not Jason Stackhouse.  

No one needed that boy to be a vampire. 

 I checked Sookie again.  Fine.  

 As we approached the dock, Nora greeted someone who was obviously her contact as 

well as a friend.   

 Nora made introductions, 

which I honestly cared less about. 

 The woman she called Kat 

handed Bill and me new 

passports.  Much to my chagrin, 

Bill got the serviceable name, 

“Marcellus Clark.”  Of course, that 

left me with “Ike Applebaum.” 
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 Ike.  Applebaum. 

 As.  If.    

 

 Bill smirked.  But I would get my revenge on 

“Mark Clark” soon enough.    

 The unpleasant woman was telling us that it was 

time to say goodbye, and I put my connection with 

Sookie to the side for a moment.   
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 I’d spent less than twenty-four hours with Nora, but I would miss her—miss her 

more than if I’d spent longer with her.  That’s how it always had been with us.   

 I walked over to 

her and put my hands 

onto either side of her 

cool face.  She was 

beautiful, and I cared for 

her deeply. 

 “Take care of 

yourself,” she said. 

 

 As I leaned in to kiss her goodbye, all hell broke loose!  Machine gun fire surrounded 

us, and all of Nora’s contacts evaporated in the way that all vampires did—when they had 

been hit in the heart with wooden bullets, that is. 
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 I was surprised to discover that I’d not been hit at all.  Nor had Bill.  Nor had Nora. 

 All three of us dropped fang and looked up at those firing upon us—not that this 

action did us any good.  But I had always preferred seeing my enemy. 

 “In the name of the one true 

Vampire Authority,” an annoying 

and mechanical-sounding voice 

called out before spewing a bunch of 

drivel about the Authority’s divine 

right.  “Do not fucking move,” the 

voice—thankfully—finished.  

 I didn’t move.  I knew better than to 

move.  And so did Bill and Nora.  We 

were immediately surrounded and taken into custody. 

 I checked the bond.   

 Sookie was still okay.  I was not. 
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Chapter 8:  Torture 

 

Torture—I had experienced many types of it during my long life.   

When vampires thought about torturing other vampires, they tended to think of the 

mundane: silver.  It was pathetic really—boring. 

Certainly, being silvered hurt like a mother fucker, but the body healed from silver 

once it was taken away.  Plus, the mind could be stronger than any physical pain; in fact, it 

could be disconnected from that pain.  Godric had taught me that.  One needed only the 

right distraction to concentrate upon in order to replace the agony.  

A much more effective brand of torture was psychological.  The threat of this kind of 

torture was why vampires cared about so few things.  To fear loss would mean that there was 

something there to lose in the first place.   
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That is why very few vampires connected themselves closely enough with another to 

be truly moved by him or her.  Even most makers held back a little from their progenies.  I 

know that I had with Pam.  To be sure—I loved her in my own way, but that didn’t mean that 

I didn’t hold back a little.  Godric had taught me that too—the hard way.   

Until a year and a half ago, I would have said that my maker was what I feared losing 

the most.   

One time in Istanbul—right around the turn of the fourteenth century—both Godric 

and I had been captured by a rogue vampire named Seth, a thug looking for more power 

than he deserved.  Seth, who was both clever and cruel, decided that the best method to use 

in order to find out the information he wanted would be to have Godric and me see each 

other be tortured.   

Indeed, it had almost worked—almost.  After I had seen Godric’s hand be cut off, I 

had considered telling Seth the location of his enemy, the one who was then employing 

Godric and myself.  For approximately 5.7 seconds—an eternity to a vampire—I had been 

tempted to squeal.   

Godric had seen my wavering look too, and he had never looked at me quite the same 

way after that—never trusted me quite as much as he had before.  That had been the true 

torture in my estimation.  Of course the rogue vampire had never realized that.   

No.  Conventional torture was too “formal” to be truly painful.  Too scripted.   

It was the unscripted that could truly hurt, for it could not be prepared for.  Three 

images came to my mind when I thought of the words “torture.”  One was of my maker 
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ordering me off of a Dallas rooftop.  Another was of Sookie Stackhouse’s back as she’d left 

me. 

The third was the thought of someone hurting Sookie to get to me.   

I assessed my connection with my bonded and found her emotions to be a mixture 

of fear and anxiety, but there was no pain in her.  And I knew from her resolution—which 

dwelt right next to her other emotions—that she was not in imminent danger. 

Maybe not being able to go to Sookie was the greatest torture I would ever feel.  No—

that wasn’t quite right.  Not being able to get to her when she was being harmed—that would 

be my greatest torture.  It had hurt me a great deal not to go to her the night before when I’d 

felt her distress.    

To feel her physical pain?  Yes—that would be torture.    

I just prayed to the gods and goddesses or Lilith or whoever else might be listening 

that no one would ever find out that little piece of knowledge. 

I already feared that Russell suspected how much I cared for Sookie, and that alone 

was enough to make my dead heart tighten.   

Yes.  Torture.   

 

After assessing my bonded woman—okay, not mine—I turned my attention to the five 

other individuals in the back of the vehicle I assumed was taking me to face certain physical 

torture.   

I kept my sigh to myself as I looked at Nora.  Yes—she could be used against me, but I 

knew that I would not break at the thought of her pain, not like I would with Sookie.  I felt 
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like an asshole for admitting that—even to myself—but I also knew it was the truth.  If I 

hadn’t broken for Godric, then I would not break for Nora.   

Would she break for me?  Maybe.  But I hoped not.   

I smiled ruefully.  Suddenly “Ike Applebaum” was looking pretty fucking good.  

“Pity,” I said out loud to no one in particular.  The seven other pairs of eyes in the back of 

the transport zeroed in on me in a flash. 

I rolled my own eyes as Bill gave me a questioning look. 

“What exactly would an Ike Applebaum do?” I asked anyone who was listening.  

“Accountant?” 

“Undertaker?” Bill smirked. 

“Perhaps,” I ventured with a smirk of my own.  “Taxidermist?”   

“Hmm,” Bill sounded.  “Dentist?” 

“I have pulled a few fangs in my time,” I observed with a wink at storm trooper #1.  

“Perhaps the name was a hint that I ought to be working at IKEA.” 

Getting the joke, Bill chuckled.  “Manager—I’m sure.”   

Nora was looking at both Bill and me as if we were adolescents.   

“Shut the fuck up,” came the voice of storm trooper #2. 

I rolled my eyes again.  I was already slightly pissed that storm trooper #1 had a gun 

trained on my chest.  The little red light marking its target lay over my heart—dead over it.  It 

was annoying and fucking insulting—to tell the truth!  After all, if I wanted to, I could dodge 

a single shooter, even at this range.   
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It was the twenty in the bus that was following us that I figured I would have the 

trouble with.  I inhaled deeply.  Between our vehicle, the bus, and one other SUV that was 

leading our little convoy, I smelled thirty-two Authority soldiers—mostly vampires, though 

there were a couple of Weres in the mix, too.   

Was I dumb enough to let myself fall for a fairy-human hybrid who didn’t want me?  

Yeah.  

Was I dumb enough to go up against thirty-two soldiers—none of whom would lose 

any sleep if I was no more?  No.  A vampire had the draw the “stupid line” somewhere.  I 

might be in a clusterfuck now, but—at least—I was still alive inside of that clusterfuck, and 

that was something to build from. 

I took a look at Bill.  Since I’d met the Southern “gentleman,” I’d had a range of 

emotions about him—most of which were negative.  Lately, however, Bill had managed to 

pull himself mostly out of the “douche” column and land himself into the “almost trusted 

associate” column.  I just hoped that Bill would stay there and not prove himself a douche 

once again by succumbing to the torture we were about to face.   

Unfortunately, the jury was still out on Bill, but—if I had to bet—I would bet on him 

not being a douche.  

Fingers crossed. 

Bill had matured much over the years—not that his psychotic maker had helped with 

that at all.   

However, Bill had withstood Lorena and come out alive at the other end.  And he’d 

retained some sanity and honor to boot, and for that, I had to respect him—at least to a 
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certain extent.  After our first meeting at Pam’s brothel near the turn of the previous 

century, I had been tempted to end the young vampire’s life. 

Hell—knowing Lorena even casually, I figured it would have been a mercy to any 

child of hers to grant him or her the true death. 

But, even then, I’d admired the young vampire’s loyalty and strength.  And there had 

been something in Bill’s eyes that had betrayed his misery.  Perhaps, I had let Bill live out of 

the hope that he could find the strength to kill his maker.  After all, that would have done 

the vampire community a huge favor.   

But that was not to be. 

I couldn’t help but to feel a pang of guilt as I thought about how I’d invited Lorena to 

“the rodeo”—so to speak—in Dallas.  And Bill’s deranged maker had caused Sookie pain 

before my beloved managed to kill her.  I’d not intended for Sookie to be harmed—at least, 

not beyond being disentangled from Compton—but it had happened anyway.  

I knew firsthand that intention and consequence didn’t always match up. 

After all, I’d not intended to fall in love with a fairy-human hybrid either, but here I 

was.     

I closed my eyes.  Said fairy-human was still the same—still alive, though clearly still 

hurting.   

I shook my head to try to clear it.   

It had been eighty years after that night at Pam’s establishment that I had next heard 

anything about Bill Compton.  I’d been in the court of Sophie-Anne Leclerq, attending one 

of her useless, insipid functions.  I almost groaned, remembering how the queen had been 
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into Scrabble at the time.  My ex-queen had been amused when Bill had asked to be in her 

court, mostly because of a longtime feud she’d had with Lorena, which had started over the 

King of Idaho, or had it been Iowa?  I hadn’t given a fuck then, and I still didn’t give a fuck. 

Sophie-Anne had gone on and on about how Bill had been able to manipulate 

Lorena so that he could gain his freedom.  He’d managed to convince her that the only way 

they could truly be together as “soul mates” was if she freed him.  The fact that she’d had to 

keep him in a silver coffin for the last two years that they were together—just so that he 

wouldn’t meet the sun, despite her maker’s command that he not—was a testament to both 

Bill’s desire and commitment to get away from her.  Yes—I thought—Bill could withstand the 

torture of the Authority.  He’d been through worse.   

I looked at Nora once more.  Fear and desperation flashed into her eyes as she 

looked at the back door of the transport as if she wanted to make a suicidal attempt to 

escape.  Her fear—I understood.  But I wondered for a moment where the desperation was 

coming from.  When she looked back my way, her expression was—for lack of a better 

word—troubled.  Was she concerned that she might fold under torture in order to protect 

me?  With my eyes, I 

begged her not to, but I 

realized that I was no 

longer sure about her, 

and that uncertainty 

surprised me.   
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The transport pulled up in front of a warehouse that looked abandoned.  From the 

smell of the twelve Weres 

and vampires patrolling the 

building, I knew better.   

After being 

unceremoniously removed 

from the vehicle, I took in 

the area before being led 

inside.  Nope—there would 

be no fucking escape from 

here.  I sighed.  Instead of 

escape, I would have to use all the guile I’d learned during my thousand years of life to even 

stand a chance of getting out of this place alive.  

 

As we walked further into the warehouse, I registered that Nora was speaking to a 

lovely vampire, whom she called Salome.   

I knew of Salome—both from myth and a bit from my sister. 
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Even as Nora assured the vampiress that she would never betray the Authority and 

that Bill and I could be valuable if we were kept alive, I got a sinking feeling in the pit of my 

stomach. 

 

“Salo-fucking-me!” I thought to myself, even as I put a fucking clamp on my 

expression.  This was just fucking great!  If 

Salome were there, that would mean that the 

Guardian himself was there too.  Yep—our 

chances of being dealt the true death had just 

risen about tenfold. 

After turning away from Nora, Salome, 

who was rumored to have seduced over 10,000 

humans and vampires, turned her attention 
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onto Bill and myself.  After looking at her more closely, I figured that the number of her 

“victims” was probably an underestimation—a gross one.   

“Mr. Northman,” Salome addressed me, “you’re taller than I had expected.” 

I kept my tone light, “I get that a lot.” 

“Ah, life is full of surprises.  Isn’t it?” 

Salome remarked. 

“Indeed,” I thought to myself, even as I 

wondered how long it would take for the 

vampiress in front of me to try to seduce me.  I 

figured that her seduction would come on the 

heels of my torture—if I were still alive after that.  

The only question was:  Would I take her up on it?  

I didn’t want to—for a variety of reasons.  But I 

might have to—for more pressing reasons. 

Such as staying the 

fuck alive!  

I tapped into my 

bond with Sookie.   

Nora was denying 

her betrayal again when I 

felt an especially powerful 
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jolt of fear from Sookie.  I flinched just as Nora was slapped by Salome; Bill gave me a look 

that told me to calm the fuck down.   

 

With difficulty, I managed to school my features again.  I assessed Sookie more fully.  

Despite that jolt, I knew that she was not in grave danger or in physical pain.  It was clear 

that both Salome and Bill thought that my reaction was from Nora being slapped, and I 

realized that I would be able to use that misperception—when the time was right.     

However, I’d have to be careful not to overplay my hand.  I gave Bill a little nod to let 

him know that I was in control of my emotions.   

Salome led us to an elevator and used her bloody thumbprint to clear security before 

leading us into a room she called “reception.”  Actually, as I looked around the room, it 

seemed more like a cross between a set-piece from Men in Black and a cheesy office 

building from the 1960’s.   
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I looked at the walls and noticed several portraits of the current Guardian, one of 

which looked to have been painted by a Flemish master—no make that an Italian master, 

given the light used in the piece.  I’d wager on Caravaggio, probably around 1609 or so—

right around the time that he was painting Salome with the Head of John the Baptist.  Yep—

that would definitely fit.  “Well,” I thought to myself, “at least the pair—Salome and 

Roman—had verve.”     

From “reception,” 

we were taken down to an 

impressive row of silver-

lined cells.  I couldn’t help 

but to notice that the 

guards were roughest on 

Nora—likely a display designed to get another rise out of me.   
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After being pushed into my own cell, I sat down heavily onto the most uncomfortable 

“bed” I’d ever been on throughout my thousand years, and I’d been alive since before there 

were beds!   

“They must make these purposely uncomfortable,” I remarked, talking to no one in 

particular.  Still, I lay down and let my mind move to Sookie so that I could feel her fully. 

 

Resolve.  Hope.  Planning.   

With difficulty, I stopped myself from getting an erection.  If my Sookie—okay, not 

mine—was planning, then that meant that she was looking hot as hell in that moment.  Her 

bottom lip was probably being bitten.  Her eyebrows were probably brought together just so.  

Her eyes were probably alit with whatever idea her clever mind was churning around.  Yes.  I 

had to work very hard to not get hard at the thought of Sookie in “planning mode.”  

More importantly, her emotions meant that Sookie was safe; in fact, her fear was 

almost completely gone now.  I couldn’t help but to be bolstered a bit.     
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“So—any ideas?” I asked from my reclined position. 

“Not really,” Bill 

answered, looking around 

the cell for a way out.  I 

could have already told him 

that there would be none.  

“Shhh,” Nora 

sounded. 

I wanted to roll my 

eyes.  Of course, I knew “they” were fucking listening! 

An eerie voice stopped me from teasing my sister.   

“A little different on this side of the bars—isn’t it, Nora?” the voice asked. 

“A friend of yours?” I asked. 
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“Nigel Beckford,” the little man introduced himself. 

Right after Nora had informed us 

that Beckford had a propensity for eating 

babies, a voice over an intercom welcomed 

us.  I tuned out the almost sing-songy 

voice as I checked in on Sookie.  She was 

still okay. 

Bill was insisting on Nora’s 

innocence, saying that she was his 

prisoner.  I knew that no one would buy 

that lie, but at least it gave us all a story to 

stick to.   

The voice reminded us of the 

people who were trying to help Bill 

and me to leave the state.  He asked 

where we were heading, and I had to 

stop myself from snarking out 

“IKEA.” 

Instead I answered with the 

truth, “No idea.”   
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Again Bill was trying to be gallant, as he asked for Nora and my release.  I had to 

hand it to the Civil War veteran.  He did have balls.  Bill insisted that Nora and I were 

following his “royal” orders. 

Of course, the voice knew that Bill was lying.  And, 

of course, that meant that “Phase One” of the torture was 

about to begin.   

I sighed as baby-eater Nigel yelled out, “Uh—you 

just fucked us!” 

Well—I thought with some satisfaction—at least one 

person in the cells would deserve being tortured that night. 

Nora was already scrambling to protect her body.  

“The U.V.’s!” she cried anticipating the pain.   

I knew that the pain was coming too.  And when it did come, it reminded me of the 

pain I’d felt as I’d burned alongside Russell Edgington in the sun.     

 

Yes—torture did always hurt.   
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That was torture’s job, after all.  To hurt. 

I sank to my knees and, by instinct, I drew my coat over my face to try to protect my 

exposed skin.  But even as I did that, an image of Sookie came into my mind; she was 

dragging me into Fangtasia―dragging me to safety.   

Gods, I loved her. 

The U.V. light was shut off for a moment, but not long enough to allow for any 

healing.  No—I knew that the temporary reprieve was designed just so that we would 

anticipate the next burst of U.V. light.  The second one lasted longer and, therefore, “hurt” 

more.   

But I didn’t feel the pain.  Instead I took myself into the sun voluntarily and 

remembered myself swimming in the little lake near Sookie’s home.   

Yes—torture could be a bitch, but because I would always now associate the sun with 

the moment I’d seen Sookie’s hair glistening in its light even as I’d felt its heat warming the 

water, the sun would never be able to harm me again.   

Not really.   
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Chapter 9: Enhanced 

Interrogation Techniques 

 

 A thousand years had taught me many things about interrogation by torture.  I’d 

been on both ends of the spectrum—the torturer and the tortured.  I’d also observed others 

performing torture.  By watching Godric’s work, I’d literally learned from the best—so to 

speak. 

 There were six rules when it came to effective torture—or “enhanced interrogation 

techniques” as George W. Bush had so amusingly called them.      

 Rule one about torture was that the torturer always hurt the torture-ee.  Always.  Even 

if the one being tortured started singing like a canary before the first infliction of pain, 

there was no way to avoid what was coming.   
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Simply put, if you talked too soon, your captor would think you knew more or were 

lying.  Moreover, once someone bothered to set up a scene like the one I found myself in 

right then—tied down to a chair with a tube attached to my arm and a purposely menacing-

looking machine holding some kind of liquid silver—the torturer was going to use it.  

 

 It would be a damned waste not to!     

 Plus, premature squealers were such a disappointment that they deserved a little 

pain—even in the unlikely event that they’d already spilled their whole story.   

  Rule two was that the torture would never kill you—not unless your torturers were 

inept or inexperienced.  And as Salome got herself comfortable and gave me a look that 

bounced back and forth between compassion and intrigue, I knew that I was working with a 

torturer who was very, very practiced.  There were many kinds of torturers; the best always 

threw a little seductiveness into the process.  Indeed, if I had to be tortured, having it done 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c9-14.jpg


 
125 

by Salome would at least make it tolerable.  It would be a story for the grandkids—so to 

speak.      

 Though it wasn’t as much comfort as one might think, I knew that Salome was not 

there to kill me; that option wouldn’t be on the table unless the Authority members felt that 

I had nothing more to tell them—and nothing of value to offer them.  Torture was designed 

to break a person—not to kill him or her.  If the Guardian truly wanted me dead, I would 

already be that way.  Hell—there had been garbage bags full of Nan in plain sight when Bill 

and I were apprehended!  And why kill the others on the dock, but not Nora, Bill, and 

myself?  The answer was clear:  The Guardian didn’t want us dead—not yet at least.  No—

Roman still felt there was information to be gotten, and he’d sent his best asset—the 

vampiress who had been his consort for approximately 700 years—to get that information 

from me.   

 

 I was flattered. 
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 Rule three about torture was that once a person began to talk, he or she would end up 

saying everything.  Most thought that they could give a little snippet of information—just 

enough to get them off the hook or to stop the pain.  But that was a misconception.  That 

little piece of information was the opening that every good torturer looked for.  The trick—

then—to not giving away any information was to think about the worst thing that could be 

betrayed.  In my case, that was easy.  I was currently checking on that “worst” thing—

Sookie—even as I studied Salome.   

 I knew what would happen to my once-bonded if the Authority learned about her.  

And it wasn’t “pretty” knowledge.  No.  If I said one thing—just one—it would eventually lead 

to my saying all, and I would literally spill my guts about Sookie.  And that could not 

happen—would not happen.   

No—there was never an “in between” with torture.  Once a person broke, there was 

no going back.   

None.      

 Rule four about torture was that the information one got during physical coercion was 

often fabrication, and every torturer worth his or her mettle knew this.  That’s why—over the 

years—I had discovered that there were other ways, better ways, to go about getting 

information.  Psychological torture was much more effective than physical—if one had the 

time to set it up properly.    

 Take Lafayette Reynolds, for instance.  When I had caught Sookie’s friend red-

handed selling V, I’d initially had two options.  I could have glamoured the man so that he 

would never sell V or take V again, or I could have simply killed him.  Most sheriffs would 
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have chosen the latter option—an option that was “encouraged” by the Authority.  But the 

appearance and attitude of Mr. Reynolds had amused me from the start.  One didn’t often 

find flamboyant openly gay black men in backwoods Louisiana, so I had planned to simply 

glamour the man.   

 That is—until I smelled that the blood in Lafayette’s possession belonged to a 

missing vampire in my area.  The blood was from a useless, sniveling vampire who should 

never have been made, but it was still my responsibility to find out what had happened to 

him.   

 Glamour produced no clear answers from Lafayette, and since the man worked with 

Sookie, I knew that I could not use her gift to get the information I needed—though I would 

have asked for her assistance otherwise.  I had to fight to hold back a little smile.  My 

Sookie—okay, not mine—was like an anti-torture device.  She could find out information 

using her gift, and that negated the need for physical interrogation.  But she would have 

never betrayed her friend—even if that had meant lying to me.  So I’d had to use more 

“conventional” methods—at least conventional for me. 

 However, I’d not wanted to torture Lafayette physically.  No—I’d done far worse than 

to break his body.  Leaving him chained up in the dank basement for days had been well on 

its way to breaking his spirit.  Then, once I had allowed Lafayette to witness me literally 

ripping apart one of the arsonists who had burned Malcolm’s nest, he had truly become 

terrified.  A few love-bites from Pam, Chow, and me had sealed the deal—so to speak—and I 

had learned that Lafayette had been trying to protect Jason Stackhouse, whom Lafayette 

suspected had been involved in the vampire’s disappearance.  Lafayette’s being shot was 
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because of Ginger’s ineptitude.  But things had turned out well enough in the end.  Yes—I 

was glad that I’d not killed Lafayette.  He had been useful and amusing.    

 A great argument for his continued existence.    

 I once more hoped that it had been Lafayette whom Pam had turned.   

 

 I sighed and looked over at Salome.  She’d been staring at me for a good five 

minutes―saying nothing, doing nothing, barely moving.  I’d used this technique before, 

and I couldn’t help but to wish that she’d just get a move on.  It wasn’t as if a thousand-year-

old Viking vampire was going to cave from a stare-down! 

 In fact, her behavior bordered on insulting, which—come to think of it—was her 

likely purpose for it.   

 I used the continued silence to check Sookie through our bond again.  She was 

apprehensive, but otherwise okay.  I steeled myself.  Bonded only once, she would not feel 

the pain I was about to endure, and that was a blessing—for us both.      

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c9-2.jpg


 
129 

 

 “It’s wonderful to be a vampire, isn’t it?” Salome finally spoke.   

 I almost rolled my eyes.  Ah—Salome was going to try to be a “good cop” as she 

worked.   

“Generally, yes,” I intoned.  “Right now?  Not so much.” 

 

 She looked at me seductively.  I admired her skill to be convincing in her role.  

 She spoke, “If you give me your full cooperation, not only will we not need the silver, 

but you—you’ll leave here a free man.  Unfortunately, I cannot say the same for your—um—

your accomplice,” she paused, “Nora.” 

 I had been right.  Salome would be trying to use Nora to get to me.  I knew that my 

sister would also be facing pain, but there was nothing I could do for her other than to keep 

my mouth shut.  My talking would only hurt her and lead to worse things for us all.   

 I smirked, “She won’t leave here ‘a free man?’”   
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 Salome let out a little laugh, but I could tell she didn’t mean it.  That was good—

actually.  I had spent a millennium enjoying being a smartass whenever I could.  Indeed, 

Pam had learned from the best.   

I realized in that moment that “sarcastic, smartass Eric” would be the perfect part of 

myself to stick with during my session with 

Salome, for it obviously flustered her to a 

certain extent.  Her frustration only became 

clearer with her next words.   

 “Her betrayal was unforgiveable; she met 

the true death,” Salome reported, as if she was 

sorry about it. 

 I thought of many things in the split second that followed.  Rule number five of 

torture was that the torturer never told the truth, so I knew that Nora was not dead.  However, 
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I also knew something else.  Someone being tortured could have an active role—rather than 

just be a passive participant—in the process.   

And I’d always preferred to be active.     

 I was certain that Salome had seen my flinch the previous night when she’d slapped 

Nora.  Of course, she couldn’t have known that my reaction was coincidental; I’d felt a 

strong jolt of fear from my bonded at that moment.  If that had not been the case, then I 

would have been able to hold my countenance steady.   

I intuited that it was now time to use Salome’s misconception to my advantage.  Even 

though it was likely “wrong,” I determined that I would pretend that Nora was the most 

important being in my un-dead life.  That would keep Salome from trying to find something 

or someone that she could use to get a real reaction 

out of me.   

 That decision made, I “reacted” subtly to the 

mention of Nora’s supposed death—in order to 

pull some strings of my own.  If I was lucky, Salome 

would assume that Nora and I were merely lovers.  

If I was very lucky, Salome might somehow already 

know that Nora and I were related through Godric.  

That connection would explain Nora’s motivation 

for helping me better than anything else.  And it 

might even get Nora off the hook.  She’d be expelled from the Authority—no doubt—but 
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she’d likely be able to keep her undead life.  But, of course, I couldn’t be the source of that 

information.   

 Salome was waiting for her opening, and she was certain she’d just found it—in my 

“agitation” over Nora being “dead.”  She moved closer.  The compassion was back in her 

eyes and in her voice.  “I know this must pain you.”  She paused.  “I’m sorry.”  Another pause.  

“But you must understand that noncooperation will not be tolerated.”  

 

 I figured that Salome would strike while she thought I was vulnerable with emotion, 

so I knew what was coming next:  a question I wouldn’t answer and then the beginning of 

the physical pain.  One had to admire Salome’s grace in going through the choreography, 

however. 

 “Now,” she asked, “was it you or Mr. Compton who murdered Nan Flanagan?” 

 There were so many things that I could have said in that moment.  I could have 

reminded Salome that the Authority was most likely ecstatic that Nan had been eliminated.  
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Nan’s feeding habits did not work well with the image she was trying to portray, and she was 

too visible.  A scandal involving Nan would have been very damaging to the AVL, which was 

Roman’s brainchild and pet-project.  Plus, Nan was a bitch.  She wouldn’t be missed.   

I could have told Salome that I’d wished to hell it would have been me who had killed 

Nan.  I could have said that I’d been relegated to storm trooper duty while the king got the 

honor.  I could have said a great many things, but I decided to go back to the sarcasm. 

 “Nan Flanagan is dead?” I asked, making sure I added a twinkle to my eye, just to 

increase Salome’s 

consternation.  

Indeed―I 

thought―torture 

didn’t have to be all 

bad.  Salome’s 

reaction was amusing.   

 Salome stood 

up, turned her back to 

me, and started up 

the silver drip with a 

flourish.  Again, I had 

to admire her panache.   
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 Of course, the silver hurt like hell.  Injecting it into the 

blood was certainly more painful than having it applied to 

the body, but pain was all relative.  Godric had taught me 

long ago to have my distraction ready—ready before the first 

pain was inflicted.  The moment I’d seen that it was silver to 

be used, I’d known what my distraction was going to be.   

 Even as the silver jetted into my arm and burned my 

blood, I thought of Sookie placing silver over my body 

because she loved me—because she wanted to protect me 

from the necromancer.  That too had hurt, maybe not quite 

as bad as what I was facing 

now, but it had hurt.  

Significantly, Sookie had 

stayed with me all day and 

had even helped to hold me 

down when the witch had 

begun her spell.  She’d cared 

for me.  She’d spent that day 

in the cubby just talking to 

me and holding me.  She’d 

reminded me that she’d seen me under silver before—when I was willing to give up my life 
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for Godric and her.  After a while, the pain of the silver had been nothing compared to the 

sound of Sookie’s soothing voice and the feeling of her body lying against mine.  

  But the best part of the day had been when Sookie had drifted off into a nap for 

about fifteen minutes.  Her breathing had evened out and her heartbeat had slowed and 

strengthened.  In her sleep, she had snuggled into my cold body like it was the most 

comfortable pillow in the world.  She had sighed in contentment and then drooled onto my 

shirt.   

It had been beautiful.     

 A memory could be a powerful thing, and my memory of that day—and that silver—

was the perfect distraction to my current pain.   

 

 

 About an hour later, I had received about half of the silver in the canister.  The 

questioning had continued, and Salome was really quite gifted in the way she combined 
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compassion, seduction, righteous indignation, understanding, and anger into the session.  I 

had learned a few tricks by watching her.  She wasn’t up to snuff compared to Godric in his 

heyday, but she was certainly above average.  I would give her an A-, no a B+.   

Of course, I had continued to play the smartass whenever I wanted to fluster her.  

And I’d looked adequately “upset” every time Salome had told me that Nora was dead or 

dying or in pain.  I was putting on a lovely performance—if I did say so myself.  The pain 

had sucked—certainly—but my body was holding up nicely.   

Unexpectedly, Salome’s questions had quickly moved from Nan to the Sanguinistas, 

a group which I knew was trying to undermine the Guardian and reinstate the Vampire 

Bible as the ultimate Authoritative Law for vampires.  In short, they wanted to supplant the 

Authority and go back to the “good old days” when humans were seen as mere cattle.  They 

literally wanted to “rule the world” and to turn humans into slaves, breeding the best of 

them for blood.  It was a barbaric idea, and even though I had little time for humans for the 

most part, I had even less time for radical fanatics, who had probably watched The Matrix as 

if it were a field-guide for controlling humanity.   

No—I had very little tolerance for radicals.  I’d learned during my long life that 

balance was key.  Humanity and vampires needed to negotiate a balance of power that would 

work for both groups.  And then Weres could be brought in, and a new balance would be 

established in time.  I knew that one group having all the control would lead to 

unacceptable unrest for the others.  And that would make war inevitable, and war was bad 

for business.  Oh—it was fun to pull out the ol’ sword every once in a while and play, but true 

war was no fun at all. 
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The “Viking Way” had stuck with me over the years; it was based on sound logic, after 

all.  Raid when you had to in order to take what you needed or eliminate enemies before 

they could mount an attack against you.  After raiding, get the fuck out and disappear into 

the night.  Use the resources you’d taken from the raid to bolster your own defenses so that 

no one could get the upper hand on you.  And, most importantly of all, don’t get fucking 

greedy!   

Greed for territory stretched one’s resources too thin.  Greed for materials made one 

forget that family and honor were paramount.  Greed for pleasure made one get sloppy and 

slow.  Greed for power led to having a bigger target put on your own back.   

By my estimation, the Sanguinistas were too fucking greedy, and—clearly—the 

Guardian was legitimately worried about them.  But why would he think Bill and I were a part 

of that?  He had to suspect that Nora was a Sanguinista, but unless my sister had changed 

much over the years, I didn’t think she could be.  Sure—she hated anything she viewed as 

unjust; however, she’d never been particularly radical.  Plus, she’d taken her concern for 

humanity even into her undead life.     

However, it was possible, that Nora was sympathetic to some of the Sanguinistas’ 

ideas.  I knew that she believed in Lilith and saw the supposed-first vampire as a figure to 

try to emulate in many ways.  She also believed that the creator—God—was a vampire.  And 

she was quite spiritual in her own way; Godric had been the same way. 

There was something else to consider, too.  In her grief following Godric’s death, 

could have an adrift Nora been manipulated into becoming a radical Sanguinista?  Keeping 
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my personal feelings about my sister out of the equation, I let my mind examine that 

possibility from all angles.   

Unlike her and Godric, I had never been one to dwell on the mystical.  I was too 

practical for that.  Plus, even after a thousand years, I still liked the Viking version of things 

best.  Yes—I thought—if there was a god, he or she was sure to be a Viking.  And I was still 

holding out a little hope for Valhalla, too.  Indeed, that version of the afterlife had always 

sounded fucking amazing to me!   

I closed my eyes as Salome paced the room.  Yes.  Valhalla would be splendid.  Only 

men and women of honor would end up there.  I pictured Sookie before me in a white, 

flowing gown—with the light of the sun and purple flowers in her hair.  If there was a god 

who was benevolent enough to provide an afterlife, I hoped this would be mine.   

As Salome resettled herself on top of the little table and tried another stare-down, I 

once more checked on the object of my fantasy.  Her emotions had returned to sorrow, but 

she was steady and calm.  I was relieved.   

I examined my torturer.  She had not covered her own worries as well as she may 

have wanted to.  She had let on that Roman was concerned about the rise of the Sanguinista 

movement, and I knew that I could use that, for I had an ace in the hole:  Russell Edgington. 

Russell could become the Sanguinista poster boy, after all.  And he was older than 

any member of the Authority as far as I knew.  The threat of a crazed Russell running 

around might just get Bill and me out of this mess if we played our cards right.  Bill and I 

would make excellent bait to draw Russell out, and then, if the Authority didn’t fuck things 
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up, we could kill Russell once he came out into the open—hopefully before he was back at 

full strength.   

Killing Russell would accomplish two positive things in my eyes.  First, it would 

ingratiate Bill and me to the Authority; they would owe us one.  Hopefully, that “one” would 

be our lives—if we survived Russell, that is.  But, more importantly, if Russell were dead, then 

that would mean he couldn’t harm Sookie.     

Salome broke the silence she’d been holding for the last few minutes—ever since 

she’d asked me a question about the Sanguinistas, and I’d asked her if that was a new Latin 

boy-band.  Salome had not taken that comment so well, so I had gotten the silent treatment 

for a while.   

Her voice dripped with false 

concern.  “I’m afraid Mr. Compton doesn’t 

have your backbone.  He’s been freed.  And 

in return for his cooperation, he’ll be 

reinstated as king.  In light of that, is 

there—is there anything you’d like to say?”   

Again, there was a lot I could say.  I 

could say that if Bill really had told them 

everything he knew and had compromised 

Sookie, hell itself wouldn’t stop my sword from taking Bill’s head.  I could say that the color 

Salome was wearing was not that flattering, but that her breasts looked nice nonetheless.  I 
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could say that the new silver technique they were using was the best I’d ever experienced, 

and I could ask for its “recipe.”  

But I settled for something classic 

and classy.  “Long live the king.” 

I almost chuckled at the 

predictability of Salome’s reaction.  Yep—

time for more silver.   

Before the pain even hit my body, I 

was already back into my distraction.  The 

silver still stung like a son of a bitch, of course, but the memory of Sookie’s tender touch 

easily negated that pain.   

 

Yes.  There were six rules of effective torture.  Number six?  Never let the one you are 

torturing take the upper hand.   

Sadly for Salome, she seemed to know only the first five rules.    
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Chapter 10:  Masochism  

 

 I was dragged back to my uncomfortable “bed” after Salome had pumped the last of 

the silver into my arm.  After a round of the U.V. light for no other reason than good 

measure, I was left alone to listen to the disturbed ramblings of Nigel.  But I worked to stay 

both alert to and disconnected from my surroundings.  It was a talent to do so, but I was 

good at it.   

 As Nigel droned on and on about the infants themselves being to blame for his 

attraction to their blood, I concentrated on my own blood within Sookie.  She seemed more 

concerned than anything else—almost as if she was looking for something.  I wondered—just 

for a moment—if it might be me.  Underneath all of her other emotions, after all, I 

continued to feel her longing―her discontent.  And I knew that was the bond pulling at her; 
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her resistance to it would only make her more and more miserable.  Hell—if it made her 

even half as miserable as it was making me, then she was in for a hell of a breakdown soon.   

 Of course, there was a part of me that welcomed that misery.  Perhaps I was a 

masochist.      

 I sighed.  However much I wanted to feel our bond—even if it were just to experience 

the ache of it—I didn’t want Sookie to feel any more pain.  I wished that I could take it all 

away from her like a white knight in a fairy tale, but I was not her desired hero.  It was, 

perhaps, my destiny to be the villain in her story.   

Despite that, I checked our bond again.  And—again—I felt Sookie’s almost 

desperate need to search for and to find something.  I knew that, no matter what she was 

looking for, it wouldn’t help her find what she truly needed.  Her blood called to me, as mine 

called to her now.  Until our bond faded—if it ever did, given the fact that she was a fairy—

we would both always be “missing” something.  However, she had no idea what that 

“something” was.  Of course, if I met the true death—as I could very well do soon—then 

she’d be off the hook after about a week of unexplained illness; she’d probably think it was 

the flu.   

I gave my head a rueful shake and kept monitoring my bonded as Nigel continued 

rambling.  For a moment, I contemplated trying to escape—rattling some cages—just so that 

the U.V. lights would be used and Nigel would shut the fuck up.  
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  Ten minutes later, I registered that Bill was being returned to his cell.  Like me, he 

too was deposited unceremoniously into his cell.  And then there was another “obligatory” 

blast of the U.V. light. 

 Of course, I was ready for it and had already slipped into my handy Sookie-laced 

distraction.  If I were a lesser vampire, I might feel ashamed of using the woman who had 

spurned me as my go-to fantasy to overcome the pain of being tortured.  But I was too 

practical for that.  Before she’d rejected me, I’d always intended to use Sookie for all of my 

needs―fantasy or not.  And she was definitely handy for a distraction, even if that 

distraction did hurt my heart just as much—no more—than the torture hurt my body.   

 “I truly wonder if I’m becoming masochistic,” I remarked out loud to no one in 

particular.  

 “Why?” came Bill’s voice.  “Did you enjoy being tortured this evening as much as I 

did?” 
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 I chuckled at the sarcasm in Bill’s voice. 

 “I was told you had no backbone and dripped information like a leaky faucet,” I 

reported. 

 “Yes,” Bill returned, “And apparently, you turned on me within the first five minutes 

of interrogation.  Really, Eric, I thought so much more highly of you before I learned that.”   

 “Yes,” I observed.  “I did rat you out rather quickly.  And soon I will be living the good 

life—free to roam the earth for another thousand years.  The Authority has also given me a 

harem of virgins for all the information I have given them.” 

 “Ah,” Bill answered sarcastically.  “Only a harem?  I was offered all the virgins in 

Louisiana.” 

 “Damn!” I snarked.  “I should have held out for more.  Then again, are we really sure 

how many virgins there are left in Louisiana?   I will take the surer thing.” 

 The two of us shared a chuckle.   

 A few minutes later, Bill looked over at me, his expression serious, “You okay?” 

 “Nothing that a hundred-year vacation encased in cement wouldn’t cure,” I 

responded.  My tone was light, but my eyes held much meaning in them.    

 Bill’s eyebrow rose, and I gave my ex-monarch an almost-imperceptible nod.  I knew 

that my words might seem strange to those who were certainly listening in, but those 

individuals would be unable to decipher my words as anything other than sarcasm.  And 

Bill—hopefully—would understand them. 

 After a moment, the Civil War veteran nodded back, and I knew that he had, indeed, 

apprehended what we were really talking about. 
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 Bill spoke jokingly though his eyes held no mirth.  “Do not give them any ideas, Eric.  

I would not want to find myself buried in cement tomorrow evening.  Why the chaffing alone 

would be quite unpleasant.” 

 “You’re right, and I imagine it would be difficult to get cement out of one’s hair,” I 

remarked casually.  “Plus, cement would not hold us for long, and then our tormentors would 

have to come up with another plan anyway.” 

 Bill’s eyes flashed with fear for a second, and I knew that the younger vampire had 

understood my message.  Russell had escaped.  I just hoped that Bill would have the 

presence of mind to help me to make sure that we could use that knowledge to our 

advantage.  From the determined look in Bill’s eyes, I decided that I should trust my 

erstwhile monarch. 

 “Where’s Nora?” Bill asked a few minutes later, though his voice didn’t betray any 

concern.   

 “Well,” I said calmly, “I was told that she was killed, I was told that she was being 

tortured, I was told that she was being flayed alive, I was told that she’d confessed that we 

were all Sanguinistas and then had been let go, I was told that she was a spy sent to 

infiltrate our kingdom, and I was told that she was the Energizer bunny.  I am not sure 

which one to believe.” 

 Bill chuckled.  “I was told all that as well—except I believe it was the Easter Bunny.” 

 We looked at each other and said at the same time, “Bunnicula!”  We both laughed.   

 “Very amusing,” a voice came from the intercom above us. 
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 “Ah, Dieter Braun,” Bill said into the air, making gestures toward the intercom and 

then me.  “Mr. Braun, I do not know if you have met my sheriff, Eric Northman of Area 5.  

Eric, this is Dieter Braun, my tormenter for the evening.” 

 “Guten Abend,” I spoke toward the intercom receiver as I bowed my head a little.  

“Perhaps I will have the honor of your interrogation tomorrow.  Salome was a lovely 

companion tonight, but I like a little diversity.” 

 With that, another wave of U.V. light struck us.   

 After taking a few minutes to recover, Bill and I looked at each other and laughed 

again. 

 “Apparently we are both masochists now,” Bill remarked.   

 “Well, I hear it is catching.” 

“Obviously.” 

“And it is a convenient time for it,” I replied. 

 Bill lifted his eyebrow in question.  “Convenient?” 

 “Yes—since we are in a building full of sadistic bastards with twitchy trigger fingers 

when it comes to U.V. light and liquid silver.” 

 There was another blast of the light. 

 After a few more minutes, Bill spoke.  “Yes—very convenient.” 

 Again, Bill and I laughed heartily. 

 Nigel whimpered from the corner of his bed.  “And I am called the insane one?” 

 Bill and I laughed harder.   
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 Thirty minutes later, a group of storm troopers came to collect Bill and me.  Black 

hoods were draped over our heads, and our hands were cuffed in front of us with silver 

chains.  Luckily, those chains had been encased in rubber so that the silver did not sear our 

skin.  Still they could not be broken through. 

 I knew that, as we were led down a series of corridors that could best be described as 

a maze, it could mean only one thing: it was time to see the Guardian.  In truth, this step was 

happening sooner than I had thought it would, and that meant that the Authority must truly 

be afraid of imminent action by the Sanguinistas, which played perfectly into my plans.  I 

just hoped that Bill would be ready to play his part.   

 

      I had never met Roman Zimojic before, but Godric had. 

 After the new Guardian had been named in 1506, Godric had told me all that he 

knew about him.  Roman was powerful and ambitious—as well as egotistical.  And Godric 

had both liked and disliked the new Guardian. 

   He’d liked that Roman had always had a “vision,” and that vision was to make sure 

that vampires could have the best lives possible.  Over time, Roman had conceptualized “the 

mainstream movement.”  Godric had been much more overtly supportive of Roman’s plan 

to mainstream, whereas I had been ambivalent.  However, I had invested heavily in the 

creation of TruBlood and had made a small fortune off of it.  Of course, that was just good 

business.  
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 Whether vampires came “out of the coffin” or not, I had known that I’d do fine.  I 

had always been adaptable and ready to change when need be.  I was also patient enough to 

let the world change around me when that was the best move.   

I had made many fortunes over the years, so when mainstreaming had become 

inevitable, I’d prepared myself for it just like I’d prepared myself for other evolutions 

throughout time.  I’d prepared like a businessman, but I’d kept my sword sharp just in case. 

I’d had Fangtasia ready to open one night after the Great Reveal.  After all, human-

vampire relations ventures like my club were “new” and, therefore, interesting to me; 

however, I would have found other things to occupy my time if vampires had remained 

concealed.  I always had. 

 Roman had been a visionary—and a practical one too.  And for that, I admired him.  

He had understood that vampires would not be able to remain concealed due to the 

advances in human technology.  Hell—the Guardian had foreseen those advances more 

than fifty years before when he’d first commissioned the development of a blood substitute. 

 And Roman had been crafty and patient in implementing his plan to reveal vampires 

to humans.  Yes—I could admire the Guardian’s business acumen, just as Godric had always 

done.  Because of Roman’s slow introduction of the concept, very few vampires had resisted 

mainstreaming—at least not until the rise of the Sanguinistas.   

And for the few who did resist it?  Well—Roman was also a ruthless dictator when he 

needed to be. 
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 Despite Roman’s admirable qualities, Godric had disliked him too.  He’d found the 

Guardian to be too arrogant and too quick to kill all of his opposition.  Godric was always 

one to listen to his opposition and try to learn from them.  He’d kill them only if necessary.   

 Roman, on the other hand, could not abide voices that too greatly differed from his 

own. 

 As Guardian, Roman had done much to make the lives of vampires easier, but I 

figured that he still hated true opposition.  He might give lip-service to the notion that he 

would “listen” to the other Chancellors of the Authority, but there were many rumors that he 

always did what he wanted no matter what the others counseled.  Indeed, Nora had hinted to 

that fact more than once. 

 

 Bill and I were led into a room that—based on the air flow—was quite large.  We were 

both forced to our knees, and then our hoods were yanked off.   

 Before that had even happened, 

however, I had smelled Nora.  She was alive, 

and I was glad of it.  I figured that Salome 

would have reported to at least the Guardian 

that I was “susceptible” to my feelings for 

Nora, so once the hood came off, I made 

sure to look at my vampire sister and to show just enough emotion to be noticeable, but not 

enough to be “too” noticeable.   

 I knew that Salome and the others were watching.   
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 I could hear the 

sound of extremely 

expensive Italian leather 

shoes hitting the floor 

behind me.   

 Italian leather 

made such a distinctive sound—especially when it was expensive. 

 The Guardian had good taste. 
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 Chapter 11: Ritual  

 

 Roman walked in from a door behind Bill and me, and though I did not personally 

know the vampire, I knew what power felt like when it walked into a room.  Clearly, Roman 

was powerful.   

 He carried a little box 

in his hands and proceeded to 

conduct a ritual using a claw-

like relic from that box.  I had 

heard of the Ceremony of Lilith 

before, but I’d never seen it.  In truth, I had never had much time for rituals.  Still, I watched 

the proceedings with the curiosity of a thousand-year-old seeing something new.  Bill’s 

wonder at the scene was more overt.  
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 Of course, the whole ritual was a contradiction in my mind.  The fact that the same 

Guardian who so fervently believed in coexistence with humans would conduct a ceremony 

that was designed to connect the members of the Authority with Lilith and the old ways was 

a paradox.  The Sanguinistas held that the Vampire Bible was absolute truth, and they 

believed in the “divinity” of Lilith as God’s daughter.  I’m sure that they, too, had “holy 

relics” like the one Roman was holding, just as I was certain that they conducted similar 

ceremonies.  Yet they were the enemies Roman clearly feared the most.   

 And that—in a nutshell—was why I had never really believed in the efficacy of such 

rituals.  They could be too easily twisted to support the beliefs of almost anyone who wanted 

to utilize them.  At best, that seemed like foolishness to me.  At worst, it was hypocrisy.   

 No—I believed in the power of my hands.  I believed in the quickness of my mind.  I 

believed in the advice from my gut.  And—as of about a week ago—I believed in the power of 

the heart to have the ability to trump all else.  But I did not believe that Lilith’s blood was 

really on the relic in Roman’s hands, and I did not believe that the Authority would be using 

Lilith’s wisdom to deal with Bill and me.   
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 As the ceremony progressed, I noticed that Nora attempted to fall to her knees so 

that she could take part in it as well, and in that moment, I saw her differently than I’d ever 

seen her before.  I saw a fever in her eyes that I’d never witnessed.  I did not know the 

woman I was looking at now. 

 As soon as the ritual was over, Roman immediately took on a businessman persona, 

and I—for one—was grateful for that.  A businessman―I could deal with.   

 “Mr. Compton,” Roman began smoothly, as he strolled back toward the conference 

table.  “Mr. Northman,” he said a little more stiltedly.  I found that interesting.  It meant that 

he understood my strength.  It showed that—in a different circumstance—he knew that he 

might be on his knees in front of me.     

Roman continued, “To meet under these circumstances—it is a shame—one of 

several recent disappointments.”  He glanced back at Nora.  “You think you know somebody.  

You consider them an ally for centuries.  And when they betray you, they won’t even tell you 
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why—no matter how persuasive you can be.”  Roman had been walking over to Nora and 

brought his hand up to touch her cheek almost tenderly.   

I realized, then, that my 

sister had been intimate with 

Roman, but unfortunately, I 

didn’t think that would do her 

much good now.  My theory was 

proven correct as Nora was 

dragged toward the door.  I was glad that I had been allowing agitation to show concerning 

Nora—because I truly felt restless as I watched her being manhandled.  Whether she was a 

radical now or not, she was still my sister, and I cared for her.  I let my agitation show on my 

face and in my movements as she was taken 

from the room yelling out her innocence.   

More and more, I was suspecting that 

she was not innocent, however.  Her guilt 

was like a smell in the air, and I knew that a 

vampire of Roman’s age would sense it too.  

I sighed, figuring that my sister’s days on 

the earth were likely now more numbered 

than my own.   
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 I looked down at the floor and quickly assessed my bond with Sookie.  She too was 

agitated over something, but she was safe.  I let myself “recover” and looked back up at 

Roman. 

 The Guardian was studying me; it was clear that he knew I held great affection for 

Nora, which had been my aim.  However, I also figured that he was unsure about my 

affiliation with her cause.   

 “I’m in a real pickle here, boys,” Roman said.  “According to Nan Flanagan, you,” he 

paused and smiled as he gestured toward Bill and me.  “What is it she liked to call you guys?  

Fuck-up one and fuck-up two.”  

 

 I tuned Roman out for a moment as he gave a listing of Bill and my so-called crimes.  

Frankly, I was offended at being termed ‘fuck-up two.’  I’d have thought that I’d be ‘fuck-up’ 

number one in Nan’s book.  I’d certainly striven to be over the years. 
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 I had to hold in my smirk as Roman complained about the cost of keeping the 

Festival of Tolerance debacle covered up.  Okay—I could agree with that one.  It was a fuck-

up thanks to the necromancer’s “visit.”  Bill should have known better than to hold the 

festival before she was dealt with.   

 I almost rolled my eyes as Roman indicated that Nan was not a great prize, but since 

she was “Authority,” he was going to have to “roll some heads”—so to speak.  The hypocrisy 

disgusted me.  I now understood Godric’s ambivalence regarding Roman.   

 

 Indeed—when the Guardian pontificated, “I am the Authority!” I knew exactly what 

my maker had meant.  Power and arrogance rolled into an expensive suit.  I admired Roman 

and was annoyed by him all at the same time.   

 Roman turned his gaze—which was supposed to be foreboding—onto Bill.  “The true 

death for Northman means the true death for Northman,” he said coldly. 
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 I held in my scoff.  Clearly Roman was pissed off that Bill had failed to follow orders 

and to kill me when I’d been under the witch’s spell.  However, Roman’s main problem was 

Bill’s insubordination—not any concern he had for the “public safety.”  Again, I was 

disgusted by the Authority’s idiocy—their hypocrisy.  Yeah—Bill had been idiot #1 in that 

scenario since he’d contacted Nan out of jealousy more than true concern over my being 

under a spell.  However, Bill had done the right thing in the end.   

And in my estimation, it was the Authority that was mostly to blame.  They’d sent no 

one to offer help or to investigate the situation.  I was a-fucking-thousand years old!  I was a 

powerful and loyal vampire, and I had proven myself a good leader throughout the years.  I 

was an asset to my underlings, my state, and the vampire community at large.  And not even 

one Authority representative had been spared to investigate whether something could be 

done to break the witch’s spell!?!  Ludicrous!  Instead, within a few hours—probably fucking 

minutes, actually—my true death had been ordered.   

 In my estimation that was indicative of short-sightedness on the part of the 

Authority.  I’d always blamed Nan for it; she had despised me, after all.  But now I also 

suspected that Roman was lazy.  But that was now a good thing.  If he was—indeed—lazy, 

then he would want some “help” in dealing with his problems.  And that would work in Bill 

and my favor. 

 I tuned in again as Roman changed his tactic.  He asked Bill if he was a Sanguinista.   

 Bill answered, “I don’t even know what it is.” 
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 I wondered if my king was lying, but frankly, I didn’t care.  It didn’t really matter.  If 

Bill and I lived through this, however, I would have to teach him how to keep his ear to the 

ground a little better so that he could better know what was going on in the vampire world.     

 “Mr. Northman?” Roman asked, now addressing me―obviously with the same 

question he’d asked Bill. 

 “Yeah, I’m tryin’ to stay away from politics as much as possible,” I intoned.  It was the 

truth.   

 

 “Are you?” Roman pursued. 

 “And religion,” I mumbled and then listened as Roman asked me whether I thought 

the concept of the “common good” was “hopelessly naïve.”   

 In fact, I did not find it naïve; it was practical.  If the common good was good for me, I 

was all for it.  However, I very much doubted whether a vampire with as much ambition and 

self-importance as Roman Zimojic actually believed in the common good.  Roman probably 

felt it was beneath himself to even know what the word “common” meant.   
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 Roman turned back to the 

Chancellors in order to elicit their 

opinions.  I figured that the Guardian 

already knew what they would say.  I 

studied the Chancellors to see if any 

were on our side—if any could be 

useful. 

 I scoffed.  The redhead in the 

bad suit, who said that Bill and I were 

“lame horses” that should be “put 

down” was not going to be put on my Christmas card list.  Indeed—when she turned to us 

and yelled out, “True death for these fellas,” my dislike for her solidified. 

 Oh well—one down.   

I let my eyes move to the next speaker.  I 

did not know who the black vampire was, but I 

could sense his age and power.  He reminded the 

members of the Chancellery that Bill and I had 

destroyed the necromancer.  Damned right we 

had!  

This one, I figured, could be useful.   
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 As I noticed the truly hideous and useless decorative bowl on the table (I’d never 

understood bowls that held nothing), the “little boy” of the group slammed his fist onto the 

tabletop.   

 I rolled my eyes.  I knew three things in that moment.  The first was that the tantrum-

throwing diminutive vampire would not be on Bill and 

my side.  The second was that young ones who were 

turned ought to be put down immediately.  Generally 

they were, but someone had apparently “missed” this 

one until he was old enough to fight off threats.  The 

third was that this vampire was probably the most 

powerful of all the Authority members, other than 

Roman.  Otherwise, he would have been killed by now.  He was just that annoying.  

Roman held up his hand and stopped the debate, even as he, ironically, reported that 

the Chancellors had already had several heated debates over what to do with Bill and me.  

Again, I almost rolled my eyes at the irony.  Roman might like to give lip-service to 

“debates,” but he clearly enjoyed the sound of his own voice too much to truly welcome them.   

 The Guardian walked toward Bill and me again, stating that all the members of the 

Authority had committed themselves—their very lives and “destinies”—to mainstreaming.  

With dramatic flair, Roman stepped in front of us. 

 “Coexistence with humans is not an option; it is a necessity,” he stated with passion.  

“It is merciful.  It is just.  It is vital.” 
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 I agreed with the “necessity” and the “vital” parts, especially now that vampires had 

“come out” to the human world.  The “merciful” and “just” parts seemed like posturing on 

the Guardian’s part—like sound-bites from a politician.  I hated fucking sound-bites—

except, of course, when I was the one doing the “biting.” 

 Roman continued, “Not to mention that they outnumber us a thousand to one.” 

 I certainly agreed with that point.  I watched as the Guardian grew more and more 

agitated, especially as he mentioned fundamentalism.  Yes—everything seemed to go back to 

that for Roman.  He was scared, and his fear was a gift to me—an Ace in the hole.   

 Salome stood up and opened a case holding an ornate stake.   

 

 Roman asked, “Do you have anything to say before I pronounce sentence?” 

 I could think of a hundred things I wanted to say, but very few of them were to 

Roman Zimojic.  I checked my bond with the woman that I wanted to say most of those 

hundred things to, but only one of them seemed important now: “I still love you.”   
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Unlike earlier when I’d been in physical pain, I wished now that my bond with 

Sookie was complete so that I could send her love and comfort in that moment.  Perhaps, it 

was selfish, but I wanted the woman I loved to know that I loved her—to feel it down to the 

bone—one more time if I was to meet the true death.   

“I still love you, Sookie Stackhouse.  I will always love you.”  Yes—those were the 

words I wanted to say, but they were not for the vampire holding the stake that threatened 

my heart.  They were for the woman who held my heart. 

 For a moment—just one—I became lost in my emotions.  They swirled of regret and 

loss and mourning.  They beat with desolation and denial.  There were things that I needed 

to say to Roman—plans that I needed to implement, but I was on my knees and paralyzed by 

my feelings.   

Thankfully, Bill stepped up to the plate with the perfect opening.   

“I offer you an exchange,” Bill said.  “Our lives in return for Russell Edgington.”   

I had to admit that I was really, really starting to like Compton.  

I shook myself from my thoughts about Sookie.  Right now, I had to remember that I 

wasn’t dead yet, and that meant that I wasn’t done yet!  What I needed to do was to use 

everything that I’d learned about Roman and Salome so far to my advantage, and I needed 

to do it goddamned now! 

 I sneered as “bad-suit” vamp started to laugh at Bill’s statement.  Little did she know 

that Russell really was a threat!  Quickly, I shifted my gaze to Roman, and I instantly knew 

that Bill had made the right play.  And I was now ready to play my own part as well.   
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 Roman immediately went into denial mode—as if Nan saying Russell was dead on 

national television had made it true. 

 Bill told the Guardian the real truth.  “Sheriff Northman and I consigned him to the 

ground, but we did not kill him.” 

 I watched as the members of the Authority looked at each other in disbelief—and 

fear.  Yes—I thought—they were pretty much shittin’ bricks, as the humans might say. 

 Bill twisted the dagger, “Tragic mistake.” 

 I decided it was my turn.  Bill had set me up perfectly, and I intended to finish the 

job. 

 “Because he has now broken free,” I volunteered with a hint of sarcasm.   

 Bad-suit, as I’d expected, was the first to react.   

 Roman stared me down—or tried to.  “That sounds like a lie to me.” 

 “But it is the truth,” I said evenly.  Then my voice turned deadly serious.  “Whether 

we live or die, you will find out soon enough.” 

 With more trepidation than anger 

in his eyes, Roman began to approach 

Bill and me, but Salome stopped his 

progress.  She claimed to be 

“intrigued”; however, I saw uncertainty 

in her eyes as well. 

 

And was that a hint of guilt in them, too? 
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 Interesting. 

 “Russell wants nothing more than anarchy,” Bill accurately stated.  “If you would like 

your entire mainstreaming agenda and your administration with it to be completely 

obliterated, then—by all means—ignore me.” 

 I couldn’t have said it any better myself, but to someone of Roman’s ilk, information 

coming from a king—even one as young as Bill—would be taken more to heart than 

information coming from a “mere” sheriff.  And, in truth, I was ultimately a bigger threat to 

Roman too, given my age.  Bill was not such a threat; thus, Roman would not feel 

intimidation in listening to him.   

Indeed—Bill had certainly received the hint I’d dropped about Russell and had run 

with it nicely.  In that moment, I wanted to pat my younger companion on the back and 

arrange for him to have a nice plump donor.   

 “The only thing Russell wants more,” I added in order to keep the fuse burning, “is to 

see us dead.” 

 “Why?” Salome asked.  Now, I noticed, she really was intrigued. 

 “He pissed me off,” I reported enigmatically.  “Then I pissed him off.”  I shrugged, 

“You know how these things go.” 

 Roman was not satisfied, “No—I don’t!  Why would you keep Russell Edgington 

alive?” 

 Bill once again stepped up to the plate.  “After what he did, we felt the true death was 

too good for him.”   
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 Yep—I was definitely going to have to arrange for a nice donor for Bill—maybe two.  

I’d even trouble myself beforehand to find out the younger vampire’s favorite blood type.  Of 

course, I figured that Bill’s true favorite type was “Sookie-flavor,” but I wasn’t willing to go 

that far.   

 “We wanted him to suffer,” I added. 

 I smiled to myself, as the Guardian fumed about how Bill and I—once again—didn’t 

follow the orders of the Authority.  Clearly, Roman was now at “full-tilt,” as it were, and that 

was the best possible thing for Bill and myself—if we could survive the next three minutes, 

that is.  We needed for Roman’s fear of Russell to outweigh his anger that his rule had been 

undermined.  From what I’d learned about Roman, I gave us a sixty-forty chance—in our 

favor.   

 In the next moment, Roman had leapt over his sleek conference table and had a 

stake aimed for Bill’s heart.   

Okay, maybe fifty-fifty.   
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 “Well,” I thought, “at least the stake’s not over my heart.”  Then I thought again.  I 

wasn’t about to let Bill die for me.  That would be demeaning—fucking humiliating!  Plus, it 

would serve no purpose.  Of course, I didn’t want to die in Bill’s stead either, but I was 

damned sure not going to lose a “Supernatural pissing contest” with Bill either, so I made a 

calculated risk.  In the end, I didn’t really believe that the Guardian would strike.   

Okay, at least fifty percent of me didn’t believe it.    

“Guardian!” I yelled, my voice echoing with the authority of my thousand years.  That 

got the Guardian’s attention.  Yeah—I was pretty certain now that I could take Roman in a 

fair fight.  “I was the one who did it,” I said calmly.    

 

Roman seemed to be foaming at the mouth.  He seethed at Bill, “You are king and 

you allowed him!” 

Yeah—I was now damned certain that Roman didn’t want to try to take me on, which 

was why he kept his focus on Bill.  That was good to know.   
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  “Lilith help me, I am going to stake you!” Roman raged as he brought down the 

stake within a quarter of an inch from Bill’s flesh. 

But he didn’t kill Bill. 

I was relieved—not overly surprised, but relieved nonetheless.  Bill and I were 

winning the battle—at least for the moment.   

Roman walked away, pontificating about the fact that he now understood that many 

things were more important than his “personal desires.” 

I smirked to myself.  I doubted very much that Roman actually believed that, and 

given the little “tell” that I’d picked up from him when he said those words, I was pretty sure 

that I would like to play poker with the Guardian.  I would likely be able to build a franchise 

of Fangtasias with my winnings.   

Bill spoke sincerely, “Guardian I promise you.  Now Russell is free, he’ll stop at 

nothing to find us.  And when he does, you will be there to put an end to him as we should 

have.” 
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Despite everything, I knew that the vampire next to me was speaking his true 

feelings.  Hell—I knew what was paramount on Bill’s mind, for it was the main thing in my 

own too:  Sookie.  Killing Russell would help to keep Sookie safe.  Not killing him had been 

a mistake.  But right now, that fact was going to save Bill’s and my lives―at least for another 

night.   

Bill continued, “I offer this to you as a final gesture of solidarity.  I, like you, believe 

that mainstreaming is possible and essential, but Russell must be stopped.”  Bill paused.  “I 

fully expect to meet the true death either way.” 

 

I realized that Bill was still being sincere, and in that moment I decided that I was 

going to do everything in my own power to keep Bill alive—that is, right after I made sure 

that my other priorities were met. 

My first?  Sookie.  She had to live.  I checked our bond.  She was still there—still okay. 

My second?  Me—of course. 
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Third?  Nora.   

But Bill was a fourth. 

Unless Pam was in danger.  Then Bill would be relegated to number five. 

But a solid five. 
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Chapter 12: Perfectly Scripted 

 

 I couldn’t help but to notice just how perfectly placed Bill and I had been on the 

circular symbol on the floor.  Just like all older vampires, I recognized the design.  It had 

originally been a symbol for Lilith, but over the millennia, it had become the mark of the 

Authority itself.   

 As Bill and I had been pushed onto out knees, we’d had hoods over our heads, so it 

had been our captors who had placed us so perfectly.  We were obviously being recorded.  

And if the hairs on the back of my neck were any indication, we were being watched by more 

than just a techy.  No—I had the undeniable sensation that I was being studied by someone I 

could not see.    

 But whom?  
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 As I listened to the members of the Chancellery 

debate my fate, I realized that there were two definite 

sides to the table.  Bad-suit, Dieter Braun, and the little 

kid were clearly in the camp to kill Bill and myself—

regardless of the use we could serve.   

On the other 

hand and the other 

side, Salome and the 

black Chancellor, whom I was really starting to fucking like, 

were clearly advocating to let us live.  And I figured that 

Salome would be outwardly on the side that Roman was 

actually on.  Her argument was to use Bill and me to draw 

out Russell.  It was reasoned and practical, but I wondered if her “job” all along that night 

had been to make sure that Bill and I lived. 
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The question was this:  

Was she saving us for Roman or 

for herself?  

Sure―she’d presented 

Roman with the stake that he was 

still carrying around, but when 

she’d done it, she seemed to be 

participating in a performance 

more than truly thirsting for Bill’s 

and my blood.  Yes—Salome was playing her part with just as much expertise as she’d 

earlier played the role of torturer.         

I realized that Bill and my fate was already a foregone conclusion.  We would live 

through the night.   

 We were always going to. 

 Given that revelation, my mind started spinning, trying to arrange pieces of a puzzle 

that had been set before me upside-down.   

 A script.  

THAT was what Roman seemed to be following.  Somewhere, there was a fucking 

script!  Otherwise, Bill and I would already be dead—would have been dead back at Bill’s 

mansion or on the pier after we’d escaped the first time. 
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 Had Nora been the one using us?  Had she intended for us to be caught?  Had she 

intended for us to provide a distraction?  Had someone inside the Authority itself needed 

that distraction?  And for what purpose?   

 I intended to find out who the fuck had cast me as an actor in this fucked up play!   

 I scoffed.  Yes—Bill and I had been placed on that circle on the floor as if it were a 

“mark” for actors!   

 

Or perhaps I was reading too much into our position.  Perhaps, Roman was just anal 

about such things; from the look of his perfectly tailored suit―complete with a perfectly 

pressed red handkerchief standing out of a perfectly-sized little pocket―I knew that Roman 

liked things “just so.”  But I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was in the middle of a play.   

 I wondered if this whole production—including Roman’s anger—had all been for the 

benefit of the others in the room, especially for those on the “bad” side of the table.  There 
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was something in Roman’s eyes that spoke of “more”—a mystery of some kind.  I wondered 

what the fuck the mystery was. 

 I ran through what I knew. 

Number one:  Nan Flanagan had been sent—as her last act for the Authority—to kill 

Bill and myself.  If she’d have just been sent for Bill, then that would have been no stretch 

for her—no problem whatsoever.  Had Bill been by himself, Nan was old enough to take him 

down easily.   

However, she’d specifically wanted to meet with both Bill and me—together.  Or—at 

least—that was the summons that Bill and I had received from the Authority about ten 

minutes before Nan had shown up.   

And there had been only three guards with her.  Nan and three storm troopers would 

have never been a large enough force to take me out; I was a thousand fucking years old, 

after all.   

And Roman would have known that.  The more I thought about it, the more I realized 

that Roman had wanted Nan dead.  He just didn’t want to get his own hands dirty.  So he’d 

decided to give Bill and me the parts of her executioners.   

Number two:  Bill and I were still alive.  Why?   

If Roman had wanted to tie up all lose ends, then he would have killed his 

executioners.  He would have washed his hands of the whole bloody mess.  On the surface, 

it didn’t make fucking sense otherwise.  Nan was ostensibly sent to kill Bill and me, but we 

killed her instead.  And then—not two hours later—came a force ten times larger than Nan’s.  
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And that force had included a number of strong vampires, including Nora.  Did Roman 

know Nora would try to free me?  I didn’t think so, but it was possible.  

More likely was that someone else in Roman’s inner circle knew—and the main 

candidate in my mind was Salome.  

Regardless of Nora’s part, however, it wasn’t logical that the larger force wouldn’t just 

complete Nan’s failed task:  to kill Bill and myself.   

After all, we had clearly just added to our crimes!  And it wasn’t as if we could deny it 

since there were still bags of Nan and storm trooper goo all around Bill’s office.  Hell, there 

was a chunk of Nan on the ceiling fan that I’d not yet gotten to!   

So the question remained: Why would Roman bring us here?   

It wasn’t to kill us.  That would be an utter fucking waste of resources, and Roman 

didn’t seem wasteful.  No—every action of Roman’s seemed perfectly scripted.  There were 

no extraneous scenes or lines.     

Number three:  Bill and I had put a wrench into Roman’s plans when we’d escaped 

from the trunk.  Nora had seemingly added to that wrench by helping us after that.  But 

Roman hadn’t been fooled by Nora’s phone call.  He’d sprung a trap to ensnare us at the 

pier.   

How did he know we would be there?  Were Nora’s confederates on that pier 

Sanguinistas?  Did Roman have a mole in Nora’s group?  Or could Nora have been helping 

Roman entrap Bill and me all along?   

No—I didn’t think that could be true.  Nora seemed to truly be up the shit-creek now, 

and I didn’t believe that she was working towards Roman’s ends—at least not on her own 
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volition.  She was, perhaps, another unwitting actor in Roman’s production—but she had no 

knowledge that she was acting for him.   

And then it dawned on me.  She thought that she was an actor in someone else’s 

play—a play that was going on at the same time as Roman’s drama.   

I contemplated that realization for a moment.  

Roman had clearly gone to great lengths in order to find and apprehend Bill and 

myself.  I still wondered why.  I wondered if there was something bigger that I was missing.   

Nora’s possible connection with the Sanguinistas had obviously rattled Roman.  Did 

the Guardian really think that Bill and I were involved with that group?   

I highly fucking doubted it.  In our own ways, Bill and I had been visible supporters 

for the mainstreaming movement.  My Public Service Announcements—though a pain in 

the ass to film—had a large Internet following around the world.  Hell—my “fans” had 

devoted countless Websites to me, most of them ‘litanizing’ and objectifying my every 

feature as if I were a piece of meat.   

Of course, I didn’t so much mind that part.  It was quite amusing actually, and 

lording it over Pamela throughout the last year had been one of the few bright points of my 

existence after Sookie had disappeared.   

Thinking of the blond telepath, I quickly checked our bond.  She was still there.  Still 

okay.     

I glanced at the man beside me; I knew that my erstwhile king was not a Sanguinista.  

Bill, though at an extreme from myself, was a very committed mainstreamer.  Even though 
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the Festival of Tolerance had been an epic clusterfuck, Bill had spun the situation better 

than even Nan had.  And it had been “fixed” quickly—as even Roman had admitted.    

No—Bill was a respected public figure, a natural and consummate politician, with 

genteel Southern manners thrown into the mix.  Roman had to know that Bill and I were 

unlikely candidates to be Sanguinistas.  Hell—if we were his enemies, then we were going 

about it in a very fucked up way.   

 

Number four:  Roman had wanted us to clean up the Nan mess and then be brought to 

him.  He’d wanted us for something, but I still wasn’t certain what that something was.   

Clearly, Roman had been sidetracked because of Nora’s actions and was now being 

further sidetracked by the menace of Russell Edgington.  But there was undoubtedly more 

going on than met the eye. 

There had been a hint earlier, and I continued to process that little nugget.  Why had 

Roman taken out the relic of Lilith?  And why had he completed the ritual as if speaking to 

someone behind Bill and me—as if placing an offering to someone “just offstage?”  I had 
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seen the doors behind Bill and me when I’d turned briefly to observe Roman.  Now I 

wondered just who or what was behind us.   

And, more importantly, I wondered if there was someone pulling Roman’s strings too.  

And if so, who was more powerful than the Guardian?  Only one being that I could think of 

was more powerful, but that would be impossible—right?   

 

I was brought out of my reverie as Roman put an end to the Chancellors’ “debate.”  

Yes—I realized, looking into Roman’s eyes—Bill and my survival had been a foregone 

conclusion, but Roman, too, had played his part well. 

“Chancellors, thank you for your input,” Roman postured.  “Be assured that I will 

take it all,” he paused, “under advisement.”   

I noticed a knowing look pass between Roman and the black Chancellor.  Yes—we 

were all playing our 

parts―weren’t we?  Even if some 

of us didn’t know it, our strings 

were being pulled left and right.   

“Bless the blood,” Roman 

said, his words marking the 

dismissal of the Chancellors.   

“Bad-suit” gave me a brief 

sneer as she passed by, and I 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c12-10.jpg


 
179 

gave her a little wink as I fantasized about twisting the cheap pearls that hung so tightly 

around her throat until her head popped off.  Yes—I thought—that would be satisfying.     

As the others were leaving, Roman asked Salome to stay.  Clearly the scene was not 

quite over yet.  I narrowed my eyes and watched the pair, wondering what would happen 

next.  I knew for fuck sure that it would not be Bill and my true deaths.   

 

As soon as the chamber door closed, Roman began speaking as he casually put the 

stake away.  “The Sanguinistas have turned Russell Edgington into some kind of hero for 

ripping out a man’s spine on T.V.  He has become the poster-boy for the anti-mainstream 

movement—their Osama Bin Laden.”  Roman paused briefly as he walked toward Bill and 

me.  “Do you know the one thing more dangerous than a martyr?”   

He answered his own question.  “A three thousand-year-old vampire who hasn’t fed 

in over a year.” 
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I fucking agreed, and I checked my bond with Sookie because of that agreement.  She 

was still okay.   

“Suffering does not kill the appetite for power,” Roman continued as if speaking 

from experience.  “It exacerbates it.”  

 

As Roman continued speaking about his unwillingness to let his Guardianship “go 

swirling down the shitter,” I continued to size up the vampire in front of me.   

Roman was scrambling to hold onto his control of the situation.  He was scrambling 

to keep the Sanguinistas at bay and to keep his power intact.  Perhaps, the Guardian had 

been hoping to procure Bill and my help to do just that all along.  Perhaps, that was the 

reason we had been brought to the Authority’s headquarters.   

He’d likely been monitoring Nan for a while, so he may have known that she 

planned to try to entice Bill and me to her side.  Thus, when we killed her, we’d unknowingly 

proven our loyalty—to Roman’s side. 
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Roman had not known about Russell—clearly—but he was no idiot.  If the 

Sanguinistas had broken Russell out, then he might be able to find his greatest enemies by 

drawing out my greatest enemy—or, rather, using Bill and myself to draw Russell out.  

Roman could kill two birds with one stone.     

It was practical. 

Indeed, Roman had clearly decided to use Bill and me for his own purposes; he’d 

most likely decided to do that even before he sent Nan to kill us. 

Again, I wondered if there was an ultimate puppet master in the wings of the stage. 

As Roman finished his little speech, he 

looked straight into my eyes.  “Do you understand 

what I am saying?” 

I returned Roman’s direct look.  I 

understood more than Roman’s words.  “Absolutely, 

Guardian,” I 

responded. 

Roman then looked at Bill, with slightly less 

intensity.   

Bill answered, “We’ll bring him in,” he paused, 

“or die trying.” 

