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All publicly recognizable characters, settings, lines of dialogue, titles, etc., are the 

property of their respective owners.  Only the original plot is the creation of the author; 

however, even that is derived from characters belonging to others.  No profit has been 

made from this work.  The author is in no way associated with the owners, creators, or 

producers of the source material.  No copyright infringement is intended.  The 

characters and events in this story are based on The Southern Vampire Mystery series and 

True Blood.  Thus, Charlaine Harris and HBO are responsible for the people and places 

that I play with in my story.   
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Summary :  

(SVM Canon; drama, angst) On Christmas Eve, more than seven years after the events 

of Dead Ever After, Sookie gets a surprise visitor: Eric Northman. He’s brought her a 

present. Will she accept it? And—if she doesn’t—will she and her family make it to the 

New Year with their freedom intact?  

Note:  

This story was originally written for the talented Suki59—for the 2013 Sookie's Secret 

Santa story exchange. 

Beta:  

Kleannhouse, who stepped in at the last minute when I wasn't sure I'd get the story 

edited in time! She was a blessing, and her input definitely improved the story! 

Story  Banner: 

Made by Sephrenia. 
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erry Christmas, Sookie,” a voice said from behind her.  It was a 

voice she’d know anywhere, even though she’d not heard its 

deep timbre for more than seven years. 

 She turned around slowly.  In the darkness of the room, she made out only his 

silhouette against the wall furthest away from the fireplace.  And—even then—it was 

only his glow that enabled her to see him.   
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The fire, started hours before and now dying, was the room’s only source of 

light.  She’d not dared to turn on the other lights as she played Santa Claus for her six-

year-old daughter, Samantha.  Sammy was a light sleeper anyway, and Sookie wanted 

for her to have a few more years believing in the benevolent man in red.  Sookie, of 

course, hadn’t had that luxury, but she could ensure that her eldest child did.  She 

wouldn’t be able to keep the secret from the son she was carrying.  Automatically, she 

placed her hand over her heavily swollen belly as he kicked as if he’d heard her 

thinking about him. 

Maybe he had. 

 “When is your child coming?” Eric asked as he stepped forward, his eyes on her 

belly.   
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 “He was due yesterday,” Sookie responded. 

 Sookie took a ragged breath as he took another step toward her.  The dim light 

still didn’t allow her to see him fully, but that was okay.  She didn’t need to.  She 

remembered everything about him, and—of course—vampires didn’t change.   

 “I was sorry to hear about the shifter,” Eric said in an emotionless tone. 

 “Were you?” Sookie asked, her own tone a bit biting. 

 “No,” the vampire returned honestly.  “But I am sorry about the pain it must 

have caused you.” 

 Sookie couldn’t help but to smile ruefully.  “Same old compassionate Eric,” she 

sighed, not quite able to add the sarcasm she felt to her voice.  She was simply too tired.  

She moved awkwardly over to the wooden straight-backed chair she’d moved to the 

living room several weeks before.  She’d been having too much trouble getting up from 

comfortable chairs by herself. 

 “Yes—old,” Eric replied, his voice also sounding immeasurably tired for a 

moment.  “May I sit?” 

 She nodded, and he moved to sit on her old, worn couch.  He didn’t relax onto 

it—as he’d done the last time he’d sat there—so long ago.  They stared at each other 

silently for long minutes—neither of them quite believing that they were together in the 

same room again. 
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 “Why are you here?” she asked, finally interrupting the quiet when she became 

concerned that she would lose herself in his beautiful eyes.  “I mean—you’re not 

supposed to see me alone.  That was part of your deal with Freyda—right?” 

 He nodded, but didn’t answer her.  Instead, he asked a question of his own.  “Is 

the son you carry a telepath?” 

 Sookie inhaled sharply, trying to discern the look on Eric’s face.  “How do you 

know it’s a boy?  And why do you want to know?” 

 “My queen wants the child,” Eric responded matter-of-factly. 

 Sookie’s other hand flew to her child protectively, and her mind went into 

overdrive.  Was Eric following Freyda’s orders?  De Castro’s?  Was he there to take her 

unborn child?   

 She couldn’t bring herself to ask him any of those questions.  She tried to quell 

her terror.  “Why not ask if my daughter is a telepath?” 

 Eric looked at the dying embers of the fire.  “I already know that she is not.  The 

shifter passed along his ability to her, along with his name; however, she did not inherit 

her mother’s gift.” 

 “How do you know that?” Sookie asked, her voice quivering. 