I checked my bonded.  Sookie was okay.   
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Yes—I would die trying.  I had to make sure Sookie stayed safe.  The fact that she 

didn’t want to be mine was no longer consequential.  It hadn’t been since my conversation 

with the Were.   

Roman looked toward the ceiling and signaled.  The gesture was likely designed to 

communicate to whoever had been recording—or whoever had paused the recording of the 

proceedings.   

 

 

Less than a second 

later, a couple of vampire 

guards had Bill and me in 

their grasps and on our feet 

again.  They led us out of the 

room and into the corridor—

this time without the hoods 
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over our heads.  The hoods had evidently been a prop for the other Chancellors to see―not a 

devise to keep Bill and myself from finding our way back to the meeting room.   

Interesting.  Meaningful.                

Yes—I had just been an unwitting actor in a play. 

“Well,” Bill said as soon as the door closed behind him, “that could have gone worse.” 

“I wonder,” I said enigmatically.   

Bill looked at me in question, and I gave him a little smirk.   

“So,” I winked at the guard who was holding my arm, “who will I have to screw 

around here to get a shower and a wardrobe change?”  I leered at him.  “You?”    
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Chapter 13:  Harnessed 

 

 Thankfully, it turned out that a shower was on the agenda; unfortunately, the stall I 

was led to was miniscule, and I was eye-level with the goddamned nozzle!  

Gods—I despised having to bend down to wash my hair. 

 “What?  Did we lose a fucking war?” I asked the shower stall.     

Still, the water felt good and there was soap.  And—at this point—I was grateful for 

small favors.  As I lathered up a second time—hoping that it would finally eliminate the 

lingering stench of Nan Flanagan from my body—I allowed myself to open my bond with 

Sookie completely.   

 I had never been as comforted and as pained by anything in my entire existence.   

 Sookie was agitated as if she were still looking for something, but she was also 

extremely determined.  I felt my cock begin to swell.   
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Gods—I loved her determination.   

 I closed my eyes and stroked myself a little, imagining the set of Sookie’s jaw and the 

light in her eyes when she was determined.  “Fairy Sookie,” I thought to myself.     

Sadly, my self-stimulation was interrupted as I felt a strong surge from both of the 

bonds within my body!  My palms connecting with the shower tiles in order to keep my body 

standing, I gasped at the strength of the emotions I was getting from them.  

Something was happening to Sookie and Pam.  My first thought, of course, was 

Russell Edgington.  Powerless, to do anything and fearing the worst, I monitored two of the 

three beings I cared about most in the world.   

Sookie was frightened, and I felt pain coming through our bond.  I gasped.  

Thankfully, that pain was almost immediately replaced by anger, and then a surge of energy 

pulsed through me—almost like a heartbeat.  After that, Sookie’s emotions leveled out a bit.  

Meanwhile, Pam, whom I knew had been worried and annoyed all night, was suddenly 

enraged, and then there was an unexpected burst of pain from her.  

Sookie’s surge of power and Pam’s pain had occurred almost simultaneously within 

me.  Despite that, I sighed loudly in relief, knowing in that moment that it wasn’t Russell 

who was threatening Pam or Sookie.   

 I didn’t need to be a rocket scientist to figure out that the two most important women 

in my life were once again having an altercation—a physical one this time.  And it didn’t 

take a rocket scientist to know who had won either.  Pam was fuming and felt shame, 

whereas Sookie had settled down and was feeling satisfied with herself; she was agitated as 

before, but she was fine otherwise. 
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 Neither of them had felt pain for very long.  And, for that, I was grateful.      

 I couldn’t help but to feel proud of Sookie—proud and hopeful.  If she were able to 

take on Pam and walk away alive—especially given Pam’s recent attitude and behavior 

regarding her—then she might be able to defend herself against Russell.   

 I closed my eyes tightly and shut off the water.  Every instinct inside of me was 

screaming that I should go to my child and my . . . .   

What was Sookie to me?  My beloved?  My ex?  My torment?  The bane of my fucking 

existence?  My wildest dream?  My anything?  My everything?   

 “All of the above,” I said to the tiny shower stall as I stepped out and began to dry off.  

Quickly, I put on the change of clothing that I’d been given, thankful not to have to put back 

on my own blood-stiffened garments.  I was amused to see that my new ‘outfit’ came 

complete with a pair of flip-flops.     

 “My favorite,” I remarked, slipping them on. 

 I opened the door that led to the room where the guards were waiting for me.  Bill 

was already there. 

 “Ah—look, honey,” I intoned, “we have matching outfits again.” 

 Bill smirked.  “Indeed we do.” 

 “Not as swanky as the robes though,” I observed with a wink. 

 “Later,” Bill joked in return—even as the guards grabbed our arms and jostled us into 

motion.   
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 Bill and I were led down 

yet another of the endless 

corridors that filled the 

subterranean levels of the 

building.   

 Upon reaching our 

destination, we were pushed into 

a sparse room.  A young vampire, who looked like she’d 

been turned about a year before and who could only be 

described as a “cute little computer geek,” ordered us to 

strip off our shirts as she opened a suitcase and took out 

what looked to be a harness of some kind.   

“Kinky,” I thought to myself.   

 Out loud, I asked, 

“What is that?” 

 “I call it,” the techy 

said excitedly, “the I-Stake.” 

 “That’s catchy,” I deadpanned.    

Clearly proud of her creation, the young techy went on to gleefully describe the 

device that she was putting on me.  Apparently, with one little click, a wooden tipped bullet 

would pierce my heart.   
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   Lovely.    

 I wondered if the little device could 

possibly pierce that organ any more than a 

certain fairy-human had already done.  I 

doubted it.   

 The techy warned me that the harness 

would pinch a little but that I’d get used to it.  

“Kinky indeed,” I thought.    

 

 “Just imagine it’s a training bra,” she said. 

 “Well, it’s been a long time since I wore one,” I 

intoned. 

 Even as Bill looked at me with amusement, the 

techy secured a second one onto his chest.   

 “How do you trigger these devices?” Bill asked. 

 “There’s an app for that,” the young vampire 

stated flatly.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c13-9.jpg
https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c13-6.jpg
https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c13-7.jpg


 
189 

 “You’re joking,” Bill smiled.   

I didn’t think she was. 

 “Nope,” she confirmed.  “So if you try to do something stupid like attack me or try 

and run away or whatever―click and splat.” 

 “Efficient,” Bill commented. 

 

 I agreed; I too had to admire the efficiency of the whole apparatus.  Technology could 

be a wondrous thing, and the idea of having a life in my hands that just a touch of a button 

could end was a powerful thought indeed.   

 An app that could end a thousand-year life. 

Yeah—technology could be a bitch too.   

 I listened as the techy explained that trying to remove the harness would also lead to 

our certain deaths.   

Of course it would.   
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She also explained the “safety features” of the harnesses.  Apparently, they were 

indestructible:  “water-proof, fire-proof, yada, yada, yada”—whatever the hell that meant.  

They also contained “big brother-type” tracking devices.   

Of course.   

 The techy finished her spiel with a 

warning, “Do yourselves a favor—don’t fuck 

around.  Okay?  You guys are too cute to be 

goo.” 

 I had a difficult time holding in my 

smirk.  I liked her.  Young ones tended to be 

annoying, but this one was amusing.   

 “Thanks,” I deadpanned. 

 “We will try not to ‘fuck around,’” Bill added. 

 

 “Try,” I emphasized, this time my smirk coming out. 

 The techy rolled her eyes and put her phone in her pocket.   
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 I looked over at Bill.  “How precious.  We match again.”  

 “I would think you would be used to harnesses, Eric,” Bill smirked.   

 “I am used to putting others in them,” I informed, winking at the techy. 

 “You two can put your shirts back on,” she said with another roll of her eyes. 

 “So,” I grinned, “does that app do anything else?  Anything naughty?” 

 The techy chuckled.  “Not yet.” 

 “Then I shall compose a ‘wish list,’” I winked again. 

 

 As soon as we were dressed, Bill and I were led down a corridor we’d not visited 

before.  The guards with us opened two doors on opposite sides of the hall, each of which 

led to a small bedroom, which was equipped with only a bed. 

 “Looks like we are moving up in the world,” Bill remarked.   

 I nodded, “Indeed—from a cage to a box.” 

 “Get in,” one of the guards said as he pushed me into my new ‘home’ and slammed 

the door behind me.   

 I sat on the bed.  “Well, at least it’s slightly more comfortable than the last one,” I said 

to the wall as I kicked off my flip-flops and lay down. 

 It was still a while before dawn, so I concentrated on my bonds again.   

 Pam was still irritated—cagey even.  I wondered if this was because of my being gone, 

her confrontation with Sookie, or her new child.  I sighed.  Before I’d confronted Russell 

more than a year before, I’d told Pam that it was time for her to consider creating a child of 

her own.  And—like Godric had done for me—I’d instructed her many times over the years 
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to wait to choose a child until she was “pulled” to someone.  I wondered if she had felt the 

pull.  I hoped so.  

I knew that Pam could be a great maker if she put her determination into being one.  

I hoped that—no matter whom she had turned—that she would commit herself to his or her 

training, just as I’d done with her. 

The thought of my line—of Godric’s line—going on pleased me.  Pam had my blood 

and my maker’s blood inside of her.  And Pam’s child would have the blood of his or her 

forebears too.  Yes—the thought that I would not die completely even if I met the true death 

was strangely comforting to me.     

However, I was still angry at my progeny for her recent disobedience.  I did not care 

to be questioned by Pamela when I gave her orders.  And I knew that much of her recent 

behavior had stemmed from her jealousy of Sookie.   

 As I’d been thinking about Pam, I’d been monitoring my bond with the blond 

telepath as well.  Sookie was even more desperate now to find what she was looking for.  She 

also felt tired—worn down.  Ever since she’d walked away from Bill and me, she’d been a 

mix of overpowering emotions, and—at least during the nights since then—I had not felt 

her sleep.  I’d not felt her rest at all.   

 Had we exchanged blood three times, I would have been able to transmit comfort to 

her through our bond.  I would have been able to encourage her rest. 

 But I was powerless to give her any relief.  

Utterly. Fucking. Powerless. 
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 At dawn, I found myself fighting my own rest for a while, as I kept monitoring Sookie 

and hoping to feel her sink into the embrace of sleep as well. 

 She never did. 

Two hours after the sun was in the sky, I finally allowed myself to succumb to death 

for the day.  My last thought was that the harness that held a wooden bullet poised over my 

heart was nothing next to the harness that held me to Sookie Stackhouse.       
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Chapter 14:  Sloppy Seconds 

 

 I woke up to the same feeling that I had gone to death with:  Sookie’s restlessness.  

Moreover, to the agitation I’d felt from her this morning had been added dread.  I 

concentrated on the woman whom I both loved and loathed to love.  She was not in 

immediate physical danger; of that I was certain.   

 That was of some comfort, but her depression still rocked me. 

 And it was clear that she’d still not slept. 

 I sighed.  I understood well that there were dangers of various kinds.  I’d learned that 

lesson on a Dallas rooftop.  

I knew that if my bonded did not sleep—did not rest—soon, then her fractured 

emotions would shatter.  Restless myself, I sat up in my bed—even as I wished that I were in 

a different bed, in a different place, and in a different time.   
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 The bed in the cubby was about as wide as the one I was sitting on now, though I’d 

made that one longer to accommodate my height.  With disdain, I looked down at the end of 

the bed I was on.  My feet had dangled off of it at least half a foot.  The sight would have 

been comical to me if I weren’t in the midst of such a clusterfuck. 

 I closed my eyes, speculating that it was only a matter of time before I would be led to 

a different bed, a much more luxurious one:  Salome’s.   

 I was no novice when it came to manipulation.  My time on the Guardian’s strings 

had been high theatre thus far, and I didn’t expect that to change.   

 Act 1 had been Nan’s death and the subsequent apprehension of my monarch and 

myself.  I’d been merely a pawn in that act, not understanding yet that there was a bigger 

picture than just Bill and my elimination.   

 Act 2 had been my “interrogation”—my torture.  I now realized that it had been 

designed to make me more pliable and ready to jump into whatever role the Guardian—or 

the one pulling his strings—might have for me.   

 Nora’s involvement had given Salome an excuse to raise the issue of the 

Sanguinistas, but I was quite certain that she would have—if need be—found another way to 

bring up the topic of Roman’s enemies.  Clearly, Roman had been trying to confirm that 

neither Bill nor myself was involved with the group he was obviously threatened by.  

 Obviously, Act 3 had been originally scripted as a chastisement scene for the benefit 

of the Chancellors of the Authority.  Had Nora not unwittingly complicated things by trying 

to help Bill and me escape, Roman would have likely just berated Bill for not following the 

order to end my life.  Bill and I would have been “read the riot act” for Nan’s death as well.  
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But I was convinced that the Chancellors on the “good” side of the table would have 

“swayed” Roman to spare Bill and my lives.  Of course, the Guardian would have certainly 

demanded “penance” from Bill and me—some kind of service.   

Roman had likely wanted Bill and my “cooperation” all along, and I was convinced 

that Bill and my “atonement” for disobedience and for killing Nan would have fit into the 

grand scheme—or scene—of Roman’s larger production.   

 Of course, there had been a need for improvisation during Act 3.  As soon as Nora’s 

behavior had screamed, “I’m a Sanguinista,” and as soon as the name “Russell Edgington” 

had spilled from Bill’s lips, Roman had been in scramble mode.  He’d been trying to gauge 

Bill and me—size us up—attempting to confirm that we had nothing to do with the 

Sanguinistas.  Ultimately, Roman must have been satisfied—or at least satisfied enough.   

 Bill and I were alive, after all. 

 And now I knew that it was time for Act 4:  the seduction.  I sighed, wondering how 

the fuck I was going to convincingly play my part in that!  

 I checked my bond with Sookie.  She was still there and felt as she had before. 

 I closed my eyes and steeled myself.  Having sex with Nora had been one thing.  She 

was my vampire sister―after all―and she and I had regard for each other.  Though 

ultimately unsatisfying, the sex had―at the very least―been instructive for me.  It had 

taught me that no one would be able to replace Sookie—not ever.  It had taught me the 

futility of looking for a stand-in for my bonded one. 

 But it had not been totally unpleasant either.  I cared for Nora, and Nora cared for 

me, and after Sookie had rejected me, I fucking needed to be cared for!   
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So, with premeditation, I’d taken steps to feel “better” with Nora.  Just because it 

hadn’t worked didn’t mean that I shouldn’t have tried. 

 But tonight would be different.  I was almost certain that Roman would want to use 

his best asset to the best of her ability.  And if Salome was anything, it was a seductress 

extraordinaire.  I figured that Roman would want her to marshal her considerable “gifts” to 

test my “commitment” to the cause, especially now that Russell was in the game.   

 And if Salome was a Sanguinista—as an inkling in my mind was telling me she very 

well might be—then she’d want to “test” me for her own reasons as well.  

I knew that I would have to continue playing the role that had been set up for me.  If 

I didn’t, I would likely be killed before morning.  No—like any actor finding himself in the 

middle of a scene, I would either have to perform as expected or get replaced by someone 

who would.   

 I lay back down to wait for my curtain time.  I checked my bonded and found that she 

was still not resting. 

 I sighed again—more deeply—as my feet dangled over the end of the bed. 

 

 Half an hour later, I was led into an opulent suite, complete with a seductress who 

was ready to play her role as well.   

 I was not going to lie to myself.  Salome was beautiful, and two years ago, I would 

have been extremely pleased to find myself in her private chambers with only a robe of the 

finest-quality silk separating me from her lush curves.   
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 But it was not two years ago, and I now longed for another set of curves altogether—a 

set I found infinitely more 

alluring because they 

belonged to the woman who 

stirred my soul in a lot more 

fucking ways than just with 

her body.   

 Salome spoke with her 

back still turned to me.  

“Sheriff Northman,” she 

purred smoothly as she arranged her hair.  “Good evening.” 

 As if I’d been given a script, I said the lines I figured would be expected at that 

moment.  “Thank you, Chancellor, for your support at the hearing.”  Yes—I wanted for 

Salome to know that I knew that she was indeed on Bill and my side—for whatever reason.  

“We owe you our lives,” I said, making sure that my voice held sincerity.   

 Meanwhile, I held in my smirk.  I didn’t really believe that it was Salome whom I 

owed, but I wanted her to think I felt that way.  I might be an actor in a role that I didn’t fully 

understand yet, but I was damned sure going to figure out the Guardian’s endgame soon 

enough, and when I did, I figured that Salome might be useful, so I would pull her strings 

for a while.  Turnabout was fair play―after all.  And if I ultimately had to perform the role 

of the man-whore in this particular scene, then I would at least get something the fuck out 
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of it!  Frankly, I didn’t think that the lackluster orgasm I expected would be worth it in and 

of itself.   

 Salome glanced at me over her shoulder.  “Oh—you can stop performing.” 

 I was momentarily taken aback.  Could Salome be more of a master in this play than 

I’d realized? 

 She continued, “I have this room checked for bugs—daily.”  She gave me a sweet 

smile.  “We can be ourselves here.” 

 I was immediately relieved.  Salome might be aware that I’d been “performing” for 

her, but she clearly had no idea what my true motives were.  And as for the notion of “being 

myself” with her—well, there was only one woman with whom I’d ever truly been myself, and 

look where the fuck that had gotten me! 

 Still, I quickly checked my bond with said woman.   

 “Please—sit down,” she offered, patting the space next to her on an elegantly 

upholstered chaise.     
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 For a moment, I felt like a lamb being led to slaughter; I was certain that Salome had 

led many, many men to their deaths through 

seduction.  The originators of the biblical 

depiction of her might have skewed the story 

in order to paint Salome as the symbol of 

female seductiveness and danger for their 

own misogynistic and political purposes.  

However, I knew that the vampiress in front 

of me was indeed very dangerous.  And 

clearly, she was trying to seduce me. 

 Obligingly, I sat next to her—ready to be seduced.  She poured me a warmed glass of 

blood—A-negative.  It wasn’t my favorite, but I’d not eaten since Sookie, so it was welcome 

nonetheless.  I waited for her to 

speak.  I knew that she needed 

to believe that she was the lead 

actor in this particular scene, 

and I was happy to let her 

believe it.     

 “You surprise me,” Salome 

said flirtingly.  “And that doesn’t 

happen very often.  I expected 

you to at least try and save her.” 
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 Ah—now I knew what Salome’s tactic would be.  She would once again try to use the 

mention of Nora to gauge whether I was my sister’s confederate with the Sanguinistas.  

Perhaps, the Authority was still 

trying to get the truth from Nora too.  

I spared the briefest of moments to 

feel bad about my sister’s situation.   

I also knew that I would have 

to continue showing my emotions 

and concern for her; it was part of 

the role I’d already determined for 

myself.   

 “Who?” I started by playing dumb. 

 “Your sister,” Salome said―as if it were a complete revelation to me that she would 

know of that. 

 Purposefully, I let my expression cloud over with surprise before schooling my 

features again.  I had suspected for a while that the beautiful vampiress knew of my and 

Nora’s relationship.  Hell—I’d even hoped for it!  It gave Nora a good reason to have been 

helping Bill and me without it being related to the Sanguinistas.  It gave Bill and me cover.     

 Reasonable doubt.   

 On the other hand, it made me suspect that Nora and Salome were in league with 

each other.  Were they both Sanguinistas?  Was Roman’s greatest enemy the vampiress who 

most often shared his bed? 
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 “Don’t worry,” Salome said conspiratorially, “your secret is safe.  Even Nora has no 

idea I know.” 

 “How?” I asked, happy—for the moment—to keep most of my sentences to one-word 

questions.   

 

 “Godric,” Salome said with a light in her eyes. 

 I knew that Salome’s mention of my maker was designed to do one thing and one 

thing only:  throw me “off my game”—so to speak.  She was looking for and then poking at 

any vulnerability she suspected I had.  In truth, I was still crushed by the death of my maker, 

especially considering that Godric had chosen to leave.  But I wasn’t about to let Salome use 

Godric against me. 

 No—I was determined to show Salome only what I wanted her to see.  I would make 

her think she was getting to me, but I would be the one in control by the end of the scene.   
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 “Oh,” Salome said with reverence in her voice, “he was glorious!”  She sighed.  “Before 

he lost his way.” 

 

 Well—at least I could fucking agree with that!   

 The seductress then brought out the “big guns” to get a rise out of me.   

“He loved you the most,” she said 

as if she’d had some kind of blueprint into 

the inner workings of my maker.  I knew 

that she didn’t, but she was a very good 

actress.  “Well, now I see why,” she added 

with a hint of a smile.   

 I let Salome see my “apparent” 

discomfort at the topic and waited for her 

to go on.   

 “So Nora risked everything for you.  

And you’re willing to let us execute her for it?” she asked. 
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 “What choice do I have?” I asked.  Clearly Salome was about to give me one.   

 “There are always choices,” she assured.  “Godric gave you one while you bled out on 

that pyre:  Be his companion or die?”  

 Okay—I was starting to get a little pissed off that Salome was continuing to use 

Godric.  It was also now clear that Nora had told her about Godric’s turning of me.  Godric 

would have never confided in a 

vampire like Salome.  Knowing 

this, I knew that it was time for 

me to take control of the 

strings for a while. 

 “Are you lonely?” I asked 

her.  “Is this how you make 

friends?” I continued, allowing 

my voice to show a bit of defensiveness that I did not 

feel.  I also brought back the sarcastic edge.   

 That pushed Salome’s buttons—just as I’d 

intended.     

 In truth, I was already fucking tired of the 

scene I found myself in.  I was thirsty, goddammit!  

And I wanted to drink my fucking blood, but I had to 

pretend that I was more interested in the conversation than the blood   
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I held in my sigh.  I wanted to hurry things along, especially since I had no doubt 

about how it was due to end.  The character that I was playing would be required to fuck the 

character that she was playing.  And I was ready for the fuck to be over with so that the next 

damned act could begin! 

 Salome got up in a bit of a huff and turned her back on me again.  I knew that she 

was trying to regain her own cool.   

“Friends you can trust—,” she began sharply before her voice smoothed out, “a rare 

commodity.”  She turned back to face me.  “I sponsored Nora’s Chancellorship.  Did you 

know that?” 

“Hmmm.”  I gave her a little half-smirk, half-smile as I tried to look interested.  It 

looked like Salome was going to go back to the topic of Nora again.  It was fucking 

predictable!           

“I mentored her,” Salome said, her 

frustration clear. 

If Salome could use Nora, then so 

could I.  “So her betrayal makes you look 

particularly bad.” 

From the look in her eyes, I knew that 

Salome was on my strings now.   

She walked back toward me shaking her head a little.  Of course, her hips shook too.  

It seemed that her fallback position was the seductress.   

“You’re cold,” she said with false hurt in her eyes. 
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She had no fucking clue how fucking cold I could be.  But—if I had my way—one day, 

she would find out.    

“But it’s because you’ve been hurt,” she said as if she knew me, “and that wound is 

still fresh.”   

I looked at her with a bit of surprise.  She was right, of course, but she had no idea 

how I’d been hurt or who had hurt me.  She likely thought that it was Nora—unless Nora 

had told her about Sookie.   

Now that thought scared me a little.     

 

No—looking into Salome’s eyes—I knew that she had no fucking clue that it was a 

telepathic human-fairy hybrid that was pulling at me through our fledgling bond even then.   

Talk about a puppet on fucking strings!  

Nora might be a Sanguinista, but she’d not betrayed me—not yet.   
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As long as she didn’t, I was happy to let Salome think that it was Nora’s 

imprisonment or even Godric’s loss that was hurting me so much.  It was useful that she 

already did. 

I looked away and took my first drink of my blood—finally.  It was indeed quite tasty.  

“I heal quickly,” I said casually as I continued to play my part well.   

 

Salome rose—finally—moving toward the bed and loosening her robe in the process.  

“Perhaps I can help you speed that along.”  

She was lovely, I had to admit.  But there was nothing in the fucking universe that 

would “speed along” the process of my healing short of my bonded telling me that her 

rejection of me had been the biggest fucking mistake of her fucking life.  Yes—that would just 

about do it. 

I looked up at Salome, already knowing the answer to the question I was about to ask.  

I asked it anyway.  “What do you want from me?” 
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“You know what I want,” she said as she exposed her beautiful breasts to my gaze.  

They were glorious—maybe even the second best pair I’d ever seen.  But they were in a distant 

second.   

“I want to be your friend,” she said with some insistence in her tone.  Clearly the 

scene hadn’t gone exactly as she’d wanted it to, but she was still powering on to the end.  

She knew what Roman expected of her, and she was a good actress—even though her eyes 

didn’t quite convince me that she enjoyed the part she was playing.   

She lay down on the bed alluringly.  Her position was practiced and showed her body 

to greatest effect.  Yes—she was a very good actress. 

 

“But it is what you want that intrigues me,” she said seductively.   

Giving nothing away, I kept my eyes locked into hers.  I needed to look like I wanted 

her, so I did.  I needed to look like I needed her, so I did.   

I needed to perform, so I did.  And I was a good actor—better than the vampiress in 

my hands.     

In fact, I performed until she was screaming my name and Lilith’s name and until she 

was no longer performing as she did it. 
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And that was the 

moment when I knew—with 

almost certainty—something 

about Salome.  Yes—Nora 

might very well be a 

Sanguinista, but the woman I 

was pounding into was most 

definitely one.    

I couldn’t help but to 

wonder if Bill and my purpose 

for being on Roman’s strings was to help the Guardian to discover Salome’s true loyalty.  

Or—perhaps—Roman didn’t suspect her at all. 

I thrust upward and downward in a blur of movement, knowing that I was hitting 

Salome’s “sweet spot” again and again.  She once more cried out my name in her ecstasy.      

Yes—as Pam always said—I did know how to pull “good string.”   

And as for my own enjoyment?  Well—at least the goddamned bed was long enough. 

 

An hour and three good scrubs later—again in the ridiculously small shower—I was 

led to a room where Bill was waiting.  Immediately thereafter, all but one of our guards 

disappeared.  The last of them led us to an elevator and pushed a button before gesturing 

for us to get inside.   
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I stepped into the little box even as I received a particularly nervous and then guilty 

feeling from Sookie.  She was on edge, and all I could do was ride out the wave of her 

feelings just as I was about to ride in the fucking elevator.  For neither one was I certain 

about my destination. 

Once Bill and I were inside, the 

guard pressed another button, but didn’t 

join us in the conveyance.  As I felt the box 

moving, I commented to Bill, “So I had a 

visit this evening,” I paused, “from a 

certain—uh—Chancellor.”   

“Interesting,” Bill said with a little 

smirk.   

Realization hit me.  “What you too?” I asked.  I should have known that Salome 

would be “thorough.”   

Bill looked down, trying to conceal his smile.  I still saw it.  “You know what they say 

about gentlemen,” he 

began, “they don’t brag 

about sloppy seconds.”  The 

amusement was clear on 

the monarch’s face now.   

“Ahh,” I sounded as 

if frustrated.  In truth, I was 
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content to let Bill get “one up” on me this time.  After all, I had merely been performing with 

Salome.  And I had needed a thousand years of practicing my control in order to “get it up” 

and “keep it up” with her.  Salome was beautiful and alluring and seductive; however, she 

was not whom I had wanted.   

And unlike with Nora, I’d had to “finish” the job; there had been no handy phone 

call from a Were to get me out of it.  Luckily, Salome was not a telepath, or she would have 

known that I was fantasizing about a real telepath as I’d “completed” my scene.   

Bill looked just as self-satisfied as I had intended.   

“What the hell does she want from us?” I asked, knowing that “big brother” was most 

certainly listening to our conversation.  My thousand-year-old ears heard the buzz of the 

high-frequency bugs, after all.  

Bill shook his head and spoke honestly, “I have no idea, but something tells me she 

usually gets what she wants.” 

I figured that was true, but, unlike Bill, I did have an idea of what Roman—or his own 

puppeteer―might 

want.  And I had a 

good idea of what 

Salome wanted too.    

The elevator 

doors opened to a 

slew of storm 

troopers.   
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“Oh goody,” I intoned.  “It looks like we didn’t lose our escort, after all.” 

“Happy day,” Bill deadpanned. 

 

As Bill and I followed the lead of our chaperons, I got another strong surge from 

Sookie.  She was feeling an intense amount of guilt and pain—a profundity of suffering.   

I knew that I would soon be in her radius again—that I’d once again be closer to her 

when I returned to Shreveport, which I was certain I would be doing before the night was 

over.   

However, I also knew that—as much as I wanted to go to her and to make sure that 

she was okay—I also did not want to go to her.  Bill and I were being tracked, and I didn’t like 

the thought of Sookie being anywhere near me while the Authority was “watching.”  I 

wondered if Bill would have the same inclination or if he would dash off to her like a 

rooster with his head cut off.   

I glanced over at my “new friend,” whose face once more held a little smirk.  I sighed.  

Even though I wasn’t really upset about Salome, I was too damned old to be someone’s 

“sloppy seconds.”   
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Of course, I’d also been Sookie’s second partner, but that wasn’t the same kind of 

situation.  No—with Sookie it had been even “sloppier,” but not in the conventional sense of 

the insulting phrase.  

No, the sloppy part had been her continued love for Bill.  Despite the fact that I 

could now appreciate the vampire walking by my side and no longer wanted to tear his 

throat out at every turn, I still hated the fact that the woman I loved also loved Bill.  

However, that wasn’t really Bill’s fault.   

Yeah—there had been the blood that the Civil War veteran had given to Sookie, but 

that wasn’t really dictating her actions, and I knew it. 

I could fucking feel it like a vise pulling at me through our bond.   

She was scared.  Her first relationship—her first everything—had been born out of 

and based upon a deception.  I couldn’t blame her for fearing that her second relationship 

would turn out just as sloppily. 

I sighed.  From what I had intuited, Sookie’s life had been a collection of episodes 

that had caused her pain—physical and emotional.  In the cubby as I’d lain under silver, 

she’d told me about how hearing everyone’s thoughts had hurt her over the years.  It seemed 

that even the people she loved—people I’d seen her willing to die for, like her worthless 

fucking brother—had thoughts that had made her suffer or feel guilt.  As Sheriff of Area 5, I 

had judged Sookie’s telepathy as an asset, but she had been cursed by it.  It had been the 

silver chain holding her down for her whole life, and she’d suffered from it a great deal 

more than any silver had ever hurt me.   
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I’d wanted to change that for her—to take that suffering away.  After I’d regained my 

memories, it was that, which I had offered to her.     

But how could she—after enduring everything else that had happened in her life—

trust me?   

Yes.  I’d been hurt by her rejection—annihilated.  But what hurt me more now was the 

realization that she was likely justified in her rejection.  Oh—she was wrong about me!  Dead 

fucking wrong!  But she was still justified.   

After all, how could she trust my heart when she so clearly didn’t yet trust her own? 

With amnesia, I’d been “safer” to trust.  That Eric had nothing to conceal because he 

remembered nothing.  He had no motives or agendas that he could be hiding.  There were no 

plots from queens being concealed because he remembered no one whose orders he could 

have been following.   

As soon as my memory had been restored, all of the danger I posed to her—especially 

of the emotional variety—had also been restored.  Again—how could she trust me not to 

further damage the heart that she’d given so freely to Bill? 

The heart that had been returned to her in pieces.     

It was no wonder that she’d held it back and run out of Bill’s mansion.  No fucking 

wonder at all.   

How could she trust that I was saying what I meant when she couldn’t hear me—hear 

my thoughts?  She’d made that mistake before—with Bill. 

So the telepathy that had always caused Sookie pain suddenly reared its ugly head 

again—this time because she couldn’t use it with vampires.   
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I felt Sookie’s crushed spirit through our bond, and the weight of it made me 

understand everything I needed to understand about Sookie’s rejection of me.  Of course, 

that understanding only made the rejection that much more painful to bear. 

I recalled the night that we’d lain together in her bed after we’d made love for the 

first time—the first four times, actually, if I was counting my own orgasms.  Seven—if I was 

counting hers. 

I sighed.  I had asked her if she would still want to be with me after I got my 

memories back.  What I was really asking was if she would still love me.   

She’d suddenly become uncertain.  She’d stammered out that she didn’t know.  She’d 

told me that she would’ve never accepted “the old me” into her bed.  She’d told me that she 

“hoped” that she would still want me.  She’d confessed that she knew that the day I would 

regain my memories was coming and that she wanted to keep feeling the way she was 

feeling then.  Her eyes had filled with tears as she’d told me how badly she wanted to keep 

feeling that way.  

I’d wanted it badly too.  I wanted it even more now.   

But even then—even without my experiences to help me to read her—I had known 

that Sookie doubted me because she doubted herself.  She doubted whether I would be 

capable of truly loving her because she had never been gifted with romantic love that had 

been true and real.  How could she not doubt me?  Even with the bond we’d made the next 

night, how could she trust herself or me?  

After, we’d bonded, I had told her the truth:  That I simply wanted to be with her—

only her—forever.   
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And she’d answered with words that had—even then—indicated the state of the 

previous destruction within her heart.  She’d said, “There’s no such thing as forever.”  And 

her eyes had betrayed the fact that she felt that there was no such thing as forever for her.  

Everything in her life up until that moment—especially her Gran’s death and Bill’s betrayal 

of her (forced though it may have been)—had taught her that her words were true. 

They were not true when it came to my love for her, but how could I possibly make 

her believe me?       

How could she believe that her second love would be better than the first? 

How could she believe that the “second” me she’d met—the one without memories—

didn’t love her less than the “first?” 

In fact, “I” loved her more because I knew her more. 

Yes—seconds could be extremely sloppy indeed.    

 

 

  

  



 
217 

Chapter 15:  Abandoned 

 

[Context: This scene occurs during Episode 4 of Season 5.  Sookie has just told Alcide that 

she killed Debbie, and Alcide has angrily driven away.  Lafayette (partly possessed by the 

“demon” he somehow “absorbed” from Jesus) finds Sookie in tears and confronts her, 

calling her the “angel of death.”  Meanwhile, Eric and Bill have been “released” by Roman 

and the Authority to go find Russell—though they both have I-Stakes poised over their 

hearts.  This scene picks up as Eric and Bill are about to be dropped off near Shreveport.] 

 

 From the moment Herveaux had told me that Russell had been broken out of his 

concrete prison, a significant part of my mind had been working to answer a simple 

question:  Who? 
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 Who had freed Russell?  He had been buried under too much cement to burrow out 

of his tomb himself.  Not even a hundred years of slow movements would have gotten him 

free—despite his age and power.    

 Moreover, he’d still not healed from his exposure to the sun.   

AND he’d been wrapped in silver chains and forced to stay awake the day before he’d 

been buried. 

 AND I’d taken his fang. 

 He’d gone into his prison very weakened and silver-bound—with way too much 

damage to heal without blood, which he’d not had. 

 In his tomb, the concrete would have done more and more damage as it set.  Hell—

even after being in the stuff for ten minutes, my own strength had been taxed as the 

concrete set to work trying to suck all the liquid from my body through my fucking pores! 

 I shook my head.  No—there was no way that Russell had gotten out without help. 

 I considered the most obvious scenario first.    

 Did Russell have children that I didn’t know about?  I had to admit that it was 

possible—though not probable.   

I had checked and then rechecked Russell’s lineage after the cement was laid in 

place, and there were no children that I hadn’t accounted for.     

Unlike most vampires, Russell had been a boaster in many things.  He’d boasted 

about his wealth.  He’d boasted about his collections.  And he’d boasted about his children.   

According to Godric, who had heard stories told of Russell for longer than I had been 

undead, the three-thousand-year-old had always made the same kind of child—over and 
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over again.  He made consorts—companions like Talbot.  Moreover, it was common 

knowledge that he kept only one child at a time, killing the others in Darwinian fashion 

when he lost interest in them.   

 Indeed—until Talbot—their fates had always been the same.  According to the King 

of Portugal—who had owed me a debt, which he settled by giving me information—some of 

the older monarchs in Europe, including himself, even made bets about how long Russell’s 

latest child would last.  And Russell’s practice was not kept from his children either; in fact, 

in his arrogance, Russell made clear to each new child that he was in a fight for his very life.  

In that way—at least—Russell had been fair and honest.  Each child thinking that he would 

be the one to finally keep his master’s interest, none of them had ever challenged the 

ancient vampire.   

Of course, they wouldn’t have been able to even if they had wanted to.  Russell was no 

simpleton; he’d always used a maker’s command to ensure that his children couldn’t do 

anything that could harm him.  Not surprisingly, that mandate was one-sided.  Russell 

seemed to have no problem “harming” one of his children when a new human lover 

intrigued him more than his latest child.  The ancient vampire’s practice was frowned upon 

by the Authority; however, it had been tolerated because of his age.   

It seemed clear that Talbot had been the wisest among all of Russell’s 

consorts/children.  He had embraced the lavish lifestyle that Russell had offered him.  

However, his greatest gift turned out to be his craftiness in dealing with the humans that 

might have been good candidates for Russell’s next child.  He had encouraged Russell’s 

access to any and all human lovers and blood donors the elder vampire desired, even 
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procuring those with the best quality blood and experimenting with their diets to make their 

“flavors” better.  But—most importantly—he’d never shown jealousy when Russell took a 

new lover.  Talbot’s smartest move had been in keeping the “buffet” ever-changing and 

“fresh” so that Russell would never get too attached to any particular human.       

It had been clear to me―after only a few minutes of being in the couple’s 

presence―that Russell was happy to indulge and spoil Talbot, while Talbot was happy to 

flatter and adore his maker.   

What the elder vampire would not tolerate was anyone questioning his “divine” right 

to do and to take whatever the hell he wanted.  Despite Russell’s apparent affection for 

Talbot, the younger vampire had obviously begun to “forget” that he shouldn’t push his 

maker too far.  I had seen Talbot question Russell concerning his decisions regarding both 

Sookie and Sophie-Anne, and I had little doubt that the three-thousand-year-old vampire 

would have likely begun to “window shop” for a new child in the next decade or so if Talbot 

had continued in the same vein.   

After my research, I had been almost certain that no other child existed, but I had 

also been wise enough to be wary.  I knew that it had been a possibility that Russell had 

made a new child between the time of Talbot’s death and his burial in the concrete.  That’s 

why I had rigged surveillance cameras so that I could watch Russell’s burial place.  That 

surveillance feed was going to be the first thing that I checked when I got back to Fangtasia. 

It turned out that I had been wise to install the equipment.   

Two nights after Russell had been buried—two nights after Sookie had 

disappeared—a newly-turned vampire, not even a week old, came to the construction site 
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and triggered the alarm system I had set up.  While questioning the youngling―who was 

feral, completely untrained, and covered in dirt and dried blood—I confirmed that he was 

indeed Russell’s child.  I found out that, in his insanity, Russell had ordered the young one, 

who looked very much like Talbot, to answer only to that name as well.  I disposed of the 

pitiful vampire, who was being driven mad by Russell’s persistent summoning.   

Of course, after that episode, I had continued to surveil the construction site, and I’d 

done even more research on Russell’s line by traveling to his home.   

I couldn’t help but to smile a little as I thought about my time ransacking Russell’s 

mansion.  I managed to get there before the Authority thought to send someone—which 

once again spoke volumes about their shortsightedness.  Only a few Weres remained on the 

property, and they were easily dispatched.     

My time in Mississippi had reminded me of my days as a Viking raider.  I had never 

raped women as some historians insinuated “all” Vikings did.  I’d never had to; plus, my 

mother would have come back from the dead to kill me if I had behaved that way!   

However, I had pillaged with the best of them, and there was nothing that I’d enjoyed 

more than to sack the village of one of my enemies.  Of course, instead of taken the “booty” 

home via longboat, I’d used a semi.  I smirked.  Yes—I’d taken great, great pleasure in selling 

Russell’s artifacts to museums and private collectors.  In fact, I had piles of money 

concealed behind a cement wall in Fangtasia’s basement to prove it.   

 

I’d also gone through all the papers in Russell’s office.  I found no evidence of 

additional progeny turned by the fallen king.  Then I’d unearthed a secret subterranean 



 
222 

room—a reliquary of sorts—where Russell had kept even more souvenirs of his long life.  

There, I found lovingly written biographies for each of the children he had made and then 

killed, going back more than 2,800 years—some even written on papyrus.  There had been 

thirty-seven of them in all, including one started on Talbot.  After bringing the volumes to 

Fangtasia and carefully reading them, I realized that all of Russell’s consorts had simply 

been a part of the ancient vampire’s collection. 

However, despite the evidence suggesting he had no other progeny, I―better than 

anyone―knew of Russell’s ability to hide a truth about himself.  I’d concealed my 

association with the tattooed Werewolves for a millennium.   

And so had he.   

Thus, he could have concealed the existence of other children.  To combat this 

possibility, I had kept my surveillance equipment in place and well-maintained.  And I had 

told no one about it—except for Herveaux, who made sure the devices weren’t affected by the 

construction.  I housed my monitoring equipment in a safe room under Fangtasia that even 

Pam didn’t have access to, though I could access the feed with my phone.   

Each night for a year, I’d reviewed the feed from Russell’s gravesite—until my 

amnesia, that is.  And—as it was—I’d not been to Fangtasia since the night Bill had 

summoned me to check out Marnie’s coven.  That was also when I had lost the phone that 

contained the software I needed to monitor the parking structure. 

Thus, I’d not reviewed the footage for almost two weeks! 

I just hoped that the person who had freed Russell was sloppy enough to let himself 

or herself be captured on film.   
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There was an inevitable truth to be faced.  If Russell had no unaccounted-for 

children, then only four beings knew where the ancient vampire had been encased:  Bill, 

Pam, Alcide, and myself.   

I had not told a fucking soul about Russell being alive and encased in cement.  

And—for the “undeath” of me—I couldn’t imagine any of the other three saying a word 

about it to anyone either.  But, if the surveillance equipment yielded no leads, I intended to 

confirm that before I moved on to consider other possibilities—like some kind of fucking 

locator magic spell I’d never heard of. 

Fucking witches! 

Tabling that thought for a while, I closed my eyes and let myself sink into my bond 

with Sookie.  I sighed.  I had begun to see the bond’s presence inside of me as a comfort.  

Yet—at the same time—it was a torment, for I could do nothing to comfort Sookie.  She had 

been in a state of turmoil all night, and in that moment, it felt as if she were shattering 

because of guilt and shame.  I couldn’t help but to wonder what had happened to cause her 

such profound distress.    

I gasped aloud as the vehicle came to a sudden stop at a stop sign.  However, my gasp 

was not caused by the jarring of the vehicle, but because of a particularly strong jolt of 

emotion that had hit my bonded one as if it were a sledgehammer.  I felt as if I’d been hit by 

something too—a wave of desolation that would have made me stagger if I’d been on my 

feet.  Luckily, the sway of the braking vehicle helped to cover my reaction to Sookie’s 

feelings. 

Still, Bill gave me an inquisitive look.  “Everything okay?” 
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I was currently not in the mood to foster my new “bromance,” especially not when I 

was trying to deal with Sookie’s emotions.   

I scoffed in order to cover my pain, “Nothing that driving lessons for Tweedle 

Dumbass up there wouldn’t solve.” 

Bill snickered.  “I have ridden with you as the driver, Eric.  You have no room to 

criticize driving that is,” he paused, “somewhat hurried.” 

I managed an authentic-sounding chuckle, even as I steadied myself against another 

blast of desolation from Sookie.  I used my thousand years of hiding myself from others to 

conceal my emotions from Bill, even as I closed my eyes and turned my body a bit so that 

my perhaps-monarch wouldn’t be able to see my face—just in case it became impossible for 

me to cover my reactions to Sookie’s swirling and dense emotions.       

I opened my eyes and looked at the palm of my hand—the same palm that Sookie 

had fed from about a week before.  There was no scar there, no physical evidence that she 

had taken my blood.  But I stared anyway. 

She had offered to feed me—to heal me—after I’d been kept under silver all day due 

to the threat from Marnie/Antonia.  I would never forget the taste of her blood that day, and 

now that I had my memories back, that taste was made all the more striking and 

meaningful. 

I’d tasted Sookie’s blood four times now.  The first time—when I’d taken it with 

Russell—should have been the best time for me.   

The tastiest.   
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Everything I had learned during my vampire life told me that it should have been, 

but it wasn’t.   

Human blood was always laced with the emotions the “donors” were feeling; that was 

why vampires enjoyed feeding from humans during sex.  But—even better—was the taste of 

them when they were afraid.  Though I had not killed a human for food in a long time—

centuries before the great reveal—I had to admit that I’d often “played” with my food.  

Perhaps that made me no better than a Sanguinista, but—then again—I didn’t damage the 

humans permanently, nor did I keep them under my thrall.  However, I would rev up their 

emotions—either through seduction or a nice chase—and then feed from them.  I would 

never mix the two; in other words, I would never fuck those from whom I’d elicited fear.  

That would have been rape to me.  And—after I was done with my meals—I would always 

use glamour to cover my tracks and to give the humans a nice memory.   

Ever since I was a fledgling vampire, I had preferred blood from those who held fear 

for me—fear of the monster in the dark.  Fear put a certain “tang” into the blood.   

But when I drank from Sookie the first time, her fear cut through me like a stake to 

my heart, and that “tang” was sour.  Oh—it wasn’t that Sookie’s blood wasn’t divine; as 

cliché as it might sound, her blood really was like sunshine to my dark life.  It was the best 

taste I had ever experienced up to that point—the last meal of a dying man—but, ironically, 

I’d not enjoyed drinking from her. 

The second time I’d tasted her blood—not half an hour later—the experience had 

been infinitely better.  Paradoxically, her blood had “tasted” worse in some ways.  Bill had 
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obviously just given her his blood to help her replenish after Russell and my feeding, and 

that affected the flavor of Sookie’s blood.  

Russell had taken more from Sookie than I had hoped he would, but I knew that she 

would live.  Bill’s donation had been ultimately unnecessary and probably self-serving.  

After all, she had been ready to accept Bill back into her life that very night, most likely due 

to having been fed Bill’s blood earlier that day.  

However, I had stopped Sookie from doing that by showing up at her doorstep and 

telling her the truth about Bill’s service to the queen.  I’d had a variety of reasons for 

informing Sookie of Bill’s duplicity, many of them selfish.  I wanted Sookie for myself; thus, 

I was happy to see a wedge driven between her and the Civil War veteran.  Plus, Bill had 

pissed me off when he’d tried to trap me in the same cement prison as Russell.  And a little 

revenge never hurt; I’d greatly enjoyed watching Bill get pulled out of Sookie’s home.  In fact, 

I’d had to work hard to stifle my laughter when Bill landed on his ass after trying to 

influence Sookie with shitty platitudes, while trying to cover up his even shittier actions.  

Yes.  Bromance or not, I was still amused when I recalled the stricken look on Bill’s face that 

night.   

But I was not amused when I remembered the hurt that had dwelt upon Sookie’s face.  

That was the look that stayed with me for a year as I waited for her to come back.   

I had other motives—more honorable ones—for telling Sookie the truth about Bill as 

well.  She’d saved my life twice that day.  I’d owed her, and I was being sincere when I said 

that she had the right to know about Bill’s lies.  Hell—I’d been ready to tell her in my office 

after that earth-shattering kiss we’d shared, but Pam had interrupted me.   
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However—strangely enough—the second time I’d taken Sookie’s blood had been 

better, despite the fact that it had tasted like Bill.  Her blood had been laced with her 

determination, which was not an emotion that was known for improving the taste of human 

blood.  However, it had tasted extremely sweet to me.  Sookie’s determination had been 

focused on saving my life.  She’d cared about me—against all logic or odds.  She’d been 

concerned for me and didn’t want me to die. 

The third time I’d tasted her blood had been beyond the scope of words.  Even now, 

when I considered all the languages that I knew and all the experiences that I’d had, there 

were no words or analogies for the way her blood had tasted and made me feel that evening 

in the cubby.   

At the time, I could remember very little to compare her taste to.  I had tasted only 

TruBlood and a full-blooded fairy—extremes to be sure.  The TruBlood might as well not 

even have had a taste.  I imagined that humans would compare it to eating cardboard.  The 

fairy had been another story altogether.  Her blood had been exquisite, and her fear as I’d 

drunk from her had made it even better.  I wouldn’t have been able to imagine a better 

taste—until I drank from Sookie.   

Sookie’s blood was every hope and every dream that I’d ever had—that I’d ever 

suppressed—during my long life, and none of that had anything to do with the way she 

tasted.  Even memory-less, I’d perceived the profundity of the moment when I’d taken her 

blood.     

I’d not planned to pierce my own palm and to give Sookie my blood.  Even the 

amnesiac me intuited that the blood was not to be given away without good reason.  But 
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once I had tasted Sookie, all reasons for not offering her my blood in exchange for hers 

were ripped out of me.  My mind had felt sharp in that moment—certain.   

Her blood had not been tinged with fear or with passion—or with any other flavor 

that vampires coveted, for that matter.  It had been laced with an emotion that I hadn’t quite 

been able to identify then.  But now I knew with certainty what it had been:  love.  And 

what’s more, I had been able to taste the traces of my own blood in her—traces that had 

been holding on inside of her since Dallas.  Those traces gave me a taste of who I had 

been—someone whom I still couldn’t remember, but whom I could “feel” to a certain extent 

nonetheless.  Those traces had been enough to tell me all I needed to know in that moment: 

I loved Sookie—both before and after I was cursed.     

Both “me’s” had pulled away from Sookie’s delicious blood before “we’d” needed to—

before “we’d” drunk even half of what Sookie could safely give.  But “we’d” had more 

important things to do.  “We” had ripped into the same palm I was looking at now.  “We” 

had offered “ourselves” to her.   

“We will be one,” “we’d” said to her. 

I fisted my hand and remembered the first moment I saw Sookie Stackhouse.  No—

not when she had walked into Fangtasia, not when I had been hiding behind my thousand-

year-old mask.  I had been lost to myself in a different way when I “first” saw her for the 

second time.  I’d told Bill that I’d been “born” the night Sookie had found me.  That 

statement was still true—in so many ways. 
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I had felt alone and lost on that country road in the middle of the night.  I’d felt 

abandoned, unable to remember a fucking thing.  And then Sookie had suddenly come out 

of the night.   

I had chased her.  She’d been frightened at first.  Yet I had not drunk from her, 

despite all of my instincts telling me to drain her—except my most important instinct.  I had 

somehow known that Sookie’s fear was not something I wanted to taste. 

Never again.      

I knew a lot about witches and their curses.  Their spells were often aimed at preying 

upon their victims’ deepest fears.  Indeed, my memories being stripped by 

Marnie/Antonia’s curse had touched my own deep-seated personal fear:  losing control, 

losing myself.   

But—ironically and amazingly—in losing myself, I had found exactly who I wished I 

could be.   

I had been alone on the road—lost and abandoned.  Sookie had put aside her fear 

and had taken me in.  After that, every time she’d left me in the cubby to go do “human 

stuff,” I’d felt the tingling of my fear returning.  I didn’t like being alone, and my amnesic 

self didn’t know how to hide or deal with that fact.   

In truth, I had combatted that feeling for years, ever since my human family died 

and then again when Godric allowed me to go my own way.  I had embraced a solitary 

existence after that—at least in part to prove to myself that I could overcome my fear.  I’d 

always been one to defy my fears.   
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I’d not even made a child until Pam came into my life, despite the fact that Godric 

had given me his blessing to do so when I was a couple of centuries old.  Moreover, making 

Pam was unplanned, though ultimately not unwelcome.  Pam had sliced into her arms, 

giving me a convenient excuse to take a companion, and that had taken the edge off of my 

loneliness.   

I closed my eyes and opened my fist before closing it again.  The vision I’d had—the 

“nightmare”—of Godric and me feeding off of Sookie as she’d slept had shaken me.  Fear 

did not belong in her blood, but in that vision, it had been there.  After I’d “awoken,” I’d gone 

to her, aching not to be alone and wanting to make sure that she was okay.  She had let me 

stay in her bed; she’d comforted me.  She’d held my hand—the same one I’d later offered 

her in the cubby. 

“We will be one,” I’d said to her right before we’d bonded.  Those words had meant so 

much to me.  They’d meant that I would never be alone again.   

“We will be one.”  The words had also been for her.  In the cubby that day, I had 

learned of her losses.  I had learned of the isolation that her telepathy had forced her to 

endure.  

“We will be one,” was a promise that I would never leave her alone.   

But I had.  For reasons both in and out of my control—I had.     

After my fourth tasting of her blood—when she’d healed both Bill and me—she’d left 

me.  And I’d let her go.  I should have stopped her—called her out on her bullshit.            

And now, as her emotions flooded me, she felt so alone—as if she had nothing to 

hold onto and no one to love her through whatever storm had just picked her up into its 
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grasp.  I’d never felt such agony from her before, even when I’d felt her pain from being 

shot.  I’d been under Marnie’s thrall at the time, but I’d still felt that agony.  And I’d been 

powerless to go to her then too.   

However, what I was feeling from her now was worse than her physical pain when 

she’d been shot.  The only word that came close to describing what was coming through our 

bond was abandonment.  

My greatest fear.   

And her greatest fear.   

“We will be one,” played over and over in my mind like a drum beat.    

I closed my hand into a fist again.   

Abandonment.  I’d felt it the moment Godric had died the true death.  But I’d had 

Pam, whom I could have asked to be my crutch.  Hell—Sookie would have likely even tried to 

comfort me if I’d sought her out.  But, like a “good” vampire, I’d suppressed my feeling of 

desolation over losing my maker.  I’d turned my back on it as if I could outrun a tidal wave.   

I’d been a fool.     

Abandonment.  For some reason, Sookie felt like she had no one to turn to.  No—

that wasn’t quite right.  She felt like she didn’t deserve having anyone to turn to.     

I opened and closed my fist a few more times as if it were the beating of a heart.  I 

had been ready to abandon Sookie too because she’d hurt me so much—because she’d 

rejected me.   

I felt my own shame, and I vowed that I would never abandon her—never.  Hell itself 

could try to take me away from her, but I would not leave her alone to face the world.  Even if 
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she didn’t want me to be there, I would make damned sure that she knew I was near.  I 

would happily endure the pain of her rejecting me ten thousand more times, but I never 

wanted to feel her despair like this again.   

I wanted her to know that—come what may—she wasn’t alone. 

“We will be one,” echoed again in my mind.  “Please hang on until I am with you 

again,” I said silently, even though I knew that she wouldn’t be able to hear or feel my words.   

I closed my hand back into a fist as the vehicle came to a sudden stop.  I was 

resolved.  I would get to Sookie as soon as I could do so safely.  Meanwhile, I had to focus on 

living through the fucking night, protecting her from Russell Edgington, and making sure 

the Authority didn’t learn about her existence.    

No small list.   

I steadied my emotions and set the feelings I was still getting from Sookie to the side 

of my mind; however, I refused to shut off the bond that we shared.  It had been open since 

Herveaux had told me about Russell, and open it would stay until I met my final death.  I 

would not leave her alone, even though she currently had no idea I was with her.   

 

By the time one of Bill and my escorts got out to unlock and then open the back of 

the vehicle, I was completely composed.     

Bill got out first, and then I moved my lanky body out of the cramped space. 

From what I could tell based on my bonds, I was fifteen miles from Pam and about 

forty miles from Sookie. 
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“Don’t fuck it up, gentleman,” our escort said before dropping a set of keys down 

onto the ground, getting back into the vehicle, and quickly driving away.  

Asshole.  He could have tossed the keys to one of us. 

 

I looked at Bill to see if he would take the lead.  I calculated that it would be best if I 

did defer to him, at least for the time being.  As much as I might “like” Bill in a way, he was 

now officially one-fourth of my suspect pool.  If I let Bill think he was still the “king” and in 

the lead, then the younger vampire would be easier to observe.   

Bill picked up the keys.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c15-1.jpg
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I looked down at my iStake.  “Well, apart from these,” I intoned, “your escape ploy 

worked brilliantly.”  I’d used the word, 

“your,” deliberately, dropping a piece of 

bait—and flattery—for the younger 

vampire.   

Bill bit.  “I’m a bit surprised 

myself,” he said, obviously feeling that 

he deserved credit for the whole plan to 

use Russell as an escape device.   

I sighed.  Bill did still have some “douchery” about him.  And I was reminded just 

how young my ex-king was.  And that made Bill pliable.  Thus, I was not quite ready to fully 

trust Bill Compton.       

I looked around to assess our surroundings. 

“We don’t have many suspects for who might’ve broken Russell out,” Bill said even as 

he cast something of a suspicious glance in my direction.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c15-2.jpg
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Yes—there were still moments when I really 

did want to kick Bill’s ass.  Of course, I couldn’t 

blame Bill for his suspicions.  After all, turnabout 

was fair play, and I sure as hell suspected the 

vampire in front of me of leaking the information 

about Russell’s whereabouts—even if it had been an 

inadvertent slip-up.  I’d be an idiot not to, after all.       

“Only four of us knew where 

Russell was,” I said.  Douchebag or not, Bill 

deserved to be on the same page as I was.  

Plus, I wanted to gauge my companion’s 

reaction to the confirmation that only four 

knew of Russell’s location.  I studied Bill’s 

eyes as the younger vampire went over who 

those four were.  The Civil War veteran 

betrayed nothing suspicious. 

Seemingly satisfied by what he saw in my expression as well, Bill held up the key 

chain, pushed the alarm button, and located our transportation.   

“I’ll drive,” Bill said in the ‘I’m the king’ tone he’d developed over the past year.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c15-3.jpg
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Indeed, Bill was a douche sometimes, but I was almost positive that he’d not been 

“douche” enough to reveal Russell’s 

location to anyone.  The danger Russell 

posed to Sookie would have stopped him.   

And that left two suspects.  I 

aimed to eliminate Pam as one first.   

However, to be absolutely certain, I 

would have to hurt my progeny in the 

worst way I knew how.  I would have to 

make her feel the same way I’d felt during my lowest moments, the same way that Sookie 

felt even now: abandoned. 

  

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c15-6.jpg
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Chapter 16:  Man in Black 

 

I’d always appreciated a well-fitting suit.  I liked the way it would conceal most of my 

body even as it revealed it to its best effect.  Thankfully, I always kept several suits on hand 

in my safe-room at Fangtasia.  I picked up the Authority-issued sweat suit that I’d 

haphazardly tossed onto the floor before I took my shower.  I wadded it up and threw it into 

the trashcan, feeling quite satisfied as I did so.  I was goddamned tired of being dressed like 

Bill.  It made me feel somewhat “lame,” given the way Bill usually dressed.     

One word: khakis!   

I grabbed my favorite outfit—a black on black suit that I had used to intimidate 

many a being in my time.  It fit my mood as well as it fit my body.   

It also fit my purpose.  

I looked in the mirror. 
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I couldn’t help but to smile a little as I recalled Johnny Cash commenting on a very 

similar suit that I’d been wearing when I met him in 1954.  I’d been in Memphis and had 

run across the struggling singer at a little club where he was singing rock’a’billy.  He’d liked 

my look, and I’d liked his music.  I wasn’t surprised when he became famous soon after that.  

I also wasn’t surprised when I saw him wearing all black years later.  It was a good look, after 

all.   

As I brushed a piece of lint from my suit jacket, I tried to mentally prepare for what 

was to come.  

I took air into my lungs, enjoying the feeling of them filling.  And, then, I let that air 

out, enjoying that sensation as well.     

Before my shower, I had quickly checked the feed from the surveillance system which 

had been monitoring Russell’s concrete prison.  Sure enough, the equipment had been 

triggered by Russell’s “liberation.” 

From the footage, I had learned three things.  First, Russell had been broken out on 

Halloween night, at roughly the same time Bill and I had been tied to a stake by 

Marnie/Lafayette.  Second, that fact proved that Bill hadn’t done it—at least not personally.  

Third, it had taken two hours for the “liberator” to get to Russell, which meant that I would 

have had plenty of time to stop it—had I not been tied to a fucking stake at the time! 

Fucking witches! 

Not for the first time, I wished that I had been the one who had gotten to kill Marnie.  

Of course, paradoxically, I owed her too.  Without her, there would have been no Sookie and 

me.  There would have been no bond.  And, though a part of me knew that my life would be 
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much less complicated without Sookie and our bond in it, I couldn’t fathom going back to 

the way I was. 

“No,” I shook my head and spoke the denial out loud.  There was no fucking way I 

would trade the bond for anything—except for Sookie’s continued life.  I would trade it so 

that she could live on—and be safe.   

I shook my head again and considered the fourth and most important clue I’d gotten 

from the surveillance video.  The vampire that had freed Russell from the cement had been 

clever enough to obscure his or her appearance.  However, despite that, my instincts told me 

that the vampire was a “she,” based upon both the figure’s size and movements.  I had 

fucked many, many vampiresses during my long life—and fucked them well.  I knew how 

they moved, and I could identify the supple sway of a feminine hip when I saw one.   

I sighed.  For now, I was going to keep my hypothesis close to the vest.  But I had 

several prime suspects for whom the vampiress in the video might be, but I didn’t really 

want it to be any of them.   

Suspect number one was Pam.  Did she hate Sookie enough to break Russell out in 

the hope that he would kill her supposed “rival”?  Was she angry enough at me to betray me 

in that way?  Or had she viewed it as a warped attempt at protecting me?  I had felt 

bitterness and guilt from her during the last several days.  I sighed, knowing that I would 

have to go forward with my plans to test Pam’s loyalty. 

Though I didn’t fucking want to!     

Suspect number two was Jessica.  Bill may have been tied to me with silver chains 

when Russell was freed, but Jessica had not been.  I couldn’t help but to wonder why Bill 
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hadn’t called his child to him that night.  At the time, he’d said that he’d wanted to keep her 

safe from Marnie/Lafayette.  However, I couldn’t be certain of that.   

I chuckled.  Bill was likely just as suspicious of me for not calling Pam.  My own 

reasoning had been twofold.  Yes.  I’d wanted to keep my child safe, and—frankly—given the 

way that Marnie/Lafayette had controlled our bodies and easily put us onto that stake, I 

didn’t think that Pam could do any good anyway.  But most of all, I’d not called her because 

of what was coming from her end of the bond that night.  I feared that if she saw Sookie, she 

would harm her.  Pam had been furious with me at the time, and though her bitterness had 

turned to sadness by the end of the night, I hadn’t wanted to risk calling her during the 

Marnie situation.   

Suspect number three was Salome.  If the beautiful seductress were a Sanguinista, 

then she would be an excellent candidate for freeing Russell.  However, how could she have 

known about Russell’s whereabouts?  Could she be Russell’s child—a child he’d kept secret 

all this time?  Or could the Authority have been watching me during the days leading up to 

or following Russell’s entombment?  I tried to remember my movements around that time.  

Had I gotten sloppy?  Certainly, I’d been distracted by my thirst to fulfill my thousand-year-

old pledge to my human father to avenge my parents’ deaths.  And I’d been expecting to die 

right alongside Russell.  Added to those things, Godric’s “appearance” into the situation had 

shaken me to the core.  I still wasn’t sure if my visions of Godric were “real” somehow or just 

in my head, but either way, each one had seemed to affect me more than the last.  And then 

there was Sookie.  She had suddenly disappeared the very night that I’d put Russell into the 

cement. 
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And—for lack of a better word—I had felt “empty” during that time: empty because 

vengeance had done nothing to make me feel better—empty because I missed the feeling of 

the new tie that drinking Sookie’s blood had created between us.  I’d felt my own blood in 

her before, but having hers inside of me had completed the circuit.  

I sighed.  Yes, I had been distracted during those days.  But was it possible that I was 

preoccupied to the point that I’d missed someone following me?  The answer to that 

question was an unfortunate, “maybe.” 

And that “maybe” meant that “I” was likely the answer to the riddle: Who had been 

the leak.   

Fuck! 

Nora was my fourth suspect for freeing Russell.  The evidence mounting that my 

sister was a Sanguinista seemed to support this theory.  Could Nora have been influenced 

by Salome to join the radical group?  Salome had reported that she’d been the one to recruit 

Nora to the Authority, so it made sense that she still had great influence over her.  Nora had 

always been a passionate follower of her beliefs.  So if her mind had been twisted, she may 

have followed the one who twisted it with as much fervor as she’d always followed Godric’s 

teachings or her own ethics before.   

I sighed as I smoothed down my lapel.  If Salome were a Sanguinista, my chances of 

survival were not that good, especially if she could put her thumb onto Molly’s “app,” but I’d 

prefer Salome being the one who had let out Russell over any of my other suspects.   

The problem was that my preferences didn’t account for jack-shit right now. 
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Sure, it would be nice if the vampiress in the surveillance footage were a random, 

nameless Sanguinista—or maybe even “Bad-suit/worse-pearls” from the Authority—but my 

gut was telling me that someone I knew—maybe even someone I loved—had dug up my 

greatest enemy.          

 And—for better or worse—my gut was an accurate son of a bitch where things like 

this were concerned.   

I took one last look in the mirror and then left my safe-room.  Pam had not been at 

Fangtasia when Bill and I arrived earlier, so I had quickly closed the club down and sent 

everyone home.  Bill had been using the computer in my office to try to find out any 

relevant information on the Sanguinistas, but I doubted there was anything to find on the 

Internet that I had not already seen.     

My excuse for “disappearing” downstairs for a while had been to shower away the 

stench of the Authority.  I’d given Bill a similar opportunity in the employee break room, 

which also had a shower.  Ginger had procured him some clothing.   

Thankfully, I had been more or less successful at eradicating the stink of bleach and 

Salome’s perfume—the two scents that seemed to permeate the Authority headquarters.  

However, I knew that I’d be unable to remove the stench of what I was about to do to my 

progeny.   

Some things—once done—could never be undone. 

For the moment, I let my mind move fully to my bond with Sookie as I climbed the 

basement stairs—stairs that I wished still held the scent of my bonded from when she’d 

burst in to find me balls deep in the Estonian dancer.  I had used Yvetta for a while to numb 
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my grief for my maker and to cover up my desire for Sookie.  Yvetta had had an extremely 

pleasing mouth when she’d been using it on my cock, but when she’d used it to spout 

ridiculous ideas about what she thought she meant to me, her usefulness had been outlived.   

In fact, I hadn’t fucked Yvetta again after that night.  How could I go back to Yvetta 

when I’d just seen the vision in lavender that Sookie had been?  How could I return to the 

cheap perfume clinging to Yvetta’s body when I’d just smelled the sunlight on Sookie’s skin?   

In my thousand years, Sookie was the only lover that I had craved—the only one that I 

could imagine myself craving for years to come.  By nature, vampires were not faithful 

creatures.  Sex—like blood—was used to feed our immediate hungers.  And being with the 

same partner got boring after a while.  Even Pam—who I had desired quite a bit—had begun 

to bore me after a while.  There was something about Sookie, however, that felt different.  I 

wondered if it could be the fact that she was part fairy that drew me to her and made me 

want to stay by her side.  Frankly, “what it was” didn’t much matter to me.  “That it was” was 

what mattered.  

I lingered on the staircase for a moment, closed my eyes, and remembered the way 

that Sookie’s scent had cut through the smells of sex and blood that had collected in the 

basement.  Like everything else about her, her scent had been a breath of life into my 

undeath.    

Through the bond, I could feel that Sookie was teetering.  During the last twenty 

minutes, there had been moments when she had felt a glimmer of hope inside of her 

sorrow.  There had been moments when she no longer felt so alone.  I wondered who she 
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had gone to.  Lafayette?  Tara?  Her brother?  The shifter?  The Were?  My mind seethed at 

the last two possibilities.   

I exited the basement and slammed the door behind me, imagining that I was 

smashing both Herveaux’s and Merlotte’s heads between my palms.  I felt slightly better at 

that thought.   

Bill was now sitting in the main club and had helped himself to a TruBlood.  He had, 

of course, heard the door slamming. 

“Okay?” he asked. 

I shrugged.  “Just missing the good old days when I was able to carry my sword all the 

time.” 

“Probably best that you cannot,” Bill smirked.   

“Probably,” I relented.  Decapitating Sookie’s potential paramours—though 

personally satisfying—would get me nowhere closer to being with her myself.  “Find 

anything?” I asked. 

He shook his head.  “Nothing we can use.”  He took in my suit.  “You look like an 

undertaker—Ike.” 

I chuckled, even though the sound was hollow.  “I feel like one too.” 

Bill nodded in understanding.  To the younger vampire’s credit, he seemed to intuit 

the kind of damage I aimed to inflict upon my progeny.   

Without another word, I went to my throne.   

I was hoping to create a strong, menacing effect—just from my appearance.  I had to 

play a role.  And it didn’t matter that I wanted to play it even less than the one I’d had to 
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play with Salome earlier that night.  This time, I wouldn’t have to fuck, but I would be 

fucking over my progeny—my beautiful child.  Most vampires swore that they were 

incapable of love, and I had been no different before Sookie had come into my life.  But just 

because I was quick to deny love didn’t mean that I couldn’t feel it. 

When Sookie had dared to “accuse” me of loving Godric while we were in the 

Fellowship church, I had denied it by instinct.  I could tell by her eyes that she had known 

that I was lying.  However, she’d let it go.  I wondered if those sharp eyes of hers had seen 

the irony of the moment as much as I’d been able to feel it at the time.  I’d denied my ability 

to love to the very person that I was—even then—falling for.   

I sighed.  Of course, I loved my progeny, though I’d never said those exact words out 

loud to her.  But Pam had made it clear that she hated Sookie.  And therein lay my only 

doubt in my child.  Did she hate Sookie so much and hate the fact that I loved her so much 

that she would release my greatest enemy?   

The truth was that Pam could be manipulative.  After all, she was a vampire because 

she had manipulated me.  And Pam was spoiled.  And she liked things her way—exactly her 

way.  Still—I didn’t want to think that she could be that vindictive.  Not with me, at least.   

I sighed.  Because of the newness of my bond with Sookie, my lingering grief over my 

maker, and the rejection that I felt from my bonded one—in addition to the clusterfuck I 

was in the middle of—my emotions were so fucking twisted that I hardly knew up from 

down anymore.  Thus, I couldn’t fully trust what I felt through my bond with Pam.  However, 

I knew that I could trust my eyes when it came to Pam.  She would be unable to hide her 

guilt from me if she were guilty.   
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But to see what I needed to see, I would have to break her.  She would have to think 

that I was turning my back on her just as Sookie had turned hers on me.  It was the only way 

that I could know for sure.  I just hoped that she would forgive me when it was all done.   

I had shut down my bond with Pam in order to protect her from my pain as I’d been 

tortured.  I also hadn’t wanted her to be able to track me.  Knowing that a “surprise attack” 

would be best, I’d kept it closed as Bill and I had approached Shreveport.  I planned to 

reopen the bond fully at an opportune moment—to hit her with a blow more damaging that 

anything I could do with my fists or fangs. 

From my bond with my child, I stripped away all pity and remorse.  I hid all affection 

and love.  I let the bond chill like a bitter winter night in the land where I grew up.   

I leaned back in my throne—a throne that had been Pam’s marketing ploy—and as I 

waited for my progeny, I thought about how she had come to be my child. 

 

 

Flashback: San Francisco 1905 

 San Francisco had become one of my favorite cities.  Its proximity to the Pacific kept 

the weather mild—not that I was affected much by the weather.  But humans tended to be 
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out more when it was warmer, and—though it was often overcast—San Francisco’s worst 

weather was nothing compared to the harsh winters of my homeland.   

 More than half a century before, gold had drawn many humans and Supernaturals to 

this part of the world, and the city by the bay had grown exponentially, its valleys and hills 

doing nothing to stop the humans from building outward from the city center.  

 Other than the hunting, which was superb due to the multiplicity of cultures 

represented within the city, my favorite part of San Francisco was its scent.  The sea 

perfumed the air with salt, reminding me of my human days.  It was a good life—or un-

death—that I’d found. 

 The King of California, Ferdinand—who had, up until ten years before, been the King 

of Spain—ruled the new state like only a “new” immigrant could.  In short, he didn’t give a 

fuck what the vampires in his kingdom did—as long as they didn’t jeopardize the secrecy of 

our kind. 

 That was where I came in.   

 I walked the streets of the city.  I 

was wearing black, and I looked damned 

good, though the fog obscured my form—

which was quite sad if I did say so myself. 

 And I did.     
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Chapter 17:  The Madame   

 

[Flashback continued: San Francisco, 1905] 

 It was a time of decadence in the fifteen-year-old state, California.  The vampire 

population was low, but the human population was booming.  Favored vampires were given 

“private” hunting grounds in the city of San Francisco, though older vampires—such as 

myself—were free to roam where we wished. 

 Yes.  We could do whatever we wished—within reason. 

  I smiled.  Indeed, there had always been something “fresh” about the world at the 

beginning of a new century.  It was as if humans were less inhibited and less limited by old 

ways.  Yes—San Francisco was a great fucking city!  It epitomized the birth of the 20th 

Century.   
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 However, occasionally, there were problems in the area, and that was why Ferdinand 

had secured my services.  I’d made quite a name for myself as an enforcer of sorts, and I’d 

worked for many kings—sometimes with Godric and sometimes by myself.  Ferdinand had 

given me the official title of “investigator” in his regime, and he paid me well for my efforts.    

 My current problem had started as a rumor—as most problems did.  A whore had 

been killed in the red light district.  Usually such a thing wouldn’t have been cared about by 

the somewhat laughable excuse of a police force in the city.  But the whore had been special; 

she’d been the mayor’s favorite.  And the case had been “odd.”   

For the girl appeared to have been bitten. 

 I sighed as I walked the misty San Francisco streets.  I had plans for later that night, 

and I hoped that I wouldn’t have to break them.  I brushed a speck of dust off of my 

impeccably cut black suit and smiled.  If I could hurry through my current task of picking up 

the trail of my quarry, I would have time to attend a special performance of Mazeppa at the 

Maguire Opera House.  King Ferdinand had personally glamoured the owner to believe that 

a performance in the dead of the night would be an excellent idea.  Mazeppa culminated in 

the Tartar character being stripped and tied to a horse.  Decades before, the male role of the 

Tartar had been played by a woman—making the production extremely risqué, though the 

nudity was only simulated back then.  I knew that tonight’s production would have no such 

inhibitions attached to it.   

I was intrigued to see the opera—as I’d already formed something of an “attachment” 

with the young actress who was playing the Tartar.  Esmerelda could do the most 

remarkable things with her tongue! 



 
250 

However, before my fun, I had to track down the culprit or culprits who had chewed 

into a high-class whore and then left her for dead. 

 The night before, I’d visited the morgue.  Though one might think that such places 

would be favorites of vampires, one would be wrong.  The scent was always horrid—a 

mixture of rotting bodies and shit, given the fact that humans tended to befoul themselves 

when they died.   

 It wasn’t their fault really; it was a matter of gravity.  That was yet another good thing 

about becoming a vampire.  We drank the blood of our makers in the last moments of our 

lives, and the magic from that prevented any last-second loss of bowel control.   

 I felt my lips turn downward in disgust as I remembered a time in Russia almost 800 

years before when I’d been forced to drink from a corpse.  The body had been fresh-ish.  

Only a day’s worth of rotting and a few maggots.  But, of course, the stench had been 

overwhelming to my acute senses.   

 “Fucking repulsive,” I said under my breath. 

But I’d been starving at the time.  I’d fucked the “pet” of the wrong vampire, and I’d 

been put into a silver coffin for two months.  And that silver coffin had been placed in a 

graveyard.  Godric had been with me at the time of my transgression against the stronger 

vampire, and he was the one to free me too.  I was so fucking hungry that—in my frenzy to 

eat—I dug up the freshest corpse in the “joint.”   

Godric had looked on with both understanding and disdain as I’d drained the 

coagulated blood from the corpse.  After I was done, I had a fucking stomachache!  
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Compassionately, Godric had led me to a home with a nice, fat family inside, and by the end 

of the night, I was on my way to recovery.   

I’d learned my fucking lesson though!  No taking of others’ pets! 

However, Godric liked to bring up the episode whenever I was getting “too full of 

myself.”   

I smirked as I thought about my maker.  He and Nora were still in Europe—Spain 

the last I knew.  Godric had no trust for extended sea travel, and—in many ways—I felt truly 

independent for the first time because he was literally on the other side of the world from 

me.   

I couldn’t blame Godric for his reticence about sea travel, however.  Though I’d not 

had to feed on another corpse during my long steamer ride from Japan to California, the 

smell of the unbathed humans in the steerage section got ranker and ranker during the 

three-week voyage.  But—since steerage was windowless—that was where I’d needed to 

“bunk” during the day, though I’d enjoyed my nights with the upper crust.  After a good 

bath—of course.   

However, despite any unpleasantness, the rocking ship had stirred me in a way that 

I’d not been stirred since my seafaring days as a human.  And I’d been wanting to explore 

the “New World” for a while. 

Exploration, after all, was in my blood.   

My eyes narrowed as I caught a whiff of another vampire in the vicinity—one whom 

I’d met a few times at Ferdinand’s court.   

Lorena. 
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I’d felt distaste for her from the start.  Oh—she was beautiful.  But she had a wild 

look in her eyes, and rumors of “bad” behavior followed her into the city like a shadow.  She 

had told the king that she was “just visiting” and wanted to enjoy the “flavors” of San 

Francisco for a year or two before moving on.  She’d paid the appropriate fee for her 

“holiday,” so she had been accepted at court.   

My instincts had told me that she might be trouble, so I’d reached out to some of my 

contacts on the East coast via coded telegrams and the telephone—an excellent new 

invention in my opinion.  I’d glamoured many a phone operator to make sure my 

conversations with colleagues were kept private.  Through those means, I’d learned that 

Lorena was something of a miscreant and had been kicked out of more than one kingdom 

for leaving bodies in her wake.  It was also rumored that she traveled with a child that she’d 

never registered with the Authority.   

Naughty.  Naughty.   

It was also clear that Lorena’s beauty and charm had gotten her into the door of 

many a new kingdom, and she seemed to have the uncanny ability to flee it before a king 

could take her undead life.   

Pity. 

The corpse I’d seen the night before fit Lorena’s modus operandi to a “T.”  It was 

painfully apparent that no effort had been made to cover up the draining.  The whore had 

multiple bite marks on her.  Neck, thighs, ankles, arms, breasts, pussy—they had all been 

pierced by fang.  And the woman had obviously been fucked roughly before, during, and/or 

after her death.   
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I felt pity for the whore.  She’d been lovely, but even the least lovely of creatures 

deserved a less horrifying death than the whore had gotten.  To cover the crime perpetrated 

by my kind, I’d taken and burned the young woman’s body.  Then I’d glamoured the man 

who ran the morgue so that he’d forget all about me and the whore.  I’d also taken the 

paperwork about the woman; it said her name was Simone.  I’d burned the paperwork with 

her.   

Then I’d tracked down the detective in charge of the case.  I’d glamoured him to 

believe that the fang marks on Simone’s body were made by a small dagger, perhaps an 

exotic one with an ivory blade.  Then I’d gone through his case file and taken anything that 

could have pointed to the existence of vampires.   

Regrettably, it had taken up most of my night. 

Oh well.  It was my job—after all.   

I slipped through the San Francisco streets, following Lorena’s scent.  My own sense 

of smell had developed greatly during the last quarter of my millennium of un-death; thus, I 

figured I could follow her from far enough away to not be detected.   

The detective’s case file had told me that there had actually been two victims—the 

mayor’s favorite, two nights before, and another girl from the same establishment, killed 

only three nights after Lorena had arrived in the city.   

Naughty.  Naughty.  Indeed.   

I scowled as Lorena’s trail disappeared, but I wasn’t that upset.  Clearly, Lorena 

wasn’t particularly discreet.  Given that the opera wasn’t to begin for a couple of hours, I 
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decided to visit the whorehouse where she’d chosen her victims—to see if I could pick up 

the scents of vampires there and to get the lay of the land.   

The Comstock Brothel was in the red light district of Barbary Coast.  I’d heard of the 

establishment, but had not yet had the chance to visit.  The brothel was known for its 

“clean” girls—both well-bathed and disease free.  The Madame, whose name I had learned 

was Pamela Swynford de Beaufort, had been the “best” whore for Rutherford Comstock, 

who’d struck it somewhat rich during the gold rush.  After that, he’d been wise enough to 

invest in a truly enduring business: prostitution.  Comstock’s only son had decided to go 

into “legitimate” business, though he still took a percentage of the brothel’s profits.  Ms. 

Swynford de Beaufort had run the place since Rutherford Comstock’s death eight years 

before.   

Now at 34 years of age, Pamela would be considered old for a whore.  However, I’d 

learned that she still entertained a few select clients.  I’d also learned that her “skills” in bed 

were considered unparalleled.    

I was intrigued.   

I sauntered into the main reception area of the Comstock, handed the hostess fifteen 

dollars, and told her that I just wanted a decanter of wine and a quiet corner for the evening 

as I studied the girls and prepared to make my choice.  

The hostess did as I asked with no protest.  I was certain that she had heard odder 

requests than mine.   

It didn’t take me long to figure out who the Madame was.  As I sat in the corner 

watching, I saw that Pamela was looking carefully around the room.  And she obviously 
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wasn’t looking for “company” for the night.  On the contrary, even as she ate her simple 

meal, she seemed to be cataloguing the whereabouts of all her girls and gauging the 

“quality” of her patrons.  Understandably, she had the concerned eyes of a Madame who 

had recently lost two girls to a killer—or killers.   

 

She had the eyes of an individual who didn’t want to care.     

But—she had the eyes of a person who did care, nonetheless.   

She also had the eyes of a woman who 

was tired of her life.  I’d seen the look 

thousands of times during my thousands of 

days.   

I didn’t like the look on her.   

Pamela drank down a large gulp of her 

Campari, which had been served by a man 

named Nicholas, who clearly respected her.  I 

saw a pretty brunette approach her.  She asked for a boost, and Pamela gave her one—out of 
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a pretty ring on the ring finger on her left hand, the finger that would have held a wedding 

ring if the Madame’s life had 

progressed in a more socially 

acceptable direction.   

Pamela gave the girl an 

almost maternal look before 

getting down to business and 

asking about one of her other 

girls—Claire.   

The brunette informed Pamela that Claire had been in room number three for 

almost an hour.  It was pretty clear that the Madame was half-pissed and half-worried as 

she wiped her dainty hands and went in search of the wayward Claire.  I followed stealthily, 

but I didn’t need to follow all the way to Room 3.  I 

smelled the fresh corpse as I entered the hallway.  And 

I smelled vampires: Lorena and another.   

Someone who shared Lorena’s blood.     

I sighed, knowing that another trip to the 

morgue would be called for. 

Ms. Swynford de Beaufort seemed to know 

what she was going to find behind the door of room 

number 3, but she still gasped when she saw Claire's 

body.  I could smell the salt from her quickly formed tears.  
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“Goddamn them,” she cried.  

 

“Them?” I whispered, knowing I wouldn’t be heard.  I wondered, then, if the Madame 

knew who was killing her girls.  Perhaps she’d been glamoured not to interfere with the 

vampires or to speak of them—but had been left to remember the horror of them.  Such 

things had happened before.   

Or maybe the Madame was simply smart enough to know that powerful beings were 

targeting her people.  Maybe, in her business, it was practical to believe in the monsters of 

the night—for most of those monsters were, indeed, humans. 

I kept studying Pamela as she went to her “office” and arranged for a particular 

policeman—someone who was obviously a client as well—to be sent a message.  After that, 

the dead girl was removed quietly and quickly, and the room she’d died in was cleaned and 

set to rights within half an hour.  Five minutes after that, another girl was entertaining on 

the same bed where her colleague had died.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c17-6.jpg


 
258 

The whole business had taken less than an hour.   

I had to respect the Madame’s relentless ability to move forward.  

 

 

Ten minutes after the Comstock had closed, I followed Pamela as she left the brothel.  

She’d changed her clothing—since her own had gotten stained with blood.  But she looked 

no less put together—or beautiful—when she took to the streets.   

Unbeknownst to her, I wasn’t the only one following her as she quickly made her way 

to the apartment of the detective who was investigating the murders of her girls.  I listened 

through the window as she asked him—for what was likely the third time—to keep her 

brothel’s name out of the newspapers.  She also asked that he place undercover detectives 

into her establishment.   

He agreed to her first request, but not her second.  However, predictively, he agreed 

only after she paid him with money and her body.  Again, I found myself appreciating 

Pamela.  She was a savvy businesswoman—willing to do whatever it took to stay ahead, even 

if that meant fucking the policeman who’d just fucked her over.   
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After what sounded like what must have been a disappointing fuck—for her—it 

didn’t take Pamela long at all to set her appearance to rights.  When she set off on the way 

back to the brothel, she once again had two beings following her.   

This time, Pamela sensed the human stalking her.  But she didn’t run or yell for help.  

Instead, she turned around and faced her pursuer. 

“May I help you?” she asked in a 

challenging tone. 

I smiled.  I liked her.  Very much.     

The man told her that she was 

beautiful.  He wasn’t lying. 

Pamela told him that she was “off the 

clock.”   

I grinned again.  She was full of piss 

and vinegar. 

She turned to saunter away after telling him to come see her after her establishment 

opened the next night.  Unsurprisingly, the man pulled out a knife and attacked, pushing 

her against a brick wall.   

“That’s right, whore!  I like it when you struggle,” the attacker said, his voice having 

taken on a sociopathic edge.   

In a split second, I decided that this particular whore—this particular woman—wasn’t 

going to be violated and killed by the likes of him.   

She deserved better.  
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I flashed to the scene and quickly killed the would-be killer with his own knife.  I was 

an expert at killing and managed to do the job without getting a single drop on my pristine 

white shirt, ivory waistcoat, and ivory tie.   

Glancing at the beauty using 

my peripheral vision, I decided to 

test Pamela’s mettle.  Perhaps, once 

I’d taken care of the vampire 

problem at her brothel, she might 

take care of me.  It would be nice to 

have a lover who knew what I was 

again, and Pamela seemed able to 

keep a secret.  She also seemed to be in no position to tell one.   
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I licked my fingers and tasted the would-be killer.  A-positive.  Not my favorite.   

I turned toward her.  “You’re not afraid,” I said, though she was, undeniably, a little 

afraid.  However, given the situation, she should have been hysterical.  I admired her even 

more.   

“I’m no stranger to dead bodies,” she responded, her 

voice shaking.   

Of course, I already knew that.  

“The streets can be dangerous at this hour.  A lady 

should really be more,” I paused, “careful.”  I worked to wipe 

off my bloody hands with my handkerchief as I waited for 

what I was certain would be a 

pithy remark from her. 

“If I meet a lady, I’ll let her 

know,” she responded.   

Despite the fact that her 

voice was still quivering, she’d not 
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disappointed me.  And that was unusual when it 

came to humans.   

I walked over to her.  She was wearing tall 

shoes—very tall shoes—so I didn’t need to look too far 

down to look her into the eyes.  But it wasn’t her eyes 

that I was looking at.  It was her cleavage.  Though I’d 

managed to keep the blood off of myself, her dress 

had sustained some damage.   

Unbeknownst to her, I knew that it was her second bloody garment that night. 

“That is a,” I paused, “lovely dress.”  I finally looked her in the eyes, knowing that I’d 

enthralled her without the need for glamour.  “I’m sorry about all the blood,” I said 

sincerely, wondering if she was sharp enough to figure out that it wasn’t just the dress I was 

talking about.  In that moment, I hoped that my eyes were making the promise that I already 

intended to keep: to rid her establishment of predators such as Lorena.   

 

Her eyes showed her sadness—and her gratitude. 
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“It’s—uh—it’s fine.”   

She looked longingly at my lips, but I 

did not kiss her.   

I gave her a few coins.  “This should 

cover it,” I said, knowing that the money was 

enough to clean both of her bloody dresses.   

“Mister?” she said to me with wide 

eyes.  I knew I wouldn’t want to answer any 

question she asked, so I zipped away, though I 

didn’t truly “leave” her until I knew she was safely 

in her room for the night.   

I had to miss most of Mazeppa to make 

sure that Pamela Swynford de Beaufort had no 

additional problems that night; however, I still 

arrived in time to see the climactic scene.  And—

after that—I was able to have climactic moments 

of my own with Esmerelda and that amazing 

tongue of hers. 

Overall, it had been a productive night.   
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Chapter 18: A well-made suit 

 

[Flashback Continued, San Francisco, 1905] 

 When I awoke the next evening, I chose my new brown suit with cream-colored 

vertical stripes.  It was made of the finest material—not the scratchy shit that some tailors 

tried to push.  My own tailor was glamoured to forget how cold my skin was, to work with me 

at night, and—most importantly—not to skimp on quality.   

I checked my appearance in the mirror and decided to forgo a hat.  I had to admit 

that I enjoyed the fashion of the time—especially when I recalled the uncomfortable 

breeches of the 1500s.  The thought of the restrictive codpieces still made me cringe. 

 I quickly found the son of my landlord, who had delicious blood, and grabbed a 

quick snack.  Then, I made my way at a leisurely pace to the red light district.  It was only 

7:30 p.m., and I knew that the Comstock Brothel didn’t open until 8:00 p.m.; however, I 
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wanted to be in place when Lorena inevitably made an appearance.  I didn’t have to wait 

long.   

 At 8:05 p.m., I scented her.  With her, there was a younger vampire—obviously her 

progeny, given his scent.  I watched from the shadows as a stricken-looking Pamela came 

out of the back door of her brothel; she walked over to the pair.   

 “Please,” she said, “not tonight.” 

 Lorena brushed off the plea with a wave of her hand.   

 “William and I would like a blonde tonight, and make sure she’s plumper than the 

last girl.  Why—we hardly got any blood out of her at all!” Lorena said with a laugh. 

 “No!” Pamela denied, obviously trying to sound braver than she felt.   

 “No?”  Lorena responded angrily and then captured Pamela with her glamour.  “You 

will cooperate with us, won’t you, whore?” she seethed. 

 “Yes.  I will,” Pam said, even as a tear dropped from her eye. 

 “Good.  Now—like the other times—you will get us a girl fitting our preference for the 

evening.  Then you will make sure we are not disturbed for an hour,” Lorena continued. 

 “Please, don’t kill this one,” Pamela begged.  “You don’t have to kill them.  I know 

that.  Some of them—you’ve left alive.” 

 Lorena rolled her eyes.  “We will do as we please.  And you will not speak of us to 

anyone—will you?” 

 “No, I won’t,” Pamela responded, clearly still under the influence of Lorena’s 

glamour. 
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 “And for questioning me, you’re not even going to accept the fee for your whore’s 

services tonight—are you?” 

 “No.  She’s on the house.” 

 “That’s so generous of you,” Lorena said patronizingly, eliciting a laugh from her 

companion who had yet to speak.  “And—remember,” she added cruelly, “you will recall 

everything about our encounter, but you won’t be able to do anything about it.  You just have 

to accept it—don’t you?” 

 “Yes,” Pamela said, her voice shaky.   

 “Well—hurry along,” Lorena said. 

 Pamela turned and walked toward the back door.  The vampires followed her.  Right 

before they disappeared inside, the whelp turned as if scenting the air.  I knew that one so 

young wouldn’t be able to pick up my scent or see me from my position; however, it was 

clear that he had better instincts than his maker.   

 “Lorena,” he said with concern in his eyes, “I believe someone is watching.” 

 Lorena immediately dropped fang and caught Pam in her glamour.  “Did you tell 

anyone about us?” she asked, manhandling the Madame roughly.   

 “No,” Pamela responded.  “I swear I didn’t.” 

 Lorena looked out into the night, but clearly she didn’t see me or smell me.  “There’s 

nothing there, William.  You’re just a little jumpy ‘cause you haven’t fed tonight,” she said as 

she caressed her progeny’s arm. 

 “I’m sure you’re right,” he responded, though he looked once more into the night 

before his maker beckoned him. 
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 I scoffed once they were inside the brothel.  Obviously, Lorena got a perverse 

satisfaction out of tormenting Pamela.  And, clearly, she had brought her whelp to the 

brothel many times.  I wondered if they frequented other establishments in the red light 

district as well.  It wouldn’t surprise me if they’d left many more than three corpses in their 

wake, though at least they had the sense not to kill every night.      

 I found myself most upset by the fact that they were using Pamela as they were.   

 “Sadistic bitch,” I whispered into the night as I thought of Lorena.   

 I shook my head with disdain.  I figured it would be a while before Lorena and 

William’s plaything was in true danger, and I needed to catch the vampires in the middle of 

their “crime” so that my interference would be justified—and so that my paperwork would 

be easier to complete.   Thus, I decided to amuse myself with Pamela’s company while I 

waited—though I kept my senses attune for the scent of blood.   

 

 

 Clearly, Pamela had mixed feelings about my appearance in her establishment.  

Despite her obvious attraction for me, it was also clear that she did not like to “entertain” 
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anymore.  I found it oddly endearing that she’d fucked the detective for the benefit of her 

business and her girls, but was not keen on fucking the person who had saved her life the 

night before.   

 Yes—Pamela was a strange and intriguing creature.  Beautiful too.  I wanted her, and 

I could tell that she desired me; however, it was also clear that she was “afraid” to fuck 

someone she “liked.”   

 Intriguing indeed.  And familiar.   

I had a similar tendency.   

 Pamela made a show of gathering together all of her “unoccupied” girls, placing 

them before me and making it clear through her 

actions that I was to choose from them—not her. 

 Amusing. 

 “We have something to satisfy even the most 

exotic fancies,” she said before pointing out the 

skills of an Asian girl she called Rubber Ruby. 

 “Mm, delightful,” I said after watching Rubber 

Ruby display her flexibility and balance.   

 Pamela looked back at me as if confident that 

Ruby would be to my taste. 

 She was wrong. 

 “But it is you I came to see,” I said.  

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c18-2.jpg


 
269 

 Pamela sighed and looked a little pissed off.  Yes—I liked her very much.  Even 

though I could smell her arousal for me, she was determined to deny herself anything 

resembling “meaningful” companionship. 

 “A good merchant doesn’t compete with her merchandise, sir,” she tried. 

 I stepped closer to her.  Her heart rate picked up, and the scent of her arousal 

became stronger.   

 “And a good customer knows everything has its price,” I said, already knowing that 

Pamela’s price would be the elimination of her vampire problem.  Of course, she didn’t 

know that I planned to do that anyway.   

 I sauntered away from her.  I could now smell the blood of the blonde who was 

currently Lorena and the whelp’s plaything; however, the scent wasn’t yet thick in the air.  

Thus, I waited patiently until Pamela pulled me to a corner of the room.   

 

 “I—uh . . . ,” she stammered, obviously having a difficult time speaking because of 

Lorena’s glamouring. 
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 “You have a problem,” I supplied, “with others who are like me.  I will take care of 

this for you—if you will ‘take care’ of me afterwards.  If this is an agreeable arrangement, 

blink twice,” I grinned. 

 After giving me a tiny glare, she blinked—twice—just as I knew she would.  

 With Pamela trailing me, I went to the room occupied by the vampires.  There was an 

observation screen in place, and, for a moment, I watched the pathetic display happening in 

the room.  The whore had been glamoured and Lorena was instructing her to say a series of 

self-depreciating things, culminating with, “Drain me, Daddy.  Drain me till I’m dead.”   

 I scoffed.  Lorena was truly a pathetic excuse for a vampire.  She was also obviously 

sick and twisted.  Sadly, I knew that I wouldn’t be able to end her.  I’d learned that her own 

maker had some power and influence in the New World, which was probably why Lorena 

had figuratively—and literally—gotten away with murder for so long.  But I figured I could 

teach her a lesson by killing her whelp, who was drinking from the inner thigh of the whore.   

I guess he was supposed to be 

“Daddy.” 

 How fucked up was that? 

 I zipped into the room and had 

Lorena by the throat in the next instant.  

Amusingly, the whelp ordered me to 

unhand his maker.   
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 With satisfaction, I threw Lorena across the room, only to be accosted by a stake-

wielding pup.   

 How entertaining.   

 I easily stopped him from getting anywhere near my 

heart with the wood. 

 “Oh, Lorena, you procreated,” I said with some glee.  She 

and I both 

knew that 

she’d not 

reported the 

making.  

And—from the smell of her child—he was 

nearing a half-century old.  The standard time 

for reporting a new progeny to the Authority 

these days was when the child was between five 

and ten years old.  So many died during their first years that the Authority didn’t want to 

bother with the paperwork if Darwinism took care of the child.    

 It was a true pity that Lorena had survived her first year. 

 I smirked, knowing that I could “punish” Lorena by putting her in silver for two 

weeks for the breaking of protocol.  From the look on her face, she knew the punishment for 

her transgression as well. 

 Clearly the foolish woman had wanted to keep her whelp to herself. 
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 Pathetic indeed.   

 “Oh, and he is protective.  How sweet,” I said with a hint of sarcasm. 

 

 The child—William—demanded to know my name.  One had to admire his courage—

though his zeal was misplaced and foolhardy.  Clearly, Lorena hadn’t taught him how to 

respect his elders or, quite likely, 

how to be around other vampires 

at all.   

 Idiocy.   

 “Eric Northman,” I 

answered him.  “But—to you—the 

true death,” I added as I flicked 

my wrist in order to send the 

whelp’s stake flying into a wall.   
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 He went to strike me, but Lorena stopped him.  That was lucky for them both.  Bill 

looked at her like a lost puppy.  Lorena put her fangs away, and—in a pleading tone—

begged for the life of her progeny, claiming that he was “new.” 

 I knew better. 

 “He doesn’t 

understand,” Lorena tried. 

 William contradicted 

her.  “I understand perfectly,” 

he said in a thick Southern 

accent.  “If Mr. Northman 

wants a fight, he can fight a 

man.” 

 How quaint.   

 How chivalrous. 

 I chuckled.  Obviously William didn’t know that gender meant nothing to vampiric 

strength.  Gods—he was amusing! 

 “Well, he is brave and loyal,” I assessed.  “Strong for one so young.”  I put away my 

fangs.  “It would be a shame to waste a promising vampire simply because his maker failed 

to educate him,” I added, turning to Lorena, “on how to treat his elders.”  

 Clearly, my voice and my gaze were adequately menacing to the vampiress, who was 

quaking in her boots.   
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 In truth, I did see something promising in the youngling.  He obviously had more 

potential value than his maker; in addition, I realized I didn’t want to deal with the 

paperwork—or the mess—if I killed the whelp.  I decided that I would much rather “mess” 

with the Madame.    

 Hopefully, Lorena would be compelled to train the boy properly now.  And—once he 

found out that the world of vampires was wider than the manic vision of his maker—he 

might even become strong enough to leave her, thereby hurting her far worse than I could 

ever do with silver.  Or, perhaps—if we were all lucky—he might even kill her. 

 Fingers crossed.   

 William looked as confused as hell as his maker thanked me and apologized for 

being in my “territory.”  Of course, it was actually the king’s territory, but I realized that 

Lorena probably hadn’t even taught her progeny 

about the political structure of our kind. 

 Truly pathetic!   

 “Oh, it is the lady you owe the apology to,” 

I said, turning my attention toward Pamela, who’d 

been watching my exchange with the other two 

vampires with interest.  Her heart was thrumming 

with fear, but—again—she’d impressed me by 

staying on her feet. 

 Most humans would have fainted at the 

first sight of fang.   
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 Pamela spoke to Lorena.  “And five hundred dollars for 

every girl you drained.” 

 I smirked.  Ms. Swynford de Beaufort’s moxie made me 

admire her even more.   

 The constipated look her demand brought to Lorena’s 

face made me want 

to fuck the 

Madame even 

more.   

 Fucking priceless.   

 “We are sorry,” Lorena said as if someone 

were pulling a fang.   

 If only. 

 Pamela nodded in gracious acceptance. 

 “Aren’t we, William?” Lorena added, 

looking pointedly at her child.   

 William didn’t look sorry at all.   Instead he 

approached me and looked up at me with 

challenge in his eyes before he zipped away like a 

child who’d just been spanked and sent to bed 

without dinner.   
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 “You had better get him under 

control,” I said to Lorena with warning in 

my tone.   

 The vampiress nodded and zipped 

away as well. 

 As soon as she was gone, Pamela 

looked at me with eyes alit by the danger 

she’d just witnessed.  Those eyes seemed 

to be daring me to fuck her and then 

leave quickly. 

 “I believe we have a debt to settle,” she said, likely trying to convince herself that it 

was only for “business” that she was letting me take her body.   

But I wanted more.  Pamela was the 

best candidate for a human companion that 

I’d found in many years.   

I glanced at the whore on the bed.  She 

had passed out, but her heartbeat was steady 

enough for me to know that she would be fine.  

Bill’s quick movements before had even 

caused the sheet to cover the bite marks he’d 

given her, so—if she were discovered by 
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anyone else while I was being entertained by her Madame—she would likely be thought to 

be passed out due to liquor consumption.   

How convenient.   

I would return to glamour the whore later.  I’d 

make sure she treated her wounds, but didn’t 

mention them; plus, I’d give her money enough to 

buy a steak meal or two.    

She’d be right as rain in a couple of days. 

Having decided to deal with the sleeping girl 

later, I turned and smiled at Pamela before taking 

long strides to her.  I said nothing as I pulled her to 

me and kissed her.   
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Then, I took her to her boudoir.  At first, Pamela tried to be “the whore”—to “act” her 

way through our physical act.  But it wasn’t long before I pleasured her enough to bring out 

the woman. 

It was clear that Pamela hated the vulnerability of “feeling,” and I could empathize 

with that.  But it was lovely to watch her “feel” as I brought her to release.   
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Chapter 19: Piercing  

 

 Pamela had proven to be a charming companion and a skilled bedfellow, and—for 

several months—we had enjoyed much time together.   

 A cynic might say that I was merely using her.  But the truth was that I appreciated 

her company.  She was witty and intelligent, and she’d graced my arm at many a show.  I was 

especially amused when one of the affluent gentlemen in the audience—or one of their 

wives—would recognize Pamela as the Madame of the whorehouse he or she frequented.  

The looks on their faces were often quite humorous.  But Pamela—being the pro that she 

was—would masterfully find a way to reassure them that their secrets were safe.  Moreover, 

she always managed to schmooze in order to find new clientele.   

 Truly, she was one of a kind.   



 
280 

 During our months together, Pamela made no demands upon me, and she certainly 

didn’t expect anything close to fidelity from me.  Like the savvy businesswoman she was, she 

had negotiated an “arrangement” with me.  On the nights that I took her out on the town, I 

was required to pay her for her time—given the fact that I sometimes took her time away 

from her brothel.   

 However, on the nights that I simply came by after the brothel closed in order to 

enjoy her body, Pamela would take no money.   

 Of course, that was the closest that she would ever come to telling me that she cared 

for me.   

 Thankfully, Pamela was not opposed to my biting her—though it obviously didn’t 

give her the kind of physical pleasure that it gave many.  Still—she tolerated it when my 

passions compelled me to take her blood during sex.  However, I tried to refrain, knowing it 

wasn’t her favorite of things.   

 I wanted to ensure her pleasure and comfort.  But—of course—I didn’t express this 

care out loud either.  

 However, as much as I enjoyed Pamela’s charms, I was restless in the way that most 

vampires become after they’ve spent a significant amount of time with a single human.  It 

wasn’t that Pamela was boring—per se.  It was simply time to move on—both for her and for 

me.   

 After all, neither one of us was comfortable with the concept of caring for another.  

Thus, after one more night in her company, I had resolved to end things with her.  I planned 

to leave her a substantial amount of money.  Also, I was going to glamour away all of her 
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memories of vampires.  Though I knew firsthand how discreet she could be, there was no 

need to take unnecessary chances.   

 It being our last night together, I took Pamela to a fine dining establishment and 

then I took her in her bed—several times.  Afterwards, I could sense her melancholy.  Always 

intuitive, she’d probably recognized that our time together was almost done.        

 Never one to “cuddle” following sex, she’d turned her back to me, and I ran my 

fingers over the soft curve of her shoulder.  She truly was lovely, and I knew that a part of me 

would miss her.   

 “What’s it like?  Being what you are?” she asked. 

 What was it like?  That question had no easy answer.  It depended on the place I was 

in or the profession I was pursuing.  It depended on my monarch.  It depended on the 

company I was keeping.  I told Pamela that it would take lifetimes to explain it all.  And it 

would.   

 It certainly wasn’t a conversation to have in bed on our last night together. 

 She turned around to face me and gave me a smile that did not reach her lovely blue 

eyes.  In fact, those eyes 

looked a little desperate to 

me. 

 “Then make me a 

vampire, and we’ll have all 

the time in the world,” she 

requested. 
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 I contemplated her request for a moment, but only that.  I liked Pamela.  There had 

been a time when she’d intrigued me, but I’d never felt a “pull” toward her.   

 “You don’t know what you’re asking,” I returned.  

 

 “Yes, I do,” she said fervently.  “I’m not afraid.”  

 I knew she wasn’t and I told her as much, but her lack of fear wasn’t really relevant in 

the equation. 

 “Most humans beg me to spare their lives,” I said, “and you want me to take yours.” 

 “I want you to give me one worth living,” she countered. 

 Our conversation went back and forth for a while—her trying to convince me to 

change her, and me arguing otherwise.  She shared that she wanted a life other than the one 

she’d found herself trapped in.  Pamela was smart enough to understand that women like 

her didn’t have long shelf lives.  Already, she was too old to be a “regular” working girl.  If 

her brothel got into trouble with the law—or if the “morality police” decided to make an 

example out of San Francisco like it had with some of the cities on the east coast—then she 
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would have nowhere to go.  She told me her greatest fear—that she would die diseased and 

alone. 

 That she would die in the dark. 

 How ironic that statement was—considering that she now wanted to give up the day 

to live only in the dark!   

 I had to, once again, admire her for refusing to allow her own fears to cripple her.  

Instead, she turned around in order to face them.   

Even embrace them.  

But admiration wasn’t a “pull.” 

 “If you had any idea what kind of life awaits me,” she pleaded, “you wouldn’t hesitate 

to turn me.” 

 

 “And if you had any idea of the responsibility that comes with being a maker, you 

wouldn’t dare ask,” I said, now feeling frustration—and a little guilt—because of our 

exchange. 
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 “Then make me and leave me.  I’ll take care of myself.  I always have.” 

 My frustration turned to anger.  

She didn’t understand the implications of what she was saying, but I was damned 

offended nonetheless!  Those who abandoned their progenies were considered pariahs 

among other vampires.   

She might as well have just suggested that I had no code whatsoever! 

“Would you toss a newborn baby in a gutter?  Abandoning a new vampire is no 

different,” I said, even as I moved to get out of her bed—her life.  

 

“Becoming a maker is an eternal commitment—greater than any marriage, deeper 

than any human bond.  To throw that away is sacrilege,” I added passionately.   

“An honorable vampire,” she intoned sarcastically, though I heard mostly hurt in her 

voice.  “Isn’t that a contradiction?” 

“No more than an intelligent whore,” I volleyed back, knowing that I was being 

unnecessarily hurtful even as the words left my mouth, “yet here we are.”   
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Indeed, I was angry at 

Pamela—but also at myself.   

As angry as I was, however, 

I also understood Pamela’s 

motivations.  She was merely 

trying to make the most important 

choice that she could—before all 

of her choices were taken away from her.  

 I sighed.  It was clear that I had waited too long to end things with Pamela.  My 

greediness to have a companion who knew about what I was had gotten the best of me.  I’d 

enjoyed our time together, even though I’d intuited—almost from the start—that caring for 

me was costing Pamela something profound.  I’d cracked into that hard shell of hers—and 

though part of her had been grateful—that piercing had also allowed her heretofore 

repressed fears to surface. 

I had, long ago, reconciled myself to the fact that I was a selfish creature, but—

perhaps—I had been too selfish with her.   

As I continued dressing, she stood and put on her robe.  I could hear a sob from her 

and smell her tears.  I closed my eyes for a moment.   

I didn’t like feeling regret. 

Or feeling at all.   

Yes—it was time to sever ties with Pamela.  I resolved to glamour her and to give her 

even more money than I’d planned before.  Also, I would make the “suggestion” that she 
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leave San Francisco behind and settle somewhere that she was unknown.  She could 

pretend to be a rich heiress or widow.  She could set up a nice household and live 

comfortably.  Yes.  That was what I would do for 

Pamela Swynford de Beaufort—in order to make 

up for what I had unfortunately done to her 

because of my egoism.   

I heard her gasp and smelled her blood in 

almost the same instant.  

“Pamela.”    

She turned to face me.  Long and deep 

gashes were cut into her arms.   

“What have you done?” I asked, even though I already knew.  She was forcing my 

hand. 

“Let me walk 

the world with you, Mr. 

Northman, or watch 

me die,” she said with 

the kind of resolution 

that I’d always admired 

in her.   
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As the scent of her blood permeated the room, I tried to keep my fangs in check, even 

as I considered my options. 

I could, indeed, watch her die, but I 

sincerely liked her, and I hated the thought of 

her killing herself. 

Or I could heal her with my blood, 

but—in truth—I wasn’t the kind to make blood 

ties.  Moreover, Godric had taught me not to 

give away my blood unless it was to form a 

bond or to make a child.  

I looked back at Pamela.  No—I 

decided—if I gave her my blood, it would 

be to make her my progeny.  I quickly ran 

through the list of things about her that 

had attracted me in the first place and 

that had kept me interested for longer 

than I’d been interested in most other 

humans during my thousand years. 
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And then I decided.   

I made a child. 

[End of Flashback] 
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Chapter 20:  Surety  

 

As I remained unmoving on my throne, I felt Pam coming, and with her was her new 

child.  When they were at the door of the bar, I smelled that the whelp was Tara Thornton.  

Oh well.  At least her being undead would match the “lie” that I had told to Bill the other 

day, and it proved that I was one hell of a deducer.  However, that was of little comfort to me 

now. 

 I steeled myself as Pam came into Fangtasia; she was cursing Ginger.  My child was 

agitated and flustered, but she had no idea of my presence yet. 

 “Where is everyone?” she yelled angrily as she walked into the bar that we had 

started together.   

 Together. 
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 “I sent them all home,” I said, my voice stony.  In that moment, I needed to show her 

the vampire—not the maker, not the father, not the friend. 

 “Oh, my God.  Sookie, you fucking did it,” Pam 

said with surprise and gratefulness in her eyes and 

voice. 

 Even though I didn’t know the context of Pam’s 

words, I couldn’t have agreed with them more.  

Sookie had done a great many things.  She had 

changed me fundamentally.  She had loved me.  She 

had rejected me.  She was—even as I sat there—

rejecting herself.   Hating herself. 

 Pam, however, seemed to believe that Sookie had done something to get me to come 

back.  Maybe she was right in a way.   
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 I could see Pam lifting her façade in order to cover her happiness that I was back, 

and then I felt her fear.  My first instinct was to 

comfort my child, but I stayed cold and 

expressionless.     

 Detached from her—and myself.   

Pam had every justification to be afraid of 

me.  We had not seen each other since I ordered 

her away after she’d aimed a goddamned rocket 

launcher at my bonded—at the woman I loved!  

Despite Pam’s protests that she didn’t know what 

love was, she would have been able to feel the 

great emotion I had for Sookie.  Yet she had disobeyed me and launched that rocket anyway.   

It wasn’t her disobedience that had hurt me 

the most about her action either.  It was the fact 

that she would risk that which I loved.  Could I ever 

trust her again if she was willing to do that?     

 I felt my anger over her actions and my current 

impossible situation swell in me like a prayer 

answered.  That anger eclipsed Sookie’s sorrow for 

the moment.  It distracted me from my own 

emptiness at being away from her.  It numbed me to the fact that she’d rejected me.  And, 

most importantly, it anesthetized me to what I needed to do to Pam.   
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 “Well,” Pam said in a tone that could only be described as half-snarky and half-

apprehensive, “no need for apologies—right?  I’m certainly not waitin’ for one.  Barely 

remember what we got all het up over.”   

 Pam and I had not often fought during our years together—at least not about 

anything major.  And I’d never sent her from my sight as I’d done at the witch’s store.  Thus, 

I knew that her memory of the situation was just as good as mine.  Still, she was trying to 

brush the episode away—which only raised my ire more. 

 “Let bygones be bygones,” she said, her eyes pleading just a little.  “Bi-girls be bi-

girls,” she added, obviously trying to charm me with her humor.  It had worked so many 

times in the past that I couldn’t blame her for attempting to use it now.    

 Obviously nervous, Pam was so focused on me that she hadn’t noticed Bill.  That was 

careless on her part—and I hated that I’d caused her to be careless. 

She looked at Bill with both surprise 

and disdain.  “Oh.  Hi,” she said by way of a 

greeting.   

 I was ready to get the show on the road, 

but I did not want to do it with the newest 

member of my line—or Bill—present, so I 

feigned ignorance as I looked over Pam’s 

shoulder at Tara.  “Why is she here?” I asked as if I didn’t know. 
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 Pam looked nervous despite the fact that I had given her my blessing to make a child 

more than a year before.  “Uh,” she started, 

“she’s mine.  I—uh—made her vampire while 

you were gone.”  My child smiled 

apprehensively.  “Congratulations!  You’re a 

grandfather.”  

 I took in the blood on Tara’s clothing and 

the scent of my ‘grandchild.’  From the smell of 

her own burnt flesh lingering on her, she had 

obviously tried to kill herself—most likely using 

an X-ray machine or a tanning bed.  I’d seen many new vampires who’d not wanted to be 

turned do similar things.   

I felt myself looking down for a moment, wondering what sequence of events had led 

to Tara’s turning.  I couldn’t help but to worry about Sookie and to posit that her concern 

over her friend was—at least in part—driving her current state of grief.  Tara obviously 

hadn’t wanted to be a vampire—hadn’t chosen it—if she were already trying to end herself.  

That meant that Sookie had likely chosen it for her.  Having seen the volatile nature of Tara 

before, I figured her reaction to Sookie had been devastating for my bonded one.   

 I looked over at Bill and saw a similar expression on his face.  However, as much as 

both of us would have liked to have been with Sookie right then, we had a job to do.  Plus, we 

were sporting devices that would lead the Authority to wherever we went.  And I didn’t want 

them anywhere near the woman I loved!   
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 “Would you mind?” I asked Bill, giving him a significant look as I did.  I was glad 

that he took the hint and led Tara from the room.   

 Pam’s trepidation became even clearer as soon as 

the others had left.  Her eyes were wide and fearful 

as she asked me, “What’s wrong?  What’s 

happened?” 

 I let her see no emotion in my own eyes as I 

leveled a stare at her—a stare that I knew would 

make her crumble if I kept it up.  Pam might 

posture about the uselessness of human emotions, 

and she certainly judged me for my own emotions 

regarding Sookie, but she had plenty herself.   
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 I paused as I steeled my resolve once more.  I didn’t want to hurt Pam.  I knew that 

she loved me.  I knew that her distress and her hatred for Sookie were fueled by jealousy and 

worry.  She feared that Sookie would replace her in my affections.  She felt apprehensive 

because she’d never “felt” me so emotional as I’d become over Sookie.  Pam had always been 

fearful of what the future might bring.  She had worried about growing old when she was a 

Madame.  And now she worried about being alone—abandoned by me.   

 For my “questioning,” I knew that she was right where I needed her to be 

emotionally.  I knew that the kind of torture I was about to inflict upon her would cause 

much more damage than the silver that had been injected into my veins the night before.   

 But I had to do it.  I was out of the chair in a blink and had Pam by her throat in 

another one.  And at the same time, I opened my bond with her, flooding her with my 

disappointment in her actions, as well as my all-consuming anger. 

 My ire. 
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 She groaned under my wrath and my hands.    

 

 

My fingers were poised around Pam’s neck, squeezing just enough for her to know 

that I could kill her with a slight twist of my wrist.  The fear and betrayal coming from my 

progeny’s eyes and from her side of our bond almost broke my resolve.   

But I held onto my rage.   

 “Did you free Russell?” I began, my voice controlled and steely.   

 “What?” Pam asked, shaking her head.  “Of course not,” she responded, trying to 

smile a little.  “Eric, what’s all this about?” 

 “It is about disobedience,” I said, still holding her with my hand and my stare.  “It’s 

about disloyalty.” 

 “If this is about the fairy, Eric . . . ,” she started.   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/c20-9.jpg


 
297 

 “This is not about Sookie!” I seethed, even though I knew it mostly was.  For better or 

worse, everything came back to my bonded for me now.   

 “Eric, you’ve changed.  Surely you can see how bad she is for you.  You would’ve never 

. . . ,” she began again. 

 “Never what?” I asked, my voice cold again.  “Never punished you for your direct 

defiance of an order?”   

 Pam had to croak out her response since I was applying more pressure to her throat 

now.  “She wasn’t worth your life.  I couldn’t let you kill yourself for her.” 

 “Let me?” I asked austerely.  “That was not your decision to make, Pamela.  Did you 

free Russell so that he could kill her?  To get back at me?” 

 “Eric,” Pam beseeched, shaking her head in denial, “I would never do anything to 

hurt you.” 

 I let my rage take over, and I threw her on top of the bar.   
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“Stop fucking lying!” I yelled down at her as my fangs clicked into place.  The truth 

was that Pam killing Sookie would have hurt me—more than anything else that she could 

ever do, including letting Russell out.   

Yes.  My own death would bring me a moment of pain when it came.  However, it 

would be nothing compared to the pain of losing Sookie.  The last year without her—I 

realized—had been my greatest torture.  Facing her rejection would also torment me, but 

seeing her dead would truly kill whatever spirit was left in me.   

 “I’m not lying.  I swear,” Pam whimpered, even as I grunted out my anger above her.  I 

squeezed a little harder.  

 I’d never seen my child more afraid, more 

ready to break.  But it wasn’t quite enough.  I would 

have to push again.       

 “I don’t know where Russell is,” she 

promised. 

 Her face told me that she wasn’t lying.  My 

instincts told me that she wasn’t lying.  But there 

was a flash of hesitation—of guilt—in our bond as 

she said the words.   
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 I let go of her throat, turned from her, and retracted my fangs.  I could smell her 

tears. 

 That flash meant that at least part of her 

was glad that Russell was out—most certainly 

because she hoped that he would kill Sookie 

now that he was.   

And in that moment—even as I felt 

another blast of self-loathing from Sookie—I 

felt some for myself too.  I should have tried to 

better explain to Pam what Sookie meant to me before we went to the witch’s lair.  However, I 

had barely been able to admit it to myself and to Sookie that I loved her.  Making things so 

much more difficult, my revelation to Sookie had been met with the immediate admission 

that she loved Bill too.  Then she had told me that she thought it might be just my blood that 

had made her love me—that she didn’t know if the love she felt was even real.   

What hurt the most was the knowledge that she might be right.  Getting Bill’s blood 

after she’d been shot had clearly affected her feelings for him.  Getting mine could have 

done the same.     

Before she’d had my blood in Dallas, she’d obviously been attracted to me, but that 

was not something that would have automatically led to more—not for Sookie Stackhouse.  

After she’d had my blood, she’d shown me moments of affection, such as when she’d 

reached out and briefly taken my hand on the Dallas rooftop.  Or when she’d washed my 

feet.   
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Had those actions—the very actions that I clung to as the greatest kindnesses I’d ever 

been shown—been because of my blood in her?  Only because of that?   

Even now the fear of that possibility welled inside of me, and I was glad that my back 

was still turned to Pam.  Complicating things even more was the fact that even if Sookie’s 

love was real, it might not be for “me.”  She had fallen in love with the shell of me—the me 

without my memories.  She’d told me honestly that she would have never allowed the “old” 

me—the real me—into her bed.   

Were the few drops of my blood that made it inside of her enough to make her love 

me—and not just to fuel her lust for me?  Had she loved me before she took my blood a 

second time in the cubby?  I could tell from the bond that she did have love for me now, but 

what if it was only for the “me” that had none of his memories?  Could she love the “real” 

me—the vampire I was underneath the projection I showed to the world?  She’d seen me 

more clearly—known me more fully—than anyone else ever had, yet she’d walked away from 

me.   

Or was all the love she felt for me just an illusion created in her because of my 

blood?  The “old” me wouldn’t have given a fuck where her love had originated from, but the 

“real” me was truly scared for the first time in my life—but not of Russell or of the Authority 

or even of my own true death.   

I was scared that—even if we all did manage to live through this shit-storm—I would 

have to face the inevitable fact that my blood would one day fade away from Sookie 

altogether.   
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Unless we exchanged two more times and made our connection permanent.  

Which didn’t seem fucking likely!  

The bond itself would always remain inside of me, but without more exchanges, it 

would become empty of Sookie—empty of life. 

And that thought carved into me.     

I was vampire enough to admit that I had an innate desire to make my bond with 

Sookie permanent, but if we did that, she would always doubt her own feelings for me.  On 

the other hand, if my blood faded in her, she might find that she had never really loved me 

at all.   

Godric chose me as his child because he had thought me brave.  Now I felt anything 

but.  The bravest thing for me to do would be to wait—to let my blood in Sookie run its 

course until I could no longer feel her emotions in the bond and it became a tomb of loss 
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and memory.  Only then would she know if what she felt for me was real.  But, given the 

strength of our bond, how long would that take?   

Months?  Years?  A fucking decade! 

Long before the bond was “gone,” she would likely seek out love from a Were or a 

shifter—someone she couldn’t “hear” as well with her gift.  Thus, by the time she could be 

sure, any love she might have legitimately felt for me would likely be lost to the ravages of 

time itself.        

Could I face going on with a heart full of love for Sookie and a bond that I would 

always feel—but would never again be filled by her light?  The fact that I couldn’t answer that 

question scared the fuck out of me! 

  My thoughts went brought back to Pam as I heard her slowly rise from the bar 

behind me.   
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Yes.  Before we’d gotten to the witch’s shop, I should have told Pam of Sookie’s 

importance to me.  I should have assured her that she would always be my beloved child, 

even though my romantic affections were reserved only for Sookie now.  I should have 

reassured Pam that there would always be a place for her in my life and in my dead heart.  

Instead, I had allowed Pam’s hatred for Sookie to fester to the point that I actually thought 

she might have freed Russell Edgington!   

I now doubted the one who had stood by my side for over a hundred years, and it was 

my own goddamned fault!   

 My head swirled with paradoxes.  Perhaps, it was my certainty of my child’s 

innocence that made me doubt her.  I had been certain that Sookie would understand my 

love for her and would feel the love we had 

together in the bond, but—thinking that love 

might not be real—she had turned away from 

me.  I had been certain that Nora had not been 

a radical Sanguinista, but now I felt in my core 

that she likely was just that.  I had been certain 

that Russell would remain secured in his 

concrete prison until he rotted, but I’d been 

dead wrong about that.  I had been certain that 

I could fight or think my way out of any 

situation that found me, but now I had a tiny wooden bullet trained over my heart and ready 

to kill me because there was a fucking App for that!   
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I had been so certain of so many things for so long, and none of them seemed to 

carry any surety anymore.    

 None. Of. Them. 
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Chapter 21: Paradoxes 

 

 “What’s happened to you?” Pam asked with such grief in her voice that my knees 

threatened to buckle.  She took a step toward me.  I had never felt such pride in her as I did 

for that step.  She was afraid of me, but she was not ready to run.   

She was afraid for me, so she was not willing to run. 

 “A century together,” she said, her tone betraying her hurt, “and never once have I 

ever done anything to hurt you—to hurt us.  How could you think I would go and dig up 

Russell Edgington?” 
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 Pam was right.  In a century together, she’d never hurt me, and she’d always been 

loyal.  And I did care for her—deeply.  Loved her.  I closed our bond down so that she 

couldn’t feel that truth from me.     

However, I hated her too because she was also wrong—dead wrong.  What she had 

tried to do to Sookie had shaken me.  As Pam had fired that rocket at my beloved, I had felt 

my life slipping into oblivion.  With a single pull of a trigger, Pam had betrayed a hundred 

years of trust.  Her chief motive was—no doubt—to save me.  And I couldn’t help but to 

agree with her action to some extent, given the fact that the witch had eventually been 

defeated.   

Yes.  Pam had been right to act as she had.  My death in front of the witch’s store 

wouldn’t have made Sookie any better 

off.  And I would have been dead for 

no real reason.  

 Both my and Compton’s 

willingness to die for Sookie was ill-

thought-out and idiotic.  But it had 

been what I had needed to do at the 

time—because of my love for Sookie.   

Yes.  Pam had saved my life.  

But she hated Sookie too, and she failed to acknowledge that I loved Sookie more than my 

own life.  If my actions in front of Marnie’s store had demonstrated nothing else, they’d 

demonstrated that fact.  Yet, even now, I knew that Pam loathed Sookie and was angry at me.  
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 The saying that there was a fine line between love and hate had become a cliché for a 

reason.  It was fucking true! 

 “You’re my maker, Eric, and I would die for 

you—gladly—a thousand times before I would ever 

betray you,” Pam vowed, even as tears fell from her 

eyes.  “You know I would.”    

 I did know that Pam was telling the truth—as 

she saw it.  She would die for me without question 

and without regret.  But I also knew that she didn’t 

recognize that her disobedience at Marnie’s shop 

had been the biggest betrayal of me that she could make.  That was the paradox, and it was 

the reason why I had needed to put Pam through all of this so that I could be sure of her.  

Could she have released Russell in an irrational attempt to “protect” me from Sookie?   

To protect me from my own feelings? 
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 And, still, there was hesitation from Pam in our bond.  There was also guilt.  And I 

had to know why that was there.   

 “Well, you’d be a fool,” I said with cold cruelty.  And then I uttered the words that I 

knew would hurt her worst of all.  “I trust no one.  You shouldn’t either.”   

 

In that moment, I couldn’t help but to wonder if my words were true, and I felt 

broken by them right along with Pam.  Just two nights before, I’d been contemplating adding 

Bill Compton to the short list of people I trusted, but now the entire concept of trust had so 

many holes in it that I could hardly believe that I’d ever believed in “trust” at all.  Godric and 

Pam and Nora—it was those three whom I had trusted for so long.   

Godric had chosen death over life—over me—and I felt the same kind of betrayal 

from that action that Pam must have felt when I chose to die for Sookie.  I had chosen 

Sookie over her—and over myself—and that must have crushed my child.  Had that moment 

irrevocably damaged all of the trust between me and my progeny?    
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If Nora had aligned herself with the Sanguinistas, then she had chosen to disavow 

herself from all of Godric’s teachings and all of her former compassion for humans.  

Admiring Lilith as a figurehead was one thing, but participating in a radical movement to 

establish vampires as feudal lords over humans was based on the same twisted notions that 

had ruled humans like Hitler.  I was no innocent when it came to my treatment of humans, 

and I did feel that vampires were superior in most ways.  But I had human parents.  Part of 

me was human, and failing to see that kinship was madness.   

Sookie.  I sighed even as I continued to cling to her in our bond.  Could it be that 

Sookie Stackhouse was the person that I now trusted the most—or, rather, the only being 

who had a hope of teaching me to trust again?   

It was another fucking paradox! 

Sookie had left me—just like Godric.  She 

had betrayed me by disavowing and ignoring our 

bond.  And I fucking hated her for doing both of 

those things! 

But—then again—she had no idea of the 

bond’s significance because I’d not had a chance to 

tell her of it.   

Before we formed the bond, Sookie had stopped on a roadside at night because she 

recognized me walking there.  Not a minute later, I’d threatened her because she smelled so 

goddamned good that I could hardly control myself in my amnesic state.  I’d chased her, 

planning to devour her blood during the whole pursuit.  I’d been aroused by the hunt.  Her 
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blood had thudded in her veins.  I’d wanted to fuck her as I drained her.  Yet a simple hit 

from her—one that hardly hurt, despite my whining to the contrary—had stopped me.   

I now recognized that two things had kept me from draining her that night:  my gut 

and her eyes.  My gut told me that I shouldn’t hurt her, that she was important to me.  And I 

trusted it.  Her eyes told me that she wanted to believe that I wouldn’t hurt her—to believe in 

me.  She trusted me. 

“Trust me,” I’d told her in Dallas as we’d stood in the Fellowship Church.  Even then, 

her eyes had told me that she did—despite a preponderance of evidence that she shouldn’t.  

Hell—if I had been her, I wouldn’t have trusted me.   

I broke her trust later that same night by tricking her into taking my blood.  Yet she 

still trusted me.  She came to me for help when she and Jessica found the car of Bill’s 

kidnappers.  She trusted me enough to go to Jackson with a Were just because I’d sent him 

to her.  She trusted me enough to be crushed when I told her I felt nothing for her in 

Russell’s mansion.  She trusted me enough to come to Fangtasia to ask me why she 

shouldn’t trust Bill.  She trusted me enough to drag me inside from the burning sun after I 

had once again betrayed her trust by locking her in my basement and then taking her blood 

without her permission.  She trusted me not to hurt her when I couldn’t even remember my 

own fucking name!  She trusted that I was not going to harm her the night she found me at 

the foot of her bed―with my fangs out—after I’d had that fucked up vision of Godric.   

She even trusted the amnesic me with her already-assaulted heart.  She just didn’t 

trust herself enough to know that I had given her my own dead heart in return.  Yes.  Maybe I 

could trust again.   
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Maybe the greatest paradox of them all was the hope and the hopelessness that love 

could engender—at the same fucking time! 

I sighed.  It was undeniable that love made people do fucked up things.  Love had 

caused Sookie to run from me—from both Bill and me—because of the idiotic notion that 

we’d all be hurt less if she did.  Love had caused Godric to make sure I was safe by ordering 

me away even as he prepared to meet the sun.  Love had caused Nora to risk her position—

and likely her fucked up cause—in order to try to save my life.  Love had caused Pam to 

disobey me and fire a rocket at the woman I loved. 

Maybe love was so fucked up because it required trust in order to be real, and “trust” 

had a lot of fucking holes in it.   

I sighed internally.  I was the “fool” that I’d just accused Pam of being.  And I was a 

liar.  I did trust.  I still did.  And that’s why I was hurting right now, even as I was hurting my 

child.   

Pam’s desolate tone once more broke me out of my thoughts.  “If I mean so little to 

you,” she cried, “then why keep me around?” 

Her voice bared her bitterness and anger.  Once more, pride for her surged through 

me as I turned around slowly to look at her, even as I hated myself for the pain I was 

inflicting upon her.  From her words and from the feeling I was getting from her end of the 

bond, I knew that she was about to say what I needed to hear.  But her words would also 

sever something between us that we would never get back.  They would dissolve the blind 

trust that we had always had in each other before.   
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I slowly turned to face her.   

 

Yes.  I did still trust, and I hoped that Pam and I could trust each other again, but it 

was time for both of us to learn that to trust blindly was folly.        

“If you can’t trust me more than Bill Compton 

or—or—a Werewolf for Christ’s sake, then release me 

and get it over with,” she said, her voice stronger 

now. 

I looked Pamela in the eyes, every single bit of 

my energy focusing on them.  Godric had taught me 

that when torture was used—and make no mistake, I 

knew that’s exactly what I’d been subjecting my child 

to—there was a moment of crisis right before the one 

being tortured gave up the last shred of information.  There was a resolution in the tortured 
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person in that moment, and it was a sign that he or she was going to admit that which 

would hurt him or her the most. 

For Pam, that moment was here, and I knew that after it, I would be absolutely 

certain that my progeny had had nothing to do with Russell’s release.  It needed to happen, 

but after it did, nothing would ever be the same. 

“Just say the words,” she begged, even as her voice betrayed the hope that I never 

would, “‘As your 

maker,’” she said, 

pausing after every 

word as if it hurt her 

physically, “‘I release 

you.’  Say it, and we’re 

done!” 

I said nothing as I studied her and waited. 

“Say it!” she yelled.  

I sighed.  She had broken.  And she was innocent. 

Yes—Pam hated Sookie.  Yes—part of her wanted to kill her.  Yes—part of her wanted 

Russell to kill her now that he was out of the ground.  But I knew in that moment that 

Pamela had not betrayed me.  She was willing to suffer that which she feared the most: my 

abandonment of her.  And she was willing to suffer it in order to prove herself to me.     

Indeed, I felt great pride in my progeny, and I opened our bond again in order to let 

her feel it too.  She looked up at me with confused eyes. 
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Yes.  I loved my child.  But I also knew that I would have to release her—not in anger 

and not because I thought she had betrayed me.  The last thing I would do if I really thought 

she had betrayed me was to release her.  I would kill her or at least keep her under my power 

so that I could order her to do as I bid.   

No.  I would release her so that we could begin rebuilding the trust between us.  I 

knew that we would now have to be on more equal footing to do that.   

However, in releasing her, I was going to lose a great deal of my connection to her.  I 

would no longer feel her emotions as I did now.  And I would no longer be an immediate 

presence inside of her either.  I would be able to sense that she was alive, and I would still 

be able to “call” her if I wanted to, but she would not have to answer my call.   

As I waited for Pam to calm down and to accept the affection that I was now sending 

her through our bond, I recalled standing outside of the Fellowship of the Sun church in 

Dallas with Isobel.  I couldn’t even feel Godric’s presence there.  It had taken Sookie’s 

message through a fucking bellboy to confirm that Godric was inside, for he had chosen to 

shut himself off fully from me by that time.  I hadn’t even known if he was alive or dead.  I 

had promised myself that I would never do that to Pam.  But—in releasing her—I would be 

breaking that vow.  I would be making it impossible for her to feel me at all—unless I chose 

to “call” her.     

“What the fuck, Eric?” Pam squeaked a little.   

Slowly, I eliminated the few steps between us.  With my thumb, I gently brushed away 

some of her tears, bent down, and kissed her on the forehead. 

Her expression showed her confusion at my gesture. 



 
315 

“I hope that you and I will always be connected, Pamela,” I said in a soft voice, meant 

to start the healing that would have to occur between us now.  “I am sorry that I had to hurt 

you, but I had to be sure.”   

She gasped.  “That was an act?” she asked, her voice sounding almost as betrayed as 

before. 

“A necessary one,” I responded, even as I wondered how my voice could sound both 

stern and contrite in the same moment. 

“I understand,” she said shakily even though I knew that she didn’t.   

“Go clean your beautiful face before your child comes.”  I smiled a little.  “We—none 

of us—like seeing our makers in pain, dotter.  We will talk more later,” I promised. 

Though still obviously a little confused, she nodded before turning to walk to the 

employee washroom as I went to my office to speak with Bill.    

I was bolstered by only one fact.  I may have tortured Pam in order to find out for 

sure that she hadn’t betrayed me, but—unless I saw no other way out of a situation—I would 

not abandon her as Godric had abandoned me when he’d walked into that Fellowship 

church.   

I sighed deeply.   

I would abandon neither my child nor the woman I loved―even if I had to let them 

both go.  

Fucking paradoxes!   
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Chapter 22: Shoulder Slump 

 

 My shoulders were slumped as I walked into my office.   

 I thought about the various reasons I had slumped them throughout my many years. 

 I had been a tall child; in fact, by the time I was eleven, I was taller—by almost a 

head—than any other child in my village.  And I was as tall as most of the men.  However, I 

was also slight—scrawny.   

 Magra. 

 Translation?  Meager.   

Despite the training and the hunting I did, my muscles just didn’t grow like the other 

boys’.   

 I’ve come to notice that children from any time can be cruel to those who are 

different from the norm.  As the chieftain’s son, I was already different enough.  But the 

other children also ostracized me because of my “nonstandard” size.   
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Ironically enough, very few humans now questioned my tall height when they 

learned that I was a Viking.  They had the misconception that all Vikings were tall, but the 

truth was that people were shorter in general during the days of my human life.  About 5 

feet 6 inches was the average height for the men around me, though my father was taller 

than that—maybe 5’8” or so—and my mother was just shorter than most men.  However, 

neither of them was seen as abnormal.   

 Not like me.   

 I can still remember the first time I purposely slumped my shoulders.  I was eight 

winters old, and I wanted to be included in a game that the other village boys were playing.  

They never sought me out for play.  But—that day—I approached them and asked to join in.  

I had slouched in order to “seem” more like them.  And they’d let me join—but, mostly, 

because my father was king.  The experience had been humbling.   

 Over the next several years, I did this many times—when my loneliness became too 

much for me to bear.   

 During this time, I also learned to slouch around the men who advised my father.  At 

first these men seemed to admire me and my father for producing such a tall boy, but it was 

not long before the men began to look at me with doubt in their eyes—given the fact that I 

remained scrawny.  I could not blame them—not fully.  As my father’s only son, it was I who 

was to take over.  What if I was weak?   

 Yes.  I slumped in their presence too, trying to look younger so that they would allow 

me time to grow broader.    
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 The boys in my village began to learn the sword when they were five winters old, and 

I was not excluded from this tradition.  My father had arranged for Torstein, the best 

swordsman in our community, to train me.  My father told me that I should be honored to 

be Torstein’s pupil.     

 And I tried to be, though I soon learned to hate the man.   

Torstein enjoyed ridiculing me—publically—as I trained.  He would call me a 

weakling, and he was likely the originator of the doubts against me, as well as the other 

children’s isolation of me.     

My father knew of Torstein’s treatment—of course.  And he allowed it, likely hoping 

that Torstein’s words and actions would compel me to work harder.   

 Torstein taught me for seven years, and I did learn much from him.  Seen with 

unbiased eyes, my progress was actually quite noteworthy.  Because I was the son of the 

chieftain, more was expected of me.  Yet—because I was “scrawny”—it seemed as if nothing 

that I did provided adequate enough proof that I was “becoming a man.” 

 Year after year, I prayed to the gods that I could be the same as the other boys—or, at 

least, not be so “meager.”  Yet, year after year, I grew taller, though not wider.   

 With each growth spurt, I slumped even more.   

 When I was twelve and my body seemed to be changing with each hour, I lost hope 

that I could do anything to please Torstein and—by extension—my father.   

 To make matters worse, to practice the sword hurt.  There was no other way to say it.  

My very bones hurt with their growth, and it was whispered that the gods had cursed me for 

being too arrogant.  Of course—at that time—I was not arrogant at all.   
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Still, I practiced every day, and—though my head understood all that was expected of 

me—I could not make my limbs cooperate.   

 During a particularly difficult training session, Torstein finally lost all patience with 

me.  He said that I was purposefully screwing up.  Afterwards, he went to my father and told 

him his theory, and—without speaking to me about it—my father gave Torstein permission 

to take a firmer hand.  After that, I was on the receiving end of many strikes from my 

instructor.   

 When my father left with many of the other men to go on a raid, I began to dread my 

sessions with Torstein more than ever.  Moreover, Torstein had been left in charge of the 

village.   

 During our first training session after that, Torstein struck me when I failed to move 

as he instructed.  My left eye did not open for many days after that.  Still, I practiced.  

However, my efforts were clearly not paying off, as was evidenced by the fact that Torstein 

struck me again during our next training session—this time with the hilt of his sword.  He 

hit my left shoulder when he deemed it too high to complete the move he was trying to teach 

me.   

 That time—when I slouched—it was because of pain. 

 After that day, a man named Ulf approached my mother and asked to take over my 

training.  My mother, having treated my dislocated shoulder, agreed, and Torstein did not 

challenge his elder.  

 I learned that Ulf had been the man who taught my father how to wield his sword.  

He seemed so old to me at the time—though, looking back, I figure that he was only in his 
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early fifties when he took notice of me.  Age, however, was different back then, and—if 

memory served—Ulf was the oldest person in our community.   

 Ulf’s hair was gray, and he wore it in a single long braid.  He’d married and had 

seven children, but—when I knew him—he had no family left.  His wife and two of his 

daughters had died of a fever.  His three sons had died in battle.  And his other two 

daughters hadn’t survived their childhood.   

 Initially, I’d been intimidated by Ulf, even as I’d been skeptical of him because of his 

age.  But I soon learned that I should be neither.  Ulf’s first move had been to change the 

location of my training to a field near his own home, which was located just outside of the 

main village.  

 He trained me in private.  And, though he worked me as hard as Torstein ever had, 

Ulf did not deride me when my body could not cooperate.  On the contrary, he would adopt 

the moves to fit my body.   

 Within a month, I was carrying my shoulders more confidently.   

 Ulf’s first lesson?  To own my height when it was to my advantage.   

 Finally, I began to “fill out” when I was fifteen.  As muscle stuck to bone, my body 

began to obey the commands of my mind, and, by the time I was sixteen, I was the best 

swordsman in the village—better than even my mentor or my father.    

 With my mass, it was natural that my arrogance grew too.  In addition to winning any 

sparring matches I participated in, I excelled during raids.  I could also win any woman I 

wanted.  For three glorious years, I fucked whomever I wanted and thought myself stronger 

than anyone. 
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 Until the Weres and Russell killed my family.   

Again, I learned my weakness, and again my shoulders slumped.   

They had slumped even more when I discovered that Ulf had been hurt badly by the 

Weres.  He’d lived for another two years, but he’d never walked without a stick to help him 

again. 

 During those two years, however, he helped me to become a leader of men in a way 

I’d never learned before.  From Ulf, I learned that slumping could be useful to me—even as 

a king.  When I did it, my advisors would feel more “equal” to me, and that was 

advantageous at times.  It fostered partnership and mutual respect.  

 However, if they began to question me, I could stand straighter and use my height to 

intimidate.    

 Since I have been vampire, I have slumped my shoulders too many times to count—

for a variety of reasons.  To be inconspicuous, I slumped to appear smaller.  When I 

disappointed my maker, I slumped to 

demonstrate my contrition.  I also bowed 

my shoulders in deference to my maker.  

And—of course—on the Dallas rooftop, my 

shoulders had dipped as I’d pled with 

Godric. 

 And then again as I’d despaired the 

loss of him.   
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 Now my shoulders were slumped because I’d hurt my child; I’d damaged our 

relationship irrevocably.  Because of what I’d done to her—and because of what she’d tried 

to do to my beloved—we would never be the same.  And I knew that I would, indeed, need to 

release her.  And I also knew that it would hurt us both.   

 

Once upon a time, Pamela had chosen to be made—asked to walk the world with me—

but it was time she learned to walk on her own, especially now that she had her own child. 
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 Speaking of said child, Tara Thornton was occupying my chair as I passed by Bill.  To 

her credit, it took only a look from me to get her out of it.  I could sense her “sensing” my 

superior strength.  And she quickly vacated the office.   

 That was a good sign that she would be easily taught to understand vampires’ ways.  I 

looked at Bill; clearly, he’d not had that kind of intuition as a whelp, but—eventually—he’d 

learned. 

 At least well enough.   

 I sat down 

heavily in my chair.     

 “Not Pam,” I 

said simply, though our 

confrontation hadn’t 

been simple at all.  

“You’re certain?” 

Bill asked.  From his 

tone, it was clear that 

Pam had been his chief suspect.  Given how much she hated Sookie and resented my regard 

for her, I couldn’t blame him.  It was why I’d needed to “test” her, after all. 

“She knows nothing,” I said firmly.  “What did Tara say?” 
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“Nothing to suggest that she or Pam knew 

anything about Russell.”   

I shook my head slightly.  Bill and I both 

knew that I had asked my question because I 

wanted information about Sookie, and it was clear 

that he did know some news of her.  But he wasn’t 

telling. 

There was that douche again.  I sighed.  

Maybe the bromance was waning. 

“You certain there’s no one else you’ve told?  Not even your sister?” he continued. 

I rolled my eyes.  Yep, the days of our bromance were definitely numbered if he was 

going to ask such idiotic questions.   

“You mean the one who was in the Authority?  I’d hope you think more of me,” I 

answered somewhat snidely. 
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“Russell’s the great martyr to the opposition,” Bill said passionately as if he were now 

“mini-Roman.”  I scoffed.   

“If she were planning a coup, he could be very useful,” Bill added. 

I resented the insinuation, though I figured it was true in some ways.  However, I 

doubted that Nora was the source of the opposition.  “If Nora were planning a coup, I 

would’ve known about it,” I responded.  “And I 

still wouldn’t have given her Russell.  I’m not 

suicidal.” 

Bill looked like he wanted to question 

me further, but then he thought better of it.  Of 

course, he didn’t know that Russell had been 

my enemy for even longer than Nora had been 

my sister, so I gave him a little slack.   

“And you’re sure you didn’t tell anyone?  Jessica?” I asked, turning around the 

questions onto him. 
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“If I had, we would’ve gone to her first,” Bill responded in a way that led me to believe 

him.  “We need to go to ground.  And tomorrow, we’ll have to cast the net wider.  There’s a 

leak somewhere.”   

Didn’t I fucking know it!  And now my chief suspect was one Alcide Herveaux. 

 

 

 On rare occasions, I’d forced myself to stay awake during the day.  During the last 

year, I’d done so quite a bit—relatively speaking.   

 I’d stayed awake the day after I’d killed Talbot, trying to figure out what my next 

move might be. 

 I’d stayed up for an hour after dawn in order to trick Russell into the sun. 

 I’d stayed up two hours just that morning in order to monitor Sookie through our 

bond.   
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 The older a vampire got, the easier it was to fight the day, though we could never 

compete against its light.  But that fight was never comfortable.  Even for the oldest of us, 

the bleeds would come after only half an hour or so.  And the longer we fought, the more 

sluggish we would become.   

 Pain, of course, would keep us awake.  I’d spent more than one day wrapped up in 

silver during the previous weeks in order to avoid the necromancer’s spell.   

 As an older vampire, I also woke up earlier than most others of my kind.  I was 

termed a “dusk riser”—one who woke up about 20-30 minutes before sundown.   

 But never—never in a thousand years—had I been pulled from my sleep during the 

day.   

 Until Sookie.   

 I’d awoken when she’d returned from Faerie, but then I’d immediately fallen back 

into my death-sleep. 

 Now, however, I was jarred by a strike of intense fear—powerlessness.   

 Panic. 

 And then pain. 

 “Fuck!” I yelled into my coffin, slamming my fist against the padded lid.   

 “Fuck,” I repeated, this time more softly as Sookie’s pain waned.   

 And then her fear abated only to be replaced by utter despair. 

 No.  Despondency.    

 I kept my eyes open and felt her agony along with her.  
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 She did not know that I was “with her,” of course, and she could receive no comfort 

from me.  Still—I stayed awake.  

 The blood began to drip from my ears, nose, and eyes right around the same time 

that her despair began to become numb. 

 And then more numb. 

 And more. 

 She was drinking—and drinking heavily.   

And Sookie Stackhouse was no heavy drinker.   

 I sighed.  I could not blame her for her actions.  Many a time had I taken up the 

bottle when I was a human—hoping to escape from my responsibilities.  I’d get drunk and 

then fuck away the pressures that my father placed upon me.  And then—after my family 

had died—I’d get drunk and fuck away the pain. 

 That impulse—to disappear for a while into a bottle or to forget using physical 

pleasure—was not uncommon.  And—even at more than a thousand years old—I would try 

to fuck away any pain I felt.  After Godric had killed himself, Yvetta had been a means to 

that end.  And, only a few nights before, I’d fucked Nora because I’d been hurt by Sookie.   

 It was what Oprah would call a defense mechanism—not that I watched Oprah.  At 

least, not that anyone knew.   

 But—even though I still tried—I knew that neither mead nor sex could take away the 

sharpest of pains.  They would always return.   

 Always. 
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 There was not enough fairy blood in the universe to cover the death of one’s maker 

or the loss of one’s beloved.  

 No matter how soft a woman’s thighs, no mere fuck could undo the wounds inflicted 

by those for whom we truly cared.   

 As I felt Sookie lose her awareness more and more, I felt the bleeds stop.  It was 

almost night.  Soon I would feel Pam again, and Sookie’s numbness would have to compete 

with my child’s pain. 

 I sighed as I felt my shoulders slump even in my coffin.   

 I knew that something would be dying soon—a bond I’d had for a hundred years.   

 However, as I thought about my beautiful progeny—min dottir—I knew beyond a 

shadow of a doubt that I’d made the right choice in turning her.  Maybe I’d not felt “the 

pull” as Godric had with me or Nora, but Pamela was a fine vampire.  I was proud of her. 

 A bloody tear slipped from my eye—this one not from the bleeds.   

 I chuckled ruefully, wondering if Sookie would let me drink from her after I’d severed 

one of the most important bonds of my life.  It would be nice to feel numb afterwards.   

 Despite the fact that I knew the numbness wouldn’t last. 

 It never did. 
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Chapter 23: Broken Bond 

 

Bill and I had agreed to a stratagem before we'd gone to our rest—me in my coffin in 

my secured room at Fangtasia and him in the ground somewhere. 

To each his own. 

The new angle we were pursuing? Bugs. 

Bill had posited the question: What if someone had planted listening devices and 

knew about Russell's entombment because of those? 

I suppose I could have been offended by the insinuation that I'd been "bugged." 

But I wasn't. Many had "bugged" me over the years—with Sophie-Anne being the last 

of them. Of course, I had known about that infestation, even before she'd "caught me off 

guard" with the information. But—sometimes—being "bugged" was a stratagem in and of 

itself. 
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Yes—others could listen. 

But I could say whatever I wished for them to hear, and there was power in that. 

Yet—I took pride in knowing when I was being listened to, so when Bill suggested that 

I was being surveilled without my knowledge, I'd been offended. However, I was also 

practical. In the twenty minutes since I'd risen, I'd checked every nook and cranny of 

Fangtasia. Twice. 

No bugs—except for a cricket. I let it be. Hopefully, it meant my luck would turn. 

When Bill rose from wherever he was resting, he would be going to his own home—to 

check for listening devices. He swore that not much had been said there, but—apparently—

it "might have been" enough to lead others to Russell. Thus, the possibility that someone 

had been monitoring him needed to be checked out. 

I remembered only one conversation between Bill and me that could have "hinted" at 

Russell's location—one where I gave him my dry cleaning bill for the clothing he'd caused to 

be damaged. Cement was a bitch to get out! The bill had cost more than the clothes. 