 Eric dragged a hand through his hair.  “Trusting Freyda was never an option for 

me.  Thus, since our,” he paused and a look of disgust passed over his handsome 

features, “marriage began, I have looked for ways to monitor her actions—to remain a 
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step ahead of them.  Two months ago, I was able to implant a spy program into the 

computer of her second in command, Luther.  The program allows me to monitor 

anything that he is viewing.”  He stopped and took an unneeded breath.  “Or anything 

he is listening to.  Sadly, I cannot take control of the computer and search it at will; 

however, an active surveillance device would have been spotted, so I had to opt for 

something more,” he paused again, “passive.”  

 Sookie took a shaky breath. 

 “Your great-grandfather’s magic is strong here,” Eric smirked a little, as he 

looked around.  “The old fairy—I think—left behind more than just a fertile garden.” 

 “What do you mean?” she asked. 

“There’s an inhibiter spell around this place.  That fact has apparently frustrated 

Freyda, as well as Felipe, for seven years.  Both of them wish to have a nice, young 

telepath of their own, preferably a child of yours.  Freyda wants your suffering.  Felipe 

simply wants the asset to which he feels he’s entitled.  He is bitter that you didn’t leap 

at the chance to come to Las Vegas and be his pet telepath after our marriage was 

dissolved,” he scoffed.    

“He’s fucking delusional,” she muttered. 

He nodded and then sighed.  Sookie hated that sound coming from Eric; she 

always had.  She knew he didn’t need to sigh.  She knew that he only made that sound 

when something was wrong—usually something involving her.  
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“The magic here has made their attempts to monitor you in your home 

impossible.  However—elsewhere—they have managed to listen in.  Two days after I 

installed the spy program, Luther reviewed several recordings while he was on the 

phone with Felipe.  The transcripts of them made for interesting reading,” Eric 

continued forebodingly. 

“And what did you read?” Sookie asked with trepidation. 

Eric closed his eyes.  “I have never enjoyed seeing you upset, Sookie.  And once I 

tell you what I came to tell you, you will be.” 

“Tell me anyway,” Sookie said, her hands now rubbing nervously over where 

her child was moving. 

He opened his eyes and looked into hers.  “I used to avoid telling you unpleasant 

truths because I wanted to fix the world for you,” he paused, “without your ever 

knowing it was broken.” 

“But you couldn’t,” she responded soberly, remembering the many times when 

all hell had broken lose around her. 

“No—I could not,” he agreed.  “And, because of that, I lost you.”  He sighed 

again and rose to his feet, turning his back on her and looking at the fire.  “May I?” he 

asked, gesturing toward some wood next to the hearth.   

“Sure,” she said, even as she trembled.  The room was getting a little cold, and it 

didn’t seem like Eric would be leaving anytime soon.   
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After he’d rebuilt the fire, he sat again onto the sofa.   

“Would you like a blood?” she asked.  “I still keep some for when . . . .”  

“For when Compton comes by,” he finished, his features schooled, but his eyes 

flashing dangerously at the mention of the vampire who’d been the first—and the most 

recent—to have Sookie’s affection. 

“Yeah,” she said in barely a whisper. 

He shook his head.  “No.  Thank you, but I have already fed tonight.” 

Sookie flinched a little at the idea of him feeding from someone—someone other 

than her, that is.  Of course, she didn’t expect him to mainstream, not when the taste of 

TrueBlood hadn’t been improved.  Hell—not even Bill pretended to mainstream 

anymore—not when there was such a burgeoning donor industry.     

Eric and Sookie were silent for a few moments.     

“Do you hate me?” Eric asked out of nowhere.   

The abruptness of his question and the subject change should have surprised 

Sookie, but it didn’t.  “Not anymore,” she answered without thinking. 

He nodded.  “You always were too forgiving.” 

She smiled sadly.  “Not with you—I wasn’t.  Though I eventually got there.” 

He shrugged.  “There are many who feel that they enjoy a certain level of 

entitlement when it comes to forgiveness.  I am not one of those people.  I did not ask 
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for your forgiveness.”  He paused.  “If I had, you might have given it to me.  But that 

wouldn’t have been for the best.” 

“No,” she said quietly.  “Instead of asking me for understanding, you did your 

level best to make me hate you.”  Her eyes narrowed as she watched for his reaction.  

“You once told me that you would never lie to me, but—in the end—you did.” 

“No—I did not,” he said firmly, his eyes twinkling for a moment.  “I told you I 

might not tell you everything, but that what I would say would be true.” 

“You made me think the worst of you,” she accused.  “I didn’t see the truth for a 

long time, but,” she chuckled regretfully, “even my eyes can’t stay closed forever.”   

“And what is the truth you think you see?” he asked, sitting forward with 

interest. 

“That you lied,” she answered. 

He raised an eyebrow, his expression indicating his amusement.  “How so?” 

“The last time we were alone, you asked me to be your mistress in Oklahoma, 

even though you knew damned well I would hate you for asking me to do that—to be 

that.  You also told me you’d considered turning me against my will.  And you 

blackmailed Sam into not pursuing me romantically.” 

He smirked.  “How was any of that lying on my part?  The truth is that I still 

thirst for you: for your blood, your body . . . .” 
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She interrupted him with a snort and a skeptical look.  “I’m a beached whale.  

And I’m definitely not getting any younger.” 

His eyes flashed with a passion that Sookie remembered all too well. 

“You are still the most beautiful woman I have ever seen,” he growled.  “Your 

being with child may have changed your body, but it has made you no less lovely.” 

She gasped.  “Thank you.” 

“You’re welcome,” he said, smirking a little.  “You have learned to take a 

compliment?” 

She shrugged.   

He smiled a little.  “As I was saying, I still crave you and your companionship.”   

“Oh.” 

“Do you still crave the truth?” he asked. 

She nodded. 

His eyes grew darker with emotion.  “The truth is that I wanted you to be my 

mistress—if you couldn’t be my wife.  I wanted whatever part of you I could get.  The 

truth is that I have thought about turning you—thousands of times—especially after the 

fairies tortured you so badly that even my blood couldn’t keep all the scars at bay.  The 

truth is that I wanted you with me always—not just for your human lifetime.  And 

turning you against your will would have been the most expeditious way.  The truth is 
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that I have considered doing it—and then asking for your famous forgiveness 

afterwards.”  He smirked.  “Not that I would have deserved that forgiveness.” 

She scoffed. 

“Do you want some more truth?” he asked rhetorically.  “I loathed the thought 

of you in the shifter’s arms.  The truth is that I hoped you would not accept his 

advances when they inevitably came, and I fantasized about neutering him many, many 

times.  The truth is that I didn’t want his mangy paws anywhere near you.” 

“Yes,” she said with a gasp.  “I suppose all those things are true—aren’t they.  At 

least half true.”  She sighed.  “It was the other half that I refused to acknowledge for so 

long.” 

“And what’s that?” he asked, sitting back into the couch, his body taking on a 

more relaxed pose than it had before.  Only his intense, alert eyes told her that he was 

anything but relaxed. 

“That you may have wanted me to be your mistress—but you knew I would turn 

you down.  You also knew that I’d hate you for asking me.”  She looked at him with 

challenge in her eyes, daring him to deny anything she was saying.   

“What else?” he asked.   

“That you may have wanted to turn me,” she paused, “but you never would 

have—at least not against my will.  That a part of you may have wanted me to pine 

away for you like a nun—but that you actually pushed Sam and me together.” 
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He growled at her last statement. 

She shook her head.  “And the fact that the thought of it still causes that reaction 

in you is all I need to know to confirm the truth.  You painted yourself as a villain so 

that I wouldn’t pine over you—so that I could get on with my life.”  

His eyes flamed like the hottest part of the fire he’d built back up, and they were 

silent for a moment. 

“And so you did,” he said, looking at her swollen belly. 

“And you?  Did you get on with your life?” she asked, her voice barely 

perceptible.   

He smirked, though his eyes were mirthless.  “Ask me again in 193 years.” 

“I’ll be dead then.  So I’m asking now,” she said more forcefully. 

Eric narrowed his gaze, but answered.  “Being under my maker’s yoke was 

worse the first time than it has been this time—though I still resent the trap he left for 

me.”  He shook his head.  “Even truly dead, my maker continues to taunt me—to 

dominate me.  I had thought that when he allowed me to move away from him, I would 

be free of him.  For the many years I lived independently, I had convinced myself that I 

had a modicum of power over my own life.  But what I thought I had was merely an 

illusion.” 

“He let you be free for a while so that when he imprisoned you, it would be even 

worse,” Sookie sighed, having come to that realization a couple of years before. 
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Eric nodded in confirmation.  “Yes.  But it is more than that.  A maker can always 

feel the general emotions of his or her child—even from great distances.  It is no 

coincidence that my maker arranged for my new prison when he did.” 