However, Russell's name had not been spoken. A part of me wondered if Bill wanted to go to 

Bon Temps for another reason, but we'd agreed not to bring Sookie into the situation. And I 

hoped that he would abide by that. 

After he was done with his own bug-check, Bill was to return to Fangtasia. Then we 

would decide on our next step—which would, inevitably, center on Herveaux and his 

pathetic-looking employee, Doug, who'd been the one to discover that the concrete had been 

disturbed. 
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I sipped a TruBlood and "listened in" on the drunken oblivion of my bonded. Sookie 

wasn't there—at least, not in any significant way. Her feelings were flippant and 

vacillating—like waves on a stormy sea. No—she didn't "feel" like Sookie at all. She felt like a 

shell—a shell filled with cheap booze. 

I finished my truly hideous synthetic blood in a long gulp—wanting to get the meal 

over with. 

I craved real blood, but I wondered if I could drink it without feeling guilty if it didn't 

come from my bonded. Indeed, the very thought of feeding from a live donor made my 

stomach churn. 

"Goddamn you, Sookie," I whispered as I tossed my empty bottle into the recycling. I 

walked toward the basement entrance and then stopped. "That's not to say that I don't still 

fucking love you," I sighed, speaking to a woman who wasn't there. 

I shook my head as I steeled myself for my next task. 

I had felt Pam rise a few minutes before. I knew it was time to let her go—though a 

part of me screamed to stay where I was. I felt my shoulders slumping as I moved my feet, 

opened the basement door, and descended the stairs. 

I'd faced horrors. I'd faced sorrows. But I'd never even contemplated willingly breaking 

a bond. 

When Godric had burned in the sun, I'd been in my room—waiting to feel him during 

his last moments. 
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The pain of our bond dying had doubled me over. Worse than any silver, it had 

pierced me—stabbed into my very soul. 

My feet felt heavy as Pam met 

me before I could get all the way 

down the stairs. 

I almost smiled. It was so like 

her to greet the pain that confronted 

her. She'd always been brave—

defiantly 

so. 

"Where's 

Bill?" she 

asked. 

"He had 

an errand," I 

responded. "Sit," 

I instructed 

softly, even as I sat down on the steps. 

Pam followed suit, looking at me as if I 

could tell her all the answers—looking to 

me as if I could offer salvation. 
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I could offer neither answers nor sanctuary. 

I could sense that Pam's child was in the vicinity, too; however, Tara had apparently 

injured herself the night before, so she'd likely "sleep in" so that she could finish healing. 

So Pam and I would have privacy in the moments to come—as sacred as they would 

be. As heart-wrenching as they would be. 

"We shouldn't fool ourselves," I began, my voice sounding rough to my ears, though 

I'd intended for it to sound comforting. 

 

I supposed there wasn't much comfort to be had in that moment. 

In that moment, I envied Sookie her numbness. 

"Searching for Russell Edgington is a suicide mission," I continued honestly. "Even if 

Bill and I do get him, we'd still be facing a treason charge."  

Honesty could be fucking brutal! Indeed, I figured that Roman—or someone else in 

the Authority—had another purpose in mind for Bill and me. But I could be wrong. And—if 

I was—I wasn't going to drag my child down with me. 

Pam looked at me with confusion. "I thought you had friends in the Authority." 

"A friend," I corrected, "and she can't help me anymore." Pam had always thought 

that my 'friend' was a woman I'd seduced at some point. She had no idea that she was my 
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sister—or a Chancellor. Ex-chancellor. "Either Russell will have our heads—or the Authority 

will. There is no other option," I continued, though I knew I was lying. The other option was 

becoming Roman's lapdog. And—though I 

wasn't keen on that—I would be able to 

retain my life. 

And maybe protect my progeny. 

And my bonded. 

"I'll go with you. We've defeated 

Russell before. We can put up a fight against 

the Authority!" Pam argued fervently, though 

ultimately uselessly. There was no fight we 

could mount against the Authority as it was currently structured. Moreover, we'd defeated 

Russell only because of Sookie. And I was bound and determined to keep Sookie and Pam 

out of the fray this time. 

"Listen," I responded. "The end may 

come soon, and I can't have you there." 

Indeed, I would not risk Pam—for many 

reasons—not this time. If I was to be no more, 

then Nora would likely suffer that fate too. And 

then Pamela would be the eldest vampire in 

Godric's line. I was counting on her to carry 

on—especially now that she had a child. 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/23-5.jpg
https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/12/23-6.jpg


 
336 

"Eric, I want to," Pam implored. 

She'd always been one for trying to tell fate to 

fuck off. That's why I'd turned her. "Pull" or no pull—the 

world was a much more "badass" place because my 

progeny was in 

it as vampire. 

Despite 

Godric's 

reservations, I'd 

never regretted making her. 

Nor would I ever. 

"No," I replied. "What you said in anger—you 

were right. I have to release you. And it's not 

because I don't trust you or because I don't care. It's because you are my only progeny. My 

one legacy. I need you to live when I'm 

gone." 

I smelled the metallic scent of bloody 

tears as they filled Pam's eyes. To hide them, 

she looked down, and I could see—and 

sense—that understanding was filling her. I 

sighed. Once our bond was gone, I would no 

longer be able to feel Pam's emotions. Only a tiny strand of our bond would survive—
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enough to let me know that she was alive. Her emotions would leave me. The ability to track 

her would leave me. And—in turn—she would no longer feel me at all. 

Not at all. 

"If that is your wish," she said with a mixture of strength and sorrow, "I understand. I 

accept."  

 

My wish? What was my wish? Moreover, when had I last allowed myself to have a 

wish—other than the time which I'd spent without my memories? During that time, I'd done 

nothing but wish. But before—and after—the need to be something for someone else had 

stifled my own wishes for myself. 

A child to my maker. 

A maker to my child. 

An avenger for my parents. 
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Hell—I'd even been the director of my own Extreme Home Makeover—though I'd done 

it without ever allowing myself to "wish" about an outcome. 

And now? What did I wish? 

 

Simple. To live in that remade home with my beloved. To have my child nearby and 

safe. To feel—whole. 

I didn't think my wishes were out of the ordinary. In fact, I imagined them to be quite 

mundane. A home. A family. Love. Peace. 

I'd taken these things for granted before—with my human family. 

I looked at my lone vampire child. Maybe my epic failure as a son to my human 

father had been what had made me so hesitant to change a human into my child. 
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Pam—which was the name she'd preferred for me to call her since the 1920s—was 

working hard to blink away her tears. But I could see that she was also marshaling strength. 

No—I'd not been pulled to her, but I was fucking ecstatic that I'd turned her. 

I was grateful for her. 

 

My Pamela put her hand on my arm, as if trying to both give and take strength. And 

then—with the grace and resilience of the Madame I'd met long ago—she stood with a sigh 

and faced me. 

Faced her fears. 

"Do it," she said. 

She'd once asked me to "make" her. And—now—once I did what I had to do, I would 

be "un-making" a little of us both. 

I stood as well, but for a moment I looked anywhere but her. 
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For more than a century, I had fostered 

her. 

I had trained her. 

I had admired her. 

I had spoiled her. 

I had loved her. 

I gathered myself and looked into her 

big blue eyes. I could see that she was ready—

even if I wasn't. Still—I knew what needed to be 

done. 

So I did it. 

"Pamela, I renounce the ties of our blood and my dominion over you as my progeny," 

I said solemnly, bracing myself for the pain I knew was coming. The empty ache of our lost 

bond would be worse than the immediate pain in a lot of ways. But the emptiness would 

come later. First, we would feel the scald that came with broken magic. 
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"As your maker," I paused, "I release you" 

When Godric had met the sun, a part of me had burned with him—that part which 

had been his for a thousand years. Pam had been mine for only one-tenth of that amount of 

time. Still—the magic that had turned her and had given me power over her burned us both 

as the words I'd uttered took effect. 

In the midst of that pain, Pam could no longer hold in her tears as she reached for 

me. I held her close, comforted by her presence. One of my hands was on the back of her 

head, and Pam placed her hand over mine as I caressed her hair tenderly. 

 

The physical pain was fleeting—now little more than an irritation. A cut with a hint 

of salt in it. 

However, the ache was already forming. 

Gone was my ability to sense my child—or Tara through her. 
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Gone was my ability to feel where she was—unless I was literally holding her. 

 

All that was left was a faint echo of her inside of me; indeed, it was just enough to let 

me know that she was still "un-dead." Nothing more than that. 

Still, a part of me wished that she could have a similar, though tiny, assurance of my 

continued existence. However, that wasn't the way the magic worked. 

I sighed. Bond or no—I still felt the same amount of affection for my child. 

If anything, that affection—and my appreciation for her—had grown during the last 

few minutes. And I needed her to understand that. 

We had lost something, but we had gained something too. 

I closed my eyes and swayed her slightly as if I were rocking a child. 

"You are my child," I said, still stroking her hair. "As I was a child of Godric. You were 

born into greatness."  
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At my words, Pamela pulled away so that she could look at me. 

"And you're a maker now," I 

said, my hands over her cheeks, and 

her hands moving to settle over mine 

again. "Our blood will thrive. You 

understand?" 

She nodded. 

I kissed her forehead before pulling her back into my embrace. Her sobs became 

stronger, so I held her tighter. 

 

We stood on the steps to what Pam liked to call the dungeon for a while—hovering in 

a kind of limbo both physically and emotionally. 
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When her cries finally stopped, I pulled away and smiled softly down at her, wiping 

away as many of her tears as I could and smudging others. I ignored the ones that had 

fallen from my own eyes. 

"You will always be my child, Pamela. Always!" I added fervently, hoping that my 

words would absorb into her as my magic had once. 

"I know," she said as one last tear slipped from her eye. 

I thumbed it away as well. 

"I always taught you that there was nothing more important than the blood," I said. 

"I know. I'll remember. I promise." 

"Don't. I may have been wrong," I said with a little smirk. 
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Her perfectly-shaped eyebrow lifted impossibly high. "Well—now I know the world's 

comin' to an end if you're admitting fallibility, Mr. Northman," she said with a leftover sob 

that she tried to pretend was a laugh. 

Pretending with her, I chuckled. But when I spoke, my tone was sincere. "Maybe there 

are things more important than the blood—after all. Maybe having more equal footing is 

better than having blood dominance," I stated, looking at her pointedly. 

"Really?" she asked, her voice a little hopeful. 

"You are a magnificent vampire, Pamela Swynford de Beaufort. You were born for 

this existence, and you no longer need me holding you back," I said, smirking again by the 

time I got to the end of my sentence. 

"I'm glad you finally recognized that," she said, sounding almost as snarky as usual, 

though her voice still quivered with emotion. 

I chuckled. "Now—go be a maker to your brat. She is going to—perhaps—be even 

more trouble for you than you were for me." 

"What do you mean?" Pam asked, sassily. "I was perfect from the start." 

I winked. "Then I wish you a child just as," I paused, "perfect as you were." 

"Fuck you!" Pam grinned. 

I was heartened. With her 'fuck you,' I knew my progeny still loved me—in her way. 

And I knew that we could rebuild the trust that had been between us, perhaps even 

strengthening it along the way. 
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Chapter 24:  Bad Dog 

 

Not unexpectedly, I was melancholy after releasing Pamela. And I was goddamned 

impatient! Bill had been due an hour before, but had just called to tell me he'd been 

"delayed" in Bon Temps. 

I tapped my fingers on my desk and then stood up. 

Bon Temps—where Sookie was! 

Bill was to get in and to get out! He was to quickly check his home for bugs and then 

come back! He was not to spend an unnecessary minute there—just a graveyard away from 

Sookie. 

For fucks sake! He was being tracked! 
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By the Authority! 

No. He certainly wasn't supposed to allow himself to be delayed. I sneered; it didn't 

take a rocket science to know the origin of that delay either: Sookie. 

I found myself striding toward the backdoor of Fangtasia before I could even register 

that I was moving. As I took to the air, I analyzed what I was feeling through my bond with 

Sookie—just as I'd been periodically doing all night. 

If possible, she was even drunker than before, her emotions that mixture of 

numbness and euphoria that came just before illness—if memory served. I'd been there 

before, and—though it had been a thousand years—making a fool out of myself because of 

drink was not a memory that had left me. 

Let's just say that my mother had "saved" my messes for me to clean. Memorable, 

indeed. And fucking disgusting—especially with a hangover! 

As I neared Bon Temps, I felt a new emotion rising inside of Sookie: lust. Oh, it 

wasn't the "good" kind of lust, the kind that rose from unbridled passion for another. No—

she was experiencing the kind of thoughtless lust of one who'd lost the capacity to think at 

all. 

Or who didn't want to think. 

I'd never pitied Sookie before, but I found myself doing just that. She was trying to 

hide her pain—first through drink and then through carnal oblivion. I pitied her because I 

knew it wouldn't work. I pitied myself because I hated the way her lust made me feel. 

Hypocritical feelings—given the fact that I'd fucked two different women in the last 

three nights. 
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TWO! 

And one of them had been because I—like Sookie—had wanted to find sweet 

oblivion for a moment. 

Yes. I pitied her—as I'd pitied myself before I'd fucked Nora. 

Of course, as I flew even faster, I was also as mad as hell. The word, "mine," came to 

mind—even though I knew Sookie didn't belong to me. But that didn't stop the thought from 

echoing through my thoughts as if I were standing at the bottom of a fucking canyon! 

Mine. 

But not mine. Clearly. 

I'd already bypassed Sookie's home and was on my way to Bill's when I picked up his 

fucking trail! It led from his door toward her property. 

"Fuck!" I seethed inwardly. What was Bill doing? We'd agreed to stay away from 

Sookie. We'd vowed NOT to do anything to potentially put her on the Authority's radar! And 

then I had an equally nauseating thought. What if it was Bill who was eliciting Sookie's lust? 

"Hell! Even one of the dogs would be better," I said under my breath, not even 

capable of fathoming the hurt I would feel if Sookie was with Bill. 

I stopped in the cemetery for a moment and glanced at the grave of Adele 

Stackhouse. It was there that Sookie's trail had ended more than a year before—when she'd 

gone missing. I contemplated staying where I was, but—again—my feet moved toward my 

bonded without the permission of my brain. 
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I was slightly heartened when I saw Bill, standing just inside the tree line of Sookie's 

property. He seemed far away from the house, but—with his vampire vision—he was a 

regular peeping Tom. 

And then I, too, became one as I saw my bonded through the window. She was 

kissing the wolf, and he was practically mauling her. It was a sight I didn't want to see. 

But I couldn't look away. 

It was the definition of agony, so—of course—I 

acted with bitterness. 

After all, I was just starting to accept that I had 

feelings. I wasn't about to hold myself accountable for 

"being adult" about them. 

Fuck my thousand years. I felt like a jealous 

preteen! 

"Awkward time for a drop-in, Bill," I intoned as if I weren't being ripped apart at the 

sight of my bonded with the mutt! 
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Bill spewed something about Jessica telling him that Sookie had been having a rough 

time lately. Yeah—right. I'm sure that Bill would have taken any excuse to see her—

especially without me there. 

Fucking prick! Of course, I 

would have done the same—if I didn't 

have a GPS device from the Authority 

hooked up to me! 

"Hmm. She seems to be 

recovering nicely," I said, trying to 

hurt him and succeeding in hurting 

myself in the process. In truth, I knew 

that she was not recovering nicely. I 

felt her desire to separate herself from her pain. I knew that she was using her body—

Alcide's body—to do that. I could understand that, but it didn't mean I wanted to watch it! 

"Can we go back to looking for Russell now?" I asked, hoping against hope that Bill 

would just agree. We could go and question Doug, leaving Sookie behind in relative safety—

at least for the night. 

Of course, Bill had to choose "douche-dom" in that moment. 

Fucking prick—indeed! 

"We are looking for Russell. Clearly without any success," he said. "Sookie could be 

useful."  
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Bill was speaking and acting like a lover scorned. There was an edge to his tone—one 

that told me that he wanted to somehow punish Sookie for seeking comfort with the Were. 

I suppose that a baser part of myself wanted that too. Sookie had, after all, rejected 

both Bill and me only days earlier—after telling us both that she loved us! 

Yes—the green-eyed monster wanted to reign in me. Hell—he wanted me to run into 

Sookie's home, which I thought of as our home, and kill the fucking Were! 

He wanted me to hurt Sookie for hurting me. He wanted her to suffer for the 

suffering she'd caused. 

But that monster wasn't me. Sookie was young. Her confusion had led her to what I 

felt was an error, and—as much as cursing her 

with a "fuck Sookie" had been my mantra since 

she'd rejected me—I couldn't wish her danger, 

pain, or suffering. 

I simply wasn't capable of it. 

Thus, I tried to dissuade my king. "I don't 

think she wants anything to do with us again," I 

said, allowing my hurt—and maybe a little of my 

love—to come through in my voice, hoping it 

would remind Bill of his own hurt and love. 

It didn't. 

Fucking prick! 
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"I don't think we give her the choice," he 

said bitterly. 

Fuck! 

I reminded Bill of what we'd discussed the 

night before. "We agreed that she was not to 

become a target," I said in a rushed whisper. 

"Even when we are not involved, Sookie 

excels at being the target of someone or another," 

Bill reasoned. "And she could very well be Russell's 

primary target, given what she did to Talbot. Best for her if Russell is out of the way, and I 

believe she could help with that. The man with whom we are to speak, Doug—what if she 

can hear his thoughts despite any glamour?" 

My teeth clenched. "If we use her, the Authority could learn about her." 

"Not if she merely listens to Doug and then goes on her way," he insisted. 

"She won't," I responded. "Not her. If she thinks she is helping us, she won't just 

leave." 

"We'll make the wolf take her away," Bill smirked, walking toward Sookie's home. 

I closed my eyes. I could stop Bill—defy my king. But—if I did—I would lose my 

ability to keep a watchful eye on him. And—certainly—any conflict between us would lead to 

immediate Authority intervention. 

And that would lead to even more danger for Sookie. 
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"Why did Bill come to Sookie's?" I silently asked myself. But even as I asked, I 

realized the truth: no matter the words he spouted, Bill wouldn't be leaving Sookie alone—

no matter what. 

 

And that was how he and I differed. I was willing to stay in the shadows of her life—

in order to ensure that she kept one. 

I realized that it was even more essential that I keep my eye on Bill now—and keep 

him thinking that I was his obedient subject—or, at least, his somewhat obedient subject. 

I sighed and played follow the leader to my king. 

 

I heard the Were moan out Sookie's name as if it were a question as Bill and I 

approached the house. 

I heard her respond that she didn't want to talk any more. 
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Herveaux picked her up and took her upstairs. 

Fucking Were! 

He should have insisted that she think for a moment. Hell—if he had any honor—he 

would have denied his baser instincts and insisted that they wait to fuck until she was sober. 

Bad dog! 

As soon as Bill and I entered the kitchen, I smelled blood—the blood of Debbie Pelt, 

covered up by ammonia, lemon cleaner, and baking soda. But there was blood still, though 

the scent was faint. I opened the refrigerator and took out a TruBlood, kicking a tooth from 

the Were-bitch further under the appliance. 

"Hungry?" Bill asked impatiently. 

"Habit," I smirked. 

He rolled his eyes and gave me a disapproving look—as if I craved his approval. 

To placate him, I put the blood back and shrugged. "Some habits are difficult to 

break," I remarked. 

Yeah—like loving Sookie Stackhouse. 

As we went up the stairs, I couldn't help but to put together the pieces of the puzzle 

I'd felt from Sookie during the previous nights. Alcide's Were-bitch was dead. Tara was 

turned. Sookie had felt terror and then trepidation and then anxiety and then guilt several 

days before. 

I was good at math. 

Debbie had likely broken into Sookie's home, planning to kill her. Why Herveaux 

had ever taken the bitch back after she'd tried to kill Sookie before was beyond me! 
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But—whatever. 

However, why Herveaux hadn't kept his bitch from harming my bonded was 

unforgiveable! 

Very bad dog! 

I worked hard to calm myself so that I didn't rush in and snap the Were's neck. 

If my supposition was correct, then Debbie had tried to kill Sookie, but had killed 

Tara instead. Looking for me, Pam had come to Sookie's home and had been begged by 

Sookie or Lafayette—or both—to turn Tara. Pam had agreed in exchange for Sookie making 

sure I came back to speak with her—thus the, "Sookie did it," comment from Pam the night 

before. 

Adding to her guilt, Sookie had likely received the blame for the entire situation 

from everyone around her: Tara, Lafayette, Sam, her brother, and Alcide. Taking a life—even 

a bitch's life—and suffering the judgment from those around her had likely been the 

sources of her pain during the past days. 

I ran down the list of people Sookie counted as her loved ones. 

Tara. 

Lafayette. 

Sam. 

Jason. 

Alcide. 

She would have heard their derision and "heard" their scathing thoughts—except in 

Tara's case. But that was small comfort. 



 
356 

And—now—the fucking Were was about to fuck Sookie over in another way—while 

his bitch was still warm in the ground! 

Bad dog! 

Couldn't he tell that Sookie was broken? Hopeless? Alone? Vulnerable? 

Drunk? 

Bad dog! 

I heard clothing hit the floor. 

"I've waited so long for this," Alcide said, making me fucking sick. I'd arranged for his 

services to protect Sookie, and he'd been hung up on Debbie even then. He might have been 

attracted to Sookie. Who wouldn't be? But he'd waited? I could count maybe a day or two that 

he'd pined! He'd certainly not helped me when it came to searching for Sookie after she'd 

gone missing. Oh—he'd been ready to take my money when it came to fixing up Sookie's 

house, but he'd put in a high bid, thinking I'd choose him because of his previous dealings 

with Sookie. 

I hadn't. Instead, I'd chosen Scott Cusmano, a contractor with more experience in 

restoring homes the age of Sookie's than Herveaux did. Cusmano was a human, though 

gracious when it came to vampires. He was also willing to learn—and be glamoured—when 

it came to resting places and such. Most importantly, he was willing to work only at night so 

that I could oversee everything. Alcide had scoffed at my request to have only night crews—

despite the fact that I'd already installed lights enough to simulate the noon sun. 
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However, on the work being done during the night only, I'd refused to compromise. 

I'd wanted everything to be put back to rights as much as possible—even as I'd made some 

upgrades. 

Cusmano had turned out to be the right choice. He'd been thorough and 

conscientious, and he'd always understood when I needed to halt the crew's progress in 

order to make sure that things were just right. I'd paid the contractor twice his asked-for 

price, and when he tried to refuse the bonus, I'd glamoured him to accept! 

I scoffed. I wouldn't sell Sookie short by saying that Alcide didn't truly want her. In 

my mind, only a fool would not. However, I would sell Alcide short. His "wanting" came only 

when he wasn't otherwise occupied. 

"Alcide," Sookie said, replying to 

the Were's previous 'confession' that he'd 

been waiting so long for her. Her voice 

was passionate, but I could hear that 

there was something 'off' about it. I'd 

heard her cry out in passion enough to 

know that there was something wrong. 

That something 'wrong' turned 

out to be vomit—on the Were's feet. 

Gods—it smelled foul! But it was 

fucking beautiful, nonetheless! 
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"Alcide, you sure know how to treat a lady," I couldn't keep myself from saying, 

making sure my tone was edged with both sarcasm and judgment toward him. 

Sookie turned to face Bill and me. She gagged again. The Were growled. 

I chuckled. In that moment, my eyes were for 

her only. And I kept the pity from them, for I knew 

she wouldn't like that. 

"What the fuck?" the Were asked angrily. 

"Alcide, please," Sookie said, her voice tired. 

She looked at us all one by one and then, gagging 

again, ran to her bathroom. 

In the next 

second, it was 

obvious that the 

toilet was seeing a close-up of her beautiful face. 

Bill and Alcide both looked a little uncertain, so I 

hurried to the kitchen to get a glass of water for Sookie. I 

was sure she'd need it, and she never kept a glass in the 

bathroom as some humans did. During the day I'd been 

under silver, we'd spent a good deal of time talking about 

inconsequential things. One of those things was her 

unusual habit of putting a plastic bag over her toothbrush. She told me about an article that 

she'd read. The piece had talked about how tiny particles of water and human waste were 
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released into the air when the toilet was flushed. She'd rambled on and on about how she'd 

told Jason all about the article, but that he still kept his toothbrush uncovered and a glass in 

the bathroom—a glass which hardly ever got washed. 

Disgusting. 

When I got back to the bedroom, Alcide and Bill were both looking at me 

uncertainly—their noses twitching to indicate their displeasure at the scent that had 

covered Sookie usual ambrosia. Fucking lightweights! 

"Inebriated humans often vomit," I said in my best "bar owner" tone. 

They nodded as I walked into the bathroom, where Sookie was "worshipping the 

porcelain god." 

"Water," I said, setting the beverage on the counter, "when you are ready for it." I 

pulled out a hand towel and wet it with cool water before draping it around her neck. I rifled 

through her medicine cabinet and found Midol. It would have to do. 

I then took out a larger towel, soaked it, and zipped back into the bedroom. I threw it 

at the Were. 

"What's this for?" the mongrel asked. 

"Clean," I said, pointing to Sookie's vomit, which had—sadly—mostly missed him. 

"I'm not a fucking maid!" he yelled. 

I vamped over to him and took him by his meaty throat. "No—but you are the one 

who would have taken advantage of her while she was drunk and hurting! When she was not 

Sookie!" I emphasized with a growl. 
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The Were had the grace to look mildly ashamed—but not enough in my opinion. 

"Fuck you. She's the one that made the first move," he growled. 

I squeezed just a little harder, but—for Sookie's sake—I didn't do any real damage. 

Pity. If the fucking Were knew anything about Sookie at all, he would have 

understood that she was not the kind of girl who'd like to wake up with both a hangover and 

a man she wasn't in a serious relationship with—no matter how "long" the Were had 

supposedly been waiting for her. 

Bad dog! 

I let the Were go when I heard more retching from Sookie. I glanced over at Bill. His 

nose now twitching comically, he was looking toward the bathroom door as if a rotting 

corpse were inside. 

"Do you know how to make the human drink—coffee?" I asked him. 

"What?" he asked, looking at me cluelessly. 

"There is a coffee maker in the kitchen. Instructions are in the drawer below it. Read 

them and make coffee," I instructed. 

Still, he looked mystified. 

"Humans use the drink to sober up," I sighed, as I went to Sookie's closet and got her 

robe. 

"What are you going to do?" Bill asked. 

I sighed. "Sookie is ill and now has vomit in her hair. I will suggest that she take a 

shower and then join us downstairs." 

"You'd better not be intending to 'help her' shower," Alcide snarled. 
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Bad dog. 

At least he had started to clean up the mess. 

Good dog. 

I shook my head and went back into the bathroom. Sookie was still poised over the 

toilet. 

"Why is the earth spinnin' so fast?" she moaned. 

"It is spinning at the same rate as usual—as far as I can tell," I smirked. 

She managed to move her head enough to glare at me. 

Progress. 

"What are you doing here?" she asked, somewhat angrily. 

"I am here to bring you this," I said, putting her robe onto the counter. "Once you are 

done with your 'friend'," I smirked, looking at the toilet, "you should brush your teeth and 

shower. Then drink the water I brought you and take two of your Midol tablets." 

"I'm not a baby. I know what to do!" she spit out. 

"Do you?" I asked, trying to hide my hurt and jealousy. 

She stood up on shaky feet and turned to fully face me—as always. My heart swelled 

for her—as always. 

"I meant why are you and Bill here?" 

"There will be coffee waiting downstairs," I said, turning around, "and answers—when 

you are sober enough to hear them." 

"I'm tired of everyone judging me," she said, her voice sounding even more tired than 

before. "Please—I don't need it from you, too." 
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I sighed. 

"I'm trying not to judge either of us, Sookie," I said softly, before leaving the room. 
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Chapter 25: Reason Why  

 

 

“Theirs not to reason why, 

Theirs but to do & die.” 

from “The Charge Of The Light Brigade” by Alfred, Lord Tennyson 

 

 It turns out that I had to make the coffee when I found Bill trying to make the 

beverage without grinding the beans first.   

Idiot.  Hadn’t he ever made coffee as a human? 

Of course, the Were had refused to help, though he’d been quick to pour himself a 

cup. 
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Asshole. 

 As Sookie drank her first sips, she seemed determined to dominate the 

‘conversation’—actually her words were more like a rambling monologue, complete with 

slurring.   

 

 It was charming and enlightening.  And I was thoroughly enjoying it.   

And—even more—I was enjoying just being 

near her.   

 “I mean—how much more am I supposed to 

take?” Sookie’s ramble continued.  “Serial killers—

check.  A maenad—check.  A fanatical religious 

group—check.  Oh—and by the way—Jason told me 

that Steve Newlin’s a vampire now—so that should 

be awesome,” she added as an aside before taking 

another sip of coffee.  “Where was I?” 
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 “The Fellowship,” I supplied. 

 “Oh—yes—thanks.  Speaking of which—did you know that I was almost raped there?  

So that can get added to the ‘terrible tally’ too!  Of course, that’s when Godric appeared.  I 

think he appeared out of thin air—come to think of it.  Hey—can y’all do that?  Appear out 

of thin air?” 

 “No,” I said with a smirk. 

 “Sookie, we need to get down to business,” Bill said with an eye roll.   

 Sookie ignored him.  “‘Cause fairies can—appear out of thin air.”  She snapped her 

fingers and took another drink.  “Wait—where was I?”  

 “Fairies—out of thin air,” I said, snapping and sitting back in my chair.  I was 

enjoying her diatribe, though not all of her accompanying emotions.  I wanted her happy. 

 “That’s right!  Fairies—check.  Witches—check.  Possessed witches—check.  Hey,” she 

said, looking at me pointedly, “you’re old!”   

 “Correct,” I smiled.   

“Did you know that witches could 

be possessed by other witches?” 

 “Nope,” I responded.  “I’d never 

seen that before.” 

 She shrugged.  “Guess ya learn 

somethin’ new every day?” 

 “With you around—more than one 

thing,” I grinned. 
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“Where was I?” she asked after she swallowed another sip.   

 “Possessed witches,” I reminded. 

 “Right!” she said, taking another sip.  “Hey—this 

coffee’s really good!  Anyway.  Wait.  Where was I?” 

 “Still at witches,” I chuckled. 

 “Right!  Demons—check.  Crazy Weres—check.  

Sorry, Alcide, but Debbie was crazy.  I mean—she 

did try to kill me.  More than once.  Why’d you take 

her back again?” 

 “I—uh . . . ,” Alcide started.  

 “Never mind!  Doesn’t matter!” Sookie interrupted with a wave of her hand.  

 The Were got up from the table and moved behind Bill and me—obviously to brood.  

 The view was better without him at the table.  And—thankfully—he’d finally decided 

to clean off his rank boots.     

 

 “Anyway.  Wait.  Who have I forgotten?” Sookie asked.   
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 “Russell,” I supplied. 

 “Oh—yeah!  A three-thousand-year-old vampire—check.  A bomb—check.  Demons—

check.   

 “You said demons already,” Bill sighed. 

 “But did I say demons possessing a witch?” she asked, glaring at Bill.  “Nope—I don’t 

think so!” 

 “A rocket,” I supplied when she took another drink. 

 “Check!” she enthused.  “A car wreck—check!” 

 “Wait,” I said, “when was that?” 

 “Just today!” she said lifting up her empty coffee cup.  “Is there more of this?” 

 “Check,” I said as I zipped into the kitchen to get the pot.  I filled her cup and then 

zipped the carafe back to its heat source.   

 “Thanks.”  She took a long sip.  “Where was I?” 

 “Telling us about your car accident,” I said as I sat back down. 

 “Oh—that?  That was nothing.  My car just went crazy.  Hey,” she said, looking at me 

pointedly again, “you’re old.” 

 “We’ve already covered that,” Bill said impatiently.   

 Again, she ignored the king.  “Can cars be possessed?” 

 “Maybe,” I returned, contemplating the matter. 

 “Possessed car—check!” she said. 

 “Where is your vehicle?” I asked. 
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 “Well—it was wrapped around a pole ‘like a giant banana split’!  But Lafayette said 

he’d call Jeb Lecroy for me to have it towed!  Hey—speaking of poles . . . ,” she started, before 

taking a gulp.  “Where was I?” 

 “Poles!” Bill practically snarled.  

 Asshole.  One would think that someone claiming to “love” Sookie wouldn’t be 

impatient in that moment.  I 

glanced at the king.  The fuckwit 

didn’t even seem to register that 

Sookie had almost died that day 

due to a car that “went crazy!”  As 

for myself, I intended to look into 

the matter further.  My 

renovations of Sookie’s home 

had also included a new engine and transmission for her car.  I quickly texted Bobby to 

make sure that Lecroy repaired the vehicle from stem to stern.  Though I knew Sookie 

wouldn’t accept a new vehicle from me, I could make sure that the mechanic lied his ass off 

to her about the cost of any repairs.  And she would be getting another new engine and 

transmission no matter what—not that she needed to know about that!  

 “Who are you texting?” she asked me. 

 “Secret vampire business,” I winked, “but rest assured, I am still carefully listening to 

you.” 
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 She rolled her eyes.  “Really?  Then, what was I talkin’ about before?” she asked, her 

tone challenging me to provide the correct answer. 

 “Poles,” I grinned.  “And—might I add—I have a particular image in mind.  You.  A 

pole.  A private dance,” I added cheekily, even as the Were growled behind me.     

 Sookie ignored my suggestive remark.  “Poles?  Really?  Poles?  What was I saying 

about them?” she asked. 

 “No idea,” Bill said with another longsuffering sigh. 

 “Oh well!” she shrugged.  “Oh—I almost forgot a vampire queen!  And a fairy queen!  

Two queens—check and check!  And three jokers!” she laughed, looking from Alcide to Bill 

and then to me.” 

 “A full house,” I smirked.   

 

 “Sookie, enough!” Bill said, his voice raised in exasperation.  “We haven’t come here 

to listen to your drunken ramblings!” 

 “Speak for yourself,” I intoned. 
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 Bill glared at me.  “You said the shower and the coffee would make her sober.” 

 “Oh, I am sober, dipshit!” she said to Bill.  

Since the word, ‘dipshit’ was only slightly slurred, 

I wasn’t about to disagree with her.  I didn’t want 

to be a ‘dipshit’ too.  “I just don’t wanna hear 

what you have to say,” she added emphatically. 

 “You seemed curious enough earlier,” I 

smirked. 

 “Well—now I don’t care,” she responded. 

 Bill let out a sigh.  “We need your help, Sookie.” 

 “When do you not?” she asked, taking another drink.  Seeing her cup was empty, I 

once again refilled it.       

When I sat back down, Bill launched into his explanation, telling Sookie what we 

wanted her to do: try to read the thoughts of a human who had likely been glamoured.     

“I’m not even sure that’s possible,” Sookie said, clearly more sober now.  I could feel 

her self-doubt.  And, as she’d been sobering, I’d also felt her increasing discomfort.  At least 

her frustration regarding Bill and my request had replaced her intense sorrow from earlier.   

“You succeeded 

before—with Tara,” Bill said. 

I hated the fact that I 

didn’t know what the hell Bill 
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was talking about.  I hated that I didn’t know everything about my bonded.    

“That was a maenad spell,” Sookie reminded.  “I’ve never tried to un-glamour 

someone.”  She frowned a little.  “Where were you guys anyway?  We were worried.” 

“Clearly,” I intoned before I could stop 

myself.  I was glad to feel that she was miffed by my 

remark, rather than hurt by it.  

I didn’t want to hurt her. 

Sookie gave me something of a challenging 

look, and I smirked a little—happy to see that her 

spirit was still there.  

At least when it came to me.   

With Bill, she was always quick to forgive—

too quick in my opinion.  With Alcide, she was always quick to overlook his shortcomings—

again—too quick in my opinion. 

With me?  Well—she was quick to show me her fire.  It wasn’t necessarily fair, but I 

wouldn’t have it any other way.  In fact, I loved it—loved that she challenged me at every 

turn.  It told me that she expected more of me—even if she didn’t acknowledge that.  And 

why shouldn’t she expect more?  After all, I could give her more, goddammit!      

If only she’d let me.   
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“Alcide’s employee is the only person who can identify whoever it was that freed 

Russell,” Bill explained.   

I wasn’t so sure about that, but—given the fact that I wanted to make sure that Alcide 

wasn’t the leak—it seemed expeditious to pursue the lead.   

“I don’t want Doug mixed up in this bullshit.  You fangers bring nothing but trouble 

and death!” Alcide said unpleasantly.   

I reacted to his slur as much as anything else.  “Well, we don’t need your permission, 

wolf.”   

Bill turned to face Alcide.  “Russell has been under the ground for over a year, and 

it’ll take him a few days to recuperate, and then when he does, he will be straight out after 

us on the hunt!” 

Alcide sneered at Bill, “‘Cause you didn’t kill him when you had the chance.” 

“What did you say?” Bill asked 

acrimoniously.   

“You heard me,” Alcide practically barked.   

What followed could be—at best—described 

as a ‘disagreement’ between people of differing 

opinions.  However, what was really happening was 

three males posturing.  We were arguing about one 

issue—when we wanted to be fighting over a woman.   
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That woman was who interrupted us—with her laughter.  It was the kind of laughter 

that humans did when they were trying to avoid crying; indeed, I could feel Sookie’s near-

hysteria through 

our bond.    

Alcide, Bill, 

and I all looked at 

her.   

“I’m sorry,” 

she said, trying to 

compose herself.  

“I just keep 

thinking that if I make the right choice, all this madness will end and my life will go back to 

normal.  But it’s not gonna end, is it?  

This—is it,” she commented almost 

hopelessly.  “It’s not gonna change.  

We say goodbye, and—the next 

thing—you guys are back in my 

house, and a 3,000-year-old vampire 

wants to suck my blood.”  She stood 

up.  “Must be Thursday!” she added 

with a flourish. 
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I couldn’t remember feeling so equally amused, aroused, and angry all at the same 

time.  The right choice?  That choice was right in-fucking-front of her!  It wasn’t as if I was 

easily ‘missed’—given my 6’4” frame!  And “normal?”  Was she fucking kidding me?  She 

was anything but normal.  And—to me—that was a good thing.  I sighed, knowing that Sookie 

would never be at peace with herself until she embraced both sides of herself.  But she was 

continuously trying to put Fairy Sookie back in the fucking bottle! 

Of course, paradoxically, it was Fairy 

Sookie who created the resilience in my 

bonded.  Fairy Sookie had brought her to her 

feet.  Fairy Sookie had laughed instead of 

cried.  Fairy Sookie had stamped down the 

hopelessness and replaced it with resolution. 

Both Sookies were amazing—to me. 

“Well, come on,” she beckoned.  

“What are y’all waitin’ for?  Let’s go hunt 

Russell!  Onwards into the jaws of death!  Boot and rally!” 

God, I loved her.  Only Sookie Stackhouse would refer to a poem by Tennyson and a 

song about drunken vomiting in a single breath.     
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As she stepped through the broken glass of the door, “thanking” Tara on the way, my 

amusement turned to concern.  Her references were both apt.  The idiom “boot and rally” 

literally meant to “vomit” and then to carry on—though it usually referred to a continuation 

of some kind of 

partying.  Not 

surprisingly, I’d 

been forced to 

listen to drunken 

humans singing Iggy Pop’s “Let’s Boot and Rally” many a time at Fangtasia.      

However, Sookie’s literary reference was just as apropos—maybe even more so.  

Tennyson had written his poem about the six hundred or so Light Brigade members who 

had fought nobly during the Battle of Balaclava—despite immeasurable odds against them.  

I recalled some of the more famous lines from the poem: 

'Forward, the Light Brigade!' 

Was there a man dismay'd ? 

Not tho' the soldier knew 

Someone had blunder'd: 

Theirs not to make reply, 

Theirs not to reason why, 

Theirs but to do & die, 

Into the valley of Death 

Rode the six hundred.  
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Despite being ordered to fight because of a “blunder” by one of their superiors, the 

Light Brigade had not questioned their orders.  They’d marched into battle and had fought 

as valiantly as possible—by all accounts.  Tennyson had written the poem mainly to 

celebrate the unquestioning soldiers—who didn’t “reason why,” even though they knew 

there was a strong chance that they would “do and die.”   

I had mixed feelings as I thought about the poem’s connection to my current 

situation.  In many ways, I was in a similar situation as the soldiers in the poem.  Though I 

did “reason why,” I had to “do” and would probably “die.”   

I had no choice.   

I just hoped that I wasn’t following a 

“blundering” leader, and I wasn’t just talking 

about Bill either.  If the Guardian’s chancellery 

had been infiltrated, was he still worthy of 

being followed?  Oh—I wasn’t about to become 

a Sanguinista!  But I also didn’t want to stay on 

a sinking ship.   

I might have to “do” and/or “die,” but I wouldn’t be going into the “jaws of death” 

without putting up a fight! 

 I stood and followed Sookie through the broken door. 

 Boot and rally—indeed.   
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Chapter 26: Her Way 

 

 Concern and practicality mixed inside of me.   

Was I concerned that Bill had decided to bring Sookie into the mix?  Yes.   

Yet would she be helpful to us in finding Russell Edgington?  Knowing her?  

Absolutely.   

 Did I want to be far, far away from her as long as I was being staked out—quite 

literally—by an iStake?  Yup.   

But was I happy to have her near?  Definitely. 

For the first time in days, the bond between Sookie and me wasn’t pulling on me—or 

on her.  It was settled.  She felt more settled.  I felt more settled.   
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Yet, paradoxically, being near her was unsettling too, for I could feel that a large part 

of her didn’t want to be near me. 

By contrast, I felt her higher level of comfort with the Were. 

I felt her affection for Bill—though she tried to push that down. 

For me, she felt both more 

and less.  When she glanced my 

way, I felt her longing.  It felt like 

she was missing me, even as she 

was looking at me.  That was 

because she was missing the “me” 

from before—the “me” who’d not 

remembered himself.  That Eric 

had been the one she’d bonded 

herself to. 

I felt my sorrow acutely over that revelation as Alcide introduced Sookie to Doug, 

who turned out to be rather greasy looking.  And smelly.  Clearly, Doug lived on the premises 

of the facility.  I’d seen him many times in the video footage.  And, clearly, he didn’t feel the 

need to bathe very often.   
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Still, Sookie reached out to 

shake his hand as if she were meeting 

him at a church picnic.  That was just 

her way.   

And “her way” made me long for 

her even more.   

I felt my hand elevate, and I took 

a step toward her, but then I 

consciously stopped all of my limbs from seeking her—especially the appendage in my 

pants.  Just being near her had been enough to cause me to be at “half-mast” throughout the 

night.  But being fully aroused in Doug’s smelly little “bedroom/office?”  No—that wouldn’t 

do at all! 

To make sure that didn’t happen, I looked back at 

the hairy man as he asked what he could do for us.    

Was that spittle in the corner of his mouth?  Gross.   

Despite that sight, my efforts to stop my dick from 

taking a look around were undermined when Sookie asked 

half-apologetically and half-matter-of-factly if she could 

read Doug’s thoughts.  From her tone, one would think she 

was simply asking to borrow a cup of sugar.   
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Before Doug could think to ask what the hell she meant, he had nodded in 

agreement, and she’d grabbed his hand to do her “thing.”   

Of course, Doug had agreed!  Who wouldn’t?  She’d managed to charm him and 

disarm him all at once.  She was good at that.   

It was just her way. 

“Well?” she asked, looked at Bill with impatience.  “What do you want to ask him?” 

“As I told you before, we need to know about the night that Russell disappeared,” Bill 

said. 

“He doesn’t know anything about Russell!” she said, rolling her eyes.  “Geez!  That’s 

not the way to get his memories to where we need them,” she critiqued.   

I smirked.  Yep it was gonna be hard not to get hard around her when she was in 

“Fairy Sookie” mode.   

“Doug,” I said, snapping to draw the man’s attention away from Sookie’s breasts.  

Yep, one look from him, and my erection stalled.  

Excellent.   

“Do you remember the night you 

discovered that the concrete had been damaged?” 

I asked him. 

“Um—I guess.  Sort of,” he responded, 

looking a little ashamed.  “I—uh—was taking my 

break.  And I must have fallen asleep ‘cause I 
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didn’t hear nothin’ happening.  I—uh—woke up here and decided to take a walk around the 

premises to wake myself up.  That’s when I saw that the cement had been damaged.” 

“You have cameras here?” Bill asked. 

“Yep—I checked them first thing, but I—uh—must have done somethin’ wrong ‘cause 

I erased the feeds for that whole night.  Accidentally.  That’s when I called Alcide.” 

“Well?” Bill asked Sookie. 

She glared at the king a 

little.  “Well what?  Doug believes 

what he’s sayin’.  He thinks that 

he’s the one who messed up, and 

he’s worried that Alcide will fire 

him for it.” 

“No one’s gettin’ fired,” the wolf assured his employee.  One had to question Alcide’s 

choice of employees, but perhaps Doug had hidden qualities.  I looked back at him.  

Underneath the surface. 

“Did you see anyone that night?  Anyone at all?” I asked him. 
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Doug seemed to squint.  “Uh—I don’t think so.  Maybe.  Wait—what night again?” 

Sookie nodded at me.  “Bingo.  He’s definitely been glamoured,” she informed. 

“What?” Doug asked.  “No—I’d have remembered seein’ a vamper.” 

“Can you get through the glamour?” I asked, not knowing what I wanted her answer 

to be.   

“Yeah—I think so,” she replied, almost incredulously.  I was feeling her self-doubt 

and her pride battling in that moment.   

As for myself—it was difficult for me not to be more and more impressed by her 

skills.  I hoped that one day she would embrace them.     

I nodded at her and gave her a subtle smile of confidence.  “Then do your thing.  This 

is your show, Miss Stackhouse.” 

She gave me a tiny smile back before her lips straightened with determination.  

Could she see in my eyes that I believed in her?  I hoped so.   

“What do you 

remember about that 

night?” she asked Doug. 

“Nothing—I swear,” 

he said insistently.  “I was 

taking my break, like always 

. . . .” 

“Somebody’s coming up to him,” Sookie interrupted, obviously using her gift to seep 

through the glamour. 
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Magnificent.   

“What do they look like?” Bill asked. 

“It’s blurry.  I can’t make it out,” Sookie 

responded, even as I felt her determination 

and concentration through our fledgling bond.  

And then I felt revelation.  “It’s a woman,” she 

said with a mixture of surprise and certainty. 

Bill looked at me significantly.  It was 

the kind of look that said, “Gotcha!”   

Asshole.   

I decided that the ‘bromance’ was now officially over!  Oh—Bill was justified in being 

suspicious of Nora.  After all, evidence was evidence.  And I was fucking suspicious too!  But 

he wasn’t justified in looking so fucking triumphant about the possibility that Nora had 

betrayed us—me.     
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“She’s digging Russell up with her hands,” Sookie said, still reading Doug’s mind as 

the smelly man looked more and more freaked 

out—and frightened.   

“Wait.  She has a necklace.  A pendant—like 

a spider.  Or a bat?” Sookie relayed uncertainly, 

even as she was obviously still trying to decipher 

the image she was getting from Doug’s brain.     

Bill turned to me, his eyes angry, though the 

twinge of triumph hadn’t left them.  “A female member of the Authority released Russell.  

Did you tell Nora that we buried Russell alive?” he accused.   

“No,” I said evenly, trying to maintain my calm.  It wouldn’t do to conflate the 

situation—not when we 

needed to continue 

getting information from 

Doug.   

 “I don’t believe 

you!” Bill charged. 

 Yep—bromance 

definitely over. 

 “Well, I’m sorry to hear that,” I said, still keeping my cool, though I was getting more 

and more pissed off.   
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 “You said you and Nora share everything,” Bill ‘reminded’. 

 I’d never said that.  I’d told him that Nora and I had shared much over the years.  But 

it wasn’t the time to remind him of semantics. 

 “Not that,” I responded instead.   

“You couldn’t keep your mouth shut and now she’s using Russell against us!” Bill 

indicted angrily. 

Fuckwit!   

“That’s absurd,” I responded, my tone steely.  In truth, I wanted to rip off his fucking 

head in that moment!  Not only was he accusing me of lying and helping a fanatic, but also 

he was accusing me was being stupid!  As if.  I continued, “Nora risked her life to free me.  

And you, too,” I reminded.     



 
386 

Bill walked past me, his eyes full of victory.  I intuited that a big part of him wanted to 

prove that I was the bad guy—especially in front of Sookie.  Gods know, he’d always tried to 

make me out to be the villain in her eyes.   

He’d assigned himself my prosecutor from the very first time he’d come into 

Fangtasia with Sookie.  According to him, I was dangerous and violent.  I was one of the 

“bad” vampires, while Bill painted himself as “good” because he pretended to hate his 

nature.   

Indeed, he’d hated it so much that the first time I’d see him he’d been draining one 

of Pam’s girls at her brothel!  In 1905!  The Civil War had ended in 1865!  That’s 45 years to 

have gained some fucking civility!  Gods know, I’d had control as a forty-year-old.  No doubt, 

Lorena had been influencing Bill, but I’d seen no resistance or angst in his eyes regarding 

his actions.   

I couldn’t help but to wonder where the fuck Bill got off in judging me!  He’d never 

seen nor heard of me participating in slaughter against innocents.   

Because I never had! 

That was Bill’s fucking department!   

Still—I did consider some of Bill’s words.  Though I’d not told Nora about Russell, 

she could very well be the vampiress in Doug’s mind.   

In that moment, my eyes caught Sookie’s.  They were such an enigma: bright as the 

sun and brown as the earth.  

Suspicious and caring.   
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She was looking at me as if I might very well be the villain.  She was looking at me as 

if she didn’t want me to be.  And, paradoxically, her eyes held trust.   

And her feelings—slingshotting through our bond erratically—were just as hard to 

read as her eyes were.   

Still, she grounded me—helped me to stay 

calm.   

“What’s Bill talking about?  Who’s Nora?” she 

asked me. 

“Godric’s second child.  My vampire sister,” I 

said honestly.   

“Godric had another—uh—kid?” Sookie 

asked. 

“Yes.  She was a Chancellor in the Authority,” I informed, having no reason to protect 

Nora’s secrets anymore.  “Bill believes that she’s working with a group of fanatic vampires 

who want to treat humans like animals.  He believes her to be the woman in Doug’s 

memories.” 

“Do you think she is?” she asked, her eyes showing compassion for me.   

As much as her feelings might have been mixed regarding me, I could tell that she 

still cared for me deeply.   

It was her way. 
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“I don’t know,” I sighed.  “I hope not.  But, 

if it is her, I do not think she is working alone.” 

Sookie nodded, even as Alcide grunted in 

impatience.  “We don’t need to hear about your 

dysfunctional family, Northman.  Let’s get this 

show on the road!” 

Sookie gave the Were a disapproving 

look—which he totally missed—and then turned 

back to Doug.  “What did the woman do?” she asked him. 

She closed her eyes and then opened them in 

shock.  She looked at me as if seeking guidance.  I 

nodded in support.   

Sookie took a deep breath.  “She asked Doug to 

carry Russell out of there.  I can see Russell in his 

thoughts!”  Her nose screwed up in distaste.  “He 

looked awful!” 

“Yes—he would have been very weak,” I confirmed.   

“I think I can figure out where they went,” Sookie informed, her eyes shutting tightly 

again.  “I can see Doug walking—following the female vampire.” 

I nodded.  “Lead the way, Sookie.” 

She gave me a smile and did just that.   

It was her way.  
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Chapter 27: Scooby Doo & the 

Haunted Hospital 

 

When Sookie, Alcide, Doug, and I left the garage, we found Bill skulking near 

Alcide’s van, which I’d mentally dubbed the 

“Mystery Mobile.”  God knows, there was 

something about the whole situation that 

screamed Scooby Doo to me.   

Pamela had first heard of that animated 

television program in the 1970’s from one of her 

human “friends.”  She began recording the series on Betamax in the early 80s.  She gained 
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much amusement from the episodes, and I will admit that I was entertained by the cartoon 

too—despite the predictability of each “mystery.”    

 Every episode followed the same basic plot.  A dog and four amateur teenaged 

sleuths—emphasis on the “amateur”—would attempt to solve cases involving the 

supernatural.  The stories seemingly revolved around ghosts and goblins and zombies—or 

even vampires and werewolves sometimes.  However—always—the supernatural was found 

to be very “natural” as the culprits ended up being humans in disguise.  

 Of course, the solving of the crimes was never easy for the group!  Though Fred, the 

de facto leader of the group, would often set up elaborate traps to capture the culprits, the 

bumbling Shaggy and the always-frightened Scooby Doo would fuck things up.  “Danger-

prone Daphne” and “the brain” of the group, Velma, completed the membership of 

“Mystery Incorporated”—until Scrappy Doo, an annoying, yippy little dog was added to the 

group.     

 No matter how many times we watched the show, Pam would always yell—“I knew 

it!”—whenever the culprit was unmasked.  In my opinion, it wasn’t hard to guess the true 

villain.  If there was an older man in the episode—he was it.  Youth trumped aged almost 

every time.     

 As Pam celebrated her correct guesses, I would always think about how scarily 

accurate Scooby Doo was in certain ways.  Supernaturals had often covered up their “crimes” 

by glamouring humans to take the fall.  Hell—I wouldn’t even be surprised to learn that 

many Supes had crafted elaborate costumes for their human scapegoats over the years, just 

so that entertaining “un-masking” moments could occur.   
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 God knows Pam had done so on occasion.   

 As Alcide’s vehicle rumbled over a particularly rough spot in the road, I rolled my 

eyes.  “Definitely the Mystery Mobile,” I mumbled. 

 “What was that?” Bill asked.  

He’d been half-sulking and half-

glaring at me since we’d left the 

parking garage.  I was pissed at 

being relegated to the back of the 

truck, but Scooby Doo—whom I’d 

cast as Alcide—was driving the 

truck.  And he’d insisted that there was room for only Sookie and Doug in the front with 

him. 

 So what if the dog was right about that!  I was still pissed that I had to endure Bill.  I 

was even more pissed that I had to overhear the conversation between Sookie and Alcide.  

Apparently, Alcide didn’t want to talk about how 

she’d puked on his shoes.   

 I sort of wanted to hear more about that! 

 Bill finally spoke as the van made a sharp left 

turn, which jostled us both.  Stupid dog drivers.  

   “What if Nora orchestrated this whole thing?  

She pretended to save us so she could send us to 

Russell?” Bill asked.   
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 I didn’t need this shit!  Not now!   

“And why would she do that?” I asked.   

“Russell could be a powerful ally to her cause—though he’d never agree to do it for 

free.”  His voice got louder.  “But if she were to serve the two of us up to him, then she’d be 

in a position to negotiate with him!” 

“Yeah, well, that’s not what she did.  She tried to get us out of the country,” I 

reminded.  Gods—Bill really was stupid.  Even if Nora would betray me—which I was 

convinced she wouldn’t, no matter what “cause” she might have joined—she hadn’t learned 

about Russell from me!  Moreover, I was still convinced that she was trying to get us out of 

the country.  

And, even if she had known about Russell from a Sanguinista confederate, my bet 

was that she had been trying to get me out of my three-thousand-year-old enemy’s way.    

   “Well, that’s what she said she was doing,” Bill commented acerbically.   

 Wasn’t he the one who seemed to be flirting with her just a few nights before?   

 “You’re just being paranoid,” I said.   

“Then why is she still alive?” Bill asked. 

Wasn’t that obvious?  There was still a Sanguinista in Roman’s group—someone with 

enough clout to convince Roman that Nora had continued use.   

I lied when I responded.  “I don’t know, Bill.”  I wasn’t going to help him if he 

couldn’t figure out that much! 

“She’s a traitor and a liar just like her brother,” Bill said in an inflammatory tone.   

My fangs came down immediately, followed quickly by his.  
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“Take that back,” I seethed.  I’d had enough of Bill-fucking-Compton accusing me of 

being a liar, and it was going to stop.  NOW! 

His phone rang—the phone he’d been given by the Guardian.   

Fuck!  Okay—perhaps, now was not the time to tear out Bill’s vocal cords, after all.   

Pity.   

We both put our fangs away.   

“Hello?” Bill answered.   

“Hey, guys,” came iStake Molly’s airy voice.  “It’s 

Molly.  Remember me?  Just giving you a shout-out to 

let you know that your countdown has started.” 

I listened to the techy explain how Bill and I had 

only until dawn to find Russell. 

‘Bummer.’   
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Bill tried to 

deny the statement, 

but Molly alerted us 

to a test of our 

iStakes.  They were 

glowing.  And 

beeping. 

‘Bummer’ indeed. 

“Yeah—they’re glowing,” Bill confirmed. 

“Cool,” Molly said brightly.  “That means we’re good to go.  Good luck.  And if you 

don’t make it, it’s been rad serving you.  Peace out.”  She hung up. 

I couldn’t help myself.  Despite the fact that Molly was the harbinger of doom, I still 

liked her.   

Bill hung up.  “We don’t have much time.” 

I tried to hold in 

my snarky comment.  I 

swear that I did!  

However, I failed.  

“Thank you, Captain 

Obvious,” I muttered. 
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He glared at me, and I thought we were going to pick up our previous confrontation 

until the vehicle jarred to a stop.   

Fucking dog drivers! 

Bill and I exited.  I was glad to be out of the confined space.  And Bill was lucky to get 

out before I decided to snap his fucking neck! 

 

I looked up and barely held in my smirk.  The huge building looming before us 

looked like a set-piece from a live-action version of Scooby Doo. 
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Sookie was holding Doug’s hand, obviously still recovering his memories.   

“They took Russell inside,” she said. 

“We don’t have much time,” said the broken record that was Bill.  “We should split 

up.  I’ll take the north wing, and you take the south,” he told me.   

“Even at full speed, it’s a lot of ground to cover,” I said skeptically.  I knew it would be 

better if Sookie continued to be Sookie.    

Bill had other ideas.  He spoke to Sookie in that patronizing tone he had.  “Sookie, 

we’d like to thank you for getting us this far, but Eric and I will take it from here.  You can 

stay outside with Doug and Alcide.” 

“Yeah, right,” I thought. 

“Yeah, right,” she said.   

Gods—I loved her.  She wasn’t some dainty flower.  She had a warrior’s heart, and she 

was a warrior’s dream.  My dream.  Moreover, 

she was probably the only chance we had at 

finding Russell.  Of course, that didn’t stop me 

from poking the bear.  I did so love to rile her.    

“We don’t have time to worry about 

you,” I said, barely holding in my smirk.  For 

the moment, I was glad she had no idea what I 

was feeling, or she would have felt my mirth.   
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“First of all,” she started, obviously wound up, “I’ve seen enough horror movies to 

know you don’t split up when you’re in a big, scary asylum and there’s a crazed killer on the 

loose.” 

She was right about that.  Scooby Doo taught the same lesson.   

“Second,” she went on, just getting revved 

up, “I think it’s fair to say that my microwave 

fingers and the sun are about the only things 

around here that seem to have any effect on 

Russell, so the way I see it, it’s me protecting you 

from him, instead of the other way around.” 

Was it wrong that I was fully erect now? 

“Third, I got a headache and I gotta pee 

something fierce, so I’d just as soon get this over 

with.”  She turned and stomped off toward the ‘haunted hospital.’   

Bill scowled, but Alcide seemed to appreciate Sookie’s performance too.  He chuckled 

as he followed her, calling Doug as he went.   

Doug, whom I had already dubbed as Shaggy—given his perpetually terrified look—

followed Scooby. 

Of course, I followed too.  

 

As Sookie led us through the hallways of the abandoned hospital, holding a 

flashlight in one hand and Doug’s hand in her other, I decided that she was both Velma and 
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Daphne.  After all, there were two Sookie Stackhouses.  Though she couldn’t be classified as 

a nerd, she was definitely clever, and she got herself out of more problems than anyone I 

had ever known.  On the other hand, she was most certainly eye candy.  And she was 

definitely a danger magnet.  So she was Daphne, too.   

 

That left me trying to figure out Bill’s role.  Obviously, I was Fred: good looking, 

blond, and—ultimately—the man in charge.   

Bill clearly wanted to be a “Fred.”  But his standard constipated look and his 

frequent douchy comments disqualified him from that role in my opinion.   

Was it possible to have two Shaggies?  After all, Bill and Shaggy had some 

undeniable similarities.  Bad hair.  Bouts of cluelessness.  Inability to correctly pronounce 

simple words—like “Sookie.”  Hell—they even sort of looked alike!   

Alcide inhaled deeply.  “Wolves have been here.” 

“They come with Russell,” Bill said in a douchy tone. 
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I sighed.  Shaggy wasn’t douchy, so that sort of hurt my casting.  And I also had to 

admit that Bill wasn’t a coward.    

I’d have to keep working on the analogy.  Meanwhile, I turned my attention to Doug, 

who was whimpering.  And sweating profusely.     

“I don’t like this,” the man said.  I wondered who would. 

Sookie was obviously still reading his memories.  She grunted, and her knees 

buckled a little.  I held in my chuckle.  Through our bond, I knew that she wasn’t particularly 

taxed from using her gift.  Nope.  Her stomach had turned—not because of what she was 

“reading,” but because of what she’d drunk earlier. 

“You okay?” Bill asked, his concern thick in his tone—so thick that it sounded fake. 

“Yeah,” Sookie said with irritation.  “Remind me to avoid peach schnapps in the 

future.”   

I grinned as Bill looked a little confused.   

“Turn left,” Sookie instructed, and then she led us into a large room—definitely 

something out of a Scooby Doo episode!   

Doug was rattling on and on about New 

York City—and about how he’d regret it if he 

couldn’t go there.   

He was annoying me, but—then again—

Shaggy always did.  “New York City smells like pee 

and the people are rude,” I intoned.  Of course, 

Doug would fit right in when it came to the scent.   
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Doug gasped almost comically as there was a clattering in the distance.  Definitely 

Shaggy.  And definitely annoying!    

A rat ran in front of us, and Sookie—after jumping a little, but not nearly as much as 

Doug—followed the rodent with her flashlight, only to find it and a couple of its friends 

snacking on a severed hand.   

Not surprisingly, Shaggy—I mean Doug—started crying. 

“Oh my God!” Sookie gasped.   

“It’s okay, Doug.  It’s okay,” Scooby comforted Shaggy.   

Led on by Sookie—yep, my fucking warrior—we kept going. 

Okay—so maybe she wasn’t 

mine.  But she felt like she was in that 

moment.  She was brave.  And—better 

yet—I could feel her curiosity.   

She wanted to solve the 

fucking mystery as much as I did! 

When we came to a pile of 

corpses with rats all over them, she 

was—indeed—freaked out a bit, but 

her curiosity held.  And her courage.   

“Good Lord in heaven!” she said.   
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I’d always wondered why humans said such horribly inappropriate things when 

confronted with true horrors.  There was nothing “good” or “heavenly” about the sight, and 

it certainly wasn’t from the Lord she was 

referring to.  I made a note to ask Sookie 

about such sayings one day. 

Hopefully, I’d get the chance.     

Meanwhile, Shaggy was wailing, “No, 

no, no, no, no,” in a staccato loop. 

“Seems like we’re in the right place,” 

I remarked.   

In typical Sookie fashion, she looked up at me before rolling her eyes.   

“Obviously,” she intoned, before leading us down another corridor.   

I could hear water dripping, and the smell of live humans got stronger.   

“This way,” Sookie said, practically pulling Shaggy with her now. 

“The morgue.  How convenient,” Bill intoned as we passed by the sign indicating that 

area. 

Convenient—yes.  It would be light-tight and cool—even without power to the 

building.   

 Doug’s loud panting made me wonder if I should have assigned him the role of 

Scooby.  But then—as we heard a noise down the hall—I was reminded of why Alcide had to 

be the dog.   

 He growled.  “We’re being watched,” the Were said. 
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 I shook my head a little even as my fangs slid down.  Of course, we were! 

 Shaggy yelled something about “shitcakes” and then took off running down the 

hall—toward the “scary sound.” 

 I sighed.  Shaggy indeed.   

 Sookie ran after the man, yelling his ‘real’ name.  

After checking to make sure that those who were watching 

were not following, I trailed after her, only to find her in a 

kind of “human cooler.”   

 More than a dozen humans—all in straightjackets—

were hanging from meat hooks—like sides of beef.  

 How quaint.  Sanguinista through and through. 

 Doug’s screams threatened to wake up all the humans in the cooler, so I covered his 

mouth with my hand.  A disgusting job, but someone had to do it.   

 As the only coherent human on the hooks begged us to take another—since he’d 

recently been on a diet and all—I enjoyed feeling the curiosity still reigning inside of my 
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bonded.  Oh—she was disgusted and horrified.  But neither her courage nor her curiosity 

had waned a bit! 

 “Fatties first,” the hanged-up man beseeched.  How—

altruistic.   

“Where do they take the prisoners?” Bill asked.   

“Down the hallway.  There’s screaming and then 

there’s not,” he added.   

Yes—that would explain the piles of corpses down 

the hall.   

I had counted seven drained humans in that little room.  That would mean that 

Russell would be well on his way to recovery, but it would have been impossible for him to 

regenerate fully—despite the fact that he was apparently gorging himself.   

“I’m not going.  I’m staying here,” Shaggy proclaimed.   

I wasn’t going to argue with the annoying man.  He’d served his purpose.  

As the man on the 

hook begged us to let him 

down, offering money, Bill 

made an annoying noise to 

quiet him.   

I left the room.  There 

might be a time to free the hung-up humans, but they couldn’t be our priority.  Unlike 

Sookie, they really would be in the way.   
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I could hear Bill ask Sookie if she was ready, but I didn’t need to hear her response.  I 

felt it.  Courage and curiosity—a glorious fucking combination.   

 Scrappy!  That’s who Bill could be in the Scooby Doo episode in my mind.   

 Annoying.  Check. 

 Yappy.  Check. 

 Ultimately unnecessary.  Check.   

 Bringing down the quality of the “show?”  Check.  Check.   
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Chapter 28: No Damsel in Distress  

 

 Now that I knew we were close to Russell, I led—not just because I was anxious to get 

to him, but also because I wanted to make sure that my bonded remained safe.  Yes—she 

was brave.  Yes—she was, as she’d 

intimated before, “protecting” us 

with her “microwave fingers.”  But 

I didn’t fucking care!  In an 

equation that contained Russell 

Edgington, I would always try to 

stand between him and Sookie.   

 That didn’t have anything 

to do with some masculine, 
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chauvinistic bullshit.  That was Bill’s department.  I didn’t think Sookie was weaker than I 

was; in fact, I knew she was not!  My protective impulse had only one motive: I loved her.   

 Russell’s unique scent was covered up by all the blood he’d taken recently, so I didn’t 

pick it up until I 

walked into the 

room where he lay.  

He looked better 

than I’d hoped, but 

still worse than I’d 

feared.   

 “Took you 

long enough,” 

Russell said in his fake Southern accent.  Only Bill’s “real” one annoyed me more.  “What an 

infernal racket you people have been making!”  

Scooby-fucking-Doo. 

He inhaled deeply.  “Oh. Miss 

Stackhouse. Always a pleasure. To what do I 

owe?” he asked flippantly, gesturing for her to 

come nearer. 

Over my un-dead body! 

My spitfire spit: “Fuck you, you psychotic piece of shit.” 
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Okay—maybe she wasn’t mine. 

I stepped forward.   

“Hello, old friend,” I greeted.  

“Do you remember me?” 

Do you remember the people in 

my village? 

Do you remember my baby 

sister? 

Do you remember my mother? 

Do you remember my father?   

Do you remember the young Viking who was too afraid—or too wise—to follow you 

into the night? 

“We’ve come to finish what we started,” I said. 

In that moment, I didn’t know who that ‘we’ was. 

Bill and me?  We’d put him into the cement. 
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Sookie and me?  We’d been the reason he’d gone into the sun. 

My father and me?  The originator of a quest of vengeance and its agent?   

Or maybe the two “me’s.”  The Viking and the vampire. 

Or maybe the “other” two me’s: the hopeful, amnesiac vampire, whom Sookie had 

fallen in love with, and the hard, jaded sheriff, who had survived a millennium.   

Whoever was speaking to Russell, I was triumphant.  My enemy was prone because of 

my actions—direct or not.  He was stronger than I, but the cement I’d placed him in had 

rendered him weaker.   

I was tired—tired of knowing that Russell was alive.  I wanted him gone—finally.  

Godric could argue for mercy all he wanted.  He could tell me that revenge would gut me.  

But maybe—just maybe—a little justice could heal me.  Russell was bad, after all.  

Granted, perhaps all vampires were “bad.”  We drank blood.  We dwelt in the night.  

The sun hated us enough to burn us.   

However, Russell was a sadistic son of a bitch.  Evil to the core.  For at least a 

thousand years, he’d been terrorizing and murdering—for nothing more than “trinkets.” 

And because he liked it.   

Yes—I was tired.   

Tired of letting Russell stay alive.  Godric had told me that peace awaited those who 

ventured to the afterlife, so I’d made sure that the slayer of my family stayed alive.  However, 

I no longer cared who took hold of my enemy when he died.  If the Christian god or my gods 

or any other god or gods took dominion over him, I was counting on him or her or them to 

show Russell what true hell entailed. 
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And—if Godric had been right?  If only forgiveness awaited Russell? 

Then—fuck it!  Let him have his forgiveness in the afterlife.  At least, he’d be out of 

my hair!   

 

And no longer a threat to my bonded.   

Yes—some things were more important than revenge.   

Russell looked up at me with a half-sneer and half-smirk.     

“Well, as my great love Talbot used to say 

when we were buck hunting,” he said, 

responding to my previous comment, “give it 

your best shot.” 

As he snarled, all hell broke loose.   

Growls came from behind me, and I 

turned around quickly. 

Wolves. 
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Herveaux fell to the ground with a thud, and in the next second, he was being 

dragged out of the room by the leg.  Even as I was wondering why the fuck he didn’t just 

shift, Sookie ran off after him, yelling his name. 

Bill and I both knew that wolves were rarely alone, 

so we went to follow her; however, we soon had Weres of 

our own to deal with.  They’d been hiding in the drawers 

that had once held bodies.   

The wolf that engaged me was strong and 

obviously high on V, so it took me ninety seconds to get 

an advantage.  

However, those seconds almost cost me everything. 

 

NINETY SECONDS EARLIER 

Time was a funny thing.   

During my centuries as a vampire, my mind 

had become efficient—practiced.   

However, my body hadn’t changed in any 

significant way.  In fact, only two things could 

change about a vampire’s appearance—our hair and 

our nails.  Like us, these things were “dead” in a way.  

Maybe that’s why they grew—though slowly. 
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Simply becoming a vampire seemed to slow the world down.  From my very first 

moments as a vampire, I could, for example, see in great detail.  I could—and automatically 

did—analyze each slight movement that took place around me. 

However, learning to react to those movements in the most proficient way had taken 

time—and experience.  And guidance from my maker.     

The difficulty in dealing with V-addled Weres was that they had very little logic to 

their movements, and that made it almost impossible to anticipate what they would do next.   

But getting an advantage was only a matter of time.   

In English, there is an overused idiom: “Time is on your side.”   

Sadly, time was not on my team in that moment.  As Alcide was dragged away, 

proving to be pretty much useless, Bill and I were occupied by Russell’s other furry friends.  

We, too, were proving to be useless—to Sookie. 

Even as I concentrated on my fight, I heard another confrontation begin—one that 

chilled my dead heart.  Russell, it 

seemed, was not as weak as 

advertised.   

I heard his sickening 

voice, even as I felt Sookie’s 

emotions turn to real fear for the 

first time that night.  

I was feeling it too. 
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“Mmm,” Russell sounded as if smelling a delectable meal.  “You’re just what the 

doctor ordered, my twee fairy vixen.” 

In that moment—that millisecond of time—there was a choice to be made.  My well-

practiced mind flew through my options.  I could go to my bonded, leaving my own fight.  I 

could be the knight in shining armor, coming in to rescue the damsel in distress.   

Or—I could trust my bonded to fight on her own.  I could trust that, though in 

distress, she was not some kind of helpless damsel.   

I could trust her.  I would. 

Even if I would have had a million seconds to decided, my choice would have always 

been the same.  I fought my opponent, and I let Sookie fight hers. 

I heard Russell’s fangs click and then a rapid, hungry snarl.   

And then I felt the most beautiful feeling in the world: a surge of electrical energy. 

And I heard the most beautiful sounds: a buzz of energy being released and a body 

thudding against a wall.  Russell’s groans of pain completed the melody.   
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 Sookie might not be able to sing for shit; being in her home when she’d sung in the 

shower had taught me that much.  However, she could conduct one hell of a tune! 

 A clearly hurting Russell let out a sick laugh.  “There is that aspect of you which I 

loathe,” he said, right as I gained the advantage over my own opponent.  I snapped the 

Were’s neck, and—not to be outdone by my magnificent bonded—I threw his body against 

the wall.   

 Sookie’s fear had abated with the exhilaration of her fight, so I moved to Russell.  

Obviously still suffering from the effects of Sookie’s blast, he was leaning against the wall 

he’d hit, his body slack.   

 I bent down.  “Look at me,” I seethed.  

 

Russell groaned, but did as I bade. 

“I wanna be the last thing you ever see,” I said, poising the stake that had been in my 

pocket over his black heart.   
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I felt doubly triumphant.  I was 

happy that I would finally be rid of 

Russell.  And I also felt a blast of 

triumph—and relief—from my bonded.  

I heard a yelp as Bill defeated 

his own foe.  And then I felt surprise 

from Sookie—and a fucking stake point 

against my back, poised to find my own 

dead heart. 

Dammit, Scrappy!  

 

I could sense Sookie’s surprise at Bill’s actions—and her anxiety for me.  I almost 

smiled at the small victory.   

Bill interrupted my enjoyment of Sookie’s concern.   
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Again!  Dammit, Scrappy!   

“He dies—we die.  Most certainly.  But if we 

take him back alive, maybe we don’t have to die,” Bill 

said. 

“Unlikely,” I said through clenched teeth.  Bill 

was really starting to piss me off! 

“But not impossible,” Bill reasoned, even as he 

took the stake away from my body and kneeled down 

next to me and Russell. 

“Maybe you’re ready to die?  Maybe you’re just 

bored after a thousand years.  But you do not make that decision for me,” Bill lectured. 

 

Asshole.   

As a flash of Godric on the rooftop entered my mind, I thought about a vampire 

who’d been ready to die.  I did not wish for death, as my maker had.  And I certainly wasn’t 
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bored!  I’d been enlivened by Sookie’s presence in my life.  The truth was that the Authority 

had sent us to deal with Russell.  We’d not been asked to bring him alive, but I could see the 

potential benefit of doing so.  The Guardian loved ritual.  And he’d likely enjoy torturing 

Russell himself.   

Thus, he might—indeed—become distracted from any punishment he still wanted to 

give to Bill and me. 

So for myself and for my 

bonded and even for Scrappy-

fucking-Doo, I put my fangs away. 

Russell looked smug.   

So did Bill for a moment. 

Assholes—the both of them. 
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Chapter 29: Scrappy Doo Glamour 

 

Any smugness Bill and Russell felt disappeared as the “Vamp Squad” zipped into 

the room.   

 

Talk about overkill!  There must have been twenty heavily-armed storm troopers 

buzzing around the room! 
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Kibwe ordered us to, “Freeze,” which had always seemed a ridiculous word to say in 

such situations. 

Vampires couldn’t freeze.  I almost made a comment to that effect, but then I saw 

Russell light up like a fucking Christmas tree as the evidence of laser siting became 

apparent on his chest.   

 

Not wanting the same attention as Russell had, I “froze” as ordered and held in my 

smartass remark.  I was particularly happy about that as Kibwe announced that he’d be 

taking over. 

I took in the Chancellor’s appearance.  He was dressed in uniform—as if he were a 

member of the fucking military.  Hell—his storm troopers even addressed him as “general.”  

I sighed.  Well—at least the one in charge wasn’t the vampiress in the bad suit.   
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 As a storm trooper cuffed Russell in silver, I 

thought about ways to make sure that Sookie left the 

“haunted hospital” alive.  I’d already reconciled myself 

to the fact that Doug and the other humans in the 

building were going to be killed.  Thus, a fine balance 

between establishing Sookie’s usefulness and 

promoting her innocuousness would need to be struck.   

 However, for the moment, Russell was stealing 

any attention that Sookie might have gotten, and—for 

once—I was glad she smelled greatly of the Were.  And Doug.    

 Less like her delectable self.   

Russell glared at 

Kibwe.  “You’d better hope you 

are not around when I am 

fully restored.  And, oh, I will 

be!”  He paused as if building 

up his spite.  “Authority!” he 

spat in disgust.  “What 

fucking authority do you 

have?  Given to you by—what—Lilith?  You idiots!  You’re no better than humans with your 

absurd, magical thinking.  There is no Lilith.” 
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I couldn’t help but to smirk.  In what he was saying in that moment, I fucking agreed 

with Russell.  The idea that there was some kind of vampire god had always rubbed me the 

wrong way.  If she were a god, why was she not still alive on the earth?  Had she been bested?  

And—if so—didn’t that prove she was a lackluster god? 

I thought so. 

Apparently Kibwe wasn’t 

as amused by Russell’s words as 

I’d been.  He struck the ex-king 

of Mississippi—hard.    

“That is blasphemy,” 

Kibwe said somewhat casually.  

It made me wonder if he 

believed his words—or if he was just holding the party line.   

“You’re fucking worse than human,” Russell ranted.  “You might as well be praying to 

leprechauns,” he continued as he was dragged away, “or unicorns or the motherfucking 

Kardashians.  That makes just as much sense!” 

Alcide strolled in during Russell’s tirade, buttoning his pants he came in.  The Were 

looked down at the dead of his kind and said something about J.D. fighting hard until his 

compatriots had been killed.  Apparently, this J.D. had run away like a “squirrel.”  I 

wondered why Alcide hadn’t been able to defeat such a “flighty” Were.  
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However, my major concern was that Herveaux’s “noisy” reappearance had brought 

attention back to Sookie. 

Fucking wolves. 

“Wolf and human are here,” Kibwe observed.  “Why?” 

Fuck! 

“Doug led us here,” Sookie said.   

I swore to God!  Sometimes that woman had no self-preservation skills!  NONE!  I 

wish she could read my thoughts so that I could tell her NOT to share hers!  Why couldn’t 

she just act like a dumb blonde sometimes?   

 Bill began to spin a lie that sounded unbelievable to my ears.  “We found them 

parked in a van outside of Shreveport.” 

 Just found them?  Randomly.  Gods!  Bill was an idiot sometimes, and he couldn’t lie 

for shit!  His voice sounded like that of a child trying to explain that the dog ate his 

homework.  
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I stepped in to help 

with the lie.  “Humping each 

other like livestock,” I 

intoned.  Yes—maybe that 

remark was also fueled a bit 

by bitterness, but it worked to 

help distract Kibwe from the 

reeking smell of bullshit in 

the air.   

I snuck a glance at Sookie, who was giving me that look that challenged me.  I sighed.  

If Kibwe noticed my growing erection, maybe I could convince him to believe that I had a 

crush on him.   

“We took 

the van to get 

here with them 

in it,” Bill said.  

Kibwe 

asked the very 

question I would 

have asked.  

“You could cover that much distance by yourselves much 

faster than by driving.”  



 
423 

“We had another human with us that we needed because he’d remembered coming 

here before,” Bill explained.  “Doug.”   

“They know too much,” Kibwe said, glancing first at Herveaux and then at Sookie. 

“Nothing that a little glamouring won’t take care of,” Bill said, trying to sound casual.  

Gods, he really was a horrible liar.  Luckily, Kibwe had bigger fish to fry. 

 

“Do it,” Kibwe agreed after a moment.  “Parker, make sure it happens.” 

Not surprisingly, Bill went over to Sookie, leaving the dog for me to glamour.  Of 

course, Bill’s motive was to be closer to her and to—very likely—try to ingratiate himself to 

her in some way.  But that was not my concern.   

Given the current choices, I knew that Kibwe’s minion would report that the situation 

was suspicious unless I was the one to take charge of the Were’s glamouring.  I was the elder 

vampire, after all.   

The stronger vampire.   
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And Weres were generally more difficult to glamour.  Of course, it needed to be me 

who glamoured Alcide.  As far as Kibwe knew, Sookie was “just” a human, so Bill, the 

younger vampire, would be the appropriate choice to glamour her.    

“Sookie, look me in the eyes,” Bill started. 

I felt Sookie’s confusion through our bond.  I just prayed that she’d have the self-

preservation skills to quietly go along with things.  

Of course, she didn’t, however.   

Typical Sookie.   

“Bill, are you . . . ,” she started.  

I interrupted what she was going to say with a look and a subtle gesture to my head, 

trying to make her understand that her gifts needed to be kept secret. 
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To her credit, I saw realization in her eyes and felt it in the bond too.  Knowing that 

she’d be fine now, I went over to the Were.  

“Let’s just get this over with,” Herveaux said unpleasantly.   

I decided right then and there that I was going to have a little fun with the mongrel; 

however, first I needed to get him trapped under my influence. 

My fangs popped down. 

“We owe you, 

wolf,” I said, almost 

seductively.  Alcide 

watched in confusion 

as I pierced my finger 

and used some of my 

blood to heal his face.  

As I did, I caught his 

eye and knew he was now my puppet.   

I considered planting the idea that he was a ukulele savant, who should leave 

Louisiana forever and travel the world sharing his music.  

 But I didn’t.  Instead, I was momentarily distracted by emotional pain coming from 

my bond with Sookie.  I listened as Bill “glamoured” her. 

“You will remember nothing of this night,” he said.  “Nothing of me or Eric.  It will be 

as though we never met.” 
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I couldn’t help but to wonder if Sookie truly would have been better off without ever 

knowing Bill or me.  It was possible—maybe even probable—that Bill and I wouldn’t survive 

our next trip to Authority Headquarters.  In that moment, I wondered if maybe it would be 

better if Bill’s glamour was working. 

However, I banished that thought after 1.6 seconds of contemplation.  Clearly, Bill 

wished that Sookie could be free of us, even as he, paradoxically, did things to put himself 

into her orbit.   

But I realized that Sookie wouldn’t have been better off without us.  A stale life in 

which she’d never met “Fairy Sookie?”  Unacceptable!  Sookie might resist her supernatural 

side, but I trusted that—one day—she would come to embrace it.  Oh—it’s not like I wanted 

her to dismiss her human side either.  I loved that part of her with no less fervor.  I loved 

both sides of her!  And that was something Bill could never do.  Moreover, I would carry on 

loving her when she finally reconciled those sides into “one”—a whole being, unafraid and 

accepting of who she was. 

How magnificent she would be!  

To take Bill and me out of her life would have taken away a catalyst.  Bill, having 

never really accepted his own vampire nature, believed—at least, subconsciously—that 

Sookie should deny her supernatural side.  He needed her to succeed in that denial; if she 

did, then he might, too, be able to stifle the vampire in himself—once and for all. 

But the whole idea of Sookie being “smaller” than she could be made me sick.  Yes—I 

wanted her safe.  But I also wanted her at peace—especially with herself.   
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I sighed and got to work glamouring the Were.  In truth, I was pissed off at Alcide 

Herveaux—pissed that he judged me and my kind so harshly.  He thought I had no honor—

that I had just used Sookie in the past and wanted her for my own dastardly purposes.  But 

he failed to shine that same critical light on his own behavior.  He’d failed to accept any of 

the responsibility for the Debbie Pelt situation.  He was the kind of man who would inflict 

emotional distress on Sookie one day and then turn around and sleep with her when she 

was drunk and mindless the next.   

 

And I didn’t buy the idea that Alcide was too drunk to know better either.  He was a 

Were, and alcohol had to be consumed in great amounts for the two-natured to become 

inebriated.  Still, with Bill and me gone, I wanted Sookie to have a guard of sorts.  But she 

deserved better than a man like Alcide as the romantic lead in her life—though I didn’t 

begrudge her a partner in it.   



 
428 

No—if she were not to be with me, I wanted her to be happy.  Call me highhanded!  

But I knew that eventually the Were would harm her with his wishy-washy ways.  He was 

another who tried to deny the supernatural in himself in many ways.  And he would come to 

resent Sookie’s “otherness,” and then she would be ripped apart by his thoughts.   

No—Alcide wasn’t for her.   

I was.  

However, if that continued to be impossible, then I hoped that she would find 

someone who truly accepted all the sides of her—not just the convenient ones.   

“You will remember nothing of us showing up tonight or anything that happened 

afterward,” I said, pushing my influence into Alcide 

like a hot knife into butter.  He was easier to 

glamour than I thought he’d be.  “And you will 

always protect Sookie with your life,” I continued, 

making sure to say these words at a low enough 

volume so that none of Kibwe’s people could hear 

me.  It would not do to have them know that I cared 

enough about a supposed-stranger to want her kept 

safe.     

“Yes,” Alcide agreed. 

Good dog.   

“But you’ll keep your hands off her, romantically speaking.”  I smirked, “She kind of 

disgusts you.”   
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He looked a little uncertain about that.  I couldn’t blame him.  Sookie was many 

things, but disgusting wasn’t one of them. 

I nodded to confirm my 

words and to seal the glamour. 

“Okay,” Alcide agreed. 

Good dog. 

I grinned, but then the 

expression left my face as I felt 

more emotional turmoil from 

Sookie.  Why did Bill have to use 

this opportunity to tell her “goodbye” in that martyr-like way only he thinks is helpful?    

It’s not.   

“And you will live your life as you were meant to live it,” he said to her, his own voice 

sounding crushed.  “In the sun.  With others like you.  Human.” 

I scoffed.  Though it may not have been his intention, Bill had always and would 

always resent the “second side” of Sookie—the side that wasn’t human at all.   

I felt Sookie’s agreement with his words warring with that part of herself that those 

words had indirectly scorned.  I looked at her, and she glanced at me over Bill’s shoulder.     

What can be shared in a single look while so many people are looking? 

I thought about how I might change Bill’s “glamour” if I could speak freely.  “Please, 

remember everything from this night,” I would say.  “Remember how you were brave.  

Remember how you found new frontiers to your gift.  I don’t give a fuck if you follow Bill’s 
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advice and forget him.  But please—remember me.  Do not pretend as if we never met.  You 

will live your life as you were meant to live it—wherever you wish.  In the sun and in the 

dark.  With whomever the fuck you want, for you should never limit yourself.” 

I ask again.  What can be expressed in a glance? 

I love you. 

More than that—I care for you. 

I accept you as you are. 

I accept you as you could be.  

Be safe. 

Goodbye.   

I looked back at Alcide and completed my glamour.  “Take your friend home.  Have 

another alcoholic beverage when you get there.  Then pass out—in the spare bedroom,” I 

instructed. 

He nodded. 

“Goodbye,” I said, again looking over his shoulder at Sookie.  I was not talking to the 

wolf. 

 

 Bill and I were being led to one of the many transport vehicles the Authority seemed 

to have brought.  At least, we weren’t cuffed in silver this time.  And we weren’t being 

guarded per se—just “escorted.” 

 I relaxed a little as I saw Alcide’s truck leave the area.  I relaxed even more when I 

didn’t see any vehicles following it.  Sookie was clear.   
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 When I saw that the human captives and Doug were being escorted to a bus, I was 

very happy that we’d been allowed to “glamour” Sookie and even Herveaux.  I didn’t think 

any of those going to the bus would last long. 

 Ruh roh, Shaggy—indeed.   

“No one thought you two would actually be able to deliver Russell Edgington,” Kibwe 

said as he secured us in the vehicle we were 

to ride in.  “Guardian will be extremely 

pleased.”   

“Pleased enough to not execute us?” I 

asked, trying to lighten the mood and get a 

better sense of 

Kibwe. 

“Only 

Lilith knows that,” he responded.  Interesting.  Though I didn’t 

take Kibwe for a Sanguinista, maybe he was a vampire of faith.  

Or—maybe he just endeavored to say the “right” thing.   

What surprised me was Bill’s response.  “As only She 

knows all.”  

Oh—Bill was a good politician, so it didn’t surprise me 

that he’d try to produce a response that mirrored Kibwe’s remark.  However, what surprised 

me was that Bill actually seemed to believe his own words.   



 
432 

As soon as the door closed and I knew no vampires were 

close enough to hear, I called Bill out on his new-found religion. 

“Enough with this religious bullshit already.  Lilith can 

fucking blow me,” I scoffed.  “And why are you suddenly so into 

it?”   

“I’m just covering 

my ass,” Bill said.   

I studied my king 

closely.  Yes—he was definitely in political-mode.  

But I’d learned his tells when he was lying, and I 

genuinely wasn’t certain that he was lying about his 

new-found belief in Lilith.  Perhaps, he had ambitions to be the Guardian one day.  And 

that meant that I would need to cover my ass—and watch my back—when he was around. 

Pity.  I’d had higher hopes for him. 
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Chapter 30: As the Authority Turns 

 

 As the door to the room I’d spent the day in opened, I let out a sigh.  I let out another 

when I saw Bill.  We were escorted down the hall to the elevator.       

 Why was it that being back at Authority headquarters made me think of being in the 

middle of a fucking soap opera?   

 Oh yeah!  I remembered.  The fucking melodrama!   

 The intrigue of who’s sleeping with whom—a fundamental soap opera motif.  

Conspiracies afoot—another Soap staple. 

Hell—Bad-Suit even looked like one of Pam’s favorite soap opera actresses!      

I’d never much cared for Soaps, though Pam loved them.  In fact, I thought that she 

was going to go on a killing spree when her favorites—All My Children and As the World 

Turns—were cancelled.   
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There was, however, an exception to my own dislike of them.  I’d quite enjoyed Dark 

Shadows when Pam had given me the box-set for Christmas a few years before.  She’d meant 

it as a joke, but I’d gotten a kick out of the vampire in the series, Barnabas.  

 As the elevator doors 

opened and Bill and I stepped 

into the reception area, I 

glanced at Roman’s portrait.  

Clearly, it hadn’t been dusted 

that day. 

 Interesting.   

Perhaps, the soap 

opera I’d found myself in the middle of was called Search for Fealty.    

“No welcoming party?” I observed.  “That can’t be good.” 

“At least it’s not a firing squad,” Bill intoned, proving that he was still somewhat 

tolerable.   

He and I were led into the room where we’d faced Roman and the Chancellors 

before.  Only this time—in addition to the conference table setup at one end of the room, 

there was a lounge of sorts in another corner.   

It looked like a set out of a—you guessed it!—soap opera. 

I would have to ask if the décor was from Ikea. 
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As Bill and I entered, we were met with words of congratulations from Dieter, Kibwe, 

Salome, Molly, and Bad-Suit, whose name I still hadn’t caught.   

Congratulations for what? 

Being the star of a calendar for Fangtasia?  

Being alive?  

Being a bit player on As the Authority Turns? 

 “Hail the conquering heroes,” Salome said as she shook Bill’s hand and then gave 

him a kiss on the cheek—one that he 

obviously enjoyed. 

Interesting.  Perhaps Salome was the 

reason for Bill’s newfound “faith.”   

“Roman is very impressed,” the 

beautiful vampiress continued, touching my 

arm in a much less affectionate way than 

she’d touched Bill.  I can’t say that I was disappointed.  I had played the role of her lover 
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once and had survived without a silver-tipped icepick being thrust into my back.  I didn’t 

want to take my 

chances again.     

Bill was 

welcome to her. 

“Please,” she 

said, gesturing toward 

the couches. 

Before we 

could sit, however, Molly intercepted us.  She was—more than any of the others—a sight for 

sore eyes. 

Especially when she started to take off my iStake. 

“And we don’t need 

these anymore,” she 

commented pleasantly.   

Thank the gods.  At 

least I no longer had to 

star in As the iStake Pokes.   

“Our heartfelt 

congratulations and 

gratitude to you both,” 
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Dieter Braun said with an overdramatic gesture of his arms.  He fit right in with the “soapy” 

atmosphere.   

 

Was it just me—or was everyone a little too happy to see us? 

Too forgiving. 

  Molly smiled up at me.  “‘Kay, stand 

still.  Don’t wanna accidentally activate this 

thing.  Wouldn’t that be ironic?” 

I bent down and smiled.  “But funny,” 

I said, delivering my line with verve.   

Bad-Suit laughed heartily.  “I still can’t 

believe you snagged that little psychopath 

alive.  You boys have certainly won me over.”  

She winked at us.  Frankly, I had preferred 

her glares.   
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It was safe to say that I wasn’t taken in by the warm welcome that Bill and I were 

receiving.  If we really were the “conquering heroes,” then why hadn’t we been officially 

released when we’d arrived at 

Authority headquarters the night 

before?  Why bring us back to the 

Authority at all?  Moreover, there 

was still a mystery to solve: who 

had dug Russell out of the 

concrete? 

“Have we learned who 

released Russell from the ground to begin with?” I asked. 

“Salome has been interrogating Russell, but . . . ,” Kibwe began. 

Salome interrupted the “general.  “Well, he’s been a little tight-lipped.  We should 

know soon.  But for a moment—at least—let’s celebrate!”   

Methinks the lady doth deflect too much. 

She handed 

Bill and me blood 

in champagne 

flutes and then took 

a moment to toast 

with Bill. 
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Interesting.  Was she seeing him as her next leading man?   

“Would it be possible for me to speak with Chancellor Gainesborough?” I asked her. 

Bad-Suit and Dieter shared a look of disapproval. 

“Chancellor Gainesborough has revealed her true Sanguinist leanings while you 

were gone,” Salome said, her voice full of regret.     

I couldn’t help my slight reaction.  If that were true, then Nora’s betrayal hurt, 

especially since it meant that she’d turned her back on the lessons of our maker as well.   

 

“Anyway,” Salome said, dismissing my request by not directly responding to it, “I 

should go back to interrogating Mr. Edgington, who I’m hoping will provide us with a wealth 

of useful intelligence.” 

I guess that moment of celebration was over.  I studied the beautiful vampiress 

before me. 

I doubted very seriously that Salome actually wanted Russell to sing like a canary, 

especially since she would likely be a main character in his song.  Still—it was important 

that Salome didn’t know that I suspected her of being Russell’s liberator.   
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“Be careful,” I told her, placing a mask of concern on my face.  “He’s the strongest 

vampire I’ve ever met.” 

Salome was obviously taken in by my ‘concern.’ 

“Oh, he’s been silvered intravenously.  

He’s quite impaired,” she assured.  “Trust me.” 

I had to stop myself from laughing out 

loud at those words.  Trust?  Her?  Fuck no!  I 

trusted only myself and one other right then.  

As if thinking of Sookie compelled me to check 

on her, I felt our bond “searching” her out. 

She was sleeping—finally.  I wanted to 

breathe a sigh of relief, but I kept my mask on. 
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  “Congratulations again,” Salome smiled.  “And thank you both for what you’ve done.   

We will not forget.” 

Why did that sound like a threat to me? 

“It was our duty,” Bill said as Salome went to leave. 

“Boy Scout,” I muttered, ribbing my ‘partner’ in crime. 

“Delinquent,” he responded with a smirk.  

Molly laughed at us as she finished divesting Bill of his iStake.   

Was Bill and my “bromance” back on?  No.  Especially not given his comments 

earlier that night.  My monarch was proving to be too wishy-washy to fully trust; however, 

like it or not, he was still my “best buddy” in the building I was currently in—in the fucked 

up situation I was in—given the fact that my sister was a confessed Sanguinista.   

Just before Salome could exit the “set,” Roman entered dramatically, which caused 

her to linger.  Instead of looking like he was ready for a board meeting, the Guardian looked 

like he was ready to play a round of golf in his 

vibrant blue Polo shirt. 

Complete with a Nike swish.   

Talk about product placement.   

“My boys, my boys, there are my boys!” 

he enthused.  “From here on out, officially 

known as the guys who took down Russell 

Edgington.  How’s that sound?  Well done, well 

done!”   
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I wanted to roll my eyes, but somehow I refrained and tried to prepare myself for 

what was to come.  Had we been forgiven of our trespasses?  Would we be free to go?   

Somehow I doubted it.   

Roman was carrying an old bottle, probably full of one of the trendy “aged designer 

bloods” that some vampires now traded in.  They’d had the foresight and long-term vision 

to store “unique” blood for years in order to create “vintages” that the elite paid a hundred 

thousand—or more—a bottle to get.   

I’d had a hankering to indulge once—but the flavor had been stale to my taste buds.   

I shook my head slightly.  Vampires like Talbot tried to improve blood by tampering 

with humans’ diets.  Others tried to make it “better” by aging it.  I’d even heard of someone 

trying to make it into Jell-O!   

However, to me, blood was best “from the tap”—so to speak.  And no blood would 

ever compare with my bonded’s—especially not what was in the dusty jug in Roman’s hands. 

Well—at least he wasn’t carrying his ceremonial stake! 
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Roman put his hands on my arms in a version of a warriors’ embrace that I figured 

was a hold-over from his human days—though I knew that he’d never been a warrior.  He’d 

been more of a politician—even then.  Godric had once speculated that Roman had been a 

confederate of Brutus and Cassius—who’d orchestrated the assassination of Julius Caesar. 

I could see Roman stabbing someone in the back. 

Glancing at Salome, I could see someone stabbing him in his back as well.     

Bad-Suit interrupted my thoughts.  “Roman? That looks like a very special bottle of 

blood.”   

“Why, yes, it is, Rosalyn,” Roman responded.  “Eighteenth-century Austrian 

hemophiliac—not that I know too much about these fancy, antique bloods.  All I know is 

that it cost a fucking fuck-load of money.” 

Aha!  Bad-Suit did have a name: Rosalyn. 

Bill and I shared a look, and though he seemed more impressed by the display than I 

was, I could tell that he was 

fighting against giving into it. 

 Atta boy! 

 Bad-Suit Rosalyn 

laughed in anticipation of the 

fine vintage she hoped Roman 

was about to share.  Even 

though she’d changed her 

mind about Bill and me, I hadn’t changed my mind about her; she was still annoying.   
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“Sit.  Sit!” Roman said—more like ordered.  As Bill and I obeyed, I looked at the 

smiling Chancellors around me, wondering if one could ever know friend from foe in this 

building.   

Roman took a drink for the bottle he’d brought in.   

“Interesting,” he said, swishing the liquid in his mouth a little. 

I smirked.  ‘Interesting’ was code for “I should like this because it’s expensive; 

however, it’s shit!”  

 The Guardian passed the bottle to me, and I passed it to Bill without taking a drink.  

Frankly, it smelled exactly like one would expect 300-year-old blood to smell: rotten. 

 

 Bill carefully put the bottle onto the coffee table.  He hadn’t drunk either.   

 Atta boy.   

“You two have delivered,” Roman started but then paused dramatically, “a 

psychopath terrorist. Probably the greatest individual threat to vampire, human relations.  
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And, because of that, you have saved many, many lives—human as well as vampire.  So on 

behalf of them both, I thank you.” 

Finally, the Guardian sat down.  He and the other Chancellors—at least those 

remaining—toasted us.  Yes—I had already noted that “the kid” was gone.  No great loss in 

my book, considering the fact that he didn’t seem to like Bill and me that much—but, still, 

an interesting development.   

And—of course—any good soap opera needed a surprising death or two.  I just hoped 

that I wouldn’t turn out to be another of them. 

I couldn’t help but to wonder if Nora had identified “the kid” as a confederate.  

Regardless, I knew that he couldn’t have been the person in Doug’s memories.   

“Well, in all fairness, Guardian,” I responded 

modesty—and truthfully, “we didn’t really do 

anything except lead you to Russell.” 

“Oh, no, no. no.  You did exactly what I 

wanted.  Now I know you’re with me,” Roman stated.  

“You do believe in coexistence with humans.” 

And there it was: confirmation that Roman 

wanted Bill and me to be on his side, though the 

true purpose of our desired allegiance still eluded me.   

I kept my eyes on the Guardian, studying him, as Bill looked at the others and spoke.  

“Wholeheartedly!” he enthused in agreement with Roman. 
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The Guardian was returning my look—studying me in turn—wanting me to agree 

with his statement about humans.  As a matter of fact, I did—

but mostly because it was practical.  However, too much 

‘agreement’ from me would have been seen as suspicious by 

Roman, so I gave a calculated and measured response:  

“There are certain humans I’ve felt protective towards in the 

past.”  

Yeah—like my part-human bonded, who was still fast 

asleep.  Thank the gods.   

“Yeah, but you do believe that the Sanguinista vision of morality endorses slavery, 

torture—the rape of those who delivered us into the life before death.  Right?” Roman asked 

me pointedly.   

Gods—I hated religious rhetoric! 

Again, I 

intuited that a 

measured response 

was the way to go 

with the Guardian.   

“Well, I was never 

very religious, but as 

long as the affairs of 

humans do not personally impact me—uh—I do remain a,” I paused and smiled, “pacifist.” 
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As soon as Roman leaned forward and laughed, I knew that I’d chosen the right tack 

in my responses.   

“You are just too cool for school to 

admit you believe in something other than 

yourself,” he commented, laughing even more 

heartily. 

“Too cool for school!”  Whoever was 

coming up with Roman’s dialogue in this soap 

opera really needed to be shot!   

Still, Roman’s comment made me think 

for a moment.  What did I believe in other than myself?  The quiet life.  The avoidance of 

political machinations.  Love.  

Roman was right about one thing though.  I didn’t want to admit to any of the things I 

believed in—especially not to him.   

Meanwhile, Bill was smirking in my direction—giving me a look that clearly 

indicated that he doubted if I cared about anything beyond myself. 

How little he really knew me.  And how well he should have, given the fact that he’d 

seen me with Sookie.   

“Excuse me,” a somewhat impatient-sounding Salome said, “I should continue 

interrogating our prisoner.”  

“Don’t bother,” Roman said casually—flippantly.  “We’re going to execute him.”  
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Now that statement made me sit up and notice.  And someone else “noticed” too. 

Salome.   

“But . . . ,” the beautiful vampiress started. 

“We’re at war.  Just because we have caught one very visible enemy does not mean 

that the war is over,” Roman said passionately. 

Even as Roman delivered his over-dramatic speech, I kept my eyes focused on 

Salome. 

What was that look on her face?  Deference?  

Disagreement?  Defiance?  Distaste?  

All of them.   

 Roman obviously wasn’t looking at her.  He 

stood up.  “I must admit I do find it ironic that we 

proponents of coexistence,” he said as he put a 

‘paternal’ hand on my shoulder and then Bill’s, “find it 

so very difficult to coexist with our enemies.  But the 

reason for that is simple.  They are evil,” he pronounced summarily, “cloaking themselves in 

Lilith to justify their sadism, their greed, their lust.  Lilith herself was not evil.” 

 As he pontificated, I was still looking at Salome with my peripheral vision.  There 

was definitely trouble in paradise—trouble that Roman was missing.  

   Instead of looking for that trouble—despite being “at war”—he quoted the Book of 

Lilith.  I’d read the book once.  It would have been excellent bedtime reading—had I needed 

any help sleeping.   
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“Exigis 4:19,” Roman said, “‘And blessed be the children of men, for they are 

banished from the night without end.  They flame as sparks from a fire and last as long.’”   

 

As Bad-Suit Rosalyn put down the hand that had been lifted in “praise” of the 

scripture, Salome questioned her lover.  “But, Guardian, he knows so much.  And I agree, 

execution is warranted . . . .” 

I would have asked him a different question:  How the fuck was that quotation 

relevant to the current situation? 

Once again, Roman interrupted Salome.  “Why would we believe anything that he 

has to tell us?  And, oh, by the way, he is bat-shit crazy.”   

Yes.  Russell was fucking crazy, but he was no liar.  Moreover, he was a boaster.  

Hell—I would have loved to have questioned him!  I figured it would take five minutes to 

know all Russell knew.  He wasn’t exactly “quiet.”   

On the contrary, Russell was too fucking old to care about torture or confession.  And 

he loved the sound of his own voice enough to proclaim his deeds loudly.   
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My thoughts were interrupted by the “laugh track” as Dieter and Bad-Suit Rosalyn 

reacted to Roman’s comments. 

“Yes, Guardian,” Salome said in agreement, though her eyes told another story—one 

that Roman seemed too arrogant to read. 

“In fact, I want to execute him tonight.  As soon as possible!” Roman proclaimed, 

much to the delight of Bad-Suit and Dieter.  I had noticed that Kibwe’s reaction was more 

subdued.   

Interesting.  Perhaps the general was wise enough to recognize that the winds of 

change were astir.     

“I want to hit the links before sunrise,” the Guardian commented.  “Has he been 

silvered?” he asked his consort.   

“Less than an hour ago,” Salome responded. 

 “Mm hmm,” he reacted.   

“Shall I give him another dose and bring him to you?” Salome asked. 

“Excellent!  And slap an iStake on him.  I don’t want to get dirty,” the Guardian said.   

Lazy prick.     

Salome nodded and then finally was able to leave the room. 

I looked at the Guardian and wondered for a moment whether I could get away with 

asking him if I could leave too.  But that question was stopped in my throat by another.   

“Guardian, I request permission to visit Chancellor Gainesborough in her cell,” I 

said.    
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“Why?” he asked. 

Why?  There were so many reasons.  Because I 

wanted to know if it was she who’d betrayed me.  

Because I knew that Godric would want me to try to 

reason with her—if she truly had become a 

Sanguinista.   

“She—she’s my sister,” I responded to him, 

giving him the most obvious answer to his 

question—and the one that he likely already knew.   

“Oh my!” Rosalyn said in a tone that made it seem as if she was the one watching the 

soap opera now.   

All Godric’s Children.  Or maybe Two Lives to Live.   

I hated being part of the fucking show! 

“You will be at the execution?” Roman asked me 

pointedly.   

Did I want to see my enemy die?  Yes.  And—in that 

moment—I said a prayer to any God or gods who might be 

listening.  I prayed that the execution would happen just as 

Roman wanted.   

Quick, clean, easy. 

EvilEnders.   
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 I sighed.  I was tired of ceremony.  Tired of the song and dance.  Tired of my 

existence being in limbo.  Tired of providing Bad-Suit with amusement by being a character 

in The Old and the Agitated!   

 Or, in Bill’s case, The Young and the Clueless.  

“Oh, I wouldn’t miss it,” I answered 

Roman, again praying that it would go off 

without a hitch. 

There were, after all, links to hit. 

Bill smiled, though he looked a little 

uncomfortable as Roman turned his gaze to 

him.   

“And you?” he asked. 

“Oh, I love a good execution,” Bill returned.  Apparently, he was getting into the 

spirit of the theatrics. 

Guiding Vamps.  The Edge of the Stake.   

Roman seemed pleased by Bill’s response—much more pleased than he was with me 

in that moment.   

He sat back and took another swig of his fancy blood before handing it to a gleeful 

Rosalyn, who licked her lips before taking a sip. 

“Delicious,” she remarked. 
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I rolled my eyes.  I’d already pegged her as an expert at ass kissing—when the person 

owning that ass could benefit her.  Of course—who knew?—her bad taste in clothing might 

have extended to her taste in blood.   

She passed the bottle to Dieter, who took a sip and made a sound as if he were 

considering his opinion.  “Better than the blood of that 19th Century nun.” 

Roman wasn’t really watching the reactions of his Chancellors to their treat.  He was 

still looking at Bill and me.   

“You could both be quite useful to the 

mainstreaming movement—you know?” Roman half-

stated and half-asked.  He leaned forward a little.  

“You two—you are complements in many ways.” 

“How so?” Bill asked.   

“The ‘civilized, human-ish’ vampire 

politician,” Roman said motioning toward Bill.  “And the ‘practiced, polished salesman,’” he 

said, motioning toward me.  

“Nan—bitch that she was—

called you the yin and the 

yang.”   

“I thought it was 

‘fuck-up one and fuck-up 

two,’” I intoned. 

Roman laughed.  “Her monikers depended on her mood!”   
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“So what do you want with us?” Bill asked. 

“Your service,” Roman responded.  “I recently got a new Nan—at least in terms of 

public appearances.  However, I need more than just Steve Newlin’s spinning.” 

“Steve Newlin is the new face of the American Vampire League?” I asked, the distaste 

clear in my tone.  

“Yes,” Roman responded.  “Who better than a ‘reformed vampire hater’ who has seen 

the light and is now embracing being a vampire?”  

“So—if you have him . . . ,” Bill started. 

“Why do I need you?” Roman finished his thought. 

“Yes,” Bill responded. 

“I want to diversify!” Roman answered with a flourish.  “I want vampires to have 

more than one public face—just in case someone’s hand gets caught in the cookie jar.  Lilith 

knows that Nan was almost caught drinking from donors many times!” he said with 

frustration.  “No—I need you 

two to appear to be the full 

spectrum of vampire nature.” 

“So I will be the ‘bad 

boy’ who unapologetically 

feeds from humans,” I 

observed. 
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“Willing donors!” Roman corrected.  “You will talk about it in terms of a service 

industry and play up the,” he paused, “eroticism of being bitten.  Hell!  With that face, you 

were born to be a star!  And a star you will be!” 

“A star,” I stated flatly. 

“Yes.  I think that a reality television show would be best for you,” Roman said as if 

he’d considered many options and landed on that one.  “It’s already in development and 

will be set at Fangtasia.  Of course, you’ll have to keep any true violence and actual biting off 

the airwaves, but I’m sure you can adapt,” he added. 

“And if I don’t care for the idea?” I asked.  

“Well—then you can join Russell in tonight’s execution,” he said, suddenly deadly 

serious.  “After all, someone needs to pay for Nan’s death.  You can do so either by your 

cooperation or with your life.” 

“In that case, I find myself literally dying to be the star of a reality show,” I intoned, 

eliciting a loud laugh from Bad-Suit Rosalyn.   

“And I can’t wait to watch!” she enthused. 

“As the Vampire Turns,” I offered. 

She chortled.  “Oh—that’s catchy!”   

“And me?” Bill asked Roman somewhat tentatively.  “What role do you have in 

mind?”  

“You will be the model of mainstreaming!  You will make appearances on night-time 

talk shows and the like.  Those little ribbon cutting ceremonies you did in your Podunk town 

will be carried out on a national scale!” Roman pronounced. 
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“And how long will we be required to serve, Guardian?” I asked. 

Roman looked pissed off at the gall of my question, but then smiled a little.  “Until 

I’ve decided that you’ve atoned enough.” 

“We will happily serve your Guardianship in any capacity you require,” Bill said, 

giving me a sharp look that told me not to rock the boat.   

“Of course we will,” I agreed, keeping my tone even.  

 

“Excellent!” Roman said, clapping his hands together.  He looked at me.  “Now that 

we have that business dealt with, you are free to go visit your,” he paused, “sister.  But don’t 

linger.  There’s an execution to attend!” 

“Hell yeah!” Bad-Suit Rosalyn chortled, even as I stood up and nodded toward 

Roman.   

“Thank you, Guardian,” I said. 

“You remember the way to the cells—right?” Dieter asked with a smirk.   
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“Yes,” I responded, “my stay there was 

unforgettable.” 

Roman chuckled.  “See, Northman, you 

were born to entertain!” he called out as I “exited 

stage right.” 

Goddamned soap operas! 
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Chapter 31:  The Reveal 

 

 The sight that met my eyes as I approached Nora’s cell left me a bit stunned.  She 

was on her knees, chanting out feverish prayers to Lilith and rocking to and fro.  

 It seemed that she truly was a Sanguinista. 

 “Fuck me,” I muttered.   

“Nora?” I said uncertainly, saying her name as if it were a 

question, for she looked so unlike herself.   

 I’d seen her confused and hungry right after her turning.  

However, even then, she had looked like “herself.”   

 The woman now in front of me was a stranger. 
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 “Nora?” I said again.  

 She made no reaction, beyond raising the volume of 

her prayers and increasing the speed of her rocking. 

 “Nora!” I said more sharply. 

 “She’s been like that since nightfall,” Nigel 

informed from the cell next to hers.  “Maybe even all day.” 

 I looked at him in question.   

 “I can’t be sure—since I died for the day, but it 

started last night,” he supplied.  “After Russell Edgington 

was taken past us.  Now that’s a psycho!” 

 “Nora,” I tried again.   

 “I’m telling you; she’s not going to answer,” Nigel said like a tattling child.  

 I glared at him.  “Thank you, child-eater, for the information.  But unless you have 

another helpful contribution to make, you should go to the 

corner of your cell, sit quietly, and pretend you cannot hear 

me,” I said in a steely tone.   

 Nigel had wisdom enough to look scared of me as he retreated. 

 “Nora!” I said once more, though I was met with nothing 

beyond her previous non-reaction to me. 

 

 “What has happened to you?” I asked, though I was no longer expecting a response.  

“Who led you down this path?  Salome?”  I sighed and ran my hand through my hair.  “I 
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mean—I knew that you were hurting after Godric died.  I was too.  His death was so,” I 

paused, “abrupt.”   

 I shook my head.  “But you had your work.  I would have come to you, but you said 

that it would be too difficult to conceal who we were to each other.”  I paused.  “Nora, you 

are my sister.  Please—for fuck’s sake—let me help you! 

 For Godric’s sake!”  

 Still nothing. 

 “Nora,” I tried again.  “Sister!” 

 Again there was no response.  I sighed 

and let my mind slip back to the last time Godric 

and I had spoken of Nora—the only time our 

maker had ever visited me in Shreveport. 

 It had also been the last time I’d seen him 

before that fateful trip to Dallas. 

 

[Flashback: Shreveport, Six Weeks before the Great Revelation] 

 “It is,” Godric paused, “an interesting idea.”   

 “A profitable idea,” I said as we walked around the room that was to become my 

nightclub.   

 “Perhaps,” he said as he paused to study the blueprints for the building.  These 

showed everything—including my secret room and the “dungeon.”  Of course, the ones on 

file with the city showed neither of these “improvements.”   
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“Or—perhaps—there will be trouble after our reveal.  You must be careful.  Humans 

can be,” Godric sighed, “unpredictable.” 

 I nodded in agreement—and in deference.  “Yes.  They can be.  However, they are 

predictable in their unpredictability—especially in this part of the country.” 

 He looked at me with a raised eyebrow.  

 “All of them will react with fear of some variety,” I said, answering his unspoken 

question.  

 “Explain,” he requested, sitting down on the raised platform that was to become the 

stage where my “throne” would sit. 

 I sat next to him, not liking to tower over him any more than I already did.  It didn’t 

feel natural to me.   

 “Well—some will react with the kind of fear that the KKK demonstrates toward black 

people in this country.  They will hate what they fear.  They will attempt to suppress any 

efforts made on the behalf of vampires.  They will try to destroy us—through rhetoric and 

then through violence.  They will pronounce us as the children of Satan—the enemies to 

God.” 

 Godric considered for a moment.  “You might be right.  However, I do not see how 

any of this will guarantee your success in your vampire nightclub venture.” 

 I frowned, surprised that my maker wasn’t faster in picking up the wavelength of my 

thoughts.  But—then again—I’d noticed that Godric had been distracted during his visit.  Of 

course, his area in Texas was much more heavily populated with humans and vampires 



 
462 

than Area 5; thus, I was certain that he was having to exert more energy in planning for the 

Great Revelation. 

 “I am counting on another kind of fear to make my club a success,” I shared. 

 “And what is that, min son?” 

 I smirked.  “The kind that drives humans to horror films.  The kind that makes them 

ride rollercoasters, even as they scream out in terror.” 

 “Ah,” Godric said with understanding.  “You will make them afraid without putting 

them in real danger.” 

 “Exactly,” I said. 

 “And you plan to be a spectacle on 

this stage?” he asked. 

 I frowned a little.  “That—I 

suppose—will be the price of the profit.” 

 Godric nodded.  “So—you are 

bringing Pamela into your venture?” he 

asked with a certain amount of distaste.  Sadly, my maker had never completely warmed to 

my child. 

 “Indeed,” I confirmed.  “In fact, the throne was her idea—and the name of the club.” 

 “Fangtasia,” Godric said evenly.  “I suppose it evokes the fantasy you are hoping for—

the entertainment aspect.” 

 “Yes.  It will be like an amusement park ride—just frightening enough to make them 

want to ride again,” I chuckled.   
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 “And where is your progeny now?  I cannot feel her nearby.” 

 “She’s in Oregon—tying up loose ends.” 

 “She has been successful in the Northwest?” he asked. 

 “Very,” I said, my voice full of pride.  Indeed, Pam had been successful in the decade 

since we’d separated.  She’d started an upscale boutique called Night Life, and—though she 

had a crew keep the business open during regular business hours—Pam’s true profits came 

from exclusive, appointments she made with the extremely wealthy.  Her clientele was 

mixed: Supernatural and human.  And it included countless actresses as well as most of the 

vampire queens in the U.S.  Hell—even Sophie-Anne had flown to Oregon for an 

appointment six months before.  Pam’s genius was in her preparation.  She would 

painstakingly research each customer and then personally put together a “show,” which 

complemented and expanded her client’s tastes. 

 In many ways, it was what she’d done as a Madame.  However, instead of selling sex, 

she sold fashion.   

 “And she does not mind changing her profession?” Godric asked.  I was certain that 

my maker knew of her success.  Despite his reservations, he kept track of her because she 

was mine.   

 “I was reticent to ask her, but she has become bored with her current business—

despite its success.  She has trained an understudy to keep the boutique going and will 

maintain ownership.”  I shrugged.  “It is possible that she will change her mind after a few 

months here; however, she seems genuinely excited about the club and about functioning as 

my second.” 
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 “You do not feel that she is too young for the latter role?” Godric asked cautiously.    

 “She will learn; she is a promising vampire.”  

 “She seems to be,” Godric said thoughtfully, though I could still sense a slight doubt 

in him.  I looked forward to the day that my progeny proved him wrong.  I missed that 

feeling of family I had when Godric, Nora, and I were together.   

 “Is she still,” he paused, “outspoken.” 

I chuckled.  “Of course!  I’m sure that she will test my patience at times, but I find 

that I,” I paused, “miss the closeness of having one who shares my blood nearby.” 

 Godric considered this for a moment and then nodded.  “Yes.  I have felt similarly in 

the past.”  He looked at me and smiled.  “Which is why I have often called you to my side 

throughout the years.” 

 “And I will always come when you call,” I averred.   

 “I know, min son,” he said, standing up from the stage and walking toward where the 

bar was to be installed.  “But you have your own niche of the world carved out, and it suits 

you.  I would not be so selfish with your time now.”     

 “You are my maker; my time is always yours first,” I responded. 

 Neither of us spoke for a few moments. 

 “Speaking of family,” Godric said, his back still turned to me, “I have heard from 

Nora.” 

 “Oh?” I asked curiously.  Since Nora had become a Chancellor, she was not often in 

contact with us.   
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 “She is well,” he informed as he examined the paint swatches I had out on a table.  

“She’s excited about the mainstreaming movement and is hopeful that humans will take 

our coming out well.”  He chuckled.  “She has a more idealistic notion of how the humans 

will react than you do.” 

 “Of course she does,” I intoned as I got to my feet.   

 “She hopes for true partnership with humanity, but I wonder . . . .”  His voice trailed 

off. 

 “Wonder?” I asked. 

 “I wonder if we deserve that kind of acceptance and partnership with humanity.” 

 “What do you mean?” 

 “The number of deaths vampires have dealt to humanity is staggering,” he said 

reflectively.  “The deaths that I—alone—have been responsible for would be damning 

enough to condemn all vampires in humans’ eyes.” 

 My eyebrow shot up.  “What is this kind of talk, 

master?” I asked.  “You have no need for this . . . .”  

I stopped—not quite knowing the word to use. 

 “Guilt?”  He sighed.  “I have been alive a long 

time, min son.  A very long time.  I was your age 

when I turned you.  And—in my early years—I did 

not think of humanity as anything more than food.  

I banished all thoughts of my own human roots 

and became a true monster of the night.” 
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 “That was your maker’s fault,” I said stiffly.  Godric did not often speak of the 

vampire who made him, enjoyed his new child sexually for a few weeks, but then abandoned 

him before Godric had gained any real control over his appetites.   

 I frowned.  Godric had not even known the name of his own maker, and the two 

hadn’t shared a language either—at least, not beyond instinct.  Godric knew only that—

about five hundred years later—he’d felt their bond burn and then die.   

 “Yes, my maker had some culpability in my baser actions,” Godric said in a 

considered way.  “And I was young at the turning—and brash.”  He smiled at me. 

“Arrogant—like another I know.” 

I smiled back, glad to see—and feel—my maker’s mood lift a little. 

Unfortunately, the lightness I felt did not last long.  “Perhaps I would have gained 

control and compassion sooner had I not joined Appius’s nest.  I did not—then—

understand the power of corruption that 

was to be found in nests.” 

I couldn’t help but to growl.  Appius 

Livius Ocella had been a notorious 

“disciple” of Lilith, the supposed first 

vampire.  In actuality, he’d simply been a 

madman.  He’d used religion to justify the 

massacre of entire human villages.  In fact, 

Appius’s actions had fueled most of the myths about vampires in the world, though there 

was nothing “mythical” about his actions.   
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It had been Roman who’d finally “put down” Appius about 800 years before when the 

ravager continuously refused to cover his own tracks.  Indeed, the fact that he’d ended 

Appius had ensured Roman’s position as Guardian when his precursor decided to step 

down.   

I knew that—five hundred years before I was born—Godric had seen Appius as a 

mentor and had participated in the mass drainings of the time.  Only once had Godric told 

Nora and me about that stretch of his existence, using it as a cautionary tale of what 

religious fanaticism could spawn.  Eventually, Godric had begun to question his own 

actions and his mentor.  And, for that, Appius had almost ended Godric—using silver to 

secure my maker to a tree so that he would burn when the sun rose. 

It had been a human who had saved Godric.  After that, Godric had roamed Northern 

Europe, slowly gaining control over his emotions and vampiric urges.  And—eventually—

he’d run across me. 

Godric picked up a paint swatch.  “I like this one,” he said, indicating that our 

conversation about his past would go no further. 

“Yes,” I agreed with his choice—both of color and of topic change.  I did not like the 

guilt that was stirred up in my maker when he thought about his first millennium.  The 

Godric I had always known was controlled and compassionate in a lot of ways—though he 

was lethal when he needed to be.  He had taught Nora and me to embrace our new nature 

without allowing ourselves to be ruled by it.   

“So—you plan to open the night after the reveal?” he asked. 

“No—the night of the reveal.” 
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He chuckled.  “I am glad that time has not changed that brash spirit within you, min 

son.”  

Once again, I was glad to feel the lightening of his spirit—and something akin to 

playfulness from him.   

“I have a secure resting place in the basement,” I ventured.  My maker had not been 

my lover for more than half a century, but I knew that he still desired me.  I could feel that 

much in our bond, given our proximity to each other.  For my own part, I preferred women 

to men, but I enjoyed having sex with Godric.  It made me feel closer to him. 

Godric smiled at me and placed his hand softly on the back of my neck before 

pulling me toward him.  I bent my shoulders so that my lips could make contact with his.  

However, he pulled away only moments into our kiss.  

 “I must get back to my area tonight, min son,” he said. 

 I nodded, though I was sure that my disappointment was clear.   

    He placed his hand on my shoulder affectionately.  “Good luck with your new 

venture, Eric,” he said before zipping away. 

 I sighed as I stared at the paint swatch Godric had preferred and pulled my phone 

out of my pocket.  I dialed a number I rarely dialed.  It rang three times before I hung up. 

 Ten minutes later, my call was returned. 

 “Brother, I cannot speak for long,” came Nora’s voice.  “I’ve got a meeting with 

Roman in a few minutes.” 

 “That is fine,” I said.  “You’ve talked to Godric recently?” 

 “Yes,” she shared.   
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 “He visited me tonight.” 

 “Yes—he said he wanted to see your new venture.  A nightclub—correct?” she asked 

with some disapproval in her tone.  “And—if I know you—it will aim to exploit humans.” 

 “They will objectify us and we will feed from them; it will be exactly the type of 

coexistence you would approve of,” I intoned. 

 She scoffed.  “I doubt that very much.  But I’m sure you are not calling for my advice 

with your business.” 

 “No.”  I sighed.  “I am worried about Godric.” 

 “Whatever for?” Nora asked, surprise in her tone. 

 “I believe him to be,” I paused, “depressed.” 

 Nora was silent as I continued.  “More and more when I see him, he carries the 

weight of his past deeds on his shoulders.” 

 I heard Nora sigh.  “I’ve not been near Godric for a while, and you know how he shuts 

himself off to us.” 

 “Yes,” I said softly.   

“But I do know that he is working tirelessly to make sure mainstreaming goes 

smoothly.  Roman was speaking of him just the other day!” she said more brightly.   

 “Yes—but I am still concerned,” I shared. 

 “Wait a few weeks, and then ask for a visit,” Nora said.  “Your proximity has always 

cheered him—when you aren’t being an ass,” she added.  

 “Bitch,” I smirked.   
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 “Listen, Brother.  I must go, but—after things settle down with the Great Revelation, I 

will try to visit him too.  You know him; he will adapt to the changing times better than 

anyone, and then his spirits will brighten.” 

 “I hope that is true,” I said before hanging up. 

[Flashback Over] 

 

 “Do you remember when we spoke before 

the Great Revelation?” I asked Nora, who 

was still chanting.  She’d yet to acknowledge 

my presence.   

 “When I called Godric to ask if I could 

visit him, he denied me—as he denied all of 

my other requests thereafter.  And then—

eventually—he muted our bond altogether 

and no longer even took my calls.  It was 

Isabel who had to tell me that he was 

missing.” 

 I sighed and moved closer to the silver bars.  “I will always wonder if I could have 

done more to try to rally him from his depression.  Perhaps similar feelings caused you to 

become susceptible to the influence of the Sanguinistas?” I asked, bending down a little to 

catch her eyes; however, they were blank as she continued her prayers. 
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 “This is not you, Nora.  These beliefs, these thoughts—they are not yours!” I said 

angrily.       

 I schooled my features as I heard vampires approaching.  One of them was Russell, 

who—in my opinion—

looked a little too 

“pink” to have just been 

silvered.   

As two guards 

dragged him past me, 

he was groaning and 

snarling.  “This is a crime against vampires!  You have no right!  You have no right!  I will 

make sure that you all pay!” he yelled. 

 Salome was trailing the ancient vampire and his 

“escorts.”  She paused and looked into Nora’s cell.   

 “Roman has decreed Russell’s execution tonight,” she 

said meaningfully.  And—in that moment—I saw something 

of my sister return into her eyes.     

Some kind of recognition.  Her eyes trailed Salome as 

she left the detention area.  Mine did too.   
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“They’re executing him tonight,” Nora 

said, her voice sounding hopeful.  She was 

looking at me for confirmation.   

“Oh, so now you’re acknowledging my 

presence,” I said bitterly.   

“It’s happening,” Nora said, ignoring my 

comment and shuddering in almost ecstasy.  

“It’s finally happening—after all this time.”   
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“What is happening?” I asked, hoping that her current state would cause her to speak 

without thought. 

“God’s plan—made manifest by Her.”  

She looked up toward the ceiling and smiled.  

“Oh, thank you, Lilith.  Thank you, She who 

transcends death.”   

“Nora, did you know where Russell was?  

Did you release him?” I asked, still needing to 

know if she’d been the one to betray me.   

 

“No,” she responded.  “It’s a miracle.  It’s all 

part of Her plan.  She was right.  She’s been right 

all along!” she added excitedly. 

 Despite her mad fervor, I believed Nora 

when she said that it wasn’t her who had released 

Russell.  But I had to speculate that she did know 

who had freed him, which meant that she’d known 

that he was out.   

After her brief moment of semi-coherence, Nora had gone back to chanting prayers, 

this time unintelligible even to my ears.  Her face was lifted upward and her arms were 

widespread.   
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I thought about my sister’s last 

lucid words.  “She was right.  She’s been 

right all along!”  I didn’t think that she 

was talking about Lilith with those 

words.  I closed my eyes; that had been 

the last confirmation I needed.  Just as 

I’d thought, the true leader of the 

Sanguinistas was Salome—the very 

person who had shaken Nora 

momentarily from her feverish praying.  

“Fuck!” I sighed as I turned from Nora’s cell and sped down the hall. 

Nigel’s laughter echoed behind me.  
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Chapter 32: An Excellent View 

 

[Context Reminder: Here’s what’s going on with Sookie as the following scene occurs at the 

Authority.  She entered the fairy club as Eric was talking to Nora in the previous scene.  

There, Sookie learns that her parents were killed because of the scent of her blood in their 

car.  She reacts defensively—almost uncontrollably—and then tries to zap Claude with her 

light.  In response, she gets zapped by several fairies and is knocked unconscious.  Then, the 

fairies “test” her light and find out that it is finite.  For the sake of this story, all of these 

things are occurring within the same few minutes as Roman’s death.] 
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 There are some moments in life that are so unquestionably humbling that the only 

possible reactions are to crawl into a hole and die—or, in a vampire’s case, not to climb into 

a hole at daybreak and die—or to laugh and make the best out of a shitty situation. 

 I was choosing the latter. 

 

 Four minutes before, I’d been visiting Nora, and now I was hanging by the neck by a 

silver pipe that was burning my throat like a motherfucker! 

 Silver around my neck, of course, made me think of Sookie, and I probed our bond; 

her emotions had been fluctuating. 

 Indeed, she and I both seemed to know exactly when to get into trouble, for I’d felt 

her disbelief, anger, guilt, and pain, even as I’d been running to the meeting room to try to 

stop whatever it was that Nora wanted so badly to happen.   

 And then I had felt my bonded slip into unconsciousness.  But I’d been powerless to 

do anything for her.   
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 Fucking powerless in the whole situation!  

It was no mystery how I’d gotten myself into my humiliating position.  The mystery 

was why I was still undead at all.   

 

THREE MINUTES EARLIER 

Even as I’d wanted to double over because of the power of Sookie’s emotions and my 

own fears regarding my bonded, I’d zipped into the Guardian’s meeting room—only to find 

him prone on the table with Russell hovering over him. 

 

Oh—and did I mention that Russell was wielding the ceremonial stake? 

No prize for guessing how he’d gotten ahold of that!   

Oh—and did I mention that Russell seemed fully fucking healed!   

No prize for guessing who was responsible for that either! 

 Roman was strong and old, but he was no match for Russell! 
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 Bill and I shared a look—a look that clearly indicated that we both knew how truly 

fucked we were.  

“Peace is for pussies,” 

Russell snarled out before staking 

the Guardian.   

 Roman was an old vampire, 

and for just a second, he fought 

against the wood in his heart.  He 

yelled out, and he raised himself up to look at his killer.  Instead of bursting into bits right 

away, his flesh seemed to melt a little.  Yes—I can safely say that Roman fought hard against 

his impending death.    

 

But no vampire could fight the true death for long, and his body finally burst into 

sludge as his magic was used up. 
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I noted a single tear in the corner of Salome’s eye.  I 

wonder if she’d cried for every person she’d ever seduced 

and then conspired against.   

If that were true, I hoped that she would never cry for 

me. 

Time seemed to stop for a moment.  All of the 

Chancellors—except for Salome—were caught up in the 

surprise and horror of Roman meeting his end and Russell 

being loose.  Molly seemed even more shocked than the rest—likely wondering why her 

iStake hadn’t worked. 

 

I took that moment of stillness to wonder three things.   

The first was whether I should try to run.  I answered my own question with a slight 

shake of the head.  Running wouldn’t do anything for me.  Even if all the storm troopers let 

me pass, my enemy would be on me before I took my first step. 
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The second was a more interesting question: Why hadn’t any of the Chancellors tried 

to save Roman as Russell held the stake poised over their leader’s heart.  Was it shock?  

Fear?  Or was there more to it? 

The third was the least important, but the thought 

jetted through my mind nonetheless: how the hell did 

Roman’s shirt still look so vibrant in the midst of his muck.   

 My opportunity for contemplating the intricacies of 

microfiber—or anything else—was short-lived, however. 

 Dieter yelled out, “Level one protocol!” even as all the 

Chancellors did their best impressions of “duck and cover.” 

 Fuck!  Did that mean we were about to go nuclear?  Or nu-cu-lar—depending on 

which president was in the White House.   

 

 I had no time to “duck” or “cover” before Russell pinned me to the floor, his three-

thousand-year-old hands circling my throat.  I knew that with one tiny squeeze, he could 

end me.   
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 I heard an annoying electronic voice confirming Dieter’s order.  And then I heard an 

even more annoying voice: Russell’s. 

 “You and me—together at last!” he said. 

 I growled as my fangs came down.   

 His popped down to mirror my own, and—for a millisecond—I thought it was 

interesting that he’d not felt any need to lower them with Roman.   

 

 I would like to say that my life flashed before my eyes as I became certain that I was 

about to die.  I would like to say that I recalled all the things that had been most significant 

to me.  However, I saw nothing flashing but Russell’s eyes.  And then I saw nothing at all as 

the effects of “level one protocol” kicked in.   

 My vision was generally excellent, but whatever strobe lights were in use befuddled 

my sight—and Russell’s apparently.  He loosened his grip just long enough for me to head-

butt him.   
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 What followed was testimony of just how long a fight between a three-thousand-

year-old vampire and a one-thousand-year-old vampire lasted. 

 Not long. 

 In fact, it was embarrassingly short. 

 I propelled myself into him, and we hit the ceiling.   

 However, he simply laughed at my efforts and then threw me across the room like I 

was a wad of paper.  I smashed into a wall, but even before I could fall to the floor, his hand 

was around my throat.   

And then he was bending a silver pipe around my neck and securing me in the 

corner as if I’d been a “naughty child.”   

And, to make matters even worse, he’d left me dangling.   

 Did I mention that I was humbled? 

 During Russell and my one-sided “fight,” I’d heard five voices. 

 The first was Bill’s; he was yelling my name in concern.  How sweet.  And 

appropriate.   

 I was concerned too. 

 The second voice I heard was Molly’s, yelling that she didn’t understand why her 

iStake hadn’t worked.  Poor thing.  She had no idea what was going on, and I was worried for 

her.  I feared she wouldn’t last long under the new regime that would surely form. 

 The third was Dieter, yelling for the guards to kill Russell.  Interesting.  It was clear 

that he was not with Salome.  I found myself starting to like him. 
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 The fourth was Salome, 

contradicting Dieter and yelling out that 

Russell should be kept alive.  Absolutely 

no surprise there.   

 The fifth was Kibwe.  “He will be 

tried for what he has done!” he yelled.   

 Not likely.   

 But “the general’s” words begged the question: what side was he on?  Likely the one 

that would keep him undead. 

 The first voice had continued to yell for me, eventually asking if I was alive. 

 Who knew Bill cared so much? 

 Surprisingly, I was—indeed—still among the undead.   

 I almost yelled out, “Just hanging out!”  However, I refrained. 

 Instead, I “listened” from the “balcony,” as even more hell broke loose—in both my 

bond with Sookie and in the room.   

 Sookie and my bond felt like it was vibrating with a gentle electric current.  It warmed 

my body from my feet to my head, and it took away most of the pain from the silver pipe.  I 

felt Sookie awaken, and I sighed with relief. 

 Moments later, Sookie felt hopeful and then impatient—though something about 

her feelings gave me unease.  Along with her hope was the feeling I always got from her 

when she was trying to deny her supernatural side. 

 And I hated that fucking feeling almost as much as I hated her pain! 
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 Meanwhile, my eyes had begun to adjust to the strobe lights, and I was able to see 

some of the happenings going on in the room; they were just as head-scratching as Sookie’s 

emotions.   

 The Chancellors were still cowering on the floor as Bill continued to yell my name 

and look around for me.   

 “Northman, are you alright?” Bill cried out.   

 I smirked.  That depended on one’s definition of “alright.” 

 Was I humiliated?  Yes.  

 Was I dangling helplessly in a corner?  Yes. 

 Was I still alive?  Yes. 

 Only one of those things was actually “alright,” however. 

 From my vantage point, I was able to see something very interesting, indeed, once 

the storm troopers burst into the room.  Russell allowed himself to be taken without a fight.  

In fact, other than Roman and me, he didn’t engage another being in battle.   

 Hmm.  Definitely not alright. 
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 The storm troopers quickly netted a laughing Russell, and the lights in the room 

normalized. 

 In that moment, I had a choice to make.  I could hang quietly or call out for help.   

But what would I have said?  “Hi—I’m in the corner!  Get me down!”  Or maybe, “Yo 

dudes, as much as I like hanging out with you, this silver pipe is ruining my ‘chill.’”  Or, “I 

take the phrase ‘well-hung’ to new heights—don’t you agree?” 

Needless to say, I decided not to call out.  Instead, I continued to watch.  There was a 

“look” shared between Russell and Salome.  Not surprising. 

 

Dieter and Rosalyn were clearly still shocked by what had happened.  They were 

definitely not Sanguinistas. 

Kibwe looked only somewhat surprised as he kept an eye on Salome.  Interesting. 

And—as for Bill?  He was still looking for me. 

And he quickly found me—just hanging out.   
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His eyes asked me how I’d found myself into my predicament. 

Wasn’t it obvious from Russell’s sick laughter?   

“The view from up here is spectacular,” I said as 

casually as I could. 

“Eric?” Bill asked uncertainly. 

“Yes?” I asked as if I didn’t have a care in the 

world. 

“Should I—uh—get you down from there?” he 

asked.  

 “Don’t you dare!” I said, as if the very idea were 

scandalous.  “Not until the spectacle is over,” I added, waving him off, even though I knew 

that I was part of that spectacle.   

 He chuckled.  Russell laughed even 

louder. 

No—I was not the kind of 

vampire to wallow in his 

humiliation.  I was the kind to 

make the best of the view.   
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Chapter 33: Connecting Dots 

 

[Context Reminder: As the following scene occurs, Sookie is feeling very guilty about her 

blood drawing a vampire to her parents.  She is blaming her “fairy-ness” and herself for 

their deaths.] 

 

 After I’d been unceremoniously hauled down from my “vantage point” in the corner, 

Bill and I were taken to what the storm troopers called a “holding area.”  With its silver bars 

and uncomfortable seats, it reminded me of the “detention area,” though the room was 

larger. 

 Obviously, Bill and I had moved up in the world.   

 Dieter had placed Molly into the holding cell next to Bill and my new digs.  It looked 

like others were asking questions about the malfunctioning iStake too.   
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 As Bill brooded, I leaned against the cool 

wall and tried to decipher what was coming 

through my bond with Sookie.  She was clearly 

uncertain about something—trying to make a 

choice of some kind.  But the major feelings 

coming from her were sorrow and guilt—even 

stronger than that which I’d felt from her earlier 

in the week.   

 Whatever was wounding her psyche ran 

deep—deeper than anything I’d ever felt from 

her before.  I wanted to go to her—to hold her to me.   

 To find out what had injured her and 

eliminate it.   

 To let our bond comfort us both—instead 

of feeling it pulling at us.   

 But I was now stuck in the middle of a 

shitty murder mystery novel, one in which 

the culprit was now so obvious that it wasn’t 

even worth reading all the way through! 

 I could understand why Molly wasn’t 

seeing the obvious.  After all, she was “new.”  And she was fixated on only one thing: Why 

had her iStake not worked?  She was too tech-savvy for her own good.  She was looking for 
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the answer in her computer, but the answer could only be found by looking at those around 

her.     

 So—yes—I could forgive Molly for her shortsightedness, but Bill’s continued 

confusion confounded me.   

He was just now catching up, and not all of his dots were connecting.   

 In my head, most of the dots had already connected, and I didn’t like the fucking 

picture!   

“Whoever it was used us Eric.  They used us to deliver Roman’s killer right to him!” 

Bill proclaimed. 

 

I sighed.  Thanks, Captain Obvious.  That Bill was still not recognizing the “whoever” 

was the sad part.  It was obviously Salome.  Still, I didn’t want to help Bill figure things out 

too much.  Watching him unravel the situation was just too much fun—especially since it 

involved his “crush.”  Plus, we were likely being listened to; thus, it was best if I appeared 

even more clueless than my monarch.   

So I acted the part of blond and clueless.  Stereotypes could come in handy.     
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Still, I decided to give Captain Obvious an obvious clue—by drawing attention to the 

scapegoat in the story.     

“Nora,” I said, trying to sound both certain and upset.  Truthfully—the “upset” part 

wasn’t an act.  “She must have broken Russell out.  It had to have been her.”   

“You swore you never told her,” Bill said in that accusatory tone of his. 

Exactly!  I wondered how long it would take Bill to realize that Nora had been a red 

herring to keep Roman distracted as Salome had put her pieces into position.  I started a 

silent count in my head.  “1, 2, 3 . . . .”  

Maybe Bill was too fond of the idea that Salome liked him to see that he was just a 

“piece” to her. 

A piece of ass.   

And a piece on her chess board.   

“4, 5, 6 . . . .”  I sighed; he obviously needed a little more help. 

“I didn’t,” I responded to his accusation.  And then I decided to throw Bill another 

bone to see if it would help him to work out the problem.  “But I was with her while you were 

attending Russell’s 

execution.  She 

knew what was 

coming.” 

Come on, 

Bill.  You can do it.  

Connect the next two dots, buddy.  “7, 8, 9 . . . .” 
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“I don’t care how fucking old Russell Edgington is,” he mused.  “Pure silver coursing 

through a vampire’s veins is still pure silver coursing through his veins.  We both saw how 

fast he was on top of Roman.” 

Atta boy.  Almost there.  “10, 11 . . . .”  

“And on me.  There wasn’t any silver,” I confirmed for Bill. 

“And Nora was locked up the whole time,” Bill said, finally stumbling upon the 

salient point.  “She must have had an accomplice.  At least one.” 

Eureka!  Dots connected.  However, it was obvious that Bill still didn’t know who’d 

been pulling Nora’s strings. 

“Molly?  Molly!” Bill yelled.  Clearly, he was going to try to see if she knew who’d 

betrayed them. 

I sighed.  Amateur.  That line of reasoning would take him back a few dots.  Oh well.  

I would play along.  After all, there wasn’t much else to do as Sherlock Compton worked to 

solve the case.   

“What’s your problem?” Molly asked bitingly.  Obviously she didn’t want to be his Dr. 

Watson.   

“Are you a Sanguinista?” he asked.  More like 

accused.   

I sighed.  Did he really think she was acting 

like a Sanguinsta!?!  And, if she was that good of an 

actress, did he really think she’d just give up that 

information? 
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  “No,” Molly responded angrily.   

“Then why didn’t the iStake work?” I asked, 

poking the bear.  Molly was funny when she was 

angry. 

“Uh.  Duh!  That’s what I’m trying to figure 

out,” she intoned. 

See?  Funny!  

“Are you loyal to Roman Zimojic?  Do you 

believe mainstreaming is the only path?” Bill asked 

as if he’d suddenly become an inquisitor.   

Even funnier! 

“Of course!” she responded.  “You guys are whacked.” 

Whacked, indeed.  Bill, that is.  

It was a pity really.  He had been so close to the 

answer, but he’d gotten himself sidetracked. 

Oh well.   

Kibwe interrupted Bill’s interrogation.  “King 

Compton, Sheriff Northman.  Chancellor Agrippa 

would like a word with you in her chambers.” 

Interesting.  That showed me what side he was 

on.  Whether he’d been with Salome all along was 

immaterial.  What mattered was that he was smart enough to be with her now.   
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But was I?  I really wasn’t sure.  Anyway, it was likely a moot point.  After all, Salome’s 

side was Russell’s side.  Thus, I’d likely be dead in a few minutes.  Or maybe not.  Russell 

had spared me in the meeting room.  Obviously, he had been asked not to kill me.   

By Salome.     

And that meant that she had her own role in mind for me.   

Fuck—I was tired of being wrapped up in the cloak-and-dagger machinations that 

the Authority seemed to thrive upon!  I fucking hated vampire politics, which was why I’d 

been more than happy in my little niche of the world with my queen five hours away.  

Kibwe handed us off to some innocuous storm troopers, giving me a significant look 

as he did so.  It was the kind of look that one weathered warrior gave to another.  It was a 

look that let me know that he was the kind of general who really didn’t give a fuck what kind 

of political mechanism ruled him—as long as he was left to command the “troops” and to 

keep his existence.     
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 I steeled myself as I mentally prepared for what was to come.  I was not surprised at 

all to see that Nora was with Salome—though Bill was.  He gasped as dots connected before 

his eyes.  

 Nora was Salome’s creature.   

“Gentlemen,” Salome greeted. 

Ever the diplomatic, Bill returned her greeting.  “Chancellor Agrippa.”   

“Come in,” Salome beckoned.   

“Brother, I want you to . . . ,” Nora started. 

Oh—hell no!  I wasn’t ready to deal with her 

explanations.  I knew they wouldn’t satisfy me!  Moreover, she’d 

not felt the need to offer them to me before—when I’d visited 

her in her cell.  She’d been too busy rambling on about Lilith. 

Was I bitter about that?  And about her betrayal of me—and of Godric?  Yeah. 

Hell yeah! 

“Go fuck yourself, Nora,” I said, cutting her off.  In 

that moment, I really wanted to cut her out of my fucking 

life! 

“I’ll ask again.  Please come in,” Salome said, a little 

more stiffly than before. 

Of course, that was when Russell decided to make a 

dramatic entrance.   

“Ha!” he yelled. 
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Bill’s and my fangs came clicking down automatically.  Even though I was expecting 

Russell to be at this gathering, some things just couldn’t be helped. 

Involuntary fang reaction at the approach of an enemy was just one of them. 
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“Fangs!” Russell laughed merrily.  “You’re such boys.  I’m not gonna hurt you.  I just 

want to make an entrance, is all!”   

I sighed.  Did I mention that I was tired of Russell fucking Edgington?  I should have 

killed him in the haunted hospital.    

Scooby Doo—where the fuck are you? 

Nora spoke to the ancient vampire as if frustrated with him.  “Russell, enough.” 

 Interesting.  From Nora’s tone, it was clear that the two had some familiarity with 

each other.  It was also clear that Nora and Salome felt as if they had some modicum of 

control over Russell. 

 I sincerely doubted that would last long—even if Russell was grateful to them. 

 “Put your fangs away,” Salome instructed Bill and me.  “We’re all friends here.” 

“Like fuck we are!” Bill seethed, taking the words right out of my mouth.    

Good boy. 

“Oh, I think we can be,” Russell practically 

purred.  “I’ve changed my tune.”  He looked at me, his 

eyes enigmatic—mad, jolly, and rage-filled all at once.  

“You killed my Talbot, but I forgive you.  Now you go,” 

he instructed.   

Forgiveness might be divine.  I was, however, 

not. 

“You slaughtered my entire family,” I reminded. 

“Bygones,” Russell said flippantly.  “It’s olive branch time.” 
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My hatred for Russell boiled within me.  However, I knew that if I tried to attack him, 

I’d be killed.  More importantly, Russell had yet to mention Sookie.  Whatever machinations 

Salome had planned, I knew that it would be best to go along with them—for the moment—

so that Russell would stay distracted from what I truly cared about.   

My bonded.   

I looked at Bill significantly, and he followed my lead as we both put our fangs away.   

  

“I’m making an effort here,” Russell said, halfway between a pout and a warning.  “It 

would behoove you to respond in kind.” 

Asshole!  Our putting our fangs away was our making an effort.     

“Why should we believe you when no more than an hour ago . . . ,” Bill started.  

“Tell me, Northman,” Russell said, ignoring Bill and turning his attention toward me, 

“when you were hanging up there on one of those very proud unhoned Turkish marble 

columns, did you ever stop to wonder why I didn’t kill you when I could have so easily?” 
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I almost said what I really thought:  

Because a cat liked to play with his food. 

“I’m still wondering, actually,” I 

responded instead.  

“It’s because I have been born again,” 

Russell said dramatically, obviously pleasing 

Salome and Nora to no end.  “Made again in my 

new maker’s image.”   

“Your ‘new maker.’  Of course,” I said sarcastically, looking at Nora. 

“Oh, no, brother I would never . . . ,” she started. 

“Stop calling me that!” I yelled at her, not willing to hear her explanations now that it 

was too late to do anything about them.  I walked toward her, using my height to make her 
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cower.  “You rescuing us from the Authority, our getting caught.  Everything was a fucking 

lie!”  

“Yes, I knew about Russell,” Nora 

explained, her tone fiery, but also begging me 

to understand.  “But that’s why I tried to save 

you.  Because I didn’t trust he wouldn’t come 

after you.” 

Well—that was the first reasonable thing 

she’d said all fucking night!   

“Oh—ye of little faith.  Not nice,” Russell 

chided Nora.  “Very disrespectful.”   

I walked away from Nora as Russell spoke, 

no longer able to stomach being that close to her. 

“I dug Russell up,” Salome confessed.   

I closed my eyes for a moment.  Finally!  I 

would finally get an answer to the question that 

was still plaguing me.  How had Salome known 

where Russell was buried?  The answer to that 

question would lay to rest any lingering doubts I 

had about Herveaux betraying my trust. 

And that would make me feel a lot better 

about the Were’s friendship with my bonded. 
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“And how did you know where he was?” I asked Salome. 

“The night you were ordered to show him the true 

death, I followed you,” Salome revealed.   

And there was the answer I’d been waiting for—hoping 

for.  The last fucking dot!   

The picture was still ugly, but it wouldn’t compromise 

Sookie.   

At least—not for the moment.   

  



 
501 

Chapter 34: Losing My Religion 

 
That's me in the corner 

That's me in the spotlight 

Losing my religion 

Trying to keep up with you 

And I don't know if I can do it 

Oh no, I've said too much 

I haven't said enough. 

from “Losing My Religion” by R.E.M. 
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I glanced at Nora, even as I processed the fact that it had not been she who had freed 

Russell.  At least that was some consolation—though Nora had clearly been involved in the 

Sanguinista movement for quite some time.   