Sookie closed her eyes.  “It was my fault he came.  I’m sorry, Eric.” 

“Do not be sorry!” he said loudly, causing Sookie’s eyes to pop open.  She 

glanced down the hall toward Sammy’s room and quickly read her thoughts to make 

sure she was still sleeping.   

“Don’t ever be sorry,” Eric said in a much quieter—though no less pleading—

tone, “for I am not.” 

A tear streamed down Sookie’s face.  “But had you not met me,” she started. 

“Yes,” he interrupted.  “Had I not met you, I would have kept myself closed off 

to my emotions.  He would not have felt my happiness or the love I had for you.  He 

would have left me alone to continue with the half-life he’d taught me to live.” 

“But wouldn’t that have been better?” Sookie asked with resignation.  “We were 

together only a little while; you were happy only a little while.  It can’t be worth 200 

years.” 

Eric leaned forward, his eyes softening.  “You never did understand your worth, 

Sookie Stackhouse.” 

Not having a response to that, she turned her gaze to the fire.   
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“Do you know when my maker first called Freyda—when he decided to sell my 

freedom?” he asked, his tone even again. 

Sookie shook her head as she looked back at him.   

“The night you first took my blood.” 

Her mouth gaped open.  “Dallas?” 

Eric nodded.  “As soon as my blood was in you, my whole world changed.”  It 

was his turn to look at the fire.  “Vampire blood is supposed to give the vampire the 

control.  But in feeling your emotions, I lost control of my own.  And suddenly. . . .”  He 

stopped midsentence. 

“Suddenly?” 

“Suddenly, I started to wish again—to hope again.  To dream.” 

“Eric,” she whispered.  

The firelight danced in his blue orbs.  “I dreamed of a world where I could keep 

you safe from all that would harm you.  I dreamed of a world where I could escape 

with you—go somewhere where I didn’t have to waste the nights I wanted to spend 

with you performing mundane sheriff duties.  Somewhere where no one would betray 

the knowledge of your gift.”  He paused.  “When I got my memories back—from our 

week together—I was stunned.” 

“Stunned?” she asked in a whisper.  “Why?” 
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“Because—in so many ways—that time was just as I’d dreamed: my heart’s 

desire.”  He looked away from the fire and locked his gaze with hers. 

Sookie wasn’t sure what to say to him; she’d spent so many nights lamenting and 

then resenting the fact that he didn’t come to her more often, even when she knew that 

he was staying away in order to keep her off the radar of his enemies.  She’d not felt 

much like his heart’s desire when there would be months between his visits and phone 

calls.     

After a few moments, she went back to the subject they’d been discussing.  “So, 

it’s not as bad with Freyda—not as bad as it was with Appius?”  

“I am not being commanded to give up my ass nightly to an amorous maker,” 

Eric said, his tone turning cold as steel.  “Fucking Freyda once a year has been less,” he 

paused, “unpleasant.  The rest of the time, she is a mere annoyance, and I ignore her 

presence as much as possible.  It helps that I’m kept busy with work.” 

Sookie gasped at the bluntness of his words.  She hadn’t known everything that 

Appius had forced Eric to do, but she had suspected that he’d endured many years of 

abuse.  On one of the rare occasions when Eric had truly opened up to her—the night 

after they’d pledged—he’d told her that having sex with Appius “took some getting 

used to” but that he “enjoyed” it “eventually.”  The memory of that conversation—and 

especially the word “eventually”—always made Sookie’s blood run cold.  Appius had 

forced Eric to comply with his every licentious desire, and, having met Appius, Sookie 
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knew well that the Roman vampire would have had no care about Eric’s feelings or 

preferences.  Though it likely made her a bad Christian, Sookie had been glad when the 

vampire she had thought of as Eric’s rapist and tormenter was dealt the true death by 

Colman—and not just because Colman had been trying to kill her at the time.   

“What kind of work?” Sookie asked, deciding to shift the subject to somewhat 

safer territory.  She needed to ask why he’d come.  She needed to know what to do 

about the son she was carrying.  But she still couldn’t bring herself to ask him those 

questions.   

“Freyda needed her kingdom to be shored up—her vampires trained and her 

finances strengthened.  I had been fulfilling my end of the bargain struck between her 

and my maker.” 

“Had?” 

“Yes—had.  As soon as I read the transcripts of the recordings, my deal with 

Freyda became null and void in my mind.” 