“Why?” Bill 

asked Salome.  He was 

still obviously reeling 

from her confession.     

I already knew 

what her answer would 

be.     

“Russell Edgington was the only vampire I knew of powerful enough to take Roman 

Zimojic out,” Salome said coldly, considering she’d been the Guardian’s lover for years.  As 

she spoke, Russell bowed like he was a goddamned virtuoso.  

Maybe he was—of death.       
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“Power aside,” Bill commented, “you had unparalleled access to the Guardian.  If you 

wanted him gone, wouldn’t it have been easier to do it yourself?” 

I almost scoffed aloud.  Salome clearly didn’t want to dirty her dainty little hands.  

And she was also ambitious.  She wanted to stake her claim to Roman’s position.  She 

wanted to be the new Guardian, and that meant that she could not kill the old one. 

“The Book is very clear on this subject,” Salome said to Bill, who’d clearly not read 

the entire Book of the Vampyr.  “‘The Guardian’s blood is sacrosanct. He alone shall 

determine when his essence shall flow,’” she quoted. 

I did scoff as I noticed Nora nodding along to the quoted passage like some kind of 

fanatical ‘yes-girl.’ 

 

Russell wasn’t the one with the “new maker” in the room.  Nora was clearly Salome’s 

creation; I saw none of Godric in her anymore.  None of herself.  She’d been someone that 



 
504 

Salome had made in order to have a handy scapegoat when the occasion called for it.  I 

could see that Salome had used her, but it was clear that Nora couldn’t recognize that.  

I almost pitied her.  Almost.   

“What happened tonight was inevitable,” 

Salome said, still focusing on Bill.  I was struck by 

the fact that she was appealing to him, much more 

so than to me.  Indeed, it seemed as if she did have 

him in mind for her next leading man.  “But I say 

this with the deepest regret,” she added. 

I was proud of Bill as he called her out for 

what he aptly labeled her “Bullshit!”   

“You can’t play the grieving widow and the 

leader of a coup at the same time.  I see you.  All 

you want is power,” Bill condemned, clearly 

personally affronted by Salome’s betrayal. 

“No,” Salome assured passionately.  “I 

want to share it.  With Nora, with Russell, with 

the two of you, with everyone.  Too much vampire 

blood has been spilled in the singular pursuit of 

power.  But why?  When Lilith gives us more than 

enough to go around?” 
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 Even as she spoke, I was disgusted at Russell’s pious performance and Nora’s 

spiritual fervor.  Moreover, I was trying to reconcile Salome’s words with the facts.  And they 

simply didn’t fit.  Though Roman had been brutal to his known enemies, what Guardian 

hadn’t been?  Indeed, though the Great Revelation had made vampires the targets of human 

hate groups, very few deaths had actually occurred at human hands—until, that is, Russell 

Edgington’s display on television.   

 That act—by the Sanguinista’s new fucking mascot—had been what led to more 

blood loss.  And it had been the efforts of Nan Flanagan—with Roman spurring her on—

that had helped to reestablish vampires as “safe” to be around.   

 Yes—Roman had desired power, but it seemed clear to me that the blood loss had 

grown as the Sanguinistas had coveted that power.  Just because Salome meant to place her 

own regime on a foundation of fundamentalism didn’t automatically make it any more 

preferable to Roman’s regime.  In fact, to me, it was less preferable. 

 And it would likely be much bloodier—for both humans and vampires.   

 I’d witnessed many wars between humans, and—without question—the bloodiest 

had their roots in religious differences.  The greatest of the wars involving vampires, too, 
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had been justified by the same fanatical beliefs that were being spouted by Salome and 

Nora.   

 Those beliefs had almost destroyed the soul of my maker—as religious zeal had 

fueled rampages against humans, Weres, fairies, and even other vampires.  Appius Livius 

Ocella himself had not, according to Godric, been particularly religious; however, he was 

happy to give religion lip-service in order to stir up his “devoted followers.”   

 And, looking at Russell, I could see the same kind of widespread violence occurring—

all in the name of religious “truth.”   

 Russell had never been shy about killing in order to get what he wanted—whether 

that be a monarchy from a vampire queen or simply a crown from a low-level human 

chieftain.   

 My father’s crown.   

 I let my mind wander to what would come of a partnership between Salome and 

Russell. 

 Shared power?  That was a fucking laugh.  Likely, Salome and Russell would 

eventually tear each other apart for more power—leaving all others in their wake.   

 I could see whole towns being decimated, justified by Salome’s religion and Russell’s 

madness.  After all, the Book of the Vampyr said: "And their flesh [—human flesh—] shall 

nourish yours, their blood shall flow within you, for as the beetle nourishes the lark so shall 

human nourish vampire."  
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 I blinked and saw Bon Temps burning as vampires swept through it.  I saw my 

bonded in her home—the home I’d remade for her.  She was frightened as vampires led by 

Russell lit her only sanctuary on fire.   

 I blinked again and remembered Russell’s Weres tearing through my village, biting 

into the throats of my mother, my sister, and my father—and so many others.   

 I looked at 

Nora.  A part of me 

still cared for her—

deeply.  Otherwise, 

her actions wouldn’t 

be hurting me.  

However, everything 

she advocated 

stirred up my worst memories and would lead to my worst fears. 

 Anger tore through me.  I was angry at myself for not killing Russell when I had the 

chance.  I was angry at Bill for making it possible for Russell to know what Sookie was.  I was 

angry at Nora for letting herself be taken in by Salome.  I was angry at Godric—for being 

gone.   

 I was angry at my bonded, for it was her hand that I wished to see outstretched before 

me—not Nora’s.    
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“Join us,” Nora implored.  “Please.” 

“Never, you Bible-banging cunts!” I seethed being 

purposely hurtful to her.  Maybe I hoped that my strong 

distaste for my sister’s cause would shake Nora.  Maybe I was 

just being petty and wanted her to hurt as much as I was 

hurting.  Maybe I was just trying to hide my fears. 

Maybe there were some roles that I simply wouldn’t play.   

Couldn’t play.     

Nora shook her head as if her very foundation were shaking.  I’m sure that she 

expected Salome to kill me for my derisive words.  I expected nothing less.   

   Salome turned her attention 

to Bill.  “What about you, Mr. 

Compton?” 

As would be expected, Bill’s 

reaction was less inflammatory, 

though it was clearly just as 

disappointing to Salome as my 

response had been to Nora.  “I still 

believe that without peaceful 

coexistence between our species 

neither species will survive.  Mainstreaming is the only way,” Bill added with a certain 

amount of regret.   
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I had to admire him in that moment as we stood next to each other, ready to be 

attacked.  Ready to be killed.   

Salome sighed and then looked at her confederates before looking back at Bill and 

me.   

“Tomorrow night we’re having a ceremony,” she shared, her voice conciliatory—as 

she obviously attempted to practice the “tolerance” she was preaching.  Of course, the 

ceremony’s aim would be to get us to comply.  “An initiation, of 

sorts,” she went on.  “I still would like to give you the option to 

participate.”   

“Oh, thank you, Salome.  You’ve shown tremendous 

mercy,” Nora said reverently.    

“Mercy”—my ass.  I knew what would happen to Bill and 

me if we didn’t go along with Salome’s little ceremony.  “Option”—my shiny pale ass!    

“No.  Lilith has shown Her mercy,” Salome contradicted.   

“Hell, yes, she has!” Russell said gleefully, his madness more obvious than ever.   

“Tomorrow night, then,” 

Salome said, her eyes imploring 

us—especially Bill—to reconsider. 

“Yes,” Bill said, clearly 

thankful for his continued 

existence, but also suspicious. 
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“Till tomorrow,” I added. 

As Bill and I turned to leave, I felt a hand 

on my shoulder—a gentle touch from which I 

would have sought comfort in the past. 

“Please, Brother,” Nora implored, 

“reconsider.  If you only knew of the 

transcendence that a connection with Lilith can 

bring, you would never doubt Her.” 

I turned around, ready to ask Nora to 

reconsider her own position, but the fervor in her eyes told me that she was incapable of 

doing so.  Instead of speaking, I pushed her hand from my shoulder.  Her body shook a 

little. 

“I don’t want to lose you, Brother,” 

she whispered.  “Please.” 

“You stand to lose much more than 

me,” I responded, my tone even.  “But you 

cannot see that.” 

Salome sighed.  “Let us table this 

debate for the evening,” she said, coming 

over to place her arm comfortingly around 

Nora’s shoulder.   

I scoffed, knowing that Salome was open to “debate” even less than Roman had been. 
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Salome ignored my reaction and spoke to Bill and me with something akin to regret 

in her tone.  “I am afraid that—given your response—you will have to spend the rest of the 

night in the holding cell; however, I will make sure you have fresh blood.  And I have 

arranged for you both to be given copies of the Book of the Vampyr—the true testament of 

Lilith.  I am certain that—if you have the courage to read it and to truly open yourself to the 

words—then you will be swayed to think in a new way.”   

Nora smiled.  “Oh yes!  Please read it, Brother.” 

I didn’t respond to her, instead opting to turn toward the door.   

Kibwe appeared, and Bill and I walked toward him.  I, for one, was ready to get the 

fuck out of Salome’s stifling room.   

“I very much hope that you choose to read, Mr. Compton,” Salome practically purred.   

Bill turned around briefly and gave her a little nod.   

 

 “You had not read the book before?” I asked Bill as I lounged as much as possible on 

the uncomfortable bed in our holding cell.  Molly had been gone when we returned.  I 

wondered if she was still un-dead.   

 I imagined that she was being given the same “choice” we’d been given—the join 

Salome or meet the truth death “choice.” 

 “No,” Bill responded even as he continued reading the book.  “Lorena wasn’t really 

big on educating me in vampire matters.  And—after I had left her side—I began my service 

for Sophie-Anne.  She was not exactly,” he paused, “known for religion either.”   
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 “No.  She was not—though she was certainly of the mindset that humans were only 

useful in the ways that they could please her.” 

 He nodded in agreement. 

 “I am surprised, however, that you didn’t read it after you became king,” I observed. 

 “It seemed unnecessary,” Bill admitted.  “The Authority provided me with the,” he 

paused, “relevant bullet points.” 

 “Ah,” I chuckled, “as with any ‘sacred’ text, the Book of the Vampyr can be twisted to 

support any movement—just like your Christian bible.” 

 Bill frowned.  “I was a devout Christian before my turning.” 

 “And after?” I asked.  

 The shame clear in his eyes, Bill looked down.  “With Lorena as my maker, I had 

difficulty hanging onto my,” he paused, “morality.”  He raised his head and caught my gaze.  

“What about you?  Did you retain a belief in your gods?” 

 I considered for a moment.  “As I told Roman, I’ve never been overly religious—

though I did believe in the Norse gods and goddesses during my human lifetime.  And 

some of that was,” I paused, looking for the right word, “brought over to my un-death.  

However, I don’t like the idea of my fate being in any god’s hands.  Anyone’s hands.” 

 Bill chuckled.  “No—I don’t suppose you would.” 

 I shrugged.  “Maybe my gods are real—or were real for a while.  Or maybe it is the 

Christian God who rules all,” I said contemplatively.  “Or maybe it is Lilith.  Regardless—

when a god or gods is made too significant on the earth, troubled times ensue.  For all.  

That—is one rule that I have learned during my long life.”     
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 Bill frowned.  “Yet—without the morality that such books and beliefs lend to us, 

would we be civilized at all?” 

 “All species are practical,” I smirked.  “They are anxious for their continued survival; 

once they have established that, then they pursue other things: art, literature, science, 

technology.  They have time to question their existence and—with too much time—trouble 

ensues,” I added with some distaste.   

 “You don’t believe we should question our existence—our nature?” Bill asked. 

 “We are,” I said definitively.  “Why question ‘why’ we are or ‘who’ made us so?  How 

could the answers to such questions even be verified,” I asked.   

 Bill considered my words for a moment. 

 “What if you are wrong?” he asked.  “What if it is incumbent upon us to,” he paused, 

“believe in a true god?” 

 “Then I will learn of that once I pass from this plain to the next—if I ever do,” I 

shrugged.  “However, any god of worth would not punish me for a lack of presumptuousness.  

Anyway—any creator would be lucky to have me in his or her version of Valhalla.” 

 Bill chuckled.  “I believe you are the most arrogant person I’ve ever known.” 

 I smirked.  “Perhaps.”    

 Bill’s expression sobered.  “Have you read it?” Bill asked me, gesturing to the bible 

still in his hands. 

 I nodded.  “Yes.  Unlike Lorena, Godric wanted me to be aware of various beliefs.” 

 “And what did you think of it?” he asked holding up the book in his hand. 
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 “Like most religious texts, there are things to take and things to leave,” I answered 

honestly, not giving a fuck who might be listening into this particular conversation.   

 “And what part of it do you ‘take’?” Bill asked.  

 “The part that allows for self-determination,” I returned with a smirk.  

 Bill chuckled.  “Figures.”   

 “But not the part that allows vampires free reign to destroy anything they choose,” I 

added. 

 “So you do have morals,” Bill said with a smirk of his own. 

 “Only when morality lines up with my idea of the practical,” I returned.   

 “What will you do—tomorrow night?” he asked.  “When we are asked to participate in 

the ritual Salome has in mind, will you do it?”   

 I shrugged, though I had already made my decision.  I simply didn’t care to share my 

response with anyone—including Bill.  In truth, I was not concerned one way or another 

about a ritual.  What concerned me was what would take place after that ritual—what acts I 

would be asked to perform in “Lilith’s” name.  I was concerned with how to best protect the 

lives of those I cared about: Sookie and Pam.   

 Thus, I was determined to watch and to learn what my new enemy wanted of me—so 

that I could formulate a plan and get myself out of my current clusterfuck.  After all, that 

was the practical thing to do.     
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Chapter 35: Existential Dilemma  

 

“Existentialism is about being a saint without God; being your own hero, 

without all the sanction and support of religion or society.”—Anita Brookner 

 Bill had read the Book of the Vampyr until dawn—when he fell asleep with it on his 

chest.  I removed it—just in case the process of diffusion worked with words.  He already 

seemed to be a bit to taken with the volume in my opinion. 

 For that reason, I had been glad when dawn came to pull him into his death-sleep.  I 

took the opportunity to spend a little while “alone” with my bonded.  

 Sookie was asleep, though she was restless.  I could feel our bond pulling at me 

again—now that we were once again separated by a good deal of distance. 

 I closed my eyes and spoke to myself, not wanting any audio surveillance to pick up 

what I was saying.  “If I live through this, min kära, I will find a way to make your life easier,” 
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I vowed.  “My own mountain is, perhaps, insurmountable.  But I will keep the avalanche 

from you as long as I can.”   

 For a moment—though only that—it felt as if Sookie were resting easier.  And I 

indulged in imagining that my words—and the feelings behind them—may have bolstered 

her.   

 That our bond may have bolstered her. 

 That she was dreaming of me. 

 And then I fell into my death. 

 

[Context Reminder: Having learned that her fairy power can be “run out,” Sookie is trying to 

decide whether to “get rid” of her supernatural side so that she can be “normal.”  She’s 

having a conversation with Sam, who is at the hospital with Luna (remember that the 

shifters were targeted by the so-called “Obamas.”).  Sam talks about how he would like to be 

a “regular” person so that the people he loved wouldn’t become targets.  Of course, however, 

that is impossible for him.  Sookie knows that it’s possible for her.] 

 

 I awoke to the feeling of intense turmoil—specifically, Sookie’s turmoil.  She was still 

troubled about something.   

Herself.  

 I sighed.  “An existential dilemma,” I said so quietly that no ears would be able to 

pick up my words. 

 What is it exactly that I want to be?  What is it I need to be? 
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 Sometimes the answers to those two questions about existence simply didn’t line up, 

and when they did not, pain was the byproduct. 

 I concentrated on nothing but my bonded until sundown—when Bill sat up.  His 

bunk was across from mine, and it didn’t take him long to look at me. 

 “We’re still here,” he said, sounding almost surprised. 

 “Not dead yet,” I confirmed with a chuckle.   

 

 Not long after that, Bill and 

I were led back to the large meeting 

room we’d become too acquainted 

with—in my opinion.  And then we 

were led through the doors at the 

end of it—the doors that I’d always 

felt held an unknown watcher.  It 

turned out that the “watcher” was a 

flask of blood.   

 There was a square shaped 

pool in the middle of the space, and in the middle of that there was a mountain of rock with 

a glass container on top.  In that container was the flask.  

 Gathered around the shrine were Steve Newlin, Nigel, Rosalyn, Dieter, Kibwe, Bill, 

and me.  Salome was the last to enter the room, flanked by Russell and Nora.   
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It turned out that Salome was no less theatrical than Roman.    

She began the proceedings.  “The Book tells us that to stake a Guardian is to turn 

your back on Lilith herself.  But what to do,” she 

paused, “when that Guardian has already turned 

his back on her?  I believe,” she paused, “Lilith 

forgives Russell Edgington for what he’s done.  

And so I do, too.” 

Nora looked ecstatic at this “news.”  I 

studied the other Chancellors.  Kibwe’s look was 

detached, his true opinion unknowable.  

Dressed in yet another bad suit, Rosalyn looked 

surprised and cautious.  Dieter responded to the idea that Russell had been “forgiven” with 

both shock and disgust.    



 
519 

“Thank you, Salome,” Russell said to his “savior,” even as he brought his hands up as 

if in grateful prayer before turning to speak to everyone in the room as if he were a 

performer.  In fact, I knew he was acting; I just wondered how long the performance would 

last.  “I want everyone here to know just how awful I feel.  Not so much about Roman.  That 

was for the greater good.  But for what I said about Lilith.”  He paused dramatically.  “I, 

universally, disavow myself of my statements.  I love Lilith. Praise her!” he declared.   

 

“Praise her,” Nora and Salome echoed reverently, followed more dutifully by Rosalyn 

and Kibwe.  Of the Chancellors, only Dieter kept his mouth shut.  I did not think his silence 

boded well for him.  I figured that he had less than five minutes of life left—if he didn’t 

refine his reaction to the new regime.   

Perhaps, Mr. Braun thought that their religion would make them tolerant.  But I 

knew that theory was wrong.  Their religion would only justify their violence.      

Nora took over speaking—a trained dog doing exactly what her master had bid her to 

do.  “How many times over the past decades have you heard Guardian Zimojic imply that 

we owed our very existence to humans?” she asked. 
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I held in my scoff, but just 

barely.  Nora was obviously 

forgetting the fact that I’d seen 

her as a human!  She did owe her 

very existence to humans.  Hell—

it was a human king who had sent 

me to her!  Not to mention her human parents.  To separate ourselves completely from 

humanity was to forget our roots, the ideas which had first framed us.  Yes, after our 

turning, we could—and should—be vampires “first.”  I certainly was!  And most of us were 

vampires “longer” than we were human, but had we never been humans, we would never 

have been in the position to be turned in the first place. 

Vampires didn’t just spring out of the dirt after all! 

And we’d not been farted from Lilith’s ass either! 

Salome approached the blood flask, her face the picture of reverence—the same kind 

of reverence I knew that she wanted directed toward herself.   
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Nora continued her spiel.  “That we evolved from them?  We didn’t evolve from 

them.  Shamefully, Roman believed we did.  Roman believed that this blood—Her blood—

the blood this very Authority was created to protect . . . .”  She paused as if she were reluctant 

to say her next line.   

I didn’t believe that for a moment. 

“He called it symbolic.  It is not 

symbolic,” Nora said insistently.  “The Book 

tells us that Lilith met the sun by the hand of 

Man.  That on the ensuing night, her progeny 

collected her remains in an Earthen jar.  The 

blood has since been transferred, but this blood 

which Salome holds in her hands right now—it 

is the blood of Lilith.  Nothing could be less symbolic.  Whatever doubts any of us have will 

be erased,” she added, looking at me as she said her last sentence.    
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By this time, Salome was, indeed, holding the glass container.  Both awe and 

ambition brightened her eyes.   

“Tonight,” Salome said almost wildly, “everyone in this room—will drink from her.” 

It seemed that Russell was in good company as far as madness went.  

Both Rosalyn and 

Dieter looked around with 

disapproval in their eyes, 

though I knew that Rosalyn 

wouldn’t say anything.   

However, Dieter clearly 

didn’t have Rosalyn’s self-

preservation skills—even if he did have better suits. 

Bye, Mr. Braun. 

“This is blasphemy!” Dieter protested.  “All of it.  I’ve served on this council longer 

than any vampire, save for Roman.  

Who are you to offer the blood of 

Lilith?” he challenged Salome. 

The challenge didn’t last 

long as Salome’s pit bull went into 

action.  In the next second, Russell 

had ripped off Dieter’s head and had thrown it against the wall.  Then, he kicked a large 

piece of Dieter sludge into the pool.   
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Religious tolerance, indeed. 

Bill was surprised by what had occurred, though I was not.       

“Oh—well—may Lilith forgive me,” Russell said with false conviction.   

 

“She does,” Nora assured quickly.  “Anyone else?” she asked, her tone smug and her 

threat clear. 

I sighed.  In that moment it struck me again that the woman who had been my sister 

was not in that room with me.  This Nora was an addict—an addict to religion and maybe 

even the blood in Salome’s grasp.   

It was then that my anger really did turn to pity.   

“Give it to me,” Rosalyn said, clearly focusing on self-preservation, given the fact that 

her only remaining close ally on the Council was now sludge floating in the pool.  “I’ll drink 

it,” she added. 

“The blood of Lilith?” Nigel asked excitedly.  “Why not?” 
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Steve Newlin was the next to speak.  

“I’m like a tree in the wind.   I am just so 

happy to be included.” 

Kibwe, Bill, and I didn’t state our 

agreement, but none of us denied 

Salome’s directive either.  Clearly, we were 

not anxious to join Dieter for a swim.  

“We are of Lilith.  Lilith is of God.  

May she reveal herself to us tonight,” 

Salome said as if in prayer.  She drank a drop of the blood.   

Next it was Nora’s turn.  “We are of Lilith,” 

she said before drinking.  

Bill leaned toward me.  “Are we really gonna 

do this?” he asked. 

“It’s vampire blood,” I responded.  “We’re 

vampires.  It’s not gonna do anything,” I said in a 

whisper so faint that only he could hear it.     

I was wrong. 

Very wrong. 
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Chapter 36: Smashed 

 

When I had drunk fairy blood—Sookie’s fairy godmother’s blood to be precise—I had 

been lost to myself.   

I remembered only snippets of the experience, most of which revolved around 

Sookie.   

The way she’d moved away quickly when I’d pinched her glorious bottom—which I’d 

been wanting to touch since I’d met her.   

The way her hair had glittered in the sunlight. 

The way she’d been concerned for my welfare. 

But not all other things had been lost to me.  When I’d zipped away from her—

hoping that she would give chase—I’d had the opportunity to run with a buck, a huge deer 

with a rack of fourteen points.  
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A king in the forest.   

And a real buck too—not a fucking shifter! 

It had been exhilarating.   

Then I remembered “learning” that I could fly.  I flew as high as I could—until the 

pressure of the air hurt my body.  I’d felt cold, but I’d not sobered.  I’d been too busy looking 

at the stars, each one more beautiful and bright than the next.  And—in that brightness—I 

had craved a brighter star.  So I’d dived downward back to earth in order to find Sookie.   

I’d landed in a large pond near her home.  The water had felt luxuriant—like a 

thousand fingers tickling me.   

And then there had been the sun rising.  Beautiful.  Warming.  Looking back with my 

memories intact, I realized how much of a blessing it had been to encounter that orb 

without any memories at all. 

I’d not spent a second being afraid or awed.  

I’d simply played—played like I was pretty certain I’d never played before.   

And then she’d come for me—my goddess. 

She’d come to save me from myself before I’d burned in the very sun that I’d been 

playing in. 

Now high on Lilith’s blood, I felt disconnected from Sookie—and myself.  Only a 

little part of me retained any connection to anything other than the swirling world I found 

myself stumbling through.  And that part?  My bond with Sookie. 

That part imagined itself being wrapped up safely in the red quilt Sookie had used in 

order to protect my skin from my “play.”   
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I hoped that it could protect me again.  

 

Taking in Lilith’s blood had been enlivening, but I also felt that it would “kill me”—

again—if I let it.   

“Fairy blood!” my mind screamed.   

But so much more potent than Claudine’s.   

The blood itself had tasted like an overripe berry—cloyingly sweet.   

The kind of thing certain to lead to indigestion. 

Yet I had no control over myself after I took it.  Only a tiny speck of my 

consciousness was retained, wrapped in that red quilt, and it watched my own actions as if 

it were watching a film.  

And judging me.  

I was walking through the streets of New Orleans.   

More like staggering. 
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I couldn’t remember why I’d been angry at Nora.   

Russell was my best friend. 

Bill’s accent was charming. 

Rosalyn’s suit was lovely.  

Steve Newlin was a great man. 

Salome was to be courted—for she was the only one who could provide me with the 

euphoric feeling I had now.   

And me?  

I was—as Steve Newlin had said earlier—merely ‘a tree in the wind.’ 

‘Happy to be included.’ 

Nine vampires stumbled down Bourbon Street . . . . 

I knew there was a punchline for that opening, but I couldn’t quite get to it. 
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And then I forgot all about it as I heard a car honking at me and the other vampires 

reeling down the street. 

How fucking dare a human honk at us! 

Bill apparently felt the same way I did about the affront.  He landed on the car’s 

windshield like a giant fly.  “We will walk where and when we want!  These streets are yours 

no longer,” he yelled. 

 

Damned straight. 

I zipped to the driver’s side window. 

“We should eat you for the disrespect you’ve shown us,” I snarled at the driver, even 

as I took a whiff of him and was taken aback.  He was so unappetizing!  “But your heartbeat 

sounds like shit and your blood smells even worse.  But keep your hands off the horn!”  I 

ordered, feeling vindicated.   
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I even felt chipper enough to offer my king a piggyback ride.  After all, Bill was my 

BFF—right?   

Yet, despite his weight, Bill didn’t offer the warmth that I knew a particular red quilt 

would.  But that quilt suddenly felt just out of my reach.  I strained to keep hold of a thread 

of it.   

Just a thread. 

What was not out of my reach was the frivolity surrounding me—though I also 

wanted something else.  I just didn’t know what.   
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“What is it I want?” I asked no one in particular. 

“To feed!” I heard Rosalyn say, even as I noticed that she was feeling up her own 

breast. 

“To feed on a little kiddie!” Nigel added.  

“And to get your cock sucked!” Russell yelled, even as he embraced Steve Newlin. 

“To follow, Lilith!  To go where she bids!” Nora said with a large smile—one that I 

almost recognized from times past.  I followed that smile. 

I followed Nora. 

I followed Lilith. 

Even as a part of me tried to cling to thoughts of that red quilt.   

That thread. 

It didn’t occur to me to question why Lilith—in all of her divine glory—decided to 

lead us to a karaoke bar. 
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A fucking karaoke bar. 

As “You Light up My Life” filled the air, I entered the bar with seven other vampires.   

Eight vampires zip into a karaoke bar . . . . 

 

There was a joke there too, but I could quite figure out what the punchline would be 

for that one either.  I didn’t give that much thought, however, as I noticed that the ninth 

vampire in our group was already on stage. 

Russell had been the one singing!  A duet.   

How wonderful! 
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I stretched out my arms in anticipation of what awaited me.  “Fangtastic!” I muttered 

and then laughed at my own pun.  “I’m punny,” I added, feeling myself swaying on my feet a 

little.   

Wait!  I wasn’t swaying.  I was dancing.  I pulled Nora to me and led her in a short 

waltz—before noticing that it wasn’t actually Nora in my arms.  It was Bill.  I tried to grab 

Nora again, but after a few more steps, I realized that I was dancing with Rosalyn.   

Oh well. 

“Eat, Brother!” Nora said from behind me.  “They are all here for us!  All of them!  

Lilith has given us a feast to reward us for our faithfulness to her!” 

I turned around and smiled, though I couldn’t really see my sister clearly.  “You’re a 

blurry.” 

“A blurry what?” Nora asked, even as she staggered a bit in return. 
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“A blurry blur,” I chuckled as I grabbed a lovely overweight woman who smelled like 

cotton candy.   

Something held me back from biting her for a moment—but I couldn’t keep hold of 

that thing. 

My mind fuzzy, I looked at the woman.  “I’m the big bad wolf, little piggy,” I chuckled.  

“And I’m going to eat you.” 

She screamed in terror, but the noise was welcome to my ears.   

“Nice pearls,” I complimented before tearing into her flesh. 

I gorged, and when I felt the woman die, I found another human and gorged again—

thankful that Salome had thought to twist a bar around the door handles so that our prey 

could not escape us.   

 

[Context Reminder: In Bon Temps, Sookie has decided to get rid of her Fae-powers by 

shooting her light over and over again.  She’s trying to burn out her fairy battery—so to 

speak.  Eventually, Jason stops her.] 
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 I couldn’t get full—though I felt as if I might burst if I drank any more.  However, I 

didn’t stop feeding.  The blood was mine, and not to take it would mean my true death. 

 Right? 

 I felt self-loathing jolt through my body.  “What?” I muttered, confused over why I 

would be feeling bad in that moment.  I had nothing to feel bad about.  I was following God’s 

will. 

 Right? 

 “Wait,” I said between sucks.  “It’s not me!” I realized with a smile.  The feeling was 

from my bonded.   

 I wasn’t doing anything wrong, so I drank more heartily. 

 I was unable to think too much about Sookie.  After all, she didn’t belong in the room 

I was in.  She didn’t belong amidst the massacre. 
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 A moment later, I was distracted from my meal again—this time by a bright light on 

the stage.  A spotlight?  Was there a new singer? 

 

 I noticed that the others of my kind in the room were also looking toward the stage—

all of us following the progress of a drop of blood as it made its way to the floor.  It was 

beautiful.  It fell into a pool of blood creating concentric ripples.   

 And from the ripples arose a beautiful, exotic woman—covered in all the blood that 

we’d spilled in our gluttony.   
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 And then—in the next moment—the blood was gone and the woman screeched 

wildly.  It was primal.   

 “Lilith,” Salome gasped. 

 In fact, all of the vampires in the room gasped as Lilith stepped from the stage.  The 

vision—the God—looked at Bill as if judging his worthiness.  And then she zeroed in on 

Nora.   
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 As Lilith walked over to my sister, I felt a small burst of energy.  From Lilith?  I shook 

my head in the negative even as I was awed by the vision of the God blowing some kind of 

red dust onto Nora. 

 I felt another burst of energy.  But, again, something inside of me told me that it 

wasn’t originating from Lilith.   

 “Who?” I asked wordlessly—not quite able to come up with the answer.   

 In the next moment, a burst of power that I knew was from Lilith flowed through the 

room, shaking the building.  And I was compelled to feed again. 

 Yet those other bursts of energy continued to distract me—as if I were being tapped 

on the shoulder.   

 The bursts felt familiar.  When had I felt them before?   

 Another tap. 

 And then I remembered.  My bonded.   
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 In the same moment, I heard a voice I knew as well as my own—my maker’s voice.   

 He was speaking to me in Swedish, though it was difficult to follow his words until I 

was struck by more jolts from my and Sookie’s bond.   

 I stopped feeding and looked up at my maker.  Thanks to another jolt of energy, I 

found myself able to listen to his words.  To understand him.   

 

 “This is wrong,” he said.  “You know this.” 

 Did I?  I felt another burst from Sookie.  Was she telling me that it was wrong too?     

 “But your sister does not,” Godric continued.   

 His eyes were full of disappointment and understanding.  He’d given me the same 

look when I’d been a young vampire—when I’d killed a human because I’d been unable to 

control myself.   
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 I felt a particularly strong jolt, and—between that and my maker’s words—I came 

back to myself, sobering in an instant.   

 My stomach dropped as I looked around the room and fully took in the blood bath 

I’d participated in.  Lilith was still paying special attention to Nora, looking at her lovingly.  

“Save her, my son,” Godric commanded.   

I heard the blond woman still in my grip take her final breath, even as I was struck by 

what I no longer saw. 

 Lilith. 

 Though Nora continued to look upward, obviously still seeing the apparition, Lilith’s 

blood no longer had dominion over me.   
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 I stood up and observed Nora, feeling a dread I’d not often felt in my thousand years.   

“How?” I asked my maker; however, when I looked back at him, he was gone. 

 Had he been any more real than Lilith?   

 I looked back at my sister. 
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 How could I save her from the havoc that had been wrecked that night?  From a god?  

From herself?   

 I thought of my maker and knew I had to try even as I felt one last burst of energy 

from my bonded.  Had she known that I was in trouble—known that I’d lost myself? 

 From the lost feeling I was getting from her, I doubted it.  But I was thankful to her 

nonetheless.  Without those bolts of energy from her, would I have even seen my maker?   

 Would I have even cared if I did? 

 I was glad I hadn’t needed to find out.  
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Chapter 37:  Can’t Be Unseen 

 

 What do you call nine vampires hopped up on Lilith blood and twenty-five human 

corpses in the middle of a karaoke bar? 

 Divinely fucked.   

  Being the soberest one in the room, I was the first one to hear the sirens.   

 Fuck! 

Who knew if the policemen were coming for us?  It didn’t matter either.  Whether 

someone had called the authorities about our transgressions or not, the situation needed to 

be covered up.   

 And fast.    

“Fuck!” I yelled.  “We need to get out of here—now!” 
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“Why?” Salome asked dreamily.  “Lilith has shown herself here.  In this sacred place.” 

“The human authorities are coming!” I said even as I tried to wipe some of the blood 

off of my chin.   

“What the fuck do we care about humans?” Russell asked as he finished draining the 

person in his grip.  

“Yummy!  More food!” Rosalyn gushed.  “These are all dead,” she added, shoving the 

corpse in her arms to the floor. 

“Delivery!” Kibwe chuckled.   

“Nora!” I yelled, even as she continued to look—as if in a trance—toward the place 

where Lilith had been. 

“She’s gone,” Nora said as if heartbroken.   

I sighed with relief.  At least that was a small favor. 
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“She must be leading us somewhere else—back to the Authority.  To be in the 

presence of her blood,” I yelled out, as I went behind the bar and got several bottles of 

booze.  At vampire speed, I quickly doused the bar and the corpses with the liquid, knowing 

that the alcohol would burn quickly once lit. 

“What are you doing?” Bill asked, unsteady on his feet.   

“Lilith wants a bonfire in her honor,” I said, figuring that the others would go along if 

I suggested that I was following some kind of “divine” directive. 

Whatever worked.   

“Yes!” Salome said in exultation.  “And her blood will burn away all the defects of 

humanity,” she quoted.   

“Exactly!” I enthused, even as I began to herd the others to the back door of the bar.  

The door was locked, but it was easy enough to break through.  I was trailing alcohol behind 

me and quickly lit a book of matches.  It was a messy clean-up, to be sure, but hopefully I’d 

drenched the bodies with enough alcohol to ensure that the bite marks wouldn’t be seen by 

the humans who investigated the arson.   

Luckily, the other vampires seemed content to leave the area quickly.  Unluckily, they 

didn’t seem to be in too much of a hurry to get back to the Authority.  Instead, they were 

hell-bent on collecting cheap Mardi Gras beads. 

Even more unlucky?  My sobriety seemed to be short-lived now that my bonded 

wasn’t shooting our bond with electrical shocks every few seconds.  I had to concentrate very 

hard to keep us moving back toward the Authority.  And I had to stop myself several times 

from offering to show my body for beads as the others were doing.   
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It was difficult, but I refrained. 

Thankfully, I was able to retain a little dignity—though I found myself to be 

stumbling again.   

Fuck. 

Somehow we all managed to make it back to the Authority without being picked up 

by the human authorities and without creating a blood bath on the streets of the city.  The 

humans likely just thought that we were “regular” blood-crazed vampires, as opposed to 

“Lilith-laced” blood-crazed vampires.  Most didn’t even run from us—despite our blood-

stained chins. 

Likely they thought that we were putting on an Anne Rice-inspired street 

performance of some kind. 

Traveling minstrels singing “You Light Up My Life.”   

I couldn’t help but to be a little relieved as the elevator doors opened.  Everyone else 

was still partying.  However, the annoying noise of Mardi Gras beads bouncing up and down 

as the others jumped up and down helped me to concentrate of my own thoughts and mind. 
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And then I got more bolts of energy from Sookie, which did more to sober me than 

anything else had. 

And—as before—I took hold of that figurative red quilt I found in my bond with 

Sookie.  It covered me.  It warmed me.  It protected me from drowning once again in Lilith’s 

blood.       

   As I double-

checked to make sure that 

I was free of beads, I 

noticed that only Bill and I 

had escaped being covered 

in them, though Bill 

certainly seemed 

fascinated by Salome’s baubles—as well as the vampiress herself. 

“Look at your beads,” Bill slurred.   

Meanwhile, Kibwe seemed fascinated by a 

light fixture.  In fact, he was looking at it as if it 

held all answers to the world’s greatest questions. 

Rosalyn had poured a carafe of blood over 

her hands and was smearing that blood onto the 

ancient text carved into the wall, even as she 

babbled incoherently.  It was clear that she didn’t 
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know Aramaic, the language written on the wall.  However, she seemed pleased with the one 

that she was making up on the fly. 

 

As I walked further into the room, I noticed that Nigel had spit on the painting of 

Roman.  Classy.   

Steven Newlin was bouncing up and down 

on Russell’s knee—“riding the fucking pony!”  

Sadly, that was not a sight that I could easily un-

see. 

Nora and Salome shared their beads before 

sharing a passionate kiss.  And Bill seemed ready 
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to make love to thin air!  I grabbed his shoulder and shook him a little—hoping to sober him 

up.   

“What the hell just 

happened?” I asked, still 

feeling a little wobbly on my 

own feet. 

“We saw her,” Bill said 

ecstatically.  “She appeared to 

us.  We saw Lilith!” 

“Yeah, I saw something,” 

I intoned.  And—god or not—I 

wished that I could un-see that too.     

“We were in the presence of God,” Bill said, 

his voice awe-filled.  

“We were high as fucking kites,” I challenged.  

Fairy-laced V?  Actual god blood?  Who fucking 

knew?  I did know, however, that my control had been 

taken from me.  And I didn’t fucking like that one bit!  

Bill looked around at the others, seemingly 

coming back to himself—though just a little.  But—

just as he did—Salome turned to us, crooked her finger, and Bill was once more in her web.   
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I stayed back against the wall—wishing I’d thought about just taking off from the 

karaoke bar.  I should have just let the others get hauled in by the human authorities!  Then 

again, I didn’t want to have to live through the fall-

out of such an event.  Moreover, I couldn’t leave my 

sister behind.  Or Bill.   

“Goddammit, Godric,” I muttered to myself as 

I watched Newlin and Russell dry hump each other.  

Rosalyn was still speaking her made-up language, 

and Nigel and Kibwe were dancing a tango.  

Meanwhile, Bill was the meat in a Salome-Nora 

sandwich.  

At least their clothes were still on.  I guess I should have thanked Lilith for small 

fucking favors! 
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But I didn’t. 

After all, some things just couldn’t be unseen.   

 

 It took the others a while to sober up to the point of functionality.  I felt like I was 

watching a bunch of stoners discussing a “jam session,” rather than some of the oldest and 

most respected vampires in the world.   

 Oh—how the mighty fall.  I’d experienced that falling too, however. 

 So I wasn’t one to talk. 

 

“We witnessed a miracle tonight,” Salome said.  She and Nora were draped over each 

other. 

“We saw God . . . and She smiled upon us,” Nora said dreamily. 

“Unbelievable.  I mean, I have never . . . ,” Russell started before becoming at a loss 

for words.  For him, that took a lot.  He was pacing as if trying to understand what had 
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happened.  Though I was standing still—though leaning against the couch to stop myself 

from wobbling—I was doing the same thing. 

 

“The most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen in 500 years,” Kibwe said, his voice awe-

filled.   

“I never truly believed 

until now,” Rosalyn confessed.  She was lying against 

Kibwe as Nigel rubbed her feet.  Another thing I couldn’t 

un-see. 

“First, may I say,” Russell said dramatically, “God 

has the most beautiful tits I’ve ever seen!” 
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I’d seen a better pair.  But I did have to admit that Lilith’s were lovely.   

Everyone but me laughed at Russell’s comment, with Nora and Salome giggling like 

drunk coeds.  

 

“Now, I have never been called devout, but watching Lilith shoot out of a blood pool 

while I sucked down a bride to the dulcet strains of ‘You Light up My Life,’ well, praise 

Lilith!  Praise Jesus!  Praise Moses’s cock!  I am born again!” Russell exclaimed. 

More like—praise hallucinogens.   

“Amen.  Me too,” Steve said devoutly.  Of course, he always sounded like that.    

“For the first time in a decade, I ate a child,” Nigel said with a sick smile.  “I took his 

life inside of me, and it was ripe.” 
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Bill and I both looked at the child-eater.  I couldn’t tell if Bill was woozy or disgusted 

at Nigel’s words.  As for me?  I was disgusted—

at myself most of all.  Through the haze of my 

memory, I could see that child.  And I’d done 

nothing to help him.  

Another thing I couldn’t un-see. 

Undo.   

Salome seemed to approve of Nigel’s 

sentiment.  “Yes,” she said. 

“This was a sign,” Nora piped in.   

I sighed.  Cue crazy religious babble.   

“Roman’s death has been sanctioned by God and we’re on the correct path,” Nora 

added. 

“Yes,” Salome agreed.  “And now we can move forward with a clear conscience.” 

As if they wouldn’t have done so otherwise.   

“But we have a lot of work to do, and we will need food,” Salome continued.  “So, 

Steve, please have the guards procure a few dozen humans before daybreak.  Just put them 

in the holding cells.”   

Nigel looked desperate—crazy like the others, but for another reason.  “I need a 

baby,” he said feverishly.  “Lilith wants me to eat a baby.” 
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Yeah—I’m sure she told him 

that directly.     

“And a baby for Nigel,” 

Salome told Steve even as Nigel put 

his hands together in appreciation 

and anticipation. 

Steve didn’t miss a beat.  “Coming right up!”  

Rosalyn chortled as Salome blew a kiss toward Nigel.  Yep—that was my limit.     

I couldn’t stay in that room and not do 

anything to try to stop the madness that was 

happening all around me.  And—if I did that—I 

would surely be killed.   

“I think I’ve had enough fun for one night,” I 

said somewhat cautiously. 

Everyone 

looked at me as if 

I’d grown two 

heads as I asked Bill if he was coming with me.   

He looked at me, his eyes showing uncertainty, 

but then he shook his head no.   

I sighed, leaving the room to the disappointed 

look of Nora.   
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She wasn’t the only one who was disappointed.   

I was disappointed!  And I vowed that I would never lose control over myself again. 

I would rather lose my life than my ability to be in control of my own mind.   

 

 Even as I walked out of the room, I heard Salome make a call to security.  

Unsurprisingly, I was met by two storm troopers even before I could get to the elevator. 

 “Mr. Northman,” the receptionist said. 

 “Chelsea,” I responded, having heard her name a few times. 

 “Salome has asked that you be escorted to your new quarters,” she said. 

 “Sounds good,” I returned evenly.   

 I was taken to a small bedroom with an ensuite bathroom.  It was the very definition 

of basic, and the bed was obviously too short, but I was in no position to complain.  I didn’t 

bother turning on the light.  I didn’t bother trying to leave the room after my escorts left the 
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area either.  I knew that I wouldn’t be able to get away until Salome allowed it.  And—even if 

I did get away—I figured that I’d be off of Russell’s “friends” list soon after. 

 In a perfect world, the partnership between Salome and Russell would degrade 

quickly.  In an even more perfect world, the two of them would kill each other off.     

 But it—most definitely—wasn’t a perfect world.  

 I sighed and tapped into my bond with Sookie.  She was weary, probably because 

she’d been exerting herself—using her power.  I wished that I could send her strength, but I 

couldn’t do anything except wish that she would find it within herself.   

I had the same wish for myself as well.   
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Chapter 38: Chosen Paths  

 

The next night when I woke up, I was somewhat surprised that I was still undead.  It 

looked like my opting out of more bloodshed the night before hadn’t meant my death 

sentence, after all.  But I would have to tread more carefully if I wanted to convince Nora to 

leave this place.  And that meant that I would have to convince Salome and Russell that I 

was going along with their bullshit.   

Quickly, I checked my bond with Sookie and found her to be sad and tired.   

I sighed.  Vampires didn’t get physically tired unless they were drained or under 

silver, but I found myself feeling tired all the same.  I was tired of being in the house of 

horrors that I’d found myself in.  I’d not asked to be “chosen” by Lilith, Roman, or Salome.  

And I didn’t want the “honor.”  I was anxious to get back to the life that I had chosen for 

myself—though I doubted if that would be possible anymore.   
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Finding clean clothing in my size and style—probably thanks to Nora—I quickly 

showered in the ensuite bathroom.  Like the bedroom, it was basic, but at least the 

showerhead was high enough so that I didn’t have to crouch.  I fucking hated doing that! 

When I was done, I left my room.  Given that Godric was dead—at least corporeally—I 

had no way of tracking Nora, except by her scent, which was common throughout the 

facility.  Thus, I used my common sense, which told me that someone with her level of 

fanaticism would want to worship her god at the altar.  

I was glad that I passed by no other vampires as I made my way to the large meeting 

room, which I’d learned was actually a reconstruction of an ancient temple where an early 

Guardian had made his base.  During their Lilith high, Rosalyn and Kibwe had spent a good 

deal of time kissing and writhing against the walls of said temple.   

It was in the inner sanctum of that temple that I found my sister.  She was kneeling 

in front of Lilith’s blood, saying an almost silent prayer.   
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I closed my eyes for a moment.  Trying to convert her back to sanity was going to take 

a lot of fucking work! 

When Nora finally noticed me, which a vampire should have done as soon as I’d 

entered, she turned to me and then launched herself into my arms.  

“Brother,” she said excitedly, lovingly.  It was clear that she thought that the “trip” 

we’d both been a part of the night before had righted all wrongs between us.    

It had not. 

However, even though Nora was still not my favorite person, I accepted her embrace.  

For Godric. 

“This isn’t you, Nora,” I tried, even as I 

stroked her hair.  “It’s insane.” 

“Insane?” she asked as if she had no 

idea what I was talking about.     

I pushed her back a little so that I could 

look her in 

the eyes. 

“I 

have loved 

you for nearly 600 years,” I said sincerely, hoping that 

our mutual affection could overrule the influence of 

Lilith’s blood.   
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I didn’t hold out much hope that the direct approach would work, but I needed to try 

it—before I tried something more radical and dangerous for us both.    

“And I’ve loved you,” she answered with a smile. 

 

“But this place, all of—all of this,” 

I pointed toward Lilith’s blood.  “And 

this,” I added gesturing toward the main 

meeting room.  “It’s clouded your mind.” 

Nora laughed as if I’d just told her 

the silliest joke in the world.  Perhaps, 

she did think I was joking.  “Eric, Lilith 

blesses this place.” 

“Lilith doesn’t exist,” I said more firmly, not caring if those words were true or not.  

“Salome chose this path for you.”   

“Eric, Lilith does exist,” Nora returned, 

smiling almost madly.  “You saw her.  You were 

there.”  It was clear that she was desperate to believe 

what she was saying.  And she was also desperate for 

me to believe.  Maybe it was true that Lilith was real, 

but that didn’t mean that I was going to believe in 

her—follow her.  I wasn’t.   
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“Yes, I was,” I said.  “And so was Godric.  And it sickened him,” I emphasized, hoping 

that telling her about our maker’s ghostlike appearance would help her to realize that Lilith 

was a false god.    

Nora backed away from me a little.  “Godric?” she asked. 

“The night he turned you, the night he made us a family,” I responded, “I swore to 

him that I would always protect 

you.  And last night he reminded 

me of that promise.”   

Nora pressed her lips 

together, worrying her hands 

nervously.   

“Eric, we both loved Godric.  

He gave us the most magnificent 
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gift,” she smiled as she walked away from me and leaned against the shrine upon which 

Lilith’s blood was kept. 

“And when he made us, he was as pure a vampire as I’ve ever known.  Salome’s 

strength and vision would have delighted him,” she said confidently.  

 

“It doesn’t.  It sickens him,” I said decisively.   

“It’s not Salome who’s sick,” Nora said, trying to sound reasonable, though her voice 

was tinged with the madness she’d succumbed to.  “Do you remember Godric at the end 

when he’d lost his way?  The Godric you say you saw last night was a perversion.” 

There had been a time when I, too, would have said that Godric had lost his way.  But 

had he?  I was still pissed at him for ending his life, but if the vampires I had been around 

for the last several days were any indication, maybe we didn’t fucking belong on the planet.  

I realized in that moment that most of the anger that I still felt for Godric was because he’d 
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not stayed alive in order to try to right the wrongs he’d found in vampirekind.  If someone 

like him would have spoken out, people would have listened.    

 

“How can you say that?” I questioned Nora.  How could she say that anything related 

to our maker was a perversion? 

“Because it’s true.  In his final days, 

Godric was a blasphemer, a weak, disgusting 

apologist whom Lilith herself would have 

been overjoyed to stake,” Nora said evenly—

and somewhat blankly—clearly reciting 

words that Salome had implanted within her. 

What the fuck?   
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“What’s happening to you?” I asked, feeling my protectiveness toward my maker 

surging.  I couldn’t let anyone defame 

his memory—especially not someone 

he’d loved as much as Nora.   

“Fuck Godric,” Nora said 

matter-of-factly. 

My cool was lost as I heard 

those words come out of her mouth.  

She might as well have staked our maker in that moment.   

My anger boiled over, and I attacked her.  Before I could even register my own 

intentions, she was on her back next to her beloved shrine, and my hand was wrapped 

around her throat.  Her hands quickly came over mine.   
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She grunted beneath my hold.  And I thought about killing her—putting her out of 

her misery and letting Godric take over in whatever afterlife he was in.  But I couldn’t 

squeeze.  I heard Godric’s voice in my head, telling me not to give up on my sister—his 

child. 

So I let go and backed away a step.  She stood up sputtering as her crushed vocal 

cords healed.  She looked up at me with a betrayed look in her eyes, though her blue orbs 

also held pity—for me.  My own eyes were hot with unshed tears of diminishing hope for 

her.   

She kissed her palm, brought it to her necklace, and then raised it to my lips—as if 

such an action would transfer her obsession of Lilith to me.   

 

“Lilith will show you the way,” she smiled as if I’d not just almost killed her.  And 

then she left. 



 
568 

I looked at the blood before me.  I wasn’t about to deny that it had some kind of 

power, but I’d seen the effects of powerful V on humans.  I’d felt the effects of fairy blood 

firsthand.  To me, Lilith’s blood was a dangerous drug—similar to fanatical religious beliefs 

themselves. 

I sighed and momentarily contemplated dumping the blood into the water.  But I 

knew that would lead only to my death—and likely the deaths of Sookie and Pam, maybe 

even at Nora’s hands.   

 

“No,” I whispered toward Lilith’s blood. 

The word was an act of denial and defiance. 

No—I will not succumb to worshipping you when the price would be myself. 

No—I will not give up on my sister, even if I have to lie, manipulate, and kill to get 

her away from you.   

No—I will not exit this world until I know that my bonded is safe in it.   
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“No,” I whispered again, before leaving the room and closing the doors to the shrine 

behind me.  

No.  

 

 Bill smelled of Salome and sex when he came to my room an hour later.  He was also 

downright pink.   

 “Bill,” I greeted, “you are looking well.” 

 Actually, he looked pensive.  He motioned for me to follow him.  “Have you not fed 

this evening?” he asked me as he led me down the hallway. 

 “Not yet.  I was visiting with my sister,” I said honestly.   

 “Nora is a great asset to Salome’s work,” Bill said even as he stopped and entered a 

code that allowed us access to Salome’s chambers.   

 “She is,” I said in a somewhat strained tone.  “Bill, what are we doing here?” I asked, 

looking around for Salome. 

 “She’s meeting with Nora.  There’s to be a formal meeting with all of us in fifteen 

minutes.  I was sent to collect you,” Bill said. 

 “And why are we here?” I asked again. 

 “Privacy,” he said.  

 “Salome has given you access to her chambers?”   

 Bill nodded.  “They are my chambers too now.”   

 “I see,” I said, not allowing him to hear my concern. 

“What do you,” he paused, “think of all of this?” 
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 “I think that we have been trapped in a clusterfuck,” I replied.    

 Bill nodded.  “I find that a part of me feels,” he paused, “imprisoned here—

suffocated.  But another part feels as if it is God’s will that we are here.  I feel torn.”   

 “I can see that.” 

 “Something happened last night,” he returned.  “I saw Lilith.  She looked at me 

directly.” 

 “I saw her too,” I said honestly, “for a time.  But I also saw much more than her.” 

 “What did you see?” he asked broodingly. 

 “A room full of drained humans,” I responded.  “Blood all around.  Dead men, 

women, and a child.  But, perhaps, such things are Lilith’s plan,” I added meaningfully and 

somewhat sarcastically. 

 “Salome tested me last night,” he said in barely a whisper.  “After we got back here.”  

 I nodded.  “I figured she might.” 

 “We fed together,” he said tentatively. 

 “The right of any Sanguinista,” I replied with distaste.  “Did you kill together?”  

 “Yes,” he said quietly—guiltily.  “I did not want to—not at first.  The human was a 

mother.  Who were we to take her life—to take her from her child?  But I . . . .”  His voice 

trailed off.   

 “You did it anyway to avoid the true death at Salome’s hands,” I finished. 

 “Yes, but I also began to like it,” he added, his eyes glistening.  “And I hate myself for 

that.”   
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 “Bill, the blood we took last night—it made us do things we would not have done 

otherwise.  It took away our control,” I added.   

 “I thought you said vampire blood couldn’t harm us,” he challenged. 

 “That is what I thought, but didn’t it seem like we were on a prolonged V-trip?” 

 Bill nodded.  “Yes.  For fun, Lorena used to like to feed humans her blood—though 

never directly from her body.  The effect, of course, was that the blood gained its 

intoxicating characteristics.  She was amused when the humans would hallucinate or when 

they would participate,” he paused, “heartily in our games—even when we were doing things 

to them that should have had them writhing in pain.”  He cringed.   

 “Lorena was a bitch,” I commented. 

 “Yes,” Bill said, “at least, I always thought so.  But—after seeing Lilith . . . .”  His voice 

trailed off.   

 “Listen, Bill, that blood has affected you.  Just stay away from it until we can figure a 

way out of here—okay?  You do still want to get out of here—right?” I asked. 

 “Yes,” he agreed after a moment’s pause.  “I think that would be best.”   

 “I will find us a way,” I promised. 

 “Why help me?” he asked. 

 “You know why,” I said.   

 “Our bromance?” Bill asked with a chuckle, though his heart didn’t seem to be fully 

committed to it. 

 “You and I,” I started, “have a complicated history.  But recently we have found 

common ground.” 



 
572 

 He didn’t need for me to tell him what that common ground was.     

“My daughter, Sarah . . . ,” he started.    

 “Sarah?” I asked. 

 “She got cancer.  I saw her before she died.  I convinced Lorena that I would be 

happier if I did.  Since Sarah was near death, Lorena didn’t see her as a threat for my 

affections.” 

 “Cancer was not unknown in my human days,” I said, “though my people did not 

have a name by which to call it.  But some of them would feel the tumors in their bodies.  

We did not cut into them, however.  We would pray to the gods.” 

 “Did your gods ever perform miracles?” he asked. 

 I sighed.  “It depends on your definition of a miracle.  Men who found tumors were 

the first to desire battle.  And most died in it.  Women?  Well—they would die by the hearth 

with their families nearby.  In truth, not many succumbed to such illnesses.  We did not—

after all—live that long.” 

“Last night, I told Salome that I didn’t want to feed on the human—the mother—she 

had secured for us.  I told her that I’d been a father once and that I didn’t want to separate a 

child from her parent.  Salome told me that if had I truly loved my children, I would have 

turned them.”  Bill paused for a moment.  “Before she died, Sarah asked me to turn her.  

Begged me.” 

 “But you didn’t,” I said. 

 “Had I loved her . . . ,” he started and then stopped momentarily.  “Had I loved her, I 

would have turned her—as Salome said.” 
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 “I did not turn my human children,” I responded evenly.  “And I loved them.” 

 “Sarah asked me to do it,” Bill said more forcefully.  “As her father, I wanted to.  I 

wanted to keep her, but—at the time—I thought that we were,” he paused, “abominations.” 

 “With Lorena, you might well have been an abomination,” I said, not pulling any 

punches.  “But—even when I first met you—I thought you had promise.” 

 “Why ever would you have thought that?” he asked incredulously. 

 “The loyalty you had—even for someone so unworthy as Lorena—I thought that one 

day it might be put to better use,” I said. 

 He considered my words quietly for a moment.  “Perhaps for Lilith.”  

 “No!” I said sharply.  “That loyalty should be given to something better—a cause like 

mainstreaming.” 

 “You hate mainstreaming,” he reminded.   

 “Yes,” I chuckled.  “But I see its practicality,” I responded.  “Because of it, I have,” I 

paused, “changed—for the better.” 

 “But you’ve never even practiced mainstreaming,” he remarked. 

 “It’s not the mainstreaming,” I sighed.  “I would never drink only TruBlood—just as 

you have not.  And I don’t want to pretend to be human.  But the coexistence part.  The 

cooperation part.  It is for the best.  I believe that now.” 

 “Because of Sookie?” he asked. 

 “Because of many things,” I responded.  “Including Sookie.  But also Godric.” 

 “Your maker seemed to be,” he paused, “good.” 
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 “He came to regret much about his life,” I sighed, “especially, I think, the time when 

he fell into the grips of excess religion.”   

 “Excess?” Bill asked. 

 “Yes—I would call last night ‘excess.’  Would you not?”  

 We looked at each other for a long moment. 

 “Godric always told me that there should be a ‘pull’ when one made a child.  Did you 

feel one with your daughter?  With Sarah?” I asked. 

 “No,” he replied.   

 “Then I think you did the right thing in not turning her,” I said.   

 “Maybe,” he said shaking his head a little as if to clear it.   

 “Just stay away from that blood, Bill.  We’ll get out of this place, and then you can 

decide what you want to do with a clear mind—your own mind,” I said.  

 Bill nodded in affirmation.  “You’re right.  We should get to the meeting,” he said, 

turning to leave. 

 “Salome trusts you in her chambers,” I said, stopping him.  “Do you have Level One 

clearance?  Can you get us out of here?” 

 He shook his head.  “No.  I’m not trusted to that extent—not yet.” 

 “She obviously wants you to be her new companion—maybe even her consort,” I said. 

 “Yes,” Bill agreed. 

 “Keep on her good side,” I instructed.  “Make her believe that you are helping her.  

Soon, she’ll come to trust you enough to give you clearance.  And—when she does—we can 

get the fuck out of here.  Meanwhile, I’ll look for other ways.” 
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 Bill nodded in understanding—and, I hoped, agreement.   
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Chapter 39: Maneuvering 

 
Salome was at one end of the conference table when Bill and I walked in.  I noticed 

that Russell was at the other end—with Steve Newlin sitting next to him and fawning all 

over him.  I could smell blood and cum on them both.     
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I cringed a little as I thought about the “riding the pony” incident I’d witnessed the 

night before.  I had nothing against homosexuality, but Newlin and Russell were a twosome 

I wished I’d never had to see—or hear—or smell—close up.    

“Gentlemen.  Join us,” Salome said with a welcoming smile.  

Bill didn’t hesitate.  That concerned me, of course, but I hoped that once he was free 

of Salome’s web, he would go back to being himself.   

I found myself missing the douche bag.   

Salome started the meeting with a “bang.”  “It’s time to start flexing our muscles 

around the globe.  To start crushing the mainstreamers.  Nora,” she said expectantly, 

obviously wanting my sister to carry on the ‘discussion’ in order to demonstrate that she was 

‘sharing’ her power. 
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“Mainstreaming is a global problem, of course, but we have to start dismantling it 

locally.  We’ve several high-ranking members of the British Parliament who are willing to 

help us in the UK,” Nora reported.    

I scoffed as Russell and Steve began mooning over each other even more obviously.  

It was clear that they weren’t paying attention to the meeting.   

“And Russia,” Rosalyn contributed.  “We have 

friends in the Duma.  They’d be more than happy to 

round up the mainstreamers, stick ‘em on a raft in the 

Black Sea at high noon.”  She chuckled.    

Unsurprisingly, she was in another bad suit. 

“Have you ever been to Hong Kong?” Russell 

asked Steve. 

“Nuh-uh,” the newborn vampire 

responded, starry eyed.  “But I loved kung pao 

chicken.”   

 

“Hmm.  It’s the most wonderful place on 

earth.  Asian men with British accents giving 

you a shiatsu rubdown, and you feel like James 

Bond.” 

I rolled my eyes.  More like Johnny 

English in Newlin’s case. 
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Salome clearly wasn’t amused by the distraction the two were causing.   

She gave them a disapproving look and clapped 

her hands to get their attention.  “Steve.  Russell?” 

“Yes, my pet?” Russell asked with obviously fake 

congeniality and affection.  

“We are working here,” Salome scolded like a 

pissed off mother.  

“Oh, well, we’re all ears, sugar lumps,” Russell said 

putting up his hands innocently.   

I wondered if Salome knew that she was being 

patronized.  I wondered if she knew how little time she would have before Russell turned on 

her.   
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  “What about bankrolling gangs of vigilantes 

willing to stake mainstreamers on sight?” Kibwe 

suggested.  “We have ample resources in our 

treasury.”   

“Let’s talk about the U.S.,” Salome said after 

nodding approval at Kibwe’s idea.   

“TruBlood,” Bill said contemplatively. 

Fuck me!  Imagining where his mind might be 

going, I wanted to yell out to Bill to shut the fuck up.  

But I had to stay silent. 

“Excuse me?” Salome asked him. 

“TruBlood,” Bill said more firmly. 

“TruBlood?” Salome asked, obviously not yet 

catching onto Bill’s train of thought as I was.  I gave 

him a significant look, hoping he’d stay quiet.  He 

didn’t. 

“Fuck politics,” Bill said.  “Concentrate on 

the TruBlood.” 

“What about it?” Nora asked with curiosity.  

“You bomb the factories,” Bill stated coldly.  

In that moment, I realized that he had a good mind for how to create havoc.  I just wished 

that he’d not shared his fucking thoughts!  “There are only five of them,” he went on.  
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“Destroy them publicly, and you force mainstreamers to feed on humans.”  He looked 

directly at Salome.  “As they were meant to.” 

 

From his tone, I wasn’t sure if Bill was acting a part to try to earn more of Salome’s 

trust or if he was succumbing to the allure of the Sanguinista ideals.  I was hoping for the 

former.  Either way, however, I wished that he would have never shared his idea.  The 

problem was that it was a good plan.  Too good.  And the others obviously agreed.     

“Well done,” Salome said, looking at Bill with open admiration.  Well—if his goal 

had been to gain more of her trust, he’d certainly succeeded.   

“That’s genius,” Nora echoed her support of the plan.  

“Yes,” Kibwe agreed. 

“I love it,” Rosalyn chimed in with a chuckle.   

“What are you doing?” I couldn’t help but ask him quietly as the others became more 

and more vocal about their admiration for the plan. 
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“Evolving,” Bill said 

meaningfully as he took a drink of 

blood. 

I shook my head a little.  

“Evolving?” I asked. 

“Yes.  As we spoke about 

earlier,” he said evenly. 

I frowned, wondering which 

part of our conversation Bill was 

referring to.  Meanwhile, Salome went into action, directing Kibwe, Rosalyn, and Nora to 

contact the vampires the Authority always had monitoring the factories.  Given their free 

access to the Japanese-owned facilities, it would be easy for them to plant explosives which 

would go off around the world at approximately the same time.  Only two facilities were 

outside of the United States—one in Japan and one in Europe.  However, if he acted quickly, 

the Authority’s European associate could get charges set in the Portugal facility before 

daybreak.  That left only the Japanese facility to take care of, but Salome “luckily” had a 

human “pet” in Japan, who sometimes went to the TruBlood factory on Authority business; 

thus, the Yakuza that provided its security to the factories would think nothing of her visit.  

I watched silently as four of the vampires at the table put Bill’s plan into place.  Bill 

watched smugly.  Russell and Steve had gone over to the lounge area, and from the sounds 

they were making, they were dry humping.  I didn’t look toward them to confirm or deny my 

supposition.   
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Eventually, a displeased looking Molly was brought in to give technical advice.  

Though she seemed cooperative, I could tell that it wasn’t out of choice or devotion.  It was 

out of self-preservation. 

Join the fucking club. 

Luckily for her, the others were too distracted—and too delusional—to notice her lack 

of enthusiasm.   

However, I shared a look with her that let her know that we were on the same team.  

She looked relieved for a moment, but wisely, she gave nothing away.  She finished her job 

and left.   

It took less than an hour to make all of the arrangements for the attacks on the 

TruBlood factories.  The bombs would detonate in eighty minutes.   

I marveled at the efficiency of it all. 

I marveled at the horror. 
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And—like before—I could do nothing to stop what was to happen.     

 

[Two Hours Later] 

 I watched the news footage with the same mixture of horror and powerlessness that 

I’d felt for most of the night.  All five of the TruBlood factories had been successfully 

bombed, and spokesmen for the TruBlood owners were already on television discussing how 

there was very little blood in transit or at distribution centers; thus, the supply would quickly 

be exhausted.   

 Already, I could hear the panic in the human newscasters’ tones.  And—of course—

there were no vampires available to calm them.  Steve had been too “busy” with his lover.   

 Indeed, with no counter-narrative from vampires easing the humans’ fears, their 

anxiety would only increase as the days went on—days when vampires were asleep and 

vulnerable.   

Salome muted the television and walked over toward the man she’d tied to the table.  

A sacrifice to Lilith.  He was naked, and the scent of his fear rolled off of him in alluring 

waves.   
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“It’s begun,” Salome said, a mixture of solemnity and excitement in her tone.   

“Praise Lilith,” Bill said evenly. 

I’d yet to figure out if he meant that—or if he was merely playing along.   

If so, he was playing the part damned well.  I did know that he was good at 

performances.  After all, his first weeks with Sookie had been an act.    

 

“In celebration of her holy war, let us feast in Lilith’s name,” Nora said reverently.   

I knew that she wasn’t “playing.”  

I looked down at the man lying prone on the table.  His remaining moments were 

few. 
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“Should we say grace?” 

Russell asked, looking around 

before his eyes landed on me.  It 

was clear that he didn’t trust that I 

was a loyal follower.  “Northman?” 

he said, obviously trying to trap 

me in my insincerity.   

The others looked at me 

expectantly.  

“Well,” I said evenly, though somewhat apologetically, “prayer is a fairly new concept 

to me.  Perhaps someone with a little more experience should do it.”  

 

Salome went to speak—probably to offer a “proper” prayer.  But Steve interrupted.   
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“It would be my honor,” Newlin volunteered, his tone 

as insipid as always to my ears.  “Here’s a tried and true one 

from my human days.”  He took an unneeded breath as 

Russell watched him with anticipation—and affection.  

“There once was a cock and a hen who gave lunch to a goose 

in a pen.  ‘Good Lord,’ said the goose, ‘bless this food for our 

use and us to Thy service.’  Amen,” he finished 

triumphantly. 

Russell laughed heartily and clapped.  Neither 

Salome nor Nora seemed amused.   

“Charming!” Russell extolled.    

Clearly, Salome wasn’t charmed by 

either Russell or Steve.  She raised her hands 

reverently as if trying to regain control of the 

situation—regain control of Russell.   

Good luck with that.   

Salome prayed in Aramaic.  Unlike 

Rosalyn, it was clear that the ancient 

vampiress truly knew the language.  I knew 

enough of it to know that she was calling on 

Lilith to bless her “faithful followers.”   

She could speak for herself. 
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Still, when she was done, I drank with the rest.  Again, I was powerless to do much 

else.  I drank slowly, recalling another time when I’d unwittingly fed from someone in order 

to hide my true intentions.   

 

When I used Sookie’s blood to get Russell into the sun.   

Sookie had forgiven me for that, though it still bothered me.   

This time, I didn’t raise my hand to stroke the hair of my victim.   

I waited to disengage until I saw Salome stop drinking. 

By then, the man was dead and gone.   

And my soul felt further away from me again.  I concentrated on my bond for a 

moment and centered myself, knowing that I needed to get out of the Authority before I lost 

my soul completely.   

 

Molly.  I felt certain that she was the key to an escape.     
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After participating in the “sacred sacrifice” of the human, I went looking for the one 

vampire in the building that I felt as if I could sort of trust.  Given the fact that she’d not 

been to any of the “meetings”—other than to give tech advice—I figured that Molly was not 

yet trusted by Salome.   

Moreover, I’d seen Molly’s eyes when Bill had questioned 

her loyalty.  She was young, but I could tell that she truly had been 

loyal to the previous Guardian.  And she was still likely 

“connected” to her human life.  I went looking for her first in the 

place where she’d “installed” Bill’s and my iStakes.  She was 

putting a briefcase away as I zipped into the room.   

To make sure she didn’t cry out, I grasped her by the neck 

and held her against the wall.     

 Her 

fangs came down by instinct. 

 They were—cute.   

“Oh please,” I chided.  “I’m a 

thousand years older than you.  Put 

the baby fangs away before you piss 

me off.”   

 She did.  Smart. 

“Is there somewhere safe we can talk?” I asked, barely audibly. 

“Be safe in here if you let me go,” she responded somewhat sassily.  
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I really did like her.  As soon as I’d let her go, she pointed a small remote control 

device at the camera, turning it off.    

“We got 30 seconds before we’re live again,” Molly said.  “Please tell me you have a 

plan to get us outta here.” 

Fuck!  “Uh, you 

were it,” I said a little 

dejectedly. 

“Well, that’s 

great,” Molly said sarcastically.  “Level one protocols!  I only have level three clearance, 

genius.  The lockdown system is DNA 

specific.”  

I sighed.  “I don’t speak techie.  

Translate.” 

“We’re totally fucking fucked—unless 

. . . .”  She stopped midsentence. 

“Unless what?” I asked.  

“It’s probably a really stupid idea, and 

it’ll probably get you killed,” she started.   

I sighed again.  “Sounds perfect.” 

Molly smirked and used her remote to give us another thirty seconds.    
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 I found Bill brooding in the hallway near my room.  Clearly he’d been looking for me, 

which was lucky.  I was looking for him too.  We exchanged a look, and he motioned for me 

to follow him—again leading me to Salome’s room.  That idea served me as well. 

 Once we were inside the unmonitored room, we looked at each other for a full 

minute before either of us spoke.  He looked pensive and guilty.  I was angry.  It was I who 

broke the silence. 

“Hey, I have a great idea,” I said sarcastically.  “Why don’t we blow up all the 

TruBlood factories and start a civil war?  Wouldn’t that be fun?  Praise Lilith,” I added in an 

exaggerated tone.  “I don’t know what kind of game you’re playing, Bill, but . . . .” 

 

Bill interrupted me.  “It’s not a game.” 

“Shut up,” I said insistently.  “There aren’t any cameras in here.  You’re laying it on a 

little thick, don’t you think?  Salome and Russell are thousands of years old.  And Nora may 
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be young, but she’s a political genius.  That’s 

why Godric chose her.  If you think they’re 

gonna buy this act much longer, you’re as crazy 

as they are.” 

“You’re the one who told me to act!” Bill 

exclaimed. 

“I didn’t tell you to give them the key to 

destroying humanity!  To destroying the whole 

fucking mainstreaming movement!  To 

destroying us!”   

“What if they’re not,” Bill paused, “crazy?  What if God is a vampire?  I saw Lilith.  

We both did,” he added, rehashing what we’d discussed earlier that evening.   
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He was wavering even more now, but I was determined to keep him upright.  For 

Sookie.  

“And we were high!” I exclaimed.  “I don’t know what’s in that blood, but we need to 

stay away from it.”   

“I’m lost.  I don’t know who to trust.  Everything I believed in has been turned upside 

down,” Bill lamented, looking as lost as his words indicated that he was. 

I pulled out the big guns.  “What about Sookie?  She just food to you now?” 

 

He flinched, and his eyes told me that she was not.   

“I didn’t think so,” I said.  “You’re more of a mainstreamer than I’ll ever be.  And 

whatever religious crisis you think you’re having, you can have it somewhere else.  We’re 

getting the hell out of here.  Now, the compound’s on lockdown.  There’s only one way out.  

The chancellor’s blood.” 
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I held up the special needle that Molly had given 

to me.  According to the techy, there was a numbing 

agent on the tip which would make it impossible for 

Salome to feel the needle puncturing her skin—even if 

she were awake when it was drawn. 

“You want me to steal Salome’s blood?” Bill 

asked incredulously.  “What about your sister?” 

“I’ll handle Nora,” I returned.  I didn’t tell him 

that I intended to knock her out and essentially kidnap her.  “It’s our only shot.  Tomorrow 

night,” I said forcefully.  “Exactly one hour after dark.  Meet us at the elevator—outside of 

the main meeting room.”    

Bill nodded and took the 

needle.   

In that moment, we heard 

screaming.  I sighed.  To hear it 

all the way from Salome’s room 

meant that the human was in 

agony.   

“Hmm.  We’d better get 

back to slaughtering people in 

the name of God,” I intoned as I moved to leave the room.   
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Bill followed and touched my arm to stop my progress.  “Part of me knows you’re 

right, Eric,” he said.  “I’m just so . . . .”  He stopped midsentence.  

“You’ll see.  Once we are out of this place and away from that blood and the 

fanaticism that surrounds it, you won’t be so lost,” I said, trying to sound confident.  “None 

of us will be,” I added, hoping that my words would ring true for Nora as well.   
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Chapter 40: Thwarted 

 

[Context Reminder: Sookie and Jason have learned that a vampire killed their parents and 

are trying to find out which one.  Discovering that retired sheriff Bud Dearborn was the one 

to investigate her parents’ deaths, Sookie decides to go and visit him.  However, Bud and the 

“dragon,” Sweetie Des Arts, take Sookie captive and throw her into a pig pen where she sees 

Hoyt.  BTW—I didn’t like this storyline at all.  In the books, the handling of the Sweetie Des 

Arts arc was better in my opinion.  But I gotta work with what I was given.]   

  I was beginning to think that Sookie’s main aim in life was to wake me up from my 

day-death.  About two hours before nightfall, I sat up in my bed as my bonded’s fear and 

shock gripped me. 
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 “Goddammit!” I cursed as I lamented the fact that I couldn’t go to her—not just 

because it was daytime but also because I was basically imprisoned inside of the house of 

fucking horrors! 

 “Fuck!” I added.   

 Not having anything else to do, I started pacing.  

 After a while, Sookie settled down a little, though I still felt her concern flooding our 

bond.  She was also apparently in planning mode.  “Great,” I said to myself.  “She’s probably 

been kidnapped—again.”   