“Why’s that?” she asked breathlessly.   

“The car wreck that killed the shifter was planned by her.  She knew that you’d 

secured a babysitter for your daughter.  She knew of your plans to go to Shreveport to 

celebrate your reconciliation with Merlotte, and she set up the whole thing so that it 

would look like an accident.” 

Sookie gasped.  “But it was a drunk driver.” 
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“A glamoured, drunk driver lying in wait for you and Merlotte until he was 

signaled that it was the ‘right’ time to pull out in order to hit your vehicle.”   

“Signaled—how?” Sookie asked wearily.   

“That—I am unsure of,” Eric said.  “I know that there was a listening device in 

Merlotte’s truck, and that device included a GPS signal so that the vehicle could be 

tracked.  It is likely that someone was monitoring the GPS and called the drunk when 

you approached his position.” 

“And after he got the call, his glamour kicked in,” Sookie added dejectedly.  She 

shook her head and wiped away a tear.  “He just pulled out right in front of us—like we 

had a target on us.”  She chuckled ruefully.  “I guess we did.  The officer who told me 

that both the drunk and Sam died said that it was a miracle the truck that hit us didn’t 

go up in flames.  It was a tow truck, you know.” 

“Yes,” Eric said in a low tone.  “I know.  It was no accident that it was filled with 

various flammable chemicals.”   

Sookie went on as if she hadn’t heard him.  “The passenger side took the most 

impact.   Usually, that’s where I would have been, but Sam was really tired from 

working all day and the night before, so I drove so that he could nap on the way to 

Shreveport,” she went on as if haunted by the memory.  “The tow truck just came out of 

nowhere, and I had no time to react.  It hit us so hard, and then we seemed to be flying, 

and then everything went black.  And Sam . . . .”  Her voice trailed off with a sob. 
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“Was killed on impact,” Eric finished for her.   

“I’ve always been thankful that he was asleep,” she choked out.  “He wouldn’t 

have seen it coming.  He wouldn’t have felt the impact.” 

Eric didn’t speak for a few minutes as tears continued to stream from Sookie’s 

eyes.  However, his own eyes conveyed his pain; seeing her cry was still something that 

distressed him greatly.  He was glad that she could comfort herself with the fact that the 

shifter had been surprised by death and had slipped from life without feeling pain.  Eric 

hazarded that Merlotte would have hated to die that way.  Any fighter would.  And—as 

a vampire—the thing that Eric had always feared most was being removed from his life 

while he was in his daily death-sleep.  Yes, dying in battle was preferable to dying 

powerlessly—at least to Eric.   

“Why?” Sookie asked in a strained voice.  “Why did she want to kill me?  Why 

did she have to kill Sam?  I wasn’t a threat to her!” 

Eric sighed.  “Freyda—it seems—had become convinced that the love I still hold 

for you is what was preventing me from establishing a romantic relationship with her.  

At one time, she had been willing to wait for you to die of natural causes, but she has 

grown impatient.  The shifter was the one to suffer for that.”  

Sookie had lowered her head, and tears were falling freely from her eyes.  “So I 

was her target?  I’m the reason Sam is dead.” 
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“Do not say that,” Eric said, obviously upset by her tears.  “Blame me—if you 

must place responsibility on someone other than Freyda.  Blame me!” he said more 

forcefully. 

“Why you?” 

“I could have pretended to have affection for her.  Hell—I may have even 

eventually convinced myself—just as I did regarding Appius’s attentions.”  He looked 

back toward the fire.   “Freyda is not a poor lover.  I could have set aside my pride.  It 

was my behavior—my continued preference for a woman I had no hope of having 

again—that caused her impatience.”  He looked back at Sookie as she looked up at him.  

“I could have accepted her offer to be her true husband beyond the words of the 

contract.  But I did not.  And because of that, her bitterness and jealously have grown.  

Because of that, she has caused you pain—and wishes to continue to do so.”  

Before Sookie could register that he was moving, Eric was on his knees in front of 

her.  “So blame me, lover.  Do not blame yourself—not when you almost died that night 

too.”   

She looked up at him; he was so close to her now, so beautiful.  “I don’t want to 

blame you,” she whimpered, “not anymore.” 

He pulled a handkerchief out of his pocket.  She looked at him with confusion as 

she took it.  “Why do you have one of these?” she asked as he got up and moved 

quickly away from her. 
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He smiled sadly.  “Seven years has given me a long time to analyze the things 

that I could have done better where you are concerned.  Some of those things are 

small,” he answered, gesturing toward the piece of cloth he’d given her.  

As she pulled herself together—no small feat, given their topic of discussion and 

her pregnancy hormones—they both focused on the now-crackling fire.  

“Did you love him?” Eric asked. 

“Sam was a good man.” 

“You didn’t answer.” 

“There are a lot of kinds of love.” 

“And you shared one of those with him?” Eric asked, his jaw tightening a little. 

“I settled down and had a family with him,” Sookie explained.  “If I hadn’t loved 

him, I would never have done that.” 

“But you didn’t marry him.” 

“No,” she murmured.   

“Why not?” he pushed.  “I know that he asked you many times.  I heard him 

doing it.” 

“How do you know?” she asked, shivering a little under his intense gaze. 

“Merlotte’s bar—the one you now run with your brother—is bugged.  Felipe 

took great pleasure in listening to the recordings Luther shared with him.” 

Sookie shook again, this time for a different reason.   
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“Why didn’t you marry him?” Eric asked again. 

“I don’t know,” she whispered.   

“I also read transcripts of the trouble you had with the shifter pack from 

Tuscaloosa, Alabama.” 

Sookie nodded.  “Shifters usually don’t form packs.” 

“No,” Eric agreed, “they don’t.  But—then again—that pack has some interesting 

notions about recruitment.” 

Sookie scoffed.  “Yeah—like threatening me and Sammy, who was only four at 

the time, if Sam didn’t breed with members of the pack.”  She sighed, “I called in a 

favor with Alcide, and Sam swallowed his pride and joined the Longtooth pack in order 

to make the Tuscaloosa pack back off,” she recounted.  “He hated being in a pack.” 

Eric smiled ruefully.  “The shifter did what I could not.  He found a way to keep 

you.” 

“I helped him find a way,” she said quietly.  “I regret that I didn’t help you.” 

He focused once more on the fire.  “I have only one regret.” 

“What’s that?” 

He sighed again.  “I regret that I was not clever enough to ask for your help,” he 

said, his lips curving into a sad smile.   

“Me too.” 
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“I would do anything to go back to the moment when I asked you to run away 

with me—before the witch war.  I would give anything to have been free to choose you 

above anything else, but I couldn’t—not without signing both of our death warrants.  I 

wasn’t free, though I did try.” 

“Try to do what?” 

“Buy my freedom—from both Felipe and then, later, Freyda.  I offered all that I 

owned—except for you.” 

“You didn’t own me,” she said, a hint of the famous Stackhouse temper popping 

up. 

He smirked.  “True.  No one could.” 

Immediately, her anger subsided.      

“What else does Freyda know about me?” she asked. 

“Are you sure you want to know?” 

Sookie nodded.   

“What did you used to say—in for a penny, in for a pound?” he asked. 

She nodded again. 

Eric ran his hand through his hair.  “She knows of the various lovers you had 

before finally settling down with Sam.” 

“So you know too?” she half-asked and half-stated. 



 
26 

“Yes,” he said quietly.  “I know that you were with Sam for six months or so—

not long after I married Freyda—but that he ended things.  Why?” 

“Because I wouldn’t marry him—not even when I got pregnant with Sammy,” 

she said quietly. 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t know,” she said, repeating what she’d told him earlier.   

Eric continued his report about her life.  “Sam, of course, stayed in your life, 

visiting his daughter every weekend.  And—of course—I know that your daughter is 

not a telepath.” 

“How can you be sure?” 

“June 6, 2011:  You and the shifter had a conversation about it at Merlotte’s.  

He’d been worried when your daughter, who was not yet three at the time, was able to 

read him one of her books.  He thought she was picking the words from his head before 

he could say them.” 

“No,” Sookie said, “she was just always good at memorizing.” 

Eric nodded.  “Yes—both Freyda and Felipe were disappointed to hear that,” he 

said evenly.  “That was in the report too.” 

“So they were working together to monitor me?” Sookie asked.    
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Eric nodded.  “At first, it was just Freyda, but when Felipe found out about it, he 

blackmailed her so that she would report everything she learned to him.  That was one 

of Luther’s jobs.”   

“What else did they learn?” Sookie asked even as she felt her anger and fear 

dueling.  “What else do they know?”   

“They know that when your daughter was two, Quinn reentered your life and 

your bed for about a month before you ended things completely with him.  They know 

that fifteen months after that, Herveaux and you had a drunken night together—which 

you later felt guilty about because he was married at the time.” 