 I closed my eyes, trying to expel thoughts of the other times Sookie had been 

kidnapped.    

 In the Fellowship of the Sun, one of her kidnappers would have raped her if Godric 

hadn’t saved her.   

 I growled.   

 Bill almost drained her after she saved his ass when she’d been kidnapped by 

Russell. 

 I growled a little louder. 

 And, of course, the fairies had wanted to keep Sookie from me forever!  And they’d 

succeeded in stealing a year of her presence from me.   

 At this thought, I smashed a hole in the fucking wall.   

 The pain of slamming fist against concrete brought me out of my thoughts about the 

past, and I tried to calm myself.  Sookie was clearly not in imminent danger.  She was 

probably trying to plan an escape, and I had to trust that she could protect herself with her 
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light.  Since it was daytime, she obviously hadn’t been taken by vampires.  And—since I still 

felt her—she likely hadn’t been taken by fairies.  She was experiencing no physical pain—

just discomfort—so that was good.   

 I sighed and went into the bathroom for a towel.  The bleeds had started, but I knew 

that I wouldn’t be able to rest.   

 As I resumed my pacing, I tried to keep my thoughts positive.  If all went well later 

that night, Nora, Molly, Bill, and I would be escaping.  I had a safe house in Bossier City 

where we could stay for the short-term—at least until Nora was “better.”  I was already 

steeling myself to the probability that I might have to silver her in order to keep her from 

trying to escape and rejoin her fanatical friends.  But I was convinced that I could help her 

to see that Lilith’s blood had corrupted her judgment.  

 Regardless, I had to try. 

 For Godric. 

 As I continued pacing, I went over the plan in my mind.  Molly was covering 

surveillance.  She would be looping the video footage in the places we’d be moving through.  

I’d be collecting Nora.  Bill would be collecting Salome’s blood.  Molly had explained that 

Level One protocols required that the Guardian be alerted to any exits from the 

compound—unless the Guardian himself or herself was the one doing the leaving.  And we 

didn’t want Salome alerted; it would make our escape that much more difficult—though not 

impossible—if she marshaled the storm troopers to pursue us.   

Or worse—if she marshaled Russell.     
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Thus, Salome’s blood was essential to ensure the secrecy of our escape so that we’d 

have time to get clear of the area.  I just hoped that Bill would come through with that blood.   

Bill. 

I sighed as I thought of my . . . . 

What was Bill to me? 

Friend?  

Associate? 

King?  

I realized that I might not have included him in my escape plans—given his wishy-

washy ways—if we’d not needed Salome’s blood. 

And if it were not for Sookie. 

I sighed as I let my mind drift to the moment my bonded had told both Bill and me 

that she couldn’t be with either of us.  That moment and the Nan situation that had 

followed had linked Bill and me.  But there was more to it than that.  I knew that Sookie 

wouldn’t forgive me if I didn’t try to help Bill.   

I could stand a lot of things, but I couldn’t bear my bonded’s disappointment over my 

actions. 

Of course, how disappointed would she be if she learned of my actions during the 

previous two nights?  I’d killed several innocents when I’d been under the influence of 

Lilith’s blood, and I’d done nothing to stop the slaughter that had occurred in the Authority 

before dawn.  Newlin had procured more humans.  And, in the feeding frenzy that had 
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ensued, I’d had to eat in order to keep up appearances—though I’d not been the one to 

complete any kills.   

But would that make Sookie any less disappointed in me?  For that matter, was I any 

less disappointed in myself?  I wasn’t about to apologize for doing what I needed to do in 

order to survive and/or escape, but I was frustrated that I still wasn’t in the position to make 

my own choices.   

I stopped pacing and tensed as I felt Sookie’s fear ratchet up again.  I stayed perfectly 

still when—a few minutes later—that fear changed to a feeling I liked even less. 

Nothing.  

The bond basically went numb, indicating that Sookie had been drugged.  I closed 

my eyes tight and balled my fists.   

“Fuck!” I yelled, powerlessly.   

I tried to console myself with the fact that if she were being drugged, she was less 

likely to be killed.  But that was a sad consolation—indeed.   

“I will come for you tonight,” I said to myself, hoping that I’d be able to escape and do 

just that.  

 

Thirty minutes before my planned escape time, I went to find my sister. 

However, Salome was waiting for me outside of my room.  She was dressed in only a 

robe, and she smelled of sex and blood.  I said a silent prayer to any listening gods that she 

hadn’t come to me hoping to add my cum to her scent. 

“Mr. Northman,” she purred. 
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“Eric,” I returned warmly, leering down as her. 

She smiled.  “Tell me—what were you and Molly discussing yesterday in her little 

workroom?  And why would she feel the need to interrupt the surveillance there during your 

conversation?” 

“She is,” I paused, “paranoid.” 

“And why is that?” she asked. 

“She is young, and her world has been rearranged.” 

“She was very loyal to Roman, unfortunately,” Salome remarked. 

“Yes.  I have picked up on that from her,” I said, my tone measured.  “I think, 

however, that she is coming around.  After her less than enthusiastic reaction to our plans 

to blow up the TruBlood factories, I wanted to,” I paused, “test her.” 

“One could call your reaction underwhelming as well,” Salome said through 

narrowed eyes.   

“I was initially skeptical that such a plan could be pulled off,” I lied.  “And I will 

admit that I was,” I hesitated for a long moment, “jealous.” 

“Jealous?” Salome asked somewhat incredulously. 

“Yes.  I was envious that I’d not come up with the plan.  It is rather,” I paused again, 

“brilliant.  I cannot think of a better way to hurry along our agenda.” 

Salome chuckled.  “You have a rivalry with Bill?” 

“Something like that,” I confirmed. 

“Over a woman?” 



 
602 

“We have competed for humans before,” I answered.  “But mostly our competitive 

impulse with one another stems from my not liking the fact that a relative newborn was 

placed as king over me.  Being obedient to one so young was sometimes—difficult.”   

She laughed.  “Yet you two seemed to find a way to coexist.  And even to work 

together.” 

I shrugged.  “He grew on me, and I grew to respect him.  Despite his youth, he has 

proven himself to be an able ally.”   

“Yes,” Salome agreed.  “He is promising.” 

She tilted her head a little.   

“And what is your opinion of Molly?  Did she pass your little test?” 

I shrugged.  “I am still unsure about her.  She could be useful, for she knows how to 

navigate the technological world around us.  In fact, I told her to work to ensure that any 

video evidence of our,” I smirked, “excursions in New Orleans were covered up.  She 

indicated that she’d have no trouble ensuring that any footage of us in or around the 

karaoke bar—or on the street after we left it—would be destroyed.” 

Salome looked as if something were dawning on her.  “Why would you do that?” 

“Well,” I said humbly, “Lilith teaches us to feed without apology; however, until our 

plans are firmly in place, I thought it better to make sure that we were not targets of the 

human authorities.  What?  Did I think wrongly?” 

“No—your instincts were correct,” she said.  “And Molly agreed to do this?” 

“Yes—without hesitation.”   

“That is good,” Salome sighed, stroking my cheek.   
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I held still—stifling the urge to cringe. 

“Do you know where Nora is?” I asked, trying to deflect from the seductive look in 

Salome’s eyes.   

“She is likely in the temple.  Her practice is to pray to Lilith at the beginning of each 

night,” Salome responded.  

I nodded.  “Yes.  That is where I intended to look for her first.” 

The ancient vampiress looked at me closely.  “You two should reconnect.  Your initial 

reaction to learning that she was a Sangunista was,” she paused, “upsetting to your sister.” 

I lowered my eyes apologetically.  “You are right.  After our experience with Lilith, I 

owe her an apology.” 

Salome leaned upward as if she were intending to kiss me.  I schooled my features, 

but was very happy when she did not touch her lips to mine.  “You do not like giving 

apologies—I’d imagine,” she whispered. 

I smirked.  “No.  I have given few, but,” I paused, “Nora was right that Lilith is a living 

god.  And I am trying to be more of a,” again I paused, “team player.” 

Salome laughed loudly and lightly caressed my cheek before patting it almost 

patronizingly.  “Go find Nora.  She will welcome your presence.  I should get to Bill.”   

I nodded and moved down the hall, feeling Salome’s gaze on my ass as I did so.  I 

knew that she wanted me again.  I was just glad that I planned to be well away from the 

Authority by the time she acted on her desire.  I was also very glad that Bill was keeping her 

occupied until then.   

Hopefully, he would get her blood during the exercise.   
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Not surprisingly, I found Nora 

exactly where Salome said she would be—

in the inner temple.  My sister had her 

hand pressed lovingly against the rock 

upon which Lilith’s blood stood—as if 

that rock were her lover.  She was praying 

silently.   

I knew I would have to approach her very differently than I had the night before.  In 

other words, I’d have to act my ass off and pretend that I was actually considering becoming 

a devoted follower of Lilith.   

With a bad taste in my 

mouth, I spoke to Nora, who’d 

not yet noticed my presence.  

“Must be peaceful—to be so 

sure of something. No room 

for doubt or remorse,” I said 

almost wistfully.   

“Faith isn’t magic,” 

Nora returned, smiling at 

Lilith’s altar.  “Anyone can do it.” 

“Mm, but it requires surrendering,” I responded.  “I’ve never been a big fan of that.” 
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Nora chuckled, her eyes filling with hope that I was coming around to her way of 

thinking. 

“Still such a fucking Viking, even after all these years,” she grinned.  

 

I smiled back.  “Always.  But you—you’ve changed.  You’re not the power-hungry 

bitch I used to love.”  Nora had once been as ambitious as they came.  Of course, then again, 

she’d also been good at balancing that ambition with compassion for humanity.  Indeed, 

she had changed.   

“All I cared about was rising up the ranks of the Authority and making my mark, 

sitting in Roman’s chair someday,” Nora said in a tone of self-condemnation.  “I had no 

idea what true power was.”   

“How—how did you find God?” I asked curiously—almost longingly—though I 

already knew what she’d say.  Salome. 
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“Salome,” Nora responded, echoing my own thought.  “She snuck me in here during 

the day whilst Roman was in ground.  She let me taste the blood.  And it blew my fucking 

mind, Eric!” she said excitedly.   

Yeah—it had also made her a fucking junky.  

“My ambitions seemed trivial,” she continued, “and everything I had once cared 

about seemed insignificant in the face of such 

divinity.  And I felt this overwhelming sense of 

purpose and belonging.” 

Yeah—belonging to a fucking cult.   

“Well, I wish it were that simple for 

me,” I said sincerely.  

“It can be,” she returned insistently as 

she grasped my arms.  There was desperation mixed with the hope in her eyes.   

“No,” I denied. 



 
607 

“It can be,” she repeated.  “Believing in something other than yourself doesn’t make 

you weak, Eric.  Even the tallest tree knows its existence depends on the soil beneath its 

roots and the sun and the rain upon its branches.  That’s what Lilith is to us.” 

Yes—and that’s what Sookie was to me.  The belief that life could be better.     

I swallowed and closed my eyes.  I let 

Nora pull my forehead to hers as if I were 

giving in—letting go of the Viking.  She placed 

her hands at the back of my neck. 

“I don’t want to fight you,” I sighed.  “I 

want to believe.” 

I did want to believe.  I wanted to believe 

that my sister—the real Nora—would come back 

to me.  And to herself.  I wanted to believe that I could save Sookie from whatever situation 

she’d gotten herself into.  I wanted to believe badly.     

Nora nodded, joy filling her eyes. 

“Will you help me?” I asked Nora. 

“Yes.  Yeah,” she said, nodding and 

then kissing me.  I returned her kiss, 

mustering all of my acting skills in order to 

make it believable. 

“Let’s go someplace more private,” I said suggestively once our kiss had ended. 
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“Yes.  We need to reconnect,” she agreed.  “And—after that—we can have a human 

brought in for us to share.” 

“Sounds good,” I smiled before giving her another little 

kiss. 

I took her hand and walked hurriedly out of the temple. 

“Anxious?” she asked. 

“Mm.”     

“Us together again on the same side!” she said jubilantly.  

“That’s what Godric would have wanted.” 

“You’re right.” 

“Where are you 

taking me?” she asked coquettishly as I led her into 

the room where Molly was waiting for us. 

“Home,” I responded, gripping Nora tighter. 

Molly turned off the cameras as realization 

dawned upon my sister. 

“Eric, no!” Nora cried out.  

I had her against the wall in a moment, and 

Molly threw a syringe to me so that I could inject 

Nora with enough silver to subdue her.  In my native tongue, I tried to assure my sister that 

it was all for the best before she lost consciousness.   
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“We gotta move fast,” Molly said insistently.  “She won’t be out long.”   

“Where’s Bill?” I asked.   

“We can’t wait for him,” the techy 

said nervously.   

Just then, Bill zipped into the 

room.   

I smiled at him, genuinely happy 

that he’d come through.  “You had me 

worried there for a minute.  Ready to get 

the hell outta here?” 

Even as I went to use Nora’s blood to open the elevator, the conveyance door opened.  

Salome was inside the elevator, along with several storm troopers; they quickly aimed their 

guns at my heart.  In moments, others had sped into the room.   
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My fangs clicked down, though I knew that I was once again in a helpless situation.   

I growled at Salome as she waltzed out of the elevator.  Molly backed away from her.   

I looked at Bill.  “You fuckin’ traitor,” I seethed.   

“I’m doing this for you,” Bill insisted.  “You’ve been chosen by Lilith.  This is what God 

wants.”   
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I looked at Salome and then back at Bill.  One was just as obsessed and crazed as the 

other.  I sighed.  Powerless to do anything else, I put my fangs away as a storm trooper took 

Nora from my arms and others took me into custody.   

Bill and I shared a look as I was escorted from the room.  He looked slightly 

apologetic, but that was overruled by his self-righteous expression.  He’d chosen his side. 
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The cuckoo for Coco Puffs side.     

The only consolation I had in that moment was that Sookie had woken up and was 

feeling relief, which meant that she’d somehow gotten herself out of danger.  She was still 

feeling a little groggy, but at least it didn’t seem that she was in peril anymore. 

At least, not for the moment.   

I couldn’t help but wonder how long that would last.    
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Chapter 41: True Torture 

 

[Context Reminder: When Eric feels a spike of fear from Sookie later in this chapter, it is 

because Mike Spenser—who’s been turned—tried to drain her.] 

 

 The storm troopers led me straight to the room where Salome had tortured me 

several nights before.   

I felt downright nostalgic. 

And pissed off!     

 “Sit!” A storm trooper with a cropped hairdo and a bad dye-job yelled as she pushed 

me into the torture chair.  

 “You could have just asked nicely,” I smirked as she secured my arms and feet.  From 

before, I knew that the leather straps had silver interiors, so I wouldn’t be able to break 



 
614 

them.  Another storm trooper loaded up the liquid silver as a third pushed a needle into my 

arm.  I’d learned from Molly that the exterior of the needle was made of steel, while the 

interior was made of silver so that the object wouldn’t be pushed from my body.    

 I took a moment to think about the young techy.  I knew that Molly was either already 

dead or would soon be dead—since Bill and Salome clearly didn’t think that she was among 

the “chosen.” 

 I growled as I thought of Bill’s betrayal—and I worried about the other betrayals he 

might make in the future.      

 There was a truth to be faced.  Bill was as lost as Nora was—maybe even more so.  

Nora had given up her ambitions—both to have political power and to serve the cause of 

mainstreaming with that power.  On the other hand, Bill seemed to have found his own 

ambition to have power.  Or—perhaps—he’d always longed for power.  Certainly, he’d 

enjoyed lording his position as king over me.   

 I growled in anger.  I never should have let Bill in on my plans of escape.  But I also 

recognized the main reason why I’d done it. 

 Sookie.   

 My bonded loved him.  She would fight for him to return to “himself,” just as I was 

fighting to get my true sister back.   

 I closed my eyes for a moment and shook my head. 

Indeed, Lilith was a formidable God, and I wasn’t sure I had the strength to win 

against her.  But I had to keep tying—for Godric. 

For Nora. 
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For my bonded. 

And—yes—for myself. 

Even for Bill. 

And—maybe—for the fucking world as well.   

When Bill came in and checked my bonds and the needle in my arm as if he were a 

practiced torturer, I knew that the vampire before me was one who’d truly lost himself in his 

feverous belief in Lilith.  Gone was the Southern gentleman who had mourned his 

humanity.  Gone was the child who had tried to choose a better path than the one his 

sadistic maker had chosen for him.  Gone was the vampire who had loved a “human” 

enough to defy his queen and to kill a Chancellor of the Authority. 

Gone was the individual I had begun to like—despite myself.   

In front of me was a torturer who could truly damage me, for he knew about my time 

with Sookie.  He knew how much I’d cared about her when I’d had amnesia.  Thankfully, he 

didn’t know how much I still did. 

In that moment, I was glad—very glad—that Bill had always thought me a cold, 

heartless bastard.  I knew I could play on that assessment.   

He motioned for the storm troopers to leave the room and then aimed a small 

remote control toward the camera in the corner.  I saw the red light turn off. 

“A perk of being granted Level One access,” Bill said as he turned to face me. 

“I suppose ready access to Salome’s cunt is another perk,” I smirked. 
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Bill turned around and moved slowly to the corner of the room where he got a chair.  

Just as slowly, he walked back and placed the chair in front of me.  “Let’s not be vulgar, Eric,” 

he said after he’d sat down. 

“Fine,” I responded.  “Let’s be direct.  Why am I not dead?” 

“Because I believe Lilith has a plan for you.  And because you have spared my life 

before—in the past,” he returned. 

“Oh right—the first time was in San Francisco; you were a sociopathic human 

drainer then too,” I smirked.   

“I am sure that you have killed more humans than I have,” Bill returned smugly. 

 I didn’t bother to correct him.  As long as I’d lived and as many as I had killed, I was 

certain that Bill’s tally of innocents was well above my own; after all, Lorena had been his 

mommy.   

 “Well Lilith does direct us to slake our thirst with human blood,” I said instead. 

 “Indeed.” 
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 “Praise Lilith,” I intoned. 

 “You and I both know that you have not given yourself to her—yet.” 

 “And I don’t intend to either, so you might as well just kill me.”  

 “You cannot deny that Lilith is real,” he said reasonably.  “After all, you—like the rest 

of us—saw her.” 

 “I saw a hallucination,” I corrected.  “Bad V trip,” I added. 

 “Vampires are not affected by V.”   

 

 “Then how can you explain why we stumbled down Bourbon Street like drunks?” I 

challenged. 
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 “You are mistaking drunkenness for the euphoria of our encounter with Lilith,” Bill 

responded calmly.  “We were led by her.” 

 “To a karaoke bar,” I said sarcastically.  “What a divine destination!” 

 “She led us to a bounty of human blood,” Bill said in a corrective tone—as if he were 

a teacher dealing with a naughty child.  Origins 6:7, ‘Led to Adam and Eve, the child of God 

drank her fill of their blood, and—upon their children—she did gorge.’” 

 “Next you’ll be like Nigel, insisting that we should drink from only kids,” I scoffed. 

 “No—but we shouldn’t avoid it either,” he returned coldly.  “The children of Adam 

and Eve were meant to feed the children of Lilith.” 

 “What of the fact that all of Lilith’s children were humans first?” 

 “‘Only the most worthy did she make vampire,’” he quoted. 

 I scoffed.  “Then how do you explain your own maker?” 

 He glared at me.  “I am beginning to appreciate Lorena.  If she had studied The Book 

of Lilith, she would have been able to modify some of her behavior for the greater good; 

however, her appetites were not wrong.” 

 “Says the vampire who vehemently supported mainstreaming—only a few nights 

ago.” 

 “It was the concept of mainstreaming that was misguided,” he responded.  “And I 

was not nearly the mainstreamer you thought I was,” he added, leaning forward a little.  “Do 

you know how long I actually succeeded in feeding on only TruBlood?” 

 “Feeding isn’t the only aspect of mainstreaming,” I reminded. 
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 Bill sneered.  “No—mainstreaming is all about hiding what we truly are.  Denying 

ourselves!  Hiding the vampire!  Coexisting!” he spat out. 

 “No.  It might involve hiding the most violent aspects of who we are, but vampires 

have always coexisted with humans—out of practicality,” I argued.  “Now—we are just free to 

do so in the open.”   

 “We both know that your dealings with humans have involved more than 

practicality,” Bill said incisively.   

 I scoffed in denial. 

 Bill looked at the liquid silver.  “Perhaps, a dosage of that would encourage you to 

admit the truth.”  He chuckled.  “But I don’t think so.  I think there are better things to 

threaten you with.” 

 “Godric always said that the best torturer was the one who already knew how to hurt 

you the most,” I returned. 

 “You believe that I know?” Bill asked. 

 “Yes,” I responded. 

 “And how is that?” 

 “You’ve said it more than once, Bill,” I smirked.  “I care for myself above all other 

things.” 

 “If that were true, then you would accept Lilith, for if you do not, you will be ended.” 

 “Ah—a paradox,” I grinned.  “If I were to give myself to Lilith, then I’d lose what I 

care about the most—myself.  And if I don’t, Salome will send me to my true death.  In truth, 

it is tempting to give in, but I’d hate to become what you have Bill.” 
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 “And what’s that?” 

 “A minion to a piss-poor god, who has to control others through manipulation.  I’d 

rather drink silver-laced blood than have that cunt’s blood again.”     

 We sat silently for a 

few moments as Bill glared at 

me. 

 For my own part, I was 

offering Bill the answer—

though a false one—to the 

question: What would hurt me 

the most?   

 I wasn’t lying when I said that I didn’t want to drink Lilith’s blood again.  However, 

there were other things that would hurt me more.   

 “Did you have confederates other than Molly?” Bill finally asked.   

 “I thought I did,” I returned.  “I thought you were with me.  I thought I knew what you 

cared about most,” I added significantly. 

 “You care for more than I ever have,” he said.   

 “Not likely,” I returned evenly. 

 “Godric, Pam, Nora.”  He turned away from me.  “I watched the footage of you and 

Nora in the Temple of Lilith.  You see the vampires of your blood as family,” he commented. 

 “When it suits my purposes.  I wanted to deprogram Nora’s Lilith fetish by 

reminding her of beliefs that she once held.” 



 
621 

 “The Book of Lilith says that all vampires must be of one family—with Lilith as the 

head.” 

 “So—has the Book of the Vampyr been officially renamed?” I asked with a smirk. 

 “The Book of Lilith is its correct name,” Bill instructed.  According to Nora, the title 

was purposely mistranslated by Roman.  ‘Vampyr’ is the same word as ‘progenitor,’ so the 

title should, rightly, name the first of our kind: Lilith.”  

 “Funny how things can be mistranslated,” I grinned.  “I wonder how many other 

mistakes have been made.” 

“The Word is sacred,” Bill insisted, ignoring the hypocrisy of admitting to one “error” 

without owning to the possibility of others.   

“Of course,” I said sarcastically.   

Bill shook his head.  “You should let go of your arrogance, Eric.  ‘Nonbelievers must 

be purged lest all be tainted,’” he quoted. 

 “Purge away.” 

 “You should be ended,” he said evenly. 

 “For which of my many sins?” I smirked.  “Last I checked, arrogance seemed to be 

valued by Lilith.”   

“You have carried a grudge against a vampire for a thousand years,” Bill charged.  

“All for the sake of humans that you should have forgotten as soon as you were turned.” 

 “Did you forget about your human family when you were turned?” I challenged. 
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 “No—but I should have,” he averred.  “As I told you before, Salome reminded me 

that—had I truly loved my family members—I would have turned them.  I had a chance with 

my daughter.  Yet I did not.  I was wrong.” 

 “You were still travelling with Lorena then?” I questioned.  “I bet she’d not given you 

permission to turn a child.  She was too anxious to have you all to herself.” 

 I saw him cringe a little, so I used that.  “Of course, as you said, according to The Book 

of,” I paused, “Lilith, Lorena was a model citizen—right?” 

 “My maker was not encumbered by the trappings of humanity,” he returned bitterly, 

“or its guilt—as your maker became.  Godric turned from everything Lilith is!” 

 I controlled my anger.  “I wish my maker had chosen to live on,” I responded 

quietly—honestly, “but—even on his worst day—Godric was a better being than Lilith.” 

 Anger flashed in Bill’s eyes, but he quickly stifled it.   

 “Why did you interfere with Lorena and me in San Francisco?  Did you favor a 

human over vampires even then?” he asked, his voice once more becoming that of an 

interrogator. 

 I responded truthfully, “It was my job for the king to make sure that vampires didn’t 

leave evidence of our existence behind.  You and Lorena were messy.” 

 “And Pam?” 

   “Pamela was a perk; she still is,” I commented.  “I did change her—after all.  Just like 

Lilith says we should change the worthy.” 

 “And you thought a Madame was worthy?” Bill asked sarcastically, obviously trying to 

provoke a negative reaction from me.   
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 “Why not?” I chuckled.  “Prostitution is the oldest profession.” 

 “You care for Pam.  Perhaps, I should bring her here—so you will be more willing to 

cooperate.” 

 I had to hand it to Bill.  He did know my trigger points, but I’d be damned before I let 

him know how accurate his aim was.   

 “Pam’s pain would no longer affect me,” I stated evenly.  “I have released her.” 

 “Still—you wouldn’t want her harmed.” 

 “No—just as you wouldn’t prefer for Jessica to be harmed,” I returned.  “However, you 

and I both know that—if it came down to it—you would sacrifice your progeny.” 

 “I’m not so certain that you would do the same,” Bill responded. 

 “We could always find out,” I smirked.  “Unlike you, however, I taught my child to 

fend for herself.  And, between you and me,” I said, leaning forward as much as I could, 

given my restraints, “Pam is into BDSM.  Who am I to deny her the pleasure of a bit of 

torture?” 

 Bill scoffed.  “What of your sister?  I know you love her.  You said so yourself.” 

 “Did you see that footage too?” I asked with a smirk.   

 Bill ignored my question.  “We could hurt her in order to make you comply—in order 

to make you accept Lilith.  She has already volunteered to allow that,” he said sinisterly.  

“She still believes in you—wants to save you.  As do I.  She believes it is Lilith’s will.  As do I.”   

 “Because I was chosen by Lilith?” I intoned. 

 “Yes.” 

 “No, that’s not it,” I responded.  “I think there’s another reason.” 
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 “And what’s that?” he asked. 

 It was time for me to take a calculated risk.  Bill had mentioned everyone about 

whom I truly cared—except for Sookie, though I was betting that it was only a matter of time 

before he did so.  If I was wrong, then my mention of her could backfire, but—in order to 

control my reactions—I needed to control our discussion of my bonded.   

 “Sookie,” I said, responding to his question. 

 “Sookie?” 

  “Indeed,” I smirked.  “You don’t want to be the only monster—do you?  When you see 

Sookie again—when you go to kill her—you want to be able to tell her that you had no 

choice, and you plan to use my own ‘conversion’ to substantiate that.  Poor martyr Bill; you 

couldn’t help yourself—could you?”  I chuckled.  “At least that’s what you’ll say before you 

drain her dry.”   

 Something akin to shame flashed momentarily in his eyes.  “I no longer care about 

Sookie.”  

 “I don’t believe you,” I responded with a smirk.  

Bill glared at me.  “You care for her—don’t you?” he accused almost desperately.  

“Perhaps if she were brought here, you would cooperate.” 

 I was ready for that threat.  I laughed.  “She is a decent fuck—inexperienced, but 

willing to learn—and her blood’s delicious.  There’s no denying that.  And her telepathy is 

quite the asset.” 

 “You were willing to die for her,” Bill reminded.   
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 I was silent for a moment as I pretended to contemplate my response.  “Hmm.  We 

both were, but that would have been folly.  The witch’s spell had left me empty—ignorant of 

my true nature.  And I had always lusted for Sookie.”  I shrugged.  “But I got over it—and 

her—as soon as she rejected us.  Both of us.  Or don’t you remember?”     

 Instead of answering my question, he evoked scripture again.  It was getting 

annoying.   

“Pheiccles 3:27 declares that humans have been put on this earth for the purpose of 

serving vampires—that it is their destiny to do this.  If Sookie’s being brought here served to 

speed along your conversion, then she would fulfill that destiny.”   

 “Bring her,” I said evenly, using every ounce of my guile to make it seem as if I didn’t 

care. 

 He seemed to consider for a moment.    

 I took that opportunity to strike.  “Did you feel her spike of fear earlier?” 

 “No,” he answered immediately, “and I wouldn’t care either.”  I could tell he was 

lying—on both counts. 

 I chuckled, having seen that he did care as a flash of anxiety had momentarily 

clouded his eyes.  “Sookie was petrified—as if she feared for her life.  But what’s new?” I 

asked nonchalantly.   

 “You still feel her—because you still care for her,” he accused.   

 “I still feel her because I am a thousand years old and began a bond with her when I 

had the intellect of a newt,” I smirked.   

 “Shall we test that?  By bringing her here?” 
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“You should do it,” I said cockily.  “In fact, I bet your bible would disapprove of your 

pussy-footing around about it.  After all, what if I did care about her?”  I taunted.  “Of 

course, it would be a shame to interrupt her again; I bet she’s making puppies with the Were 

even now!” I chuckled. 

Bill growled.   

I laughed even louder.  “It’s you who still cares about her—loves her.  Lilith would be 

so jealous,” I added sarcastically.   

“You’re right,” Bill confessed, his 

shame clear.  “I should bring her here—and 

kill her—in order to purge her from my 

being.  But that would be too easy.  No. I 

must become indifferent toward Sookie on 

my own,” he said self-righteously.  “Only 

then will I truly be worthy.” 

A voice came over the speakers.  “Chancellor Compton to the meeting room.” 

 Bill rose.  “I hate to cut this short, but Molly must be dealt with.” 

 “You’re going to kill her?” I asked. 

 “She is not worth the effort of a conversion,” he responded coldly. 

 “Nor am I,” I stated. 

 He chuckled.  “Yet I will see you converted, Eric.”  His expression sobered.  “Salome 

believes that you are unworthy to take the blood of Lilith again.” 

 “Good—I don’t fucking want it,” I spat out. 
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 “But it is what you need, so I will convince Salome to trust my judgment in this,” he 

said with certainty.  “Lilith will help you to see that the existence you cling to is folly.” 

 He opened the door and motioned for a storm trooper to come in. 

 “See to it that Mr. Northman has a dose of silver every fifteen minutes until I call for 

him,” Bill ordered. 

 “Oh—and I thought we were forgoing traditional modes of torture,” I commented 

sarcastically.   

 “Best to loosen you up,” Bill responded with a little smirk.  “I shall see you in the 

Temple soon.” 

 I practically sighed with relief as he exited.  He wouldn’t be going after Sookie—at 

least not yet.   
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Chapter 42: Sacrifice  

 

 The storm troopers had proven effective at following Bill’s orders.  And—as 

expected—the silver injections had smarted like a son of a bitch!   

However, the physical torment didn’t hold a candle to the threat that still loomed in 

my mind.   

 What if Bill decided that it was “Lilith’s will” that the others be told about Sookie’s 

telepathy?  What if he decided it would be useful to have her around as an asset.  It was a 

minor miracle that Russell hadn’t brought her up as of yet; however, for now, he was focused 

on his new infatuation with Newlin.   

 Ironically, I was also hoping that Bill and Russell would be close enough adherents 

to the Book of the Vampyr—or whatever it was being called these days—to follow it to the 

letter regarding Sookie.  She was not just human, after all.  And the book made clear that 
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fairies were “abominations,” creatures never to be trusted.  The book implied that to feed 

from them would lead only to doom.   

 I chuckled to myself.  Maybe feeding from Sookie had or would lead to my doom. 

 “But what a way to go?” I muttered. 

 “What was that?” Nora asked as she entered the torture chamber. 

 “Fucking you,” I answered weakly, though without missing a beat.  “It’s how I’d like to 

greet the true death.  Would you care to accommodate?” I winked, despite the fact that I 

must have looked like shit thanks to my intake of silver.  

 Nora sighed.  “As long as you remain firm in your betrayal of Lilith, I will not corrupt 

my flesh with yours.” 

 “Pity,” I said.  

 “Bring him to the Temple,” Nora said impatiently to the storm trooper that had been 

silvering me.   

 

 

 “Thanks for your help,” I muttered as the storm troopers pushed me onto my knees 

in the so-called Temple.    
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Not surprisingly, Bill was already there, and he’d obviously gotten Salome’s 

permission to use some of Lilith’s blood on me.  

“Your sister and I 

can only keep you alive for 

so long,” Bill shared.  

“Others wanted you 

executed already.  The true 

death will come very soon 

if you do not accept Lilith, 

as it will for all 

nonbelievers.” 

I shook my head a little.  Hadn’t we already covered this?  Maybe the repetition was 

for the benefit of the cameras, so I 

played along. 

“So let it come.  What does it 

matter to you?” I asked again. 

“You saved my life,” Bill 

pronounced for his audience.  “And in 

return we will save your soul,” he 

added sanctimoniously, looking at 

Nora, who nodded and then 

approached me.  Apparently, she was going to “help.”    
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Bill pulled out the little claw that Roman had used for the blood ceremony with the 

Chancellors.  I knew it had Lilith’s blood in it. 

 

“No.  I refuse,” I tried, knowing that wouldn’t work, but wanting to make a show of 

resisting nonetheless.  Plus, I didn’t want to make things too easy for Bill and Nora; after all, 

I was still pissed off at them.    

“Shh.  I’ll do it with you,” Nora said, as if that act would be an unselfish one on her 

part.   

She touched my forehead, meaning to sooth me.  However, in her eyes, I saw her 

desire for the blood more than any care for me.  She was an addict, and—like any addict—

she was always looking for an excuse to use her drug of choice.   

Fucking junky!  

“No,” I repeated. 

“Yes,” Nora replied. 
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“No,” I said yet again, even as I struggled.  The silver, however, had depleted my 

strength.    “Argh!”   

Nora pulled open my mouth while Bill forced a drop of Lilith’s blood into it.  My 

mouth was then shut so that I couldn’t spit the foul liquid out. 

“We will meet her together,” Nora assured. 

As I uselessly tried to choke the blood out of my throat with my mouth closed, Bill 

gave a very willing Nora a few drops.   

“Take it in.  She is in you,” Nora 

instructed me.  

As I felt the blood taking hold of 

my body, I stopped struggling.  Nora 

knelt next to me even as I sank down 

more fully onto my knees.  I turned my 

head from her as I heard Bill leave the room.   
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I focused on retaining the control of my mind, refusing to give into the blood as I 

had before.   

I opened my eyes, and through my vision blurry, I saw a light. 

“She’s here,” Nora said reverently.  “Give yourself to her.” 

“Fuck that,” I thought, still trying to hold on.  I’d given myself to only two beings, my 

maker and my bonded.  I clung to the thought of them both.  Even more, I wished for them 

both in that moment.   

I felt my bond with Sookie flare a bit, but it was my maker who appeared.   

“Godric?” I asked. 

 

Nora gasped next to me as she saw what I did.   

“No,” she denied.  She was getting good at denying our maker, and I hated her for 

that—though I felt ashamed of that hate.  Godric had asked me to save her, and I’d failed 

him.   
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“I tried.  I tried to save her,” I said, pleading for his forgiveness with my eyes.   

“My children,” Godric said, looking at us both with love—offering us both 

forgiveness.   

“Father. How have you come?” 

Nora questioned.   

“My blood is in you.  I’m with you 

always,” Godric responded.  

“No, you left me centuries ago.  

The blood of Lilith is within me now,” 

Nora argued. 

Even as I worked hard to keep my 

focus on Godric, I wanted to contradict 

Nora’s revisionist history about Godric—likely supplied by Salome.  He’d not been the one 

to leave her.  Nora had decided on her own life-path, and our maker had always supported 

her.  It had been Nora who had undergone the initiation required by all Chancellors—the 

one that basically severed her connection with Godric and his ability to command her.  She’d 

made that choice! 

I went to speak, but a look from Godric stopped me. 

He spoke to Nora.  “Lilith is a godless god.  She will lead you and all around you to 

destruction.  If you kill and kill, there will be nothing left—not even you.”1 

                                                             
1 Note: Godric’s last sentence here wasn’t in the scene the first time it was shown.  It was, however, in Nora’s 
flashback of that scene, so I have included it here.   
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“How can you say that?” Nora challenged.  “After all the years that you and I and Eric 

hunted and killed together?  How can you tell me it’s wrong?” 

 

Again, I wanted to speak—to contradict her.  Yes—Godric, she, and I had hunted 

together.  And we had killed Weres who had committed crimes against vampires.  We had 

also killed those who threatened the secrecy of our kind.  Godric had been an enforcer for 

the King of Portugal at that time—for fuck’s sake!  

However, never had we purposely killed innocents.   

Again, Godric stopped me from speaking, 

choosing a different tactic to appeal to his second 

child.   

“Because I have done what you’ve failed to 

do.”  He looked at me significantly.  “I’ve evolved.” 

I sighed, and—in that moment—I knew why 

Godric hadn’t let me meet the sun with him.  He’d talked about how vampires were “wrong” 

somehow.  Thus, the logical thing would have been to let me end myself next to him—to 
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“right” another “wrong,” so to speak.  But my maker hadn’t wanted my true death.  He’d 

wanted my evolution.  And he’d asked Sookie to care for me because he had somehow 

known that she would be the key to that evolution.  He’d been able to recognize, in my 

feelings, something that I had been denying. 

That I loved her—even then.   

It had been I who’d been “lost” then.  And I’d lost my way even more after Godric had 

met the sun.  But he’d also made sure I could be “found” again.   

Seeing my love for him had helped Sookie to see “more” in me.  It had helped her to 

know me.    

And now it was Nora who was lost, Nora who needed the saving.  I put voice to my 

thought and allowed my emotions to show—my gratefulness, my weakness, and my prayer.  

“Please save her, Father.  She is lost.” 
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Godric looked at me with pride in his eyes, and that pride warmed me—protected me 

from Lilith’s blood.     

“No.  I am sworn to Lilith,” Nora said feverishly from next to me, denying that she 

needed our maker’s help.   

A red mist grew behind Godric.  I knew it was Lilith.  She approached Godric from 

behind, her intentions obviously malevolent.  It was clear that she didn’t like other 

apparitions commandeering control of the “trip” that Nora and I were on.    

“Please.  Please, spare him, Lilith!” Nora begged as she, too, realized what Lilith’s 

intentions were.   

“Fight her!  You must fight 

her!” I screamed by instinct, even 

though I knew he wouldn’t.   

Couldn’t. 

It was Godric’s aim to help 

Nora.  And fighting against Lilith 

wouldn’t be enough to shake my 

sister from her devotion.  

On the contrary, he intended to sacrifice himself for her.  What that would mean to 

him in whatever afterlife he dwelled within was beyond me.  

  “It’s not I who must fight her,” Godric voiced, confirming what I already knew.   

I had to fight Lilith.  And Nora had to find a reason to fight against her too. 

That reason would be Godric’s destruction. 



 
638 

In that moment I doubted I would ever have a vision of my maker again.  He’d come 

to me multiple times, each one designed to make me “better” than I was.  Hell—even when 

he’d encouraged me to bite Sookie, it had been in a vision that had shaken me to the very 

core and had taught me that nothing could hurt me more than hurting her.  After that vision 

had ended, I’d gone to her.  She’d told me what she knew of my maker, and she’d trusted me 

enough to allow me to rest next to her.   

Sookie had comforted me, and she had helped me to find “myself”—the man I’d 

buried.  Yes—because of Godric and because of my bonded, I’d no longer been lost, despite 

the fact that I’d had no memories.   

 

I was in agony at the thought of losing Godric again, even in his ghostly form; 

however, I forced my eyes to stay open. 

To say goodbye. 

To respect my maker’s choices—even from a different plain of existence.   
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To become—because of Godric’s sacrifice—a better man once more.   

Lilith dragged her fingernails across Godric’s throat, slitting his skin above his 

beautiful tribal tattoo.   

 

I heard myself yelling “No!”   

Nora and I both screamed as Lilith ended Godric by ripping his head off.  As in the 

karaoke bar, she became—once 

more—covered with blood.   

I wept, unashamed to be 

showing my grief—grief that had 

been in me since I’d walked from 

that rooftop in Dallas.  Grief I’d been trying to repress.  Grief that had compelled me to push 

the world away—until my life had been forgotten.   
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Through my tears, however, the world became clear.   

Even as an obviously confused Nora whimpered beside me, I knew that she was 

beginning to question her “god.”  I also knew what my own course of action needed to be. 

I needed to wait—wait for Nora to find herself.   

Godric had already started the clock for that outcome.     

Roman had said that I had the makings of a star performer, and I’d played many 

roles since I’d walked into the Authority.   

A convert wouldn’t be a stretch for me—though a patient one would be a challenge.    

Lilith screeched and hissed, looking at first Nora and then me.   

I didn’t look away. 

The bitch could still blow me! 
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Chapter 43: Award-Worthy Performance 

 

 After Nora and I watched Godric die, we were helped to our feet by some storm 

troopers.  Bill came into the room with some blood for us.  Nora was clearly still shell-

shocked, but Bill’s eyes were focused on me—judging me. 

 It was show time.   

 Act I: Convince Bill and Nora that I’d been converted.   

 I knew I needed to be careful.  If I seemed too eager or too feverishly “holy,” the jig 

would be up before it got properly started.   

 I took the proffered blood and drank it quickly—as if I were a human who’d been 

languishing in a desert.  Bill led Nora and me to the seating area.  My sister and I sat next to 

each other.  Bill sat across from us—still scrutinizing me. 

 “Are you alright?” he asked me. 
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 “I didn’t understand,” I said shakily—honestly.  I truly hadn’t understood just how 

fucked up Lilith was before I’d seen her tear through my maker. 

 “You saw Godric?” Bill asked.  He’d obviously been watching us as we’d been on our 

“trip.”  Thankfully, we’d taken less of Lilith’s blood than before, so we were already coming 

down from our high.  Moreover, watching one’s maker die was enough to sober almost 

anyone.   

 “Lilith—she killed him,” Nora said haltingly.   

 Bill kept focused on me.  “You have seen visions of Godric before now?” 

 “Yes,” I confirmed.  There was no reason to lie.  Bill had seen me speaking to Godric 

when we’d buried Russell in the cement.  “Godric first came to me when I was burning in the 

sun outside of Fangtasia.  He told me that I needed to forgive Russell.  He told me the same 

thing when we buried Russell in the cement.” 

 I shook my head.  “But it is not Godric’s place to grant forgiveness.” 

 “No.  It is Lilith’s,” Nora stammered. 

 I looked at my sister.  “You were right yesterday night—when you told me that Lilith 

would be the first to kill Godric for his blasphemy.”   

 She looked up at me with surprise.  “Really?” 

 “How can it be denied?” I asked.  “We both saw.  Godric lost his way—just as you said 

he had.”  I moved to get down on my knees before her.  “I am sorry, Sister.  I should have 

listened to you—and trusted that you would not have turned your back on our maker if 

Godric were still worthy.”  I paused and let another red tear slip from my eye.  “But his 

behavior in the end was indefensible.”   
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 “Yes,” Nora whispered, though I could tell that she was beginning to doubt her own 

words from the night before. 

 “On the roof, before Godric died, he said that we—vampires—were unnatural.  He 

said that we should not exist in this world, which was why he wanted to leave it.”  I took 

Nora’s face in my hands, knowing that Bill was still watching the show.  “You were right.  He 

chose to leave us because of his false beliefs.  I wouldn’t let myself believe that he was wrong.  

I didn’t want to believe.  But Lilith has made me see.” 

 “Praise Lilith,” Nora said, though not as reverently as she had in the past.  

 “You are not bitter at Lilith—for ending your maker once more?” Bill asked from 

behind me. 

 I turned and sat next to Nora again.  “Godric ended himself.  The visions I saw were 

taking me down the wrong path—though I am glad that they led me to spare Russell.” 

 “But Russell killed your family,” Bill said suspiciously. 

 “You said it yourself—not two hours ago.  I have clung to my human memories for a 

thousand years,” I said with self-recrimination.  “And Godric allowed that—even helping 

me.”  I shook my head.  “I should have moved on from my human past.  I should have let go 

of my vow to my human father as soon as I became a vampire.  And I certainly shouldn’t 

have tried to end one of the strongest of our kind to avenge humans who turned to dust 

centuries ago.”   

 “You believe that?” Bill asked skeptically. 

 “I believe in the practical,” I responded evenly.  “And I believe in the powerful.  

Through defeating him, Lilith has shown me that my maker was wrong, and—though it was 
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difficult to see her ending Godric’s spirit,” I added, looking at Nora, “it drove the point 

home.” 

 “What point?” Bill asked. 

 “That you were right.  Lilith has chosen me to be here—chosen me to be a caretaker of 

her cause.”   

 “What of your opinion that too much religion is a bad thing?” he asked. 

 “I had not been shown the right religion.  I had not been shown a worthy God,” I said.  

“Lilith is powerful and real.” 

 “Just yesterday, you indicated that she’d been brought on by a drug-induced haze,” 

Bill reminded. 

 “I did.  Yet I was so willing to believe that Godric was real.  I was a hypocrite.”  I 

paused, shaking my head.  “And I was afraid of losing control,” I added, as if admitting that 

truth cost me something great.  “But Salome was right.  Lilith wants to share her power—

with us all.  You were right, too, Bill.  As were you,” I said, looking at Nora.  I smiled at her.  

“It’s time to put the Viking aside—to join the new century.”  

 My sister smiled at me, accepting my words.  Still—I could tell that a level of 

uncertainty had entered her mind.  Thanks to Godric’s sacrifice, I knew it wouldn’t be long 

before her thoughts became even more divided.  I just had to bide my time.   

 “Brother, you’ve made me so happy,” Nora said somewhat flatly.  I leaned over and 

kissed her.  I think it was that kiss more than anything else that convinced Bill to believe 

that I was truly a convert.   

 I’d been picturing Sookie as I’d given it. 
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 “I am glad you saw the light,” Bill said, standing up.  “It is near dawn.  Eric, why don’t 

you go feed,” he added paternalistically, as if he were suddenly in charge of me.  “And, Nora, 

Salome would like to see you.  There is to be a meeting soon after dark tomorrow, and 

Newlin is to give his interview.” 

 I nodded compliantly and rose, happy that Act I was over.   

And the best actor award goes to?  

 Eric fucking Northman. 

 Thank you very much. 

 

 I’d taken a shower before I’d fallen into my day-rest, but I found myself craving 

another when I woke up.  The sterile stench of the Authority was enough to drive someone 

mad.  Plus, I needed to center myself—focus.   

Thankfully, Sookie didn’t seem to be in mortal danger—for once—though she was 

agitated by something.  Because she’d not awoken me with intense fear, I’d even managed to 

get a full day’s rest, which I desperately needed for the performance I was about to give.     

Act II: Make amends with Russell fucking Edgington.   

  As I scrubbed myself, I knew that I would soon feel dirty again—after I did what I 

knew I must.   

 However, dirty was better than dead.   

 The night before, I’d been able to tell that Bill didn’t fully trust me yet, so I wasn’t 

surprised when he was the one who “picked me up” once I’d dressed. 

 “How are you, Eric?” he asked. 
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 “Shaken,” I responded.  “But resolved.” 

 He looked up at me as we walked down the hallway toward the meeting room.  

 “It will take me a while to get used to all of this,” I added, as if confessing a deep 

secret.  “But—then again—you know how I am.” 

 He chuckled.  “Yes.” 

 “What I must do now will be the most difficult thing,” I confided. 

 “And what is that?” he asked. 

 “I must make peace with Russell—if I can,” I returned evenly.  “Part of me still clings 

to my human feelings for my human parents,” I disclosed.  “I see no other way to break from 

them.” 

 “Part of me still clings to my human feelings as well,” Bill admitted genuinely.  Given 

his own acting skills, however, I doubted that his sincerity was real.  I certainly wasn’t going 

to chance it.    

 “Maybe some of them are not bad,” I said contemplatively.  “In fact, some human 

feelings might even be,” I paused, “favorable.” 

 “Like what?” Bill asked, gauging me, studying me 

  “Devotion to our people.  Self-preservation instincts.  I think that Lilith would 

approve of those things.” 

 Bill nodded in agreement as Nora and Salome joined us in front of the meeting 

room entrance.  Nora looked much more composed than she had the night before; 

however—because I had known her for so long—I could tell that something was troubling 

her.  Or, perhaps, she had started acting too?  



 
647 

 “Brother,” she greeted, giving me a kiss on the cheek.   

 “Sister,” I said, smiling down at her.  “You look well.  You fed?” 

 She nodded.   

 Salome looked at me with suspicion, but I could tell that she was buying my act.  

Likely, Bill had told her that it could be bought.  Even more likely, he’d celebrated his own 

role in my conversion.  He did so like to play the hero in a story.   

 Or the martyr.   

 In that moment, I would have almost preferred the latter role for him; however, I 

didn’t want to give up on Bill just yet—though I’d likely never really trust him again. 

 As we all entered the meeting room, I took a moment to look at the television screen.  

Newlin was on it.  I stifled my distaste, hoping that I’d soon get to kill him.  Vampire or 

human—it didn’t matter.  Newlin was a fucking waste of space! 

Salome asked how that waste was doing. 

“Splendid,” Russell enthused.  “Finch is coming off nuttier than a fruitcake.” 
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Russell was one to talk.  He was the nuttiest fruitcake I’d ever come across—except 

for maybe Salome.   

Gods!  I was tired of nuts!   

Salome laughed at Russell’s un-funny comment. 

See?  Both fucking nuts! 

Kibwe looked at me, his eyes unreadable.  “And what about our prisoner?” 

“He’s our prisoner no longer,” Nora said, looking at me as if proud of my 

transformation from defiance to compliance.  

 

“I am pleased to report that our efforts with Mr. Northman have finally borne fruit.  

Eric?” Bill prompted, obviously expecting me to speak. 

And I was ready for my monologue. 

Marlon fucking Brando had nothing on me! 
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“I humbly beg your 

forgiveness,” I said, addressing the 

others.  “I refused to recognize 

what was clear—to all of us.  Lilith 

came to me,” I continued, 

affecting a beatific smile.  “And 

she destroyed my maker, whom I 

was worshipping as a false god.  

We are the children of Lilith.  And 

it is her whom we must obey.”   

I walked over to Russell and dropped to my knees before him before resuming my 

speech.  “And to you—I give thanks for your mercy.  And I forgive you for your sins against 

my family,” I smiled at him as if I meant it.  “We are made again.  We are brothers now in 

the eyes of Lilith.  And as we are one in her blood,” I said more loudly, “we must lay down 

our swords against one another.”   
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I kissed the ancient vampire’s hand in supplication.  As it turned out, a vampire 

could feel nauseated.  But I hid that nausea well.   

Clearly, Russell doubted my contrition.  He was right to.  But—after a few moments—

he went along.  “If Lilith wills it, so be it.  Even though you’re getting’ the better end of the 

deal,” he said.   

 

Oh—I knew that.   

I was getting to live long enough to wait for Nora to come around.   

Was I a good actor?  Hell yes I was.   

 

Bill had brought a clearly upset Jessica to the Authority compound at some point.  I 

felt sorry for her.  He’d obviously either ordered her to read the Book of Lilith or suggested it 

rather firmly.  Either way, it seemed as if she would have rather drunk rotten blood than to 
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have to read the volume in her hands.  Clearly no actress, she was pacing behind me, her 

displeasure clear. 

Several of the New Authority’s Chancellors were sitting at the conference table.  I’d 

been named a Chancellor after my conversion; Bill had been named one the night before.  

However, I’d yet to earn my Level One clearance.  I knew that would take a while, but I was 

patient. 

And I was ready for Act III: Perform the role of compliant lackey.   

“I’ve ordered translations of the Book of Lilith in seventy languages.  Every new 

vampire should be required to learn it,” Nora 

said fervently, maybe a little too fervently.    

Interesting. 

“Well, the old vampires should as 

well,” I chimed in.  “We want everyone to 

accept Lilith, don’t we?” 

Nora’s expression was ambivalent—at 

best. 

Very interesting.   

“Are we seriously sitting here discussing 

education reform?  Are we vampires or 

schoolmarms?” Russell asked.   
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Uh-oh.  It seemed that someone was winding himself up.  I wondered what Salome 

would do about it.   

She should have suggested a snack. 

Or ask him what he’d prefer to do. 

Or offered him more of Lilith’s blood.   

However, she decided to speak—

confrontationally.  Uh-oh.   

“Her word is sacred,” Salome said zealously. 

“How do you propose we seize our ‘rightful 

place,’” Russell asked using air quotes, “in the 

hierarchy of beings when we’re helpless as hamsters for twelve hours out of the day?”   

“That is the way we were created,” Kibwe said insistently.   

“But it’s not how we have to remain,” Russell returned. 

Uh-fucking-oh. 

I knew what was coming.  I’d been expecting it.  And dreading it.   
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I could tell that Bill had been dreading it too, and that told me that he wasn’t 

completely lost.  Fuck!  It would have been easier if he had been.   

“The legends are true,” Russell crowed.  “The blood of the fae allows us to daywalk.  

Compton, Northman—you’ve both drunk from the same fairy I have!” he said, looking at 

Bill and me in turn. 

“And you know it lasts a few minutes at most before you fry,” I responded, trying to 

keep my tone calm.  

At that point, Russell went off on a monologue of his own.   

Uh-oh. 

“The Wright Brothers’ first flight lasted twelve seconds,” he said as if he were a 

fucking spokesman for United Airlines.  “Did 

they turn to each other and say, ‘Twelve 

seconds is pretty good.  Let’s give up and try 

something else?’”  He went on fanatically.  “I 

say we harness the fae blood!  We study it.  

We capture another fairy, even, and breed 

them.  If the Japanese can synthesize human 

blood, why can’t we do the same thing with 

fairy blood?” 

Salome was the one to respond.  Of course, she held to the “rules” found in the 

vampire bible.  “Because we are of the night.  The sun is forbidden to us.”  
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Bill and I looked at each other.  We both intuited that the “arrangement” between 

Salome and Russell was about to end. 

Uh-oh. 

And Sookie would be the one in danger because of that. 

Fuck! 

“Fairies are an 

abomination,” Salome continued, 

quoting the Book of the Vampyr.  

Yeah—I refused to call it the Book 

of Lilith—except when I had to.  

“Their blood is like sucking 

on heaven,” Russell said longingly.  

“You know what I wish?” he asked, 

looking at Salome with the kind of 

malice only a three-thousand-year-old could muster.  “I wish that I had just one drop of 

fairy blood to stuff in your pie-hole!”   

“I saved you, Russell,” Salome said threateningly.  “I can put you back in the ground.”   

Uh-oh.  Not a good idea. 

I watched as Russell threw Salome across the room as if she were a newborn.  To him, 

she was.  

Demonstrating that she was still quite loyal to her mistress, Nora launched herself at 

Russell, who grabbed her before she could strike him. 
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Bill and I both dropped fang—but likely for two very different reasons.  My sister was 

being threatened.  Bill’s new lover had been harmed.     

 

“Oh, please,” Russell said, looking at Bill and me, “give me an excuse to kill the both 

of you.  Or, hell, why not all of you?” 

I didn’t figure he’d need any kind of excuse.  His eyes were bright with madness and 

power as he leapt on top of the table. 

“I am three thousand years old,” he started.   

Oh fuck!  His accent had changed to reflect that age.  That couldn’t be a good sign—

for us. 

“I am stronger than all of you combined.  How long did you think I would be your 

lapdog?” he continued, directing that question to a clearly upset Salome.   “I offered you the 

opportunity to share in the greatest advancement in the history of our race, and the small-
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mindedness of your religion has literally kept you in the dark!  You can have your Lilith.  I 

will not be constrained by your god or anyone else’s!”  

 

Nora and Jessica were both quivering in fear at the strength filling the room.  I 

stayed still, not wanting to remind Russell that I was a potential threat to him.   

“I will have the sun!” Russell announced as he looked upward.  Thankfully, in his 

haste to get that light, he jetted from the room, leaving us alive. 
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Salome sighed loudly.  “We no longer need him anyway.  He was becoming a 

liability.” 

“And—clearly—he was not a true believer,” Bill added, getting up and going over to 

comfort his lover.   

Nora and I exchanged a look. 

“He—he could have . . . ,” Jessica 

stammered.  “I thought he was gonna kill us all.” 

“Lilith protected us,” I said as sincerely as 

possible, drawing looks from the others.  “That is 

the only explanation for our escaping his rage.” 

 I didn’t believe that for a second.  I knew that our 

“escape” was due to Russell’s tunnel vision and 

madness.   

 “Praise Lilith,” Bill said, giving me a nod. 

 “Praise Lilith,” the others echoed.   

 Inside, I was thinking something very different. 

 Fuck Lilith. 

 Fuck Russell Edgington. 

 I knew that he’d be going after Sookie now, but at least he’d not announced her name 

when he’d talked about fairies.   

 Still, Sookie she was now in grave danger—imminent fucking danger!  As in as soon 

as Russell could fucking find her! 
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 Meanwhile, I was trapped in an act.
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Chapter 44: What If . . . 

 

[Context Reminder: Sookie finds out about the contract that “gave” her to Warlow, the 

vampire who killed her parents.  She is staying with the fairies at their club at this point.  

For the purposes of this story, the fairy club is on the same “plane” as earth.  It’s just being 

concealed with magic.  Thus, Eric has no problem “feeling” Sookie while she’s there.  This is 

supported during the last episode of Season 5 when Eric says that Sookie’s fear drew him to 

the field where he found Russell.  Of course, in this story, I’ve “remembered” the bond too.] 

 

AN HOUR LATER 

 What if I can’t save her?   

That question had been plaguing my mind ever since Russell had left the Authority 

headquarters.  
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 Our meeting had broken up quickly after his departure, so I was able to return to my 

room, where I immediately began to pace, trying to figure out how the fuck to get out of the 

Authority compound that night.   

 I felt the pull of my bonded in my blood.  I felt the need to protect her—to protect the 

woman I loved. 

 What if I can’t save her? 

 I imagined my enemy drawing nearer to her by 

the minute.  I could sense that she was near Bon 

Temps, but it didn’t feel like she was in her 

home—which was still officially my home.  I was 

glad that she wasn’t there, for a vampire’s 

residence would offer her no sanctuary from 

another vampire.  I just hoped that she was smart 

enough to be in hiding.   

 Maybe she was with the Were—in his home.  I growled with jealousy, but then calmed 

myself—at least a little.  Herveaux could offer Sookie a little protection—after all.  I figured 

that Sookie had likely “cured” him of the glamouring I’d done to him.  I imagined that she’d 

been angry at my “highhandedness.”   

I closed my eyes, reminded of the fact that—even if I could end Russell—Sookie 

wasn’t mine.   

“Not mine,” I whispered.  
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Not mine—and yet mine to save.  

What if I can’t save her? 

 I sighed as the weight of my 

situation sank in.  My “act” was being 

bought by Bill, Salome, and the others.  

In fact, I had even been “upgraded” to a 

better room, one with a sitting area and 

no surveillance—at least none that I’d 

been able to find or hear.   

 Despite my success in proving to be a good little follower of Lilith, I knew that I 

needed to hurry things along in order to help my bonded.  Moreover, I was still reeling from 

my second loss of Godric.  However, I knew that his sacrifice was already bearing fruit.  And 

I speculated that Nora would be coming around soon.   

 But would it be soon enough? 

 What if I can’t save her? 

 My pacing became more frenzied as I began to 

feel more agitation from Sookie through our bond.  

She was pensive, scared, angry—so many things all at 

once.  Where was she?  Was Russell already nearby?  

Was she safe?  How could I fucking help her when I 

was still basically imprisoned?   

 What if I can’t save her?  
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 I felt as if I was losing the battle I was fighting—both to keep calm and to get to my 

bonded. 

 What if I can’t save her? 

 

 I sighed, closing my eyes again.  I felt helpless.  I felt despair.  I felt these things from 

the bond and from my own soul.  The twin desires to protect and to love my bonded fueled 

my continued pacing.  But the truth that Sookie didn’t want me in the same way threatened 

to bring me to my knees.    

 What if I can’t save her? 

 I growled, imagining Sookie giving her love and her body to Herveaux, even as 

Russell neared them.  However, I would willingly give her up—even to that mongrel—if 

Sookie would be safe.   

 What if I can’t save her? 
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 At that moment, Nora came into my 

room.  She looked stricken, and I knew that she 

was a follower of Lilith no more.   

 Godric had managed to save her.  

 Nora’s shame and guilt were apparent as 

we walked to each other.  Our foreheads touched 

for a moment, and then I lifted my head so that 

I could kiss where we’d been touching.   

 

 It was comforting. 

What if I can’t save her? 

 Nora was grieving for our maker—grieving as much as I’d been grieving right after 

he’d died the first time.  She looked up at me, her brown eyes asking for my comfort—

begging for it.  My sister needed me, and—in that moment—I wanted to give her comfort. 
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 And to try to steal at little for myself as well. 

 If I didn’t, I felt that I might be driven mad by my internal disquiet.  

What if I can’t save her? 

 

 Without words, I took off my shirt and then kissed Nora before pulling her dress over 

her head.  She was naked beneath it.   

 She was lovely, though so different 

from my bonded.  I missed Sookie’s 

warm skin.  I missed her brown, 

earthy eyes.  I missed her 

breathlessness when I kissed her. 

 What if I can’t save her? 

 Trying to expel my bonded from 

my mind for the moment, I sat back on the bed, bringing Nora with me.  In a flash, my cock 

had been freed, and I was inside of her. 
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 I felt a sharp pang of guilt.  But I didn’t stop fucking.  I didn’t want to feel the guilt or 

the worry that thinking about Sookie brought to me.  I needed a moment of simple carnal 

pleasure. 

 And Nora needed me. 

 Simple. 

 What if I can’t save her? 

 “Forgive me.  Forgive me.  Forgive me.  Forgive me,” Nora begged as we rocked 

against each other.   

 

 “Forgive me, Sookie,” my own mind cried out. 

 Forgive me for not being there to protect you. 

 Forgive me for not proving that I could be a man that you could love for the rest of 

your days. 

 Forgive me for not telling you—before I had amnesia—how much you meant to me.  
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 Forgive me for fucking someone else so that I could try to forget about you—again.   

 What if I can’t save her? 

“What are we going to do?” Nora asked. 

I stilled for a moment.  I had no idea. 

What if I can’t save her? 

“I’ll get us out of here,” I promised my sister and myself. 

And Sookie. 

What if I can’t save her? 

 

Needing that question to stop, I used vampire speed to put Nora’s back onto the bed.  

And then I began fucking her as I could never fuck a human. 

Hard.  Fast.   

Completely wrong. 

Nora cried out in her release, and I slowed my pace before withdrawing from her.   
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What if I can’t save her? 

“Why did you stop?” Nora asked, confused—even as her fingers scaled my back in a 

soft caress.   

“Forgive me,” I said quietly.  “I can’t.  I need . . . .”   

Nora sat up next to me, unashamed of her nudity.   

“Your bonded,” she said, her voice hinting at jealousy.   

I nodded in affirmation.   

“I told no one about your having a bond,” Nora assured.  “Not even Salome.”   

I nodded again, this time turning to give her a little smile.  “Thank you.”   

“When you and Compton were gone—did you see her?” she asked.   

“Yes.  She is moving on—with a Were,” I responded.   

“But you cannot?” she asked. 

“No,” I sighed.  “One night I will be able to—perhaps.  When I know that she is safe.” 

“I will be there for you on that night,” Nora promised.   

I reached out to take her hand.  It was the tenderest moment we’d ever shared.   

She sighed.  “We should get up.  General Cavanaugh will be here soon, and Salome 

wants us all to be at the meeting.” 

“Who’s General Cavanaugh?” I asked. 

“A government liaison; he worked closely with Roman,” Nora said nervously.  “I think 

there will be trouble, and Salome is so far up Lilith’s ass that she likely won’t be capable of 

diplomacy.” 
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I chuckled.  “Gods—I missed you,” I said, kissing her forehead before standing up.  I 

threw her dress to her before picking up my discarded shirt.  

She sighed.  “I missed me too.  I don’t know why I,” she paused, “succumbed like that.  

But when I saw Lilith do what she did to Godric, I . . . .”  She stopped midsentence.   

I didn’t speak, waiting for her to say what she needed to say. 

“Yesterday morning—I stayed up into the day, remembering everything that Godric 

had ever said to me.”  She paused.  “Remembering all that he ever did for me.  And I realized 

something very important.” 

“What?” 

“The vampire he was at the end—he was the same one that we always knew.  He was 

just tired.  He made the choice to die because he needed to move on.” 

“And he did move on,” I said. 

“And—last night—he sacrificed himself.  For me,” she said as a tear slipped from her 

eye. 

I nodded.  I should have known that she would figure that out.  “He wouldn’t want 

you to feel guilt about that.” 

She scoffed and brushed the tear away.  “I know.  And I don’t.  It just made me realize 

what an ass I’ve been.  And how good he truly was.”  She shook her head with self-

recrimination.  “You know I always was ambitious; I had designs to save the world.  Well—I 

know now that part of that was to please Godric.  And—when he was gone—I felt . . . .” 

“Lost,” I finished for her this time. 
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“Yes.  Salome saw that and took advantage.”  Nora sighed heavily.  “In truth, I wanted 

to be taken advantage of—wanted to latch onto something that would take away my pain.”  

She looked up at me curiously.  “Is that why you did it?  Why you bonded?  Were you trying 

to escape the grief?” 

I shook my head.  “No.  That’s not why.” 

She looked at me and nodded.  And—again—I saw a tiny flash of jealousy in her 

eyes.  She quickly banished that look, obviously apologetic that she’d ever had it. 

“Do not look to me to replace what you’ve lost,” I said in a whisper.  “You know how 

we are when we are together for too long.” 

“I know.  Tonight, I just needed you.”  

“I understand.  And I will always love you,” I told her. 

“I know you will.  I feel the same.”   

“So,” I said, changing the subject, “this general.  Is he reasonable?” 

“Yes.  However, he is also good at detecting bullshit.” 

“Well—there’s enough of that in this building to fill a fucking football stadium.”   

We were quiet for a moment as we finished dressing. 

“I know how to get us out of here,” I said as a plan formed in my head. 

“What are you going to do?” she asked. 

“It would be best if you were genuinely surprised,” I winked.  “Just follow my lead.” 

“Tell me,” she insisted. 

“No.” 

“Tell me!” she repeated petulantly, her lips moving into their patented pout. 
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“Just be patient,” I smirked. 

Nora looked at me through narrowed eyes.  “You always were an asshole,” she 

intoned. 

I chuckled.  It really did feel nice to have my sister back. 
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Chapter 45: Red Light/Green Light 

 

 I steeled myself.  I was going to have to kill General Cavanaugh.  I could see no other 

way that would get me—and Nora—out of the Authority compound before dawn.   

I didn’t want to kill him—not necessarily—even though his file indicated that he was 

an asshole.   

And an unethical one at that.   

 After Nora and my tryst, I’d done exactly what a good lackey should; I’d read the files 

on General Cavanaugh—to get up to speed.  It seemed that—even with “close associates”—

Roman would collect potential blackmail information.  It was a sound policy.   

 Apparently, there had been a lot of information to collect on the general.   

 General Bruce Cavanaugh—nicknamed “Buckey” by his friends—had operated in 

“gray areas” throughout his career. 
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 The dark gray. 

 From Shadow-Ops during the Vietnam War, to accepting bribes, to numerous 

affairs—Buckey was definitely no boy scout.  However, it was primarily his “darker side” that 

had convinced President Clinton to appoint him to work with Roman a decade before the 

Great Revelation.  Cavanaugh had been a good choice—matching Roman’s ambition and 

risk-taking tendencies.   

 Breaking me from my thoughts, Bill walked into the conference room; he looked 

surprised to see me there pouring over the general’s files. 

 “Eric?” 

 He smelled strongly of Salome, sex, and blood.  There was no prize for guessing what 

he had been up to. 

 “Bill,” I greeted. 

 “What are you doing?” he asked.   

 “I fear this general will be trouble for our cause,” I replied seriously, gathering up the 

papers in front of me.  “It seems he’s been reluctant to work with anyone other than Roman 

throughout the years.”   

 “That is what Salome indicated,” Bill said with an air of superiority.  Obviously, he 

had learned of the file’s contents from the horse’s mouth—so to speak. 

 I preferred my way. 

 Less smelly. 

 “I am certain that Salome will know how to lead us through this,” I said sincerely, 

casting a little bait for my former king and current enemy.  If I knew Bill, then I figured that 
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he was beginning to imagine himself in the main leadership role.  Obviously, he’d already 

decided that he was “better” than I was in the hierarchy of the Authority.   

 Whatever.   

 “You smell of Nora,” Bill said, instead of responding to my comment. 

 I leered.  “I have been reminded—as of late—of just how satisfying sex with a 

vampire is.  Nora and I shared a meal as well,” I misled. 

 Actually, we had arranged for a human to be brought to us.  And we had fed—within 

reason.  Then we’d glamoured him to think we’d had sex with him.  We’d gotten away with 

sparing his life because his blood was truly delicious. 

 Bill nodded.  “I am truly glad to see that you seem unencumbered by the past—by 

your emotions for,” he paused, “humans.” 

 He should have said, “a human.”  Or—more accurately—“a human/fairy.” 

 “As I am glad to see from you,” I returned evenly. 

 Rosalyn chose that moment to come into the room.  “I am as stuffed as a 

Thanksgiving turkey,” she drawled before sinking heavily into a chair.  

 I chuckled.  “You should try the dark headed man—the one with the tattoo of a dove 

on his forearm.  AB-negative,” I winked, licking my lips.  “Nora and I kept him alive so that 

he could be,” I paused, “enjoyed by all.” 

 Rosalyn smirked.  “I will have to do just that—after this insufferable meetin’ is over, 

that is.” 
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 One by one, the other Chancellors entered, each of them looking pinker than the 

next.  Nora and Salome came in together, and it was clear to me that Salome still thought 

that my sister was her creature.  So much the better. 

 Once we were all settled into our places, General Cavanaugh was led into the room. 

 His file had told me that, in addition to his shadier activities, he’d also been chosen 

for his current position because he was one of only two high-ranking generals willing to 

work with vampires.  He had been all for mainstreaming, but it was clear that Roman had 

lined Buckey’s pockets to grease the wheels.  General Michaels, who was Cavanaugh’s 

“partner” but slightly less superior in rank, was much more “ethical.”   

 Roman had preferred Cavanaugh.  

 Figures. 

“General Cavanaugh,” Salome greeted, “what a surprise.  So nice to see you again.”   

“Cut the crap, Chancellor,” Cavanaugh said dryly.  “Where’s Roman?” 

 

It was a pity that his minutes were numbered.  I liked that he could smell our 

“leader’s” bullshit from across the room. 
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“Unfortunately, the Guardian is unavailable at this 

time,” Bill spoke up as if he were the one in charge. 

“Who the fuck are you?” the general asked. 

I wanted to ask that same question about Bill in that 

moment. 

“General, this is Chancellor Compton,” Salome 

introduced.  “He’s new.”  

Clearly unimpressed, 

Cavanaugh disregarded Bill 

quickly.  “Well, there’s a shit-

storm out there, and Roman’s 

been ducking my calls.  Now I 

demand to know what’s going 

on,” he insisted. 

“Well, you’re not in a position to be making demands,” I said, poking the bear.  I had 

to seem justified when I killed him—after all. 

 



 
676 

“Oh, I see.  And who the fuck are you?” he asked me sarcastically. 

Indeed, I did regret that I had to kill him.  Again, I felt slightly better knowing that 

Cavanaugh had ordered and participated in some pretty crooked things during his life.  

Hell—his “classified” record from the late 1960s would have been enough to make most 

humans vomit.  

Of course, like most military beings, Cavanaugh had been driven by the policies that 

had been in place at the time.  However, at other times—for example, during his 

deployment in Korea—he’d been truly heroic.  But his character was problematic enough to 

ensure that I wouldn’t feel too bad when I killed him. 

I wouldn’t lose sleep—not that I could.   

In that moment, however, I couldn’t help but to think about Sookie—to reach out to 

our bond.  I knew that she wouldn’t be so ready to accept that I was willing to kill in order to 

get to her.  But I didn’t give a fuck.  I would always kill to protect those I loved.   

She’d just have to live with that. 

The operative word being live.    

Nora spoke.  “General Cavanaugh, we deeply regret that Roman’s not here, but can 

we do anything to help you?” 

“We know you bombed the TruBlood factories,” the general said, not pulling any 

punches.   

“That is absurd,” Rosalyn lied—badly.  “Those factories were bombed by terrorists.” 
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Her words were too obligatory—too readied—to sound true.  The general picked up 

on this too.     

“Don’t bullshit a bullshitter, Rosalyn,” he chided.  “The US government and this 

Authority have an arrangement.  The arrangement is called mainstreaming.  It means you 

don’t fuck with us, and we don’t fuck with you. Now—I’ve been working with Roman to 

protect this Authority for twenty years.   But this time you’ve gone too far.  There are high-

level talks at the Pentagon right now about how to eradicate vampires from the face of the 

planet.  So I need to speak with Roman!” he finished firmly. 

All the vampires at the table looked at each other.  

I wouldn’t have minded being the bearer of bad news, but 

Bill spoke before I could.     

  “Roman is no longer with us,” he said with a hint of 

challenge in his tone.   

“How?” the general asked. 

“He couldn’t get with the program, so he had to 

go,” I chimed in.   
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Operation bear poking was going forward—full fucking steam ahead.   

Nora seemed to pick up on my operation.  

Good for her.   

“This is a Sanguinist regime now. Lilith 

has guided us to our rightful place, and there we 

shall lead all vampire-kind,” she said 

passionately.  

“I would advise you to be—um—careful 

about what words you choose next,” Salome 

warned the general, not sensing that anything 

was amiss with my sister or me. 

“You psychotic bloodsuckers,” the 

general seethed.  “Roman was the only one 

keeping a lid on this. He was the only one 

stopping the world from sliding back into the 

Dark Ages.” 

Right.  I almost scoffed.  That would be 

Roman and his deep pocketbook—I’d imagine.  

The general was probably just pissed off that 

his “sugar-daddy” was no more.     

He had no idea that I would soon be his “daddy”—just not in the way he wanted. 
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“Roman was an infidel who defied the word of Lilith,” Kibwe said.  “And now he’s 

gone.” 

I smirked.  Unwittingly, everyone in the 

room was playing right into my hands—as if I 

were the puppet master this time.  

Everyone except for Bill—of course. 

I refrained from rolling my eyes—barely—

as he spoke. 

“You strike me as a man of integrity, 

General Cavanaugh.  Also a pragmatist,” Bill 

added, as he walked around the table as if he 

were always meant to be at its head.  “Now this is the situation that we find ourselves in.  

You can join us or not.  I sincerely hope that you 

choose the path forward,” he finished significantly.   

The general put his hat on the table and pulled 

a data storage device out of his pocket.  “We have 

video of Russell Edgington and Steve Newlin 

eviscerating twenty-two fraternity brothers at the local 

Gamma Kappa Tau house last night. There are copies 

of this. If anything happens to me now or in the 

future . . . .”   
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As the general spoke, Nora looked at me—to me.  For my own part, I almost laughed 

out loud.  I bet the fuckers regretted killing Molly now!  The feisty techy could have likely 

tracked down and erased any electronic trails. 

Cavanaugh had continued his diatribe.  “. . . this is gonna be released to the public.  

You assured the world—you assured the president—that Russell Edgington was dead, and 

you lied!  So if that video goes viral, the human population is gonna rise up against 

vampires faster than you can say ‘Molotov cocktail.’” 

“Your threats are empty, General,” Nora said.  Good girl.  Clearly, she was on board 

with my train of thought.  

“Are you really that stupid?” Cavanaugh responded incredulously.  “We’re prepared. 

You don’t think we’ve been planning for this?  We have weapons.  Weapons you have never 

heard of.   We own the day.  Vampires don’t stand a fucking chance!  Now there’s only one 

person standing between you and all-out war with the humans, and you’re looking at him.  
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So I suggest you think very carefully about what you say next.”  He paused and looked at 

each of us in turn.   

 

I knew he wasn’t bluffing.   

“That’s what I thought,” General Cavanaugh said spitefully, picking up his hat and 

turning to leave the room. 

 Nora and I shared another look—hers cautioning me not to act. 

I weighed the pros and cons.  

On the one hand—the well-being of my kind. 

On the other—the well-being of my bonded. 

I had always been a selfish creature—very fucking 

selfish.  

What the general had said did concern me, but it 

was a concern for another night.     

I zipped in front of Cavanaugh, my fangs already 

down. 



 
682 

“Oh God,” he said, understanding from my expression that he was well and truly 

fucked. 

“God is a vampire,” I informed—right before I broke his neck.  At least I’d been able 

to give him a quick death.  It was the best I’d been able to do for him. 

 

“Oh my,” Rosalyn practically purred.  I smelled her arousal at my decisive actions 

from across the room.  Clearly she would have loved to have fucked me on the general’s 

corpse in that moment, but—until she got some fashion sense—I just couldn’t take her 

seriously. 

Maybe I could hook her up with Pam. 

Nah—I thought to myself—Pam wouldn’t like Rosalyn.  Not at all. 

 

[Context reminder: The last bit of the previous scene is sort of an inside joke.  You might 

remember that one of Rosalyn’s progenies had taken over as sheriff of Area 5 in Eric’s 
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absence.  Tara eventually kills him.  But Rosalyn feels this and goes to Fangtasia.  Pam will 

confess to the act and will be taken into custody.  Meanwhile, Jessica was sent by Bill to turn 

Jason, but she didn’t.  Following this, she seeks sanctuary in Fangtasia.  And we get this 

awesome line from Pam:  “Since when did I become a half-way house for wayward baby 

vamps?”  (Gotta love Pam’s one-liners.)  Rosalyn will see Jessica at Fangtasia.  That’s how 

Jessica and Pam are eventually brought to the Authority.]   

 

Salome was in my face 

almost as soon as the general hit 

the floor.  “You fucking idiot!  

What the fuck is wrong with 

you?”  

“Do you have any idea 

what you have done?” Kibwe 

asked. 

“He was a dick,” I said evenly—arrogantly.   

“I’m glad he killed the bloated windbag,” Rosalyn crooned. 

Maybe I’d misjudged her.  Maybe she was a MILF.  I looked at her more closely and 

sighed.  Nope.  She could be, but not without a bit of help with her truly horrible wardrobe.    

“They have weapons,” Kibwe said fearfully.  “Now we’re vulnerable.”  

“He was bluffing,” Rosalyn responded cockily, still appraising me—wanting me. 

I winked at her.   
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“You’re all missing the point,” Bill said with frustration.   

 

“I’m just saying I have known this rattlesnake.  I knew his family,” Rosalyn said, 

winking back at me.  I could learn to like Bad-suit Rosalyn.  But I would never sleep with her. 

“Shut up, Rosalyn!” Salome said, desperately.  Truly, they were pathetic.  Had they 

really been following Lilith, they would have never even contemplated working with 

humans—no matter what weapons they had!   

“We need to clear this up,” Bill said practically. 

Ah—practicality!  My favorite language!  

“What do we do?” Kibwe asked. 

Seriously!  Hadn’t these people been in government long enough to know how to 

clean up a mess without panicking?   

Pa-fucking-thetic.   
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But the perfect opportunity for me to insert myself into the situation—as the 

solution.   

“Listen!” I said loudly, getting everyone’s 

attention.  “I admit, I might have been a bit impulsive 

here, but I can fix this. I’ll go on a glamouring 

campaign, eliminate all memory that the video exists. 

It’ll be like none of this ever happened,” I added.     

“Yes,” Nora chimed in, following my lead, “and I 

know the general’s chief of staff.  If we act quickly, we 

can contain the situation.” 

Salome looked at her most trusted associate.  “Okay, go.  Take the AVL jet and report 

back when it is done.” 

Meanwhile, Bill was looking at me suspiciously.  But I didn’t give a fuck.  I just 

needed to be trusted long enough to get out of the compound. 

“Take a security detail,” Bill said through 

narrowed eyes. “Might need the backup.”   

“Of course,” I said evenly—as if an escort 

had been in my plans all along.  Honestly, it didn’t 

matter.  Russell was older than me.  So was 

Salome—though she was no warrior.  Other than 

them, I was the oldest vampire in the fucking 
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compound!  And no security detail of two would be 

able to do a damned thing once Nora and I were clear 

of the area.   

I checked my bond with Sookie.  She was still 

feeling a myriad of emotions.  I was just glad that one 

of them wasn’t intense fear.  

Yet. 

 

 

Busy planning my next move, I barely regarded the radio broadcast.  After all, the 

report was discussing Steve Newlin, and I didn’t give a rat’s ass about him. 

I looked at Nora to signal that I was about to make my move as we approached a 

stoplight turning from yellow to red. 

A red light equaled “go” in my world.   
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“You guys mind if I change the station?” I asked the storm troopers Bill had sent to 

guard/protect us.  

One of them shook his head no.  That would be his last mistake.  The second to last 

error that he’d made had been placing a stake on the dashboard.   

For easy access. 

Easier for me. 

I leaned up between the two storm troopers as if ready to turn to KDED.   

However, the only “ded” in the car was the storm troopers as I snapped the stake in 

two and used the pieces to kill them both. 

 

It would have taken longer to adjust the dial.   

Quickly, Nora and I exited the car. 
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“They’ll be coming for us,” she said before she took 

off her necklace and threw it to the ground.   

I’d left my little Authority insignia—which 

reminded me of a fucking Star Trek badge—in the car. 

We smiled at each other and then flew away before 

the light turned green.   

Beam me up, Scotty.   

I flew toward one thing and 

one thing only—my bonded.  I 

wouldn’t reach her before dawn, but I 

would be close. 

Nora followed me, but—even 

if she hadn’t—my destination would 

have been the same.   

Whether she wanted me for 

her mate or not, Sookie Stackhouse 

would always have me for her protector.   

I needed no green light to show me that. 
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Chapter 46: Roots 

 

THE NEXT NIGHT 

 

[Context Reminder: Learning that Russell isn’t dead and might be coming for Sookie, the 

elder fairy in the Fae club decides that they should face Russell—trap him.  Jason is going to 

be used as bait.  He goes to Sookie’s house, where they figure Russell will go looking for 

Sookie.  The fairies and Sookie anticipate that Russell will glamour Jason to lead him to the 

fairy club.  There, the elder fairy is going to deal with him.] 

 

Nora and I had been forty-two miles from Sookie when the sun had made its 

inevitable presence known the morning before.  We’d dug graves for ourselves.  In the dirt, it 

was always harder for us vampires to stay awake after the dawn or awaken in the dust of the 
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day—probably because the sun was right above us.  There were no walls protecting us.  

However, I awoke at dust—pushing myself to feel for my bonded’s emotions.   

Anxious. 

Pensive.  

Planning. 

I couldn’t help but to wonder what she was planning; my instincts told me that it 

involved Russell. 

Even though I knew that the sun was still out, I itched to push myself from the 

ground, but I didn’t let myself.  Burned up Eric would not be helpful to the situation.  

I hated being fucking powerless! 

“Fuck!” I said into the dirt, getting some of it in my mouth.  “Fuck!” I yelled even 

louder—though this time in my head.   

I hated getting dirt in my mouth.   

I centered myself—focusing on words that my maker had said to me many times.  “A 

vampire should be the master of his emotions.”   

Indeed, I knew that I had to master mine right fucking now if I was to serve my 

bonded! 

As I’d gone to ground the night before, I’d taken a small—but firm—tree branch with 

me.  It was still in my left hand.  I reached out into the dirt with my right hand until my 

fingers grasped a rock.   
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Limestone.  I gripped the rock; I would spend the rest of the sun’s trip into the 

horizon whittling the tip of the branch into a stake with which I intended to kill Russell 

Edgington. 

As I carved the wood into a sharp point, I thought of words I’d first heard uttered on 

the stage in 1592—in London as I’d been watching one of Shakespeare’s plays about Henry 

VI: “I'll never pause again, never stand still, / Till either death hath closed these eyes of mine 

/ Or fortune given me measure of revenge.”2 

I’d loved Shakespeare’s plays, though Shakespeare himself hadn’t been overly 

impressive to me.  Ink-stained fingers.  And sorely in need of more baths.   

Still—the man could write a good line.  And when people in his plays decided to seek 

revenge, there was nothing that could stop them.  I’d envied them. 

I pricked my finger with the stake, testing its readiness.  It drew blood.  It drew pain.    

There would be no hesitation.  There would be no mercy.  There would be no 

apparitions of Godric.  There would be no words.   

There would be only this stake in an ancient dead heart.  

Russell’s or mine. 

As soon as I felt the sun go down, I took off; Nora could follow—if she could keep up.  

Regardless, she could track my scent.  I wasn’t going to waste any time getting her up to 

speed about my intentions.  I’d done right by my sister.  I’d done right by my maker.  

Now it was time to do right by my bonded.   

And myself, too. 

                                                             
2 3 Henry VI (2.3.31-3) 



 
692 

 

Thirty-five minutes later, I felt Sookie’s fear heighten, and I flew faster than my body 

wanted to let me fly until I was within range of her.  I arrived at a seemingly empty field just 

in time to see Steve Newlin being shot by fairy light.  He flew through the air for quite some 

time before landing awkwardly.  I didn’t see Sookie—though I knew that she was nearby.  

Thus, I stayed in the trees, taking in the scene playing out before me.   

Planning my next move. 

Hoping for a little luck.   

The fairy whom Russell had aptly pointed out as “turbocharged” turned her attention 

to him.  Her eyes seemed crazed—and a little crazy—as she whipped up a huge ball of 

energy.  She hurled it at Russell, but he used 

Jason Stackhouse as a shield.   

Jason flew even farther than Newlin 

had.  However, he wasn’t banished to another 

realm as the fairy had promised Russell that 

he would be.  She tried to shoot the vampire 

again, but Russell zipped behind her before 

she could muster her light.  I watched as he 

drained her, knowing what was coming.   

Waiting for him to get drunk.  Waiting for him to be vulnerable.  Waiting for the 

perfect moment to strike.   
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Again, I looked around for my bonded, still wondering where she was.  I could feel 

her fear so prominently now, but I couldn’t see her. 

“Fairy magic,” I said to myself. 

“Oh, sweet merciful fuck!” Russell trumpeted.  

“That was delicious!  Heaven—thy name is fairy!”   

Then he turned toward the spot where my 

instincts told me my bonded was located.  The fairy 

blood in Russell must have enabled him to see her. 

Fuck! 

“Why, thank you so much,” Russell said as if to thin air.  “I’d love to come to dinner.”   

He moaned greedily and then moved toward his prize.  I watched as fairy light came from 

what looked to be at least a dozen sources.  Taking to the air, I circled until I was behind my 

prey, and—as I did—I could finally make out my bonded standing in the light.  She looked 

to be at the entrance to some kind of building that I couldn’t fully see.   
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She looked beautiful.  And scared. 

I paused, hoping that the fairies would incapacitate my foe.  However, even though it 

looked like the fairies were hitting Russell with their full force, the motherfucker just 

laughed at them.   

“Seriously, is that the best you can do?”  Russell taunted maniacally.  “I can’t even 

feel it, except for a very slight tingling sensation, which, unfortunately for you gorgeous 

little pixies, only whets my appetite!” 

I felt my own fear ratchet up as Sookie’s did.  My head and my heart and my gut and 

the bond all screamed out that there was no way that Russell would be getting his fangs into 

my beloved.   

Russell’s heart or my heart. 

Mine was Sookie. 

Before I even knew that I was moving again, 

I was flying at top speed, and I didn’t stop until I 

felt wood move through a heart. 

Russell’s.   

Like Roman had done, Russell mustered his 

magic—made even more potent by the fairy blood 
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he’d just drunk—to fight against his death.  I saw rivers of blood beginning to form on his 

skin as we looked at each other.   

His eyes showed his surprise—his respect.  “Well . . . .” he slurred.  

The rivers of blood turned into light, and, for a moment, I was mesmerized as I felt a 

mixture of vampire and fae magic emanating from him. 

 

But then the light faded.  And so did the magic. 

“Oh, fuck,” Russell said as realization entered his 

eyes.   

Not quite profound final words for a three-

thousand-year-old being.  But they were music to my ears. 

I turned my head, just before he exploded; thus, I 

was able to avoid the direct hit of his muck on my mug.  
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Out of the corner of my eye, I saw 

Newlin jet away, but I didn’t care in 

that moment.  I looked toward my 

bonded.  I sighed with relief.  She 

was safe.  Russell was gone.   

“Well—that felt even better than I 

thought it would,” I drawled. 

Without hesitation or fear, Sookie 

ran out to see to Jason, just as Nora caught 

up with me.  My sister saw and processed 

Russell’s remains before sniffing the air deeply. 

“What is that amazing smell?” she asked wistfully right before zipping after Sookie.  

I caught my sister by the hair before she could touch my bonded.  It was true that Sookie 

smelled even better than usual—probably because she’d been around full-blooded fairies.  

However, I wasn’t about to lose control—or let my sister lose control. 
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“You will not feed on Sookie,” I said sternly.  

“What is she?” Nora asked desperately like a 

child begging for candy.   

“She’s a waitress,” I intoned, looking at my 

bonded with a warm smile in my eyes that I knew 

would only ever be given to her—elicited by her.  “A 

waitress who’s saved my life more than once and 

whose fear vibe very graciously brought me here 

tonight, allowing me to settle an ancient debt.  Thank you for that, by the way,” I added with 

a grin.   

Of course, the bond would have led me to Sookie either way, but since she didn’t 

know about the bond yet, it was best to let her think it was her strong emotional reaction 

that had led me there.     

It had—certainly—encouraged me to fly past my limits.   

“But I want her,” Nora pleaded almost madly.   
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“Are you really this undisciplined?” I scolded her.   

Sookie felt enough trust for me to turn her attention from me and Nora to her 

brother.  “God, Jason.  Are you okay? Jason, wake up!”  

“Now, Father would be very disappointed,” I told Nora, who was still trying to fight 

my hold in order to get to Sookie. 

“Jason, come on,” Sookie said more desperately even as Nora agreed not to “eat” her. 

“Swear on Godric,” I told Nora while Sookie continued to try to rouse her brother.  I 

wasn’t that concerned about Jason Stackhouse.  His heartbeat was strong. 

“Swear. On. Godric,” I repeated more forcefully. 

 

“I swear on Godric,” Nora relented stiltedly before I let her go. 

“Wake up, Jason!” Sookie ordered as she slapped her unconscious brother. 

I chuckled.  My bonded was a spitfire, and I loved her for it. 
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Jason groaned and woke up drooling.  He seemed to think that Sookie was their 

mother for a minute or two.  

As soon as he was set to rights—or at least as “right” as Jason Stackhouse was 

capable of being—Sookie turned to me again. 

“You okay?” she asked softly.  Her eyes told 

me that she understood something that no other 

being—except, perhaps, Godric—would have 

understood about me: killing the killer of my 

parents might have felt good, but it didn’t bring 

them back to me.   

They were dust.  And dust they would stay. 

I nodded.  “Yeah.” 

“I’m sure your dad knows,” she said in a 

whisper, even as Nora and Jason looked on in 

confusion.   

“What did you say?” I asked—more like 

whimpered. 

“I mean—he’s in Valhalla.  Your 

heaven?  Right?  So—um—I bet there’s a 

messenger or something,” she said somewhat 

uncertainly.  “I’m sure he’s proud.  I’m sure that 

he—and your mom and sister—are at peace.”  
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Her words were unexpected, and I found myself reaching out—wanting to take her 

hand.   

She let me.   

“Thank you, Miss Stackhouse,” I said, looking down at our shared grasp.   

“Thank you, Mr. Northman,” she returned, smiling up into my eyes.  “If you’d not 

stopped him, I get the feeling that Russell would have delved into the Fae buffet.”  

 

I grinned at her turn of phrase.  “You do smell especially delicious tonight,” I said, 

gesturing toward an almost-panting Nora, who still wasn’t quite in control, though she was 

working hard to hold perfectly still.   

Sookie shrugged.  “Yet you’re in control of yourself.” 

“It doesn’t matter what you smell like,” I said honestly.  “You are always enticing to 

me.”   

She blushed. 
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“Sook,” Jason said gruffly, “we should let these vampers get on their way, and we 

should get you home.” 

“Vampires,” I corrected, disliking his slur immensely.  “It’s not a difficult word to say.” 

Jason glared at me.   

Sookie ignored him.  “Where’s Bill?” she asked, looking around.  

“Still at the Authority,” I responded. 

She pulled her hand from mine.  Immediately, I missed her warmth.   

“You left him there?” she asked.   

“He had every chance to come with me.  He is,” I paused, “no longer a prisoner 

there.” 

Sookie took in my words as Jason stood up.   

“Come on, Sook,” he said giving me a sideways glance as he looked at Nora 

suspiciously. 

Seeing that Nora had begun sniffing the air again, I smiled at my bonded.  “We’ll go.  

We should check on Pam anyway.” 

“Check on Tara too?  Will you?” she requested. 

“Sure,” I agreed. 

Sookie smiled, her eyes grateful.  “Bye, Eric and—uh—Nora?” she asked. 

I nodded.  “Yes.  This is Nora, Godric’s other progeny.” 

Sookie looked at my sister tentatively, offering her only a little nod.  

Nora greeted her by licking a fang.   

Undisciplined indeed! 
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“Until we meet again, Miss Stackhouse,” I said with a wink before grabbing my sister 

and taking off toward Fangtasia.  
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Chapter 47: Relative  

 

“Some people are your relatives but others are your ancestors, and you choose 

the ones you want to have as ancestors. You create yourself out of those 

values.”—Ralph Ellison 

“So—that is the one you bonded with?” Nora asked incredulously as we were flying 

away from the field.  Since she couldn’t fly as fast as I could, I was letting her set the pace.  

 “Yes,” I responded. 

 “But how have you kept from draining her?” Nora asked incredulously.   

 I rolled my eyes.  “Her scent was stronger tonight because she’s been around full-

blooded fairies.  But—to answer your question—I kept from draining her because I don’t act 

like a spoiled dog wanting a bone.” 
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 She glared at me.  “You are older.  You have more control.” 

 “And you are older than Bill Compton and Pam combined!  Not to mention most of 

the other vampires in my retinue—including Compton’s newborn!  Yet they all have shown 

more restraint around her than you,” I scolded.   

 “I don’t see how that’s possible,” she returned sullenly.  “Her scent—it was amazing!” 

 I sighed.  “Nora, you have always been spoiled when it came to blood, and Godric 

loved you too much to force you to control yourself.” 

 Even flying, I saw that she’d rolled her eyes in my direction.  “He did not spoil me!  

He simply let me feed on the blood I preferred.  Don’t tell me that he didn’t do the same 

with you.” 

 “Oh course he did,” I responded, “but he also cautioned that—when I was truly 

hungry—I could prevent taking lives I didn’t intend to take by drinking blood that I did not 

prefer until I had better control over my urge to drain.  Don’t tell me that he didn’t teach you 

the same lesson.” 

Nora scoffed in answer as we 

landed and made our way into my club, 

which was empty—not a surprise, given 

the current state of the world.   

Clearly ignoring my comment, 

Nora asked, “How could I have lived for 

so long and never encountered a fairy?”  
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“Because the only thing you ever cared about was rising up the ranks of the 

Authority.  Overachiever,” I said snidely.   

 

“Well, somebody had to do something to make Father proud,” she returned sassily. 

“It must kill you 

that he loved me more,” 

I smirked, happy to be 

engaging in our 

“normal” brand of 

sibling rivalry. 

“It kills me that 

you think he did,” Nora 

returned.  

“They got Pam,” 

Tara interrupted our banter as she burst into the room.   
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“Who is this rude newborn?” Nora asked with an air of superiority. 

“Who got Pam?” I asked, ignoring Nora.  I’d always been mystified by why she’d 

chosen to help the poorest or sickest of humans at times—yet still remained such a 

goddamned snob in other ways. 

“A bitch in a bad suit came in here with a 

bunch of fuckin’ commandos,” Tara reported 

colorfully.   

“Rosalyn,” I muttered. 

“Whoever it was—she made one of her 

kids the sheriff of this area after you left,” Tara 

informed, glaring at me.  “And Pam confessed to 

killing him.” 

I had my hand around my “grandchild’s” 

throat and was holding her high off of the floor 

before a tick of the clock on the wall. 

“Pam is too smart to kill her sheriff,” I growled, “unless she knew she could get away 

with it.” 

“I killed the prick,” Tara growled out.  “Pam wanted to run when that asshole started 

taking what little profit we were still makin’, but I like this place,” she said, jutting out her 

chin stubbornly, despite my chokehold on her.   

I glared at her for a moment, but then let her down with a chuckle. 

“What the fuck?” Tara challenged me. 
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“It seems that my Pamela is embracing her role as a maker,” I returned. 

“What the fuck are you talkin’ about?” Tara asked. 

“You like it here, so she must be doing right by you.  I can’t imagine you’d stay 

otherwise—unless she commanded you,” I said smugly. 

  Tara rolled her eyes but didn’t contract me.  “Well—what the fuck are you gonna do?” 

she asked me—more like sassed me. 

“Get her back—of course,” I shrugged. 

 

“Oh,” Tara said, the wind knocked out of her sails.  She’d been prepared for a fight.  I 

couldn’t help but to admire her obvious devotion for her maker.  Much had changed in just 

a few days.   

“Well then,” she said, hands on her hips.  “In that case, you can help me.” 

I laughed loudly.   

“My child chose well,” I commented. 
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“She didn’t want to turn me,” Tara contradicted.   

“Remind me to tell you how Pamela came to be a vampire sometime,” I smirked.  

“Or—better yet—ask your maker, and we’ll both see if she tells you the truth.”   

“What’s your fuckin’ point?” Tara asked. 

I chuckled.  “That I lucked into the best fuckin’ progeny in the world.  And Pamela 

lucked into a good one too.” 

Tara looked at me with surprise.  “I’m not good,” she said, hands still on her hips.  

“I’m fuckin’ outstanding.” 

 “Of course you are,” I grinned.  “You have my blood in you.” 

 “You’re fuckin’ disgusting,” Tara scowled.  “Oh—and just to add to the clusterfuck—

they took Jessica too.” 

 I took that information in.  Jessica might be helpful with the Bill situation.  Then 

again—if she was in custody—that demonstrated that Bill was even more lost that I’d feared. 

 “Jessica’s my,” Tara paused, “friend.” 

 “Vampires ought not to have friends,” Nora said sanctimoniously. 

 I glared at my sister.   

 “Alright, then,” I sighed.  “We’ll put Jessica on the list of people we need to save.”  I 

looked at Tara pointedly.  “Anyone else?” 

 “I’ll get back to you,” she smirked.  
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FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER 

“You’re insane to go back in 

there!” Nora said incredulously.   

I’d taken a quick shower in order 

to get Russell Edgington muck off of me, 

and now we were taking cash out of the 

walls of Fangtasia and piling it into 

large bags.  I had more money hidden 

other places, but—by far—my biggest 

stash was the one at Fangtasia. 

“She’s my progeny, Nora,” I 

returned.  “She’s family.” 

 

“She’s a former prostitute,” Nora returned with an air of superiority—as if she’d not 

been the king’s mistress when she’d been a human.  Sometimes Nora just pissed me off.   
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“We’re going just as soon as we stash this somewhere safe,” I said firmly. 

Somewhere like the cubby at Sookie’s house.   

Just in case. 

Nora looked ready to argue, but I shut her down with a stern look.  In my opinion, my 

sister fucking owed me.  And she was going to help me save Pam—even if I had to pull out 

the ‘older brother’ card.     

“You sure this thing is light-tight?  Looks like Tupperware,” Tara intoned as she 

dragged one of my state-of-the-art travel coffins across the room.  In that moment, she 

sounded very much like her maker.     

 

I smirked.  Tara Thornton was growing on me.  “It’s one-hundred percent light-light 

and virtually indestructible.” 
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“Are you kidding?  Even I can destroy it,” she 

responded. 

I knew that wasn’t true, but I said nothing.  In 

fact, the coffins were made of ultra-thin, but ultra-

strong metal.  Even I couldn’t destroy one.   

But—then again—only the best for my bloodline.     

“Oh, by the way, she’s family, too,” I said as Nora 

looked ready to say something to Tara.  “So be nice to 

her.” 

Nora rolled her eyes.  “What?  Is she 

another whore?” 

Tara rushed toward Nora, and I was 

impressed when she managed to push my sister 

halfway across the room.   

I moved to stand in between them so that 

Nora couldn’t retaliate and then looked down at 

my sister sternly.  “You will never disparage my 

child again,” I said warningly.  “Pamela made an independent living during a time when 

women were not deemed equal.  Even with your affluent upbringing, you should recognize 

how you and Pamela were alike.” 

“But—she’s . . . ,” Nora began. 



 
712 

“What?” I asked.  “I remember—once upon a time—when you told me not to harm a 

whore on the London streets.” 

“That was different,” Nora said, her chin jutting out.  “Your child should be,” she 

paused, “worthy of you.” 

“Fuck you!” Tara yelled in support of her maker.   

I winked at Tara, even as I continued to hold her and Nora apart. 

I looked back at my sister.  “Pamela is more than worthy.  And—once you take your 

head out of your ass—you will see that.” 

“But Godric . . . ,” she started. 

“Didn’t recognize that—even though I wasn’t pulled to Pamela—she was a choice for 

me.  My hand was forced, but I could have folded it.  I made the decision to make Pam, and I 

would have killed her if I’d ever regretted that choice,” I added firmly.  “But I’ve never 

regretted it—not once,” I growled.  I looked again at Tara.  “Not once.” 

Tara’s lips twitched upward a little as she 

came to understand that Pamela could have killed 

her or abandoned her if she’d truly not wanted her.  

But Pam had done neither—despite her own mixed 

feelings about the way in which she’d become a 

maker.   

“Now,” I said authoritatively, “we are going to 

go get Pam.  You can either help, Nora, or you can 

go off on your own.  But I think you owe me your help,” I added forcefully. 
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“Fine.  I’ll help,” Nora pouted.  “But just because you’ll get yourself killed otherwise.” 

I smirked.  “Excellent.  Now—we will all get along.  We are family.” 

“My family never fuckin’ got along,” Tara intoned.   

“Well, then,” I chuckled, “this will be a new experience for you.  And—trust me—as a 

vampire, you will come to appreciate those more and more.” 

Both Nora and she rolled their eyes.  

“Women,” I muttered. 

Both glared at me.  Women—indeed.   

Speaking of which. 

“We need to get a move on.  I want to stash this cash and pick up an ally,” I informed. 

“Who?” Tara and Nora asked in concert. 

“Sookie.” 

“Goddammit!” Tara and Nora said—

once again simultaneously. 

“See—you two are going to get along 

famously,” I smirked.  “You’re already agreeing 

with each other.”   

As we continued our tasks, both Tara 

and Nora tried to talk me out of involving 

Sookie; after a while, I simply tuned them out.  

Involving Sookie was a risk—but a calculated 

one. 
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And it was my best play for a variety of reasons.   

However, only one of those reasons was powerful enough to compel me to involve 

her.   

Bill. 

I knew that—despite what he might convey to his fellow Lilith cronies—he would 

eventually come to Sookie.   

Come for Sookie.   

His manipulative “glamouring” at the haunted hospital had convinced me of that 

much.  And, even earlier that same night, Bill had come to Sookie’s home.  He’d said that it 

was to enlist her help in finding Russell. 

But I knew that was only half of the truth.   

Less than half. 

Bill wouldn’t be leaving Sookie alone for long.  Not as long as he was alive.   

And now that Bill was so far up Lilith’s ass that he would probably appear as a hand 

puppet in any new hallucinations her blood elicited, he was even more dangerous for 

Sookie.  He would eventually talk himself into believing that Sookie would be better off with 

him—or that she was a necessity to “the cause.” 

Or that she should be terminated because she was an abomination.   

Thus, ironically, my best move was to get Bill to see his own insanity before he was 

completely lost.  However, I’d already failed to do that on my own. 

As much as I hated it, I knew that Sookie was the only one who had a chance of 

convincing him to stop what he was doing.      
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The choice of whether to try or not, however, would need to be hers. 

Moreover, I knew that if I didn’t give her that choice, she’d never forgive me.   

Tired of listening to Tara and Nora, I took off toward our waiting vehicle, holding 

both of the younger vampiresses by the scruffs of their necks until they were in their seats.   

 “Not another word until we get there!” I roared as I took off out of the parking lot, 

gravel flying up behind me. 

 Frightened of my tone, they both kept their traps shut—despite some rolled eyes in 

my direction.   

 Maybe—as the eldest in the family—I was enjoying my power a little too much.  But—

then again—the best kind of power was earned, not sought.   

 And I planned to fucking earn it! 
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Chapter 48: Name-Calling  

 

Once we were at the farmhouse, Nora, Tara, and I zipped into Sookie’s living room, 

catching both her and Jason off-guard.   

 

 “What the . . . ?” Sookie started. 
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 “Fuck,” I completed in my head, wishing that was what Sookie and I were doing even 

then.   

“Oh, my God, Tara!” Sookie exclaimed happily, looking at her friend after glancing 

quickly at me.  “Are you okay?”  

“Oh, fuck.  Tara.  I forgot that you were one of them,” 

Stackhouse said sourly, putting his foot into his mouth.  

No surprise there.   

Only glaring at 

both of the 

Stackhouse siblings, 

Tara said nothing. 

Sookie ignored her inane brother and looked 

up at me with a challenge in her eyes.  I was hard 

immediately.    

“Well, this reminds me.  You still haven’t 

gotten around to transferring the ownership of my house back to me,” she said, her eyes 

fixing upon me.  

Anyone else would have taken that as an affront—a sign that Sookie was ungrateful 

for what I’d done for her home and for the fact that I’d saved her from Russell only earlier 

that night. 

I was not just anyone, however.  I was the vampire—the man—who knew both sides of 

Sookie Stackhouse.  I was the vampire who could feel her emotions and the throbbing of our 
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bond.  “Fairy” Sookie was testing me—trying to gauge whether I would gift to her the one 

thing that “human” Sookie treasured above all else.   

It had been a night for me to embrace more of my 

family—to embrace my role as the patriarch of that family.  

When I gave Sookie her home back, I would be giving her 

the most tangible evidence of family that she had left—

other than the fuckwit next to her.   

A home.  Her home. 

I’d always been able to tell that the building was more than wood and nails to Sookie.  

It was memories.  It was shared moments with the one human who had seemingly accepted 

her.  Moreover, secluded in the woods, it was a place of 

shelter when the world bombarded her with its 

thoughts.    

“I’ll do it first thing tomorrow night,” I 

promised her.  “If we survive tonight.”  

Sookie’s concern was clear in her eyes and in 

the bond.  “What the fuck are you talking about?”  

“I need you to come with us into the Vampire 

Authority.  They got Bill and Jessica.  And Pam,” I said. 

“And you owe Pam,” Tara said acerbically. 

“I thought you said Bill was there of his own free will,” Sookie commented.   
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“‘Free will may be something of an exaggeration,” I hedged. 

“What do you mean?” Sookie pushed.  She always did. 

 “He’s being influenced by some ancient vampire blood,” I answered. 

 “V?” Jason asked. 

 

 “Something like that,” I responded. 

 “It is very powerful,” Nora added.  “I succumbed to it too—for a while.” 

 “And you?” Sookie asked, directing her gaze toward me. 

 “You got drunk and almost slept with the Were,” I 

commented.  “I got drunk and did considerably more 

damage.” 

 “I don’t want to know—do I?” she asked. 

 “No,” I said softly.  “You don’t want to know.” 
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Jason scoffed.  “Well—none of this shit matters anyhow.  ‘Cause there ain’t no 

fucking way I’m gonna let Sook go anywhere with you.”  

“Jason, I got this,” Sookie chided her brother.  

“What about Mama and Daddy?  Sook, you ought to tell all these fucking fangers to 

go back to hell where they came from!” Stackhouse scowled.   

 I chuckled. 

“Something funny, fanger?” Jason asked me. 

“Yes, bloodbag,” I returned, offering a slur of 

my own. 

“Leech.” 

“Breather.” 

“Dead Fuck.” 

“Meatsack.” 

“Stop acting like children,” Sookie chided glaring at 

Jason and then me, essentially putting an end to our name-

calling.   

“You smell like something I once dreamed of,” Nora said to Sookie dreamily. 

I rolled my eyes at her lack of control.  

“Eric, please ask your sister not to look at me like that,” Sookie ordered me, causing 

my dick to harden even more.  “Look, I already know vampires are behind the TruBlood 

factory bombings,” she accused. 
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“Bill was behind those bombings,” I corrected, not wanting to hold back the truth 

from her.  “And he did it to force mainstreaming vampires to feed on humans. We’ve got to 

get him out of there before he loses himself 

completely.  Now, if anybody can get through to him, 

it’s you.” 

“And you owe Pam,” Tara reminded again.  

“Okay,” Sookie agreed with a sigh. 

“Sook, please don’t do this,” her brother 

begged. 

“Don’t you want to save Jessica?” she asked 

incredulously.    

“Okay.  But I’m coming with you,” Jason 

responded, his jaw jutting out stubbornly. 

Guess that was a family trait. 

“Oh, sweetie, don’t be a fool,” I intoned.   

“If I wanna be a fool, then I will be a fool.  That is 

my God-given right as an American,” Stackhouse said 

with a comical level of passion. 

Didn’t he have a job or something?     

 Sookie stood up.  “Okie dokie.  I guess 

everything’s decided.  What’s the plan?” 
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 “It’s too late to get to the Authority and attack before dawn, but we should go in there 

near first dark tomorrow.  I’ll give you directions and you can drive us there during the day 

today,” I explained. 

 “I’m driving,” Jason glared. 

 “Fine, cupcake,” I chuckled.  “You can drive.” 

 

 “Fucking vampers,” Jason muttered before looking at Sookie.  “I’m gonna go change 

clothes and get some vamper-killing stuff from my house, and we’ll stop by that redneck 

store to get some more tomorrow,” he added.  “I’ll be back in an hour.” 

 Sookie sighed, but nodded. 

 “Sorry ‘bout the ‘vamper’ name-calling,” Sookie said sincerely—looking at Nora and 

then Tara—once Jason had left the room.  And then she looked up at me, her eyebrow rising.  

“Meatsack?  Really?” 

 I chuckled.  “I’ll have to work on my own name-calling if I’m to be around your 

brother.” 
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 She rolled her eyes.  “What about y’all?” she asked, her expression turning to 

concern.  “How will y’all stay protected during the day?” 

 “We have travel coffins that look like glorified Sanka cans,” Tara intoned. 

 “They are indestructible,” I returned, though I was looking at Sookie. 

 “Keep telling yourself that, Pops,” Tara sassed. 

 “Pops?” Nora asked with distaste.  “That’s not how things work in a vampire line.  

Eric is your patriarch, and you should respect him.” 

 “Oh—keep a lid on it Auntie.  Respect is earned in my world,” Tara scoffed. 

 “Auntie?” Nora growled, looking as if she were about to attack Tara. 

 “Remember what we discussed,” I said with mild warning. 

 

 Nora sighed dramatically.   

 “Or maybe you’d prefer Gramps?” Tara challenged me. 

 “Pops it is,” I said with a chuckle, giving Sookie the tiniest of winks. 



 
724 

 Looking at a picture on the mantle, she smiled softly.  Having placed the photo there 

myself after her home had been repaired, I knew exactly what she was looking at: a picture 

of herself, her Gran, and Tara. 

 In truth, I was also enjoying the moment—and for even more reasons than my 

bonded’s smile. 

 First, it felt good to be with family.  My years with Pam had been nice, but we’d 

become friends more than anything else.  Plus, there was a different dynamic when there 

were three or more family members in one place.  I recalled that from my time with Godric 

and Nora.   

 Second, I felt myself moving into the role that my maker had always occupied in my 

bloodline: peace-keeper, guide, confidant, father.  Godric had led Nora and me—sometimes 

by the scruffs of our necks—into peace with each other when we squabbled.  Or—he’d order 

us to separate for long periods of time when we fought.  Nowadays, I could liken the 

relationship we’d had to something like an extended human Thanksgiving gathering.  

Inevitably, there would be family conflict, but the love would override that.  And that 

affection would bring the group together again and again.   

 I had no illusions about Nora getting along well with Tara or Pam.  Nora was not 

good about sharing.  She’d always been selfish when it came to me—just as she’d been 

selfish when it came to Godric.  However, she was an out-of-sight, out-of-mind kind of 

person.  And—once she was working on a “project”—she had little time for any individual 

being. 
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 Still, it would be fun to oversee her and Tara for a while.  And—once Pam got added 

to the bunch—the crew would be downright motley. 

 Thanksgiving, indeed. 

 

 Third, I was basking in the emotions of my bonded.  Of course, Sookie was 

concerned about Bill, Jessica, and maybe even Pam, but she’d been enjoying the interactions 

between me and those of my bloodline just as much as I had been.  I didn’t know too much 

about Tara’s human family, but it seemed as if she’d had a rather broken one—the kind that 

took the “fun” out of dysfunctional.   

Sookie had mentioned once that Tara had lived in “Gran’s” home many times during 

her human life.  Now Sookie was looking at the picture of her friend with a feeling of peace 

that I’d not felt from my bonded since that awful night when Marnie had almost burned me 

and Bill at the stake, Sookie had rejected us both, Tara had been turned, and Bill and I had 

initially been taken by the Authority. 
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Indeed, that had been a fucked up night! 

However, as Sookie turned her smile toward Tara—even as my “grandchild” and 

Nora continued to squabble—her feeling was relief.  I could read her thoughts in that 

moment as if I were the telepath.  She intuited that Tara had found a family—the kind that 

put the “fun” in dysfunctional.  

The kind that would accept her—embrace her—as she was.   

And Sookie was happy for her friend—despite the fact that Tara had been nothing 

but cold to her during the visit.    

My bonded looked up at me, her eyes shining with “happy” tears that I knew she 

didn’t want to shed with so many people around.   

“So—uh—you’d better draw me that 

map to the Authority before dawn and then 

get yourselves settled in your coffins,” she 

said practically. 

“Sanka cans,” Tara muttered. 

Sookie smiled to herself and then 

quickly got up.  “I’ve got some paper and a 

pen in the kitchen.  I’ll be right back.” 

I knew she was brushing away those 

happy tears as she went. 
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Chapter 49: Ready 

 

THE NEXT NIGHT 

 For the first time in a long time, I woke up with a contented sigh.   

 My bonded was close—separated from me by only a few yards and some metal.   

 With an uncontrollable—and uncontrolled—smile on my face, I relished in the 

feeling of my physical closeness to her.  

Our bond was at peace. 

Even as I enjoyed that sensation, however, I used my senses to assess our situation.  I 

could smell salt in the air, indicating that we were close to our destination.  I could sense 

that my body was moving at around 60 miles per hour.  I could feel that the sun was still 

lurking in the sky—though it would be down in five minutes or so. 
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I could hear that a discussion was going on in the truck’s cab.  I focused on the 

sounds, using my superior hearing to eavesdrop on Sookie and her brother once I realized 

that they were speaking about Bill.     

“Bill’s not evil,” Sookie said.  I could hear her certainty in her voice and feel it in the 

bond.  “I know him.  And starting a civil war between vampires and humans—it’s not who 

he really is.”  

 

I found myself hoping that she was right.  Did I want Sookie with Bill?  No.  But—at 

the same time—I didn’t want her hurt by his “evolving” 

either.   

“You ever think anyone can really know 

anybody else?” Jason asked, sounding confused—as 

usual.  “I mean, don’t we just see what makes us feel 

good?”   

“I think you can know somebody else,” Sookie 

responded contemplatively.  “It’s not easy, and it’s not 
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always nice, but going through some life-changing experiences with that person can help 

you . . . .” 

Jason interrupted her.  “Really?  It seems to me that philosophy ain’t exactly working 

for you.  I mean, you just keep falling for boys who are dead.  Ain’t that like the ultimate in 

being unavailable?” 

 Boys?  Who was he calling “boys?” 

I sighed.  Jason didn’t know his sister at all.  Sookie didn’t “fall for” dead “boys” 

because she was a glutton for punishment or because she craved “bad boys.”  Sookie was 

attracted to vampires because we could—paradoxically enough—give her many of the 

elements of the “normal life” she craved. 

The ones she needed the most.   

We just couldn’t do it normally. 

And that was the conflict for Sookie.  She’d been raised in a culture that signaled to 

young women that the ideal life was one in which they found husbands, had babies, carried 

on traditions, and grew old gracefully and peacefully—basking in the love of a family that 

they’d helped to increase.   

But living that life would be torture for Sookie, for she could not live in “peace” in 

such a situation.  Her telepathy wouldn’t allow that.  

 I had learned enough about her to know that human men were not easy for her to be 

around at all, especially not when she touched them.  And the two-natured—though less 

potentially invasive—were also problematic for her to be with, both for reasons she was 

aware of and for those that she wasn’t. 
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Alcide might be harder for her to hear, for example, but he’d obviously chosen “pack” 

once upon a time.  And, even if he flirted with sharing his life with a human, his instincts 

would call for him to breed with another Were—to carry on his species.  That was an 

inevitability for a Were who was so clearly an Alpha—as Alcide was.  

And—of course—any pack that Alcide belonged to would pressure him to increase its 

numbers.  At best, his loyalties would waver.   

And shifters?  Well—they were a whole other can of worms.  In fact, every single one I 

had ever known had been a paradox in and of himself or herself.  Many of them 

instinctively preferred to be loners, but that almost inevitably led to them experiencing 

discontent.  They were happiest when they ran with others of their kind.  Thus, they often 

lived in stages: first alone and then with other shifters and then alone again and then back 

with others of their kind. 

Over and over—ad nauseam.   

And, of course, Sookie would be able to hear all the regrets of any two-natured beau 

in her life.  And she would take those “what if’s” as a sign of her own shortcomings, rather 

than theirs.  It was just the way she was. 

No—when it came to many of the elements of having a “normal” relationship, 

vampires were best for the telepath.  She couldn’t hear our thoughts.  She could relax her 

“shields” and simply enjoy the moment as she held a vampire’s hand or made love to him.  

She could let herself feel her passion without inhibition.   

Without the fear of catching a stray thought that might hurt her. 
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I should know.  I’d felt it when Sookie heard something hurtful from another.  There 

was a twitch in her emotions, though she’d learned not to show any physical signs of her 

pain.  On the other hand, I’d also seen—and felt—when she was truly “free.”  And she’d been 

beautiful as feelings of wonder, gratefulness, and love had swept through her. 

Of course, vampires couldn’t give her other things a “normal” life entailed.  We 

couldn’t give her children.  We couldn’t grow old with her.   

Thus, it was no wonder that Sookie was confused.  But she wasn’t “unavailable”—as 

her brother had suggested.   

I was interrupted from my contemplation by Sookie’s attempt to respond to the 

cretin.    

“I really don’t think that’s why I . . . .” she started. 

“No—hey—me, too,” Jason 

interrupted again, clearly too selfish to 

actually listen to anyone but himself.  

“Dawn, Amy, Crystal, Jess—every last one 

of them unavailable in some basic 

unavailable way.”  He sighed.  “You 

know—the problem is us.  We think we 

don’t deserve better than that.  Maybe we 

don’t.”   

I sighed as I felt a part of Sookie 

agree with the numbskull.  I knew that Sookie didn’t think she deserved “everything.”  
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Maybe—no one did.  But I’d tried to go after it—with her.  And I wanted for her to know that 

she had the right to seek her own version of “everything.”  I wanted her to figure out what 

that version was for herself. 

Of course, I was not completely unselfish.  I wanted to be that “everything.” 

More than anything.   

“Jason, I know you’ve got a lot to deal with right now, but you can’t let it tear you 

down like this,” she said compassionately.  

I could imagine her face in that moment—her eyes shining with concern for her 

unworthy brother, even as she put to the side her own worries and pain.  Once upon a time, 

those eyes had looked at me with concern too.  They had comforted me. 

Loved me.   

“Why the hell not?” Jason asked 

confrontationally.  “You know, maybe we’d be 

better off going through life without thinking 

there’s something good waiting for us down the 

road.  Maybe we wouldn’t keep getting hurt if we 

just expected the worst.”  He paused for a 

moment.  “‘Cause that’s all we’ve been getting.”   

“No.  I refuse to think that way,” Sookie 

said passionately, even as I felt something akin to 

hope in our bond. 

“Hope,” I whispered, holding onto that feeling in her—trying to let it ignite in me. 
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“Well, that’s your choice,” Jason said somewhat bitterly.  “But you’ve gotta let me 

think that way if I want to.”   

“Okay,” Sookie said tentatively, obviously confused by her brother’s behavior.  In 

truth, it was confusing.  Jason had never struck me as a pessimist.   

Just a dumbass.   

“How’s your head?” she asked, even as the sun dropped into the horizon.  I entered 

the combination to the lock in my coffin and launched myself out of it, landing on the roof 

of the vehicle in a single, fluid movement.  I looked into Jason’s window just in time to see 

Sookie examining the bump on her brother’s skull.   

 

“Jason, that’s as big as a walnut!” she exclaimed. 

Hell—in that case—the bump was probably bigger than his brain.   

I moved my head closer to the driver’s side window.  “Pull over,” I said to Jason. 

He was clearly surprised to see me.  I chuckled, knowing that I must have been a 

sight: head dangling upside down, hair blowing in the wind, smirk on my lips. 
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“Fuck, man!” Jason exclaimed. 

“Please?” I added in an exaggerated way.   

Sookie rolled her eyes and chuckled even as the idiot slowed down the vehicle. 
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Molly wasn’t the only one with some technological know-how.  I wasn’t a techy 

myself.  I did, however, have someone on my payroll who was. 

“Who’s that?” Sookie asked of the attractive Were who’d met us in an abandoned 

parking structure about three miles from the Authority’s gates.   

 I could feel through our bond that Sookie was obviously appraising the Were’s good 

looks as he set up some equipment in his van. 

 I chuckled.  “Oh—no you don’t.” 

 “What?” she asked, looking up at me.   

 “I have learned from the Herveaux situation.  You’ll get no more help from me with 

finding Were lovers,” I said with a serious expression on my face. 

 Sookie blushed and looked horrified.  “What are you—uh . . . .”  She stopped 

midsentence, obviously flummoxed.  

 My serious expression dropped and I chuckled.   

 Realizing that I was just teasing her, she hit my arm. 

 “Stop it, Eric!” she whisper-yelled.   

 “Well—you did hook up with Herveaux,” I said using the human expression I’d heard 

a million times at Fangtasia.    

 “And you glamoured him to think that I was disgusting.  Don’t think I’ve forgotten 

about that,” she challenged, hands on her hips. 

 I shrugged.  “He’s not good enough for you.” 

 She shook her head in disbelief—either of my words or my gall for interfering in her 

life.   
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Probably both. 

 “You high-handed, meddlesome . . . .” she started. 

 “Sookie,” I interrupted with a wink, “this is Brady.  He’s an associate of mine,” I 

introduced as the Were approached. 

 Sookie glared at me for a second longer before her manners kicked in.  “Nice to meet 

you,” she said, sticking out her hand.   

 Brady took it, but his eyes quickly darted to Jason Stackhouse, who was approaching 

the front of the vehicle with Tara.   

He’d been “helping” as Tara had been removing the coffins from the truck.   

And—by helping—I mean watching her do it. 

Meanwhile, Nora was scouting the area around the Authority headquarters to get an 

idea of the number of guards remaining in the complex. 

 “And you are?” Brady asked, giving Jason an appreciative look and licking his lips 

ever so slightly.   

 “Um—Jason Stackhouse,” the young man answered, obviously clueless that Brady 

was checking him out. 

 Sookie wasn’t clueless.  She glared up at me. 

 “One cannot be too careful—with you,” I smirked. 

 “Huh?” Jason asked.  “Careful about what?” 

 “Nothing,” Sookie said in a huff, even as Tara laughed.  She’d obviously clued in to 

what I was teasing Sookie about. 

 “What?” Jason asked. 
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 Sookie rolled her eyes.   

 Nobody responded to Jason. 

 “So—were you able to do it?” I asked Brady, getting down to business. 

 The Were nodded.  “Yeah.  The surveillance equipment inside of the Authority’s 

compound is functioning on its own server, and there are a lot of firewalls set up.  More 

than the fucking government!  So I couldn’t hack into it.  However, I was able to pick up the 

frequency being used for their surveillance system.  You can use this to deactivate the 

cameras,” he said, handing me a device that looked similar to the one that Molly had used.   

 I gave the gadget to Tara, who would be the one to set it off.  

 “How long will it eliminate the camera feeds?” I asked. 

 “Until the system gets a reboot,” he responded.  “Maybe five minutes?” 

 I nodded in understanding.  “So it would be best if we shot out the cameras too—just 

in case.” 

 “Probably,” Brady responded. 

 I gave Brady a nod of dismissal, and he turned to go back to his van.   

 “Thank you,” Sookie said loudly—with a reprimanding look in my direction—when 

she realized that I wasn’t going to say anything else to our helper.   

 Brady turned back and winked at Sookie.  Or it might have been at Jason.   

“You’re welcome,” he said before getting into his vehicle and taking off. 

 A minute later, Nora zipped into the parking garage.   

 “Well—they are clearly still at level one lockdown,” she apprised.  “However, I heard 

some good news.” 



 
738 

 “What’s that?” I asked her.   

   “Kibwe is dead,” she responded.  “I do not know how.” 

 I nodded, glad that there would be one less older vampire to face once we were 

inside. 

 “Let’s get going,” Jason said, obviously anxious to kill vampires. 

 I wasn’t concerned about his readiness, however.  I looked at my bonded.  “Ready?” I 

asked her. 

 She nodded.  “Yeah.  Ready.”   
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Chapter 50: Facing Demons 

 

 As we approached the Authority compound, I felt my mind begin to swirl through all 

contingencies.  And I found myself second guessing whether I should have involved Sookie 

in this business.  After all, I was putting her in danger.  
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 However, I also knew that she wouldn’t forgive me—or herself—if we didn’t try to get 

Bill “back.”  And there was no way that he would listen to me.  I’d tried that already.   

 No.  Sookie was the only hope there was for disentangling him from Salome’s 

influence. 

 And Lilith’s. 

 And, of course, there was Pamela to save too.  And Jessica. 

 As for the rest of it?  Now that Russell was dead and gone and Nora was on my side, I 

felt as if we could take down the nest that had taken over the Authority.  In fact, taking out 

Salome and Rosalyn—and destroying Lilith’s goddamned blood—would likely be the only 

way that vampires wouldn’t become hunted by the government.  Order needed to be 

restored—but not the order of Lilith. 

 Salome would be difficult to kill.  She was old and powerful.  However, she was no 

fighter.  Without Russell and Kibwe, she would be vulnerable.   

 As for Rosalyn?  Well—

without storm troopers backing 

her up, I bet that even Tara could 

take her out.   

 I sighed.  When had I 

become such a goddamned 

crusader?  I smirked, knowing 

that I was taking on some characteristics of my bonded.   
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A storm trooper at the gate stopped our progress.  “Chancellors, we weren’t expecting 

you until tomorrow evening,” he said. 

“Well, our flight was aborted halfway to DC,” I said irritably.  “No one has told us why 

or was there to meet us when we got back to New Orleans.  Has there been trouble?” 

“There’s been a breach.  A shape-shifter,” he informed.  “We’re still on lockdown.  I’ll 

need to call this in.” 

Interesting.  A shifter.  I had an odd feeling that it was Merlotte.   

“Chelsea, I have Chancellors Northman and Gainesborough at the gate requesting 

access,” the storm trooper informed.  “What’s your cargo?” he asked, looking at the three 

“prisoners” we had in the back of the truck. 

 

“The vampire’s a mainstreaming spy,” I responded.  “The humans are lunch.”   

“The blonde smells amazing,” the guard said with a leer.  
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I chuckled.  “Yeah, she is pretty amazing,” I 

replied honestly.  “And mine,” I added with emphasis.   

“Roger,” the storm trooper said into his radio.  

“They’re just trying to track down a chancellor.” 

I wondered why it was taking so long.  

I was somewhat surprised to hear Bill’s voice 

instead of Salome’s over the radio.  “Of course.  Send 

Chancellor Northman and his party on down.”   

“You’ve been cleared,” the guard said, waving us through. 

“Thank you,” I replied. 

I knew that Bill was likely looking at us through the camera feeds.  He would see 

Sookie, and he would be waiting.  The only question was whether or not he would try to stop 

us. 
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As soon as we got into the elevator, I nodded at Tara.  

“Now,” I told her. 

Tara used the device that Brady had given us to disable the surveillance as Nora and 

I quickly took the bindings off of our other “prisoners.” 

Sookie looked up at me.  “Be careful?” she half-asked and half-commanded as I 

handed her a stake to use as a weapon. 

“You as well,” I said softly. 

She gifted me with a little smile as she tucked the stake into her jeans. 

Jason Stackhouse obviously thought that he was some kind of commando as he 

pulled multiple guns out of the bag of weapons we’d brought.   

 

Of course, Nora looked little different as she strapped on a harness holding half a 

dozen stakes.   

As soon as the elevator doors opened, Jason took aim at Chelsea and pulled the 

trigger.  However, the young vampiress had been fast enough to trigger the alarm.   

We’d been counting on that. 
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In the next moment, the computerized voice that I was beginning to despise 

indicated that Level Two protocols had been initiated.   

As soon as I’d heard that, I yelled “Go!”   

I’d told Jason where all the cameras in the room were.  Moving fast, he targeted them 

and then he leapt over Chelsea’s desk. 

“Stay back!” he yelled before killing three vampires as they came into the room.   

The annoying computer voice began a countdown.   

“Clear!” Jason shouted, still in hyperactive status.    

I had to hand it to Stackhouse.  He 

did know how to kill vampires—at least 

young ones.    

“Watch out; it’s slippery,” Tara 

cautioned as she walked out of the elevator.   

Sookie followed her, and she and I 

shared one more look before Nora and I 

zipped from the lobby into the large meeting 

room.   

We positioned ourselves where no 

cameras could see us and waited for the Level Two protocols to be followed.  We both knew 

that a squad of ten storm troopers would be deployed to secure the temple and the control 

room.     
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“Weapons tight.  Go!” said the squadron leader as the force entered the room.   

We waited until they were spread out in the Temple.  Perfect. 

 

Zipping down from my hiding place, I killed six with my bare hands before watching 

Nora take out four, using her stakes like daggers to their hearts. 

It was just like the good ol’ days when Godric was an enforcer and Nora and I helped 

him.   
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“See what you’ve been missing working for the fucking 

Authority?” I asked, smiling at my sister.  “Control room,” I 

instructed. 

She gave me a smile of agreement before zipping to 

our next destination.  I was right behind her.    

 Immediately, I cued up the cameras to the detention 

area and pushed air from my dead lungs in relief as I saw 

that Sookie and Tara had safely made it to the cells. 

 “Hurry,” I said to Nora, as she opened the computer 

program that controlled the door to the cells. 

 She looked up at me with a glare.  “I am hurrying.” 

 “No you aren’t,” I chastised, pointing to the computer. 

 Nora scoffed but went to work.   

“No, wait, you’ve got to do that 

thing first,” I instructed.  I didn’t know a 

lot about the system, but once I was a 

Chancellor, I had read up on all the 

systems and the protocols.  And I knew 

that the alarms would be set off if the 

cell doors were opened before the 

security system was disarmed. 
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“Can you not . . . ,” Nora started. 

“You’ve got to reroute the sensors,” I directed.  

“That’s the first thing I did,” she insisted slapping away my hand as I tried to help. 

“No, you didn’t. Please, let me just . . . .” 

“Do you honestly think that you 

understand the system I helped design better 

than I do?” Nora asked irritably.    

“Okay, maybe not,” I smirked. 

“Then shut up and just let me do this!” she 

sassed. 

“Just don’t fuck anything up.” 

“You worried about your fairy?” she 

smirked, even as her fingers went back to the keyboard. 

“I’m worried about my bonded,” I corrected.   
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“Got it!” Nora exclaimed.  We watched as the doors to Pam’s and Jessica’s cells 

opened. 

“Interesting,” I smirked as Tara and Pam kissed in greeting. 

Nora sighed that longsuffering sigh she was such a master at producing.  “I swear, 

Eric, if Godric were here . . . .” 

“If you even suggest that he would have thought badly of my progeny and her child,” 

I growled, “you will be sorry.” 

Again, she sighed.   

“Godric disapproved of how Pam was turned,” I owned.  “However, he recognized that 

she made a fine vampire, and he never questioned her loyalty!” 

“I’m just saying that Godric would be concerned.”  Nora motioned toward the screen.  

“You seem to have quite the little harem developing.” 

“Pamela can take care of herself and her progeny,” I returned sharply.  “And Godric 

is no longer here.” 

“You can’t tell me that you don’t care about what he would think,” she challenged. 

“I care very much about what he would have thought—what he did think!  And whom 

he thought worthy,” I whispered fervently, following Sookie’s progress with my eyes.  “Now 

come!” I said forcefully, zipping back to the lobby to meet my bonded and the others. 

 

“They’ll be waiting for you up top, so I suggest you all reload on the ride up,” I 

commented as soon as we’d all met up.   
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“Hello,” I said to Pam. 

She gave me a tender-ish 

smile.  Maybe her feelings for Tara 

were softening her heart. 

“Wait, aren’t you coming with 

us?” she asked with confusion. 

“We’re gonna get Bill,” I 

returned.  

“Eric, you can’t be serious,” Pam said with frustration.  “You should just let that 

douche fry.”   

Obviously I was wrong about her heart softening.   

 

“Sookie!” Jason yelled, clearly upset that she was coming with me.  Didn’t he recall 

that this was the main reason why she’d come in the first place?  To try to get through to 

Bill?   
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Maybe that bump on Jason’s head was 

affecting his short-term memory. 

“Make sure it’s safe up there for us,” Sookie 

requested of her brother.  “We’ll be up momentarily,” 

she added as the elevator door closed.   

 Sookie and I shared a look as I took her hand.   

 “Bill’s been altered by this place,” I warned. 

 “Let’s see how much,” she returned bravely. 

 I gave her a little smile and led her to Salome’s chambers, where Bill was almost sure 

to be.  As we approached, I smelled blood—a lot of it.   

 Salome’s. 

I zipped into the room, followed closely behind by Sookie.  Bill was getting ready to 

drink a vial of blood. 

 

 Lilith’s. 

 And there was vampire muck on the floor.  Bill had apparently killed Salome. 
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“So, Lilith appeared to you as well,” Bill said to me almost accusingly.  Oddly, he 

seemed to be purposely ignoring Sookie’s presence.  

“Only to savagely obliterate my maker,” I responded.  Clearly, some kind of Lord of the 

Flies/Highlander/”there can be only one” situation had been occurring since Nora and I had 

left the Authority.   

And—clearly, given Salome’s 

condition—Bill had won.   

“She’s a mad god, Bill.  She’s nothing 

but destruction.  Don’t do it,” I cautioned, 

gesturing toward the blood in his hand. 

“So you can?” he charged defensively.   

“Pour it in the fucking fire!” I growled.  

There was no fucking way that I would drink 

another drop of that tainted blood, but clearly Bill felt that I was there to take it from him.    

“You’ll never stop me,” Bill snarled.  

“So why’d you authorize our entry, then?” I asked 

reasonably.  “You knew we would try.”  

“Because I wasn’t yet sure I’d be able to get rid of 

Salome on my own,” he responded coolly.  

Likely, he’d used guile and not force to kill the 

older vampiress.  But clearly he’d been prepared to use 

me to kill his competition—if force had been required.      
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“Bill, this isn’t you,” Sookie insisted, 

entering the conversation. 

His eyes almost black and cold, he 

focused on her. 

“What the fuck do you know about me?” 

he challenged.  “For all you know, everything I 

did while with you was an act—calculated to 

elicit a particular response.” 

Had it been?  Had I been wrong about 

Bill? 

No—I knew that he loved Sookie.  But I was beginning to wonder if he loved power 

more.  

He certainly didn’t “love” Lilith.   

“I know that’s not true,” Sookie denied.   

“Why?” he chuckled darkly.  “Because of the light you 

bear?  Did you ever consider the possibility that it’s a 

handicap?  One that blinds you to the most obvious of 

truths—that you are an abomination, just like the vampire 

Bible states.” 

I growled at his words and damned him for them.   

Handicap?  Sookie had always thought of herself as being handicapped.  How dare 

Bill prey upon her self-doubts?  Her worst fears! 
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Abomination?  Lilith was the goddamned abomination!  And—if Bill drank her 

blood—he would become one too. 

 

“Bill, you are stronger than this,” Sookie implored desperately, trying to ignore the 

pain that his words had caused her.   “You are capable of sympathy and kindness and 

generosity.  You are unique among all the vampires I have met.  Don’t throw that away,” she 

begged.   

“I have spent my entire life as a vampire apologizing,” Bill returned, his tone harsh, 

“believing I was inherently wrong somehow, living in fear—fear that God had forsaken me, 

that I was damned.  But Lilith grants us freedom from fear.  Vicissitudes 9:24.  ‘Fear not, for 

my blood is beyond fear—fear of sin, fear of mankind, fear of retribution—for thou art begat 

by God.  And this world is but a spring to slake thy sacred thirst.’” 

In that moment, I finally acknowledged something that I wished I had acknowledged 

before. 
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Bill was gone in any way that mattered.   

 

Or maybe he had always been on this path—a path leading to his self-proclaimed 

“ascension.”  He’d always been so quick to blame everyone else for his actions—his 

shortcomings.  His sins. 

He’d blamed Lorena. 

Sophie-Anne. 

Lilith.    

Underneath all of his denials, he saw himself as a martyr.  And now he was ready to 

give himself to Lilith, fulfilling the destiny he saw of himself.   

The one he wanted. 

Suddenly, I felt sick—sick that I’d brought Sookie to try to help him. 

Sick that I’d done so because I’d not wanted her to hate me for giving up on Bill 

fucking Compton.   



 
755 

Sick that I’d allowed Bill the chance to 

strike at her with words meant to harm. 

“If I ever meant anything to you at all 

. . . ,” Sookie cried, begging Bill to turn from 

his insanity.   

“I told you the first night we met—

vampires often turn on those they love the 

most,” he responded icily. 

And then he drank. 

 

“Oh, God,” he gagged.  

I pulled Sookie back so that she was behind me. 

“God!” he screamed in agony as he literally melted into a puddle of blood before 

Sookie and me. 
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“No,” Sookie sobbed. 

I pulled her into my embrace—holding the back 

of her head as she cried into my chest. 

I could feel her grief in the bond, but I could also 

feel that her heart was not breaking—not like it would 

have been if she still loved him as she had before. 

And I felt something else—almost as if each cell 

of her blood was sighing with relief as Bill’s blood burned out of her body.  Her blood would 

no longer be pulled by his.  His blood would no 

longer fight mine inside of her.  And I was 

determined not to allow my own blood to 

influence her in any way, as Bill had allowed 

his—even if his attempts were not always 

conscious on his part.  

Was I sad to see Bill Compton gone?   

 No.  I was ambivalent. 

 But I was sad that Sookie had to bear 

losing someone else—especially in the way it 

had happened. 

 The thoughts jetting through my head were interrupted as I noticed the blood pool 

rippling—just as the pool had rippled at the karaoke bar before Lilith had risen. 
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 Fuck! 

“Sookie,” I said, shock and horror weighing equally in my tone. 

Bill rose from the muck, blood covered.   

His eyes were feral.   

Billith. 
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“Fuck,” 

Sookie gasped. 

“Fuck!” I 

thought again in 

silent agreement. 

Billith 

hissed at us, his 

fangs snapping down. 

They were the longest I’d ever seen. 

I was a warrior, and I had been scared many times before fighting battles.   

I was a child, maker, and brother, and I had been scared for my family’s well-being. 

I was a man in love, and I 

was scared for the safety of my 

bonded. 

In fact, I’d never been so 

scared.    

“Run!” I yelled, pushing 

Sookie into action and turning to 

face the monster before me—to try 

to give my bonded time to get away 

from him. 
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As I saw him focus his unfeeling eyes onto me, I knew down to my very bones that I 

would not be able to stop him for long. 

But I was willing to die trying. 

Because some things really were worth dying for. 

 

  



 
760 

Epilogue: Done Running 

 

SOOKIE POV  

“Run!” Eric yelled. 

 It was such a short word, yet—even when I’d been a 

child—it had always had a negative connotation for me. 

 Run. 

 Run away from the voices in your head.   

 In my earliest memories, I was trying to run from 

them, but I’d never succeeded in getting away.  Just as I’d 
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get far enough into the woods to not hear them so well, I’d catch the worry of Daddy or 

Mama.   

 So—I’d run back to them, vowing that I would stop myself from hearing this time.  

That I would be normal—for them. 

 I always failed.  

 Always. 

 Run. 

 Run from the hurtful things people think.  Run from touch.   

 Run.   

 Run from love since—even the ones who love you the most—also hate the way you 

are.  

 Run from Gran’s regrets.  Run from her sorrow over losing the man she loved. 

 Run from her worries—about you. 

 Run from her mind, the only one that you heard love from when you were a little girl.  

Run so that love doesn’t go away.  

 Pretend that everything’s okay. 

 Don’t be a burden to her. 

 Run.  

 Run from bullies on the playground.  

 Run from Uncle Bartlett.  

 Run into the woods.  Climb the highest tree you can find.  Hide in the dark.   

Hide until Gran finds you and makes you tell why you’d run.   
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Why your body was scraped by tree branches. 

Why you’d run away from the home she’d given you. 

Run from the feeling that she might choose her brother’s side over you. 

Run. 

 Run from teachers’ thoughts—teachers who were certain you were retarded. 

 Pretend to be normal.  Pretend to be normal.   

Pretend not to hear them when you failed. 

 Failed again. 

 Run again.  

 Run from teenaged boys who wanted to fuck your body for sport or because of a dare. 

 Run from the people at work who call you “crazy Sookie” in their thoughts and aloud. 

 “Crazy” in stereo. 

 Run.  

 Run from the man who killed your Gran because of you—the man who had planned 

to kill and rape you.   

Run since—to Rene—the order of those two plans hadn’t mattered. 

 Run.   

 Run from the pain of loss and into the arms of Bill Compton, the first man who’d 

made you think you didn’t have to run anymore.   

 Lies. 

 Run. 
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 Run to ask Bill to have pity on you—to take away your pain.  Run to beg for his love 

with your body.   

 Run. 

 Run from a Maenad.   

 Run from religious fanatics. 

 Run from Weres.   

Run from Russell.   

 Run.   

 Run from faeries. 

 Run from witches. 

 Run. 

 Run from Eric, who’d been shirtless at the side of the country road. 

 Run. 

 Run to save people who held you responsible for their own need to run.   

 Run away from your own car, which also wanted to kill you! 

 How fucking sad when even your own fucking car wants to kill you! 

 Run from everything! 

 Run into a bottle of booze. 

 Run into the arms of a warm man whose thoughts of his ex-girlfriend were the 

punishment you needed because you had been the one to kill her. 

 You’d killed her when you should have run. 

 Run. 
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 See Sookie run.  

Run, Sookie, run.   

 No matter how much practice I’d had, I’d never been able to run fast enough.   

Six years before, I’d made it my New Year’s resolution to run every day.  I told Gran 

that it was “jogging.”  I told Gran that it was “just to keep in shape.”   

The truth?  I’d run to try to escape. 

 Rain or shine.  

 I’d run every day that year—as far and as fast as I could until my breath had run 

itself out.   

 But I’d never gotten far enough to outrun who I was. 

 Handicapped. 

Freak. 

 Abomination. 

 Still—despite not having success with running in the past—as soon as Eric had 

ordered it, I had run again.   

 It was a habit—after all.   

Run away—even from the ones you love.  Because—if you don’t—you will have to 

experience their inevitable rejection.   

Bill was now a blood-coated monster, so—at least—running from him made sense 

this time. 

 Running away from Eric had once made sense to me too.   

 Now that he has his memories back, you won’t hold his interest for long, Sookie. 
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 Run.  

 Do you really want to end up like Yvetta?  Strung up in a dungeon?  Exposed while 

he moves on to another?  Naked?  Unwanted?  

 Run.  

 After all, vampires turn on those they love. 

 Bill was proof of that.   

Very real, very dangerous proof. 

 Run. 

 But—can I run?  After all, my ancestor ‘sold’ me to a vampire—the very one that 

murdered my parents!  And he’s coming for me—even now! 

 Run. 

 I got all the way to the 

elevator, before metal prevented 

me from running another step—

though my feet kept moving.  I 

pushed the button and looked 

around.   

Where was an emergency 

staircase when you needed it?  

Didn’t the designers of this 

building known that I would need to run one day? 
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 The elevator door opened, and I was about to run inside of its shelter when I heard a 

noise that finally stopped me from running—both figuratively and literally.   

It was the sickening sound of a body being thrown against a wall. 

Eric’s. 

 “She’s a waitress,” he’d said when asked what I was.   

 Not a freak. 

 Not an abomination. 

 Not a telepath.  

 Not a human. 

 Not a fairy. 

 Not a bloodbag. 

 A waitress. 

 It’s how I’d identified myself when I’d been 

asked by people that I knew wanted me for what I was.  

Not who I was. 

 I found myself running again—this time back 

toward where that noise had come from. 

 Bill was standing over Eric, ready to kill him.   

 “No!” I cried out. 

 My hands lit up, and—without hesitation—I 

shot my light at Bill.   

 “No more running!” I yelled. 
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My light sputtered, but I shot again.  My blasts were enough to stun Bill, and I ran to 

Eric, pulling him to his feet. 

 “I told you to run,” he growled. 

 “I did.  I have,” I said, even as I tried to hurriedly drag him with me.  “But no more—

not without you.  Never again.”     

 He growled again—in pain.  In frustration. 

 “Come on!  Move your fucking feet, Northman!” I ordered. 

 We were heaving and towing each other—or trying to—when Bill took hold of us. 

 Me by the hair and Eric by the back of the neck. 

 Indeed, there would be no more running. 

 And I was—strangely enough—fine with that.  Despite my current predicament.  

 I was fine because my fate would be shared with Eric. 

 Eric. 

 The vampire. 

 The sheriff. 

 The Viking. 

 The scoundrel. 

 The killer. 

 The lover. 

 The man. 

 He was no runner.   

 In that moment, I realized something.   
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 I loved him.  I loved all of him. 

 And then I realized something else—even as I fought against Bill’s hold on my hair 

in order to try to look at Eric. 

 Eric had been the only one who had ever loved all of me. 

 Hell—he’d been the only one who’d even acknowledged all of me! 

 If I could have laughed, I would have.   

 But I couldn’t.  Instead, I cursed fate for not letting me understand what Eric had 

offered to me until the end. 

 I cursed the monster who I was certain was going to kill us. 

 I cursed myself. 

 “What do you want from me?” I’d once asked Eric. 

 “Everything,” he’d said unequivocally. 

 Unapologetically.   

 I hadn’t understood what he’d meant then—what he’d already meant even before his 

amnesia. 

 I hadn’t had time enough to take in what he’d done to my house—for me. 

 I hadn’t had time enough to ask the most important question. 

 Why? 

 “I remember everything.  Us,” he’d said after I’d managed to break the necromancer’s 

spell.   

 He’d told me that nothing had changed about his feelings—that he was just “more.” 

 The “more” had scared me.   



 
769 

 After all, he was already so much more—more than I’d ever allowed myself to hope 

for.  Much more than the world had told me that I deserved. 

 He’d reminded me that I’d given myself to him completely.  He’d claimed me even 

after I’d told him that I loved Bill too. 

 I’d been afraid to admit that he was right—right about my giving myself to him.  

Completely. 

 Afraid to admit that when I had let myself let go with him, I’d felt safe and cherished.   

 And—unlike with Bill—that feeling hadn’t been toppled by a lie.   

 Eric hadn’t denied the person he was when he’d had amnesia.  On the contrary, he’d 

accepted that person into himself without a thought, becoming more vulnerable in the 

process.   

 He’d not been afraid to admit that he’d given himself to me.  He’d told me that he 

loved me. 

 His eyes had told me that he was ready to give me “everything.” 

 But I’d been afraid to believe those eyes. 

 With seemingly sincere eyes, Bill had once promised everything too, but he’d left me 

with nothing.   

 I hadn’t been brave enough with Eric.  I’d not given us a chance—not a real one.  

I’d blinked under the focus of his eyes.   

I’d run. 

As the monster that used to be Bill continued to hold us, I felt myself at the 

precipice.   
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Life and death. 

Right or left. 

A choice. 

“I choose you,” I said, trying once more to turn my head toward Eric, despite the fact 

that doing so was increasing my pain.  “I choose you, Eric Northman,” I emphasized, 

making sure that he knew whom I was talking to.   

There had been enough misunderstandings—enough wishy-washiness.   

Enough. 

No more running. 

Dying?  Maybe.  But running?  No. 

“And I choose you,” he returned.  I realized that he’d somehow managed to keep 

ahold of my hand, and he squeezed it.   

 My heart leapt, but the moment of elation was fleeting. 

 I felt myself being raised off my feet and then I was flying through the air.   

 I flexed my hand; Eric’s was gone.  

I hit the ground hard and had only enough energy to recognize that Eric was 

screaming before the world went black.   
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The End of Inner. 

Be looking for Part 2 of the Inner-verse.  It is called From the Inside Out. 

  



 
772 

Sephrenia’s character banners 

Seph graciously made banners for this story.  Other than Eric, the banners are 

in alphabetical order. 
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