“He told me that he and his wife were separated and getting a divorce,” Sookie 

said repentantly.  “But that didn’t end up to be the case,” she added, shaking her head.   

Eric nodded.  “I know.”  He paused.  “They know that a couple of years after 

your one night stand with Alcide, Sam and you decided to retry your relationship.”  He 

took an unneeded breath.  “That’s when Freyda contacted King Frederick.”   

“King Frederick?” 

“Yes—the monarch of Alabama.  It seems he’s the one that made sure the shifter 

pack contacted Merlotte.”   

“Why?” Sookie gasped.   

“Likely because she wanted to spread her own unhappiness around to others.” 

“And because she’s a spiteful hell-hag,” Sookie muttered under her breath. 
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“Yes,” Eric chuckled, “that too.”  His face sobered.  “They know that you were 

unaware that you were pregnant until you were in the hospital after the car accident.  

They know that you learned of Sam’s death and your son’s existence within minutes of 

each other.  They know that it was Compton’s blood that saved your life after that 

accident.  And they know that—for the last four months—you have been seeing 

Compton—socially—though you are not yet sleeping with him.” 

Sookie trembled a little.  “We’re taking things slow,” she whispered.  

Eric didn’t respond to her comment, but what he did say made her blood run 

cold.  “They also know that Compton started up a conversation with you in your office 

at Merlotte’s three days ago—a conversation during which he asked if the child you 

now carry is a telepath.” 

Sookie was shaking in earnest now. 

“I listened carefully to that recording,” Eric continued.  “I know that you didn’t 

respond to Compton verbally.  However, only one hour after that conversation, Luther 

began to draft a contract in which Freyda and Felipe would share the responsibility for 

raising a telepathic child from birth.  The contract was also very thorough when it came 

to describing how they would train and partition out the telepath.” 

Large tears fell from Sookie’s eyes as Eric went on, “Freyda has negotiated for 

the right to name the child.”  He closed his eyes.  “His official name will be Ocella, 

though she plans to call him by the nickname of Ollie.” 
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Sookie gasped. 

Eric opened his eyes and continued.  “It seems that Felipe has already arranged 

for your OBGYN and all the pediatric nurses at the hospital where you are due to 

deliver to be glamoured.  They are to make it appear as if your child is in distress when 

he is born.  The child is to be taken from the room before you see him as nurses yell out 

that he has stopped breathing.  Later, another child—a dead one—will be shown to 

you.” 

As more tears streamed down Sookie’s face, Eric drew a fresh handkerchief from 

his pocket before handing it to her.   

“But I would be able to tell that they’d been glamoured,” Sookie said.   

“Maybe,” Eric responded.  “It was clear that Freyda and Felipe were hoping that 

you would be,” he paused, “distracted by grief or by . . . .”  His voice trailed off. 

“Bill,” Sookie supplied with sudden realization. 

Eric nodded.  “Yes.  Compton is highly motivated to make sure you don’t realize 

your child is alive.  He is to be rewarded with you after the successful abduction of your 

son.  In addition, Felipe has promised Compton that he will leave you and your 

daughter alone.  He’s promised that no harm will come to you.” 

“Felipe has promised that before,” Sookie reminded as she angrily wiped the 

tears off of her face. 
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“And better vampires than Compton have been taken in by those promises,” Eric 

said warily.  “I should know.  I am one of them.” 

Sookie frowned.  “But what if I deliver the baby during the daytime?  What if Bill 

cannot be there?” 

“Steps have been taken,” Eric said, his tone now low and thick with barely 

controlled rage. 

“Steps?” she asked tiredly. 

He nodded.  “If you go into labor at a time when Compton cannot be present, 

you will be told that your son is too big and that you need a Cesarean Section, but 

instead of giving you only a local anesthetic, as is the usual practice, you will be given 

something that puts you to sleep—until it is night.” 

“And when I wake up,” she said with horror, “Bill will be there, ready to tell me 

that my son is dead!” 

“That is the plan,” Eric said, his eyes conveying the depth of his fury.  

“What of Freyda?” Sookie asked. 

Eric scoffed.  “Oh—she still intends to kill you—though Felipe has made her 

promise to wait another ten years before she arranges another ‘accident.’  They want to 

make sure the child’s telepathy is strong enough to make you a ‘redundancy,’” he said, 

spitting out the last word as if it were poison.   
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Sookie closed her eyes.  “Bill told me that it was luck that he knew of Sam and 

my accident.  He said he’d been listening to his police monitor and heard the 

description of Sam’s truck.  He said that he’d rushed to us, but it was too late to save 

Sam.” 

“Police monitor, listening devise.  Potato, po-tah-to,” Eric said, though his tone 

clearly indicated that he wasn’t trying to make a joke.  “Sam’s truck had been bugged 

too.  That was how he knew of your accident.  Whether or not Sam was already dead 

when he arrived, I do not know.” 

Sookie took in a deep breath as she took in Eric’s suggestion.  “So Bill was 

working with Freyda and Felipe then?” she asked. 

Eric shook his head.  “No.  At that time, he was spying only for Freyda.” 

“Why?” 

“They both had a common interest—to make sure your heart did not soften 

toward me,” the Viking said wearily.  “Compton wasn’t aware of the plan to kill you.  

After the accident, he contacted Felipe, which brought him into the equation.  Compton 

told him that Freyda had made an attempt on your life.  He thought he was protecting 

you.” 

“By betraying me again,” she sobbed.  “By snaking his way into my life and 

helping those bastards steal my child?” 
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Eric nodded.  “It seems so.  Compton wants you.  He always has, and I’m sure he 

thinks he’s doing what he can for you—by ensuring the safety of you and your 

daughter.”   

“By making it easier for them to take my son?  By making me believe that he’s 

dead?  Why?  So I’ll turn to him in my mourning like I did when . . . ?” 

“When what?” 

“When Gran died,” Sookie said, sounding defeated.  “And when Sam died.” 

Eric didn’t say anything.  He didn’t need to.  Sookie was already realizing that 

Compton had found ways to advance his continued pursuit of her when she was at her 

most vulnerable.  There was no reason for him to make her feel any worse than she 

already did. 

Sookie shook her head.  “Bill told them my baby is a telepath, Eric.  The other 

day—in my office—when he asked if he was, I nodded.”  Her voice grew quieter.  “He’s 

asked other times too, but I’d always lied before, telling him I couldn’t be sure, even 

though I suspected almost from the very start.”   

“Are you sure that the child is a telepath?” 

She nodded.  “I can’t hear defined thoughts from him, but I can feel his mind 

trying to reach out for mine.  It’s similar to what I felt when Barry tried to project a 

thought to me when I had my shields up.” 

“I see,” Eric said before getting up to add another log to the fire. 
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Sookie buried her face into her hands.  “Why can’t I learn?” she asked in a 

muffled voice.  Of course, Eric was able to make out what she was saying.  “I mean—I 

tried with Sam because we were friends, and I did love him—in a way.  I thought it 

would be safe.  I thought it would be normal.  And then I tried again with Quinn, but he 

still didn’t put me first, and I just couldn’t trust him.  And those things are certainly true 

of Alcide too!  And then—Sam and I got back together.  We came to an understanding.  

He knew that I could never love him like he’d hoped I would, but he chose to be with 

me again anyway.  All he asked for was my faithfulness and my friendship; we were 

happy.  We were building a good life.  And then. . . .” she stopped for a moment before 

continuing bitterly, “And then Bill—again.”   

Sookie shook her head.  “Why can’t I fucking learn?” she looked at Eric 

pleadingly.  “It’s like I just keep spinning in the same circle over and over again.  And 

every time I fall down, I just get up and spin some more.  I mean,” Sookie laughed 

bitterly, “I really was seriously considering taking our relationship further after the 

baby was a few months old.  I had even started to trust him again—really trust him,” 

she said, deriding herself.      

“Compton’s blood is in you again.  I’m surprised that you have withheld 

yourself from him this long,” Eric said, providing her with the little solace he could.   

She looked up at him.  “And here you are again—trying to protect me when all 

hell breaks loose.” 
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“How do you know that I’m here to protect you?” he asked.   

“I know,” she said simply. 

Unblinking, they stared at each other for a moment.  And Eric saw her trust in 

him.    

“So what’s the plan?” Sookie asked. 

“How do you know there is a plan?” he returned.  

“Because you’re here—breaking your contract.  You wouldn’t do that unless 

your own ass was covered.”  She took a breath.  “I’m just hoping that you still think 

mine is worth covering too.” 

Eric chuckled, his eyes shining.  “Trust me—I still believe your ass is worth 

protecting.  And—yes—there’s a plan.  But how it turns out is up to you.”   

“Okay,” she said tentatively.  “Tell me.” 

He nodded.  “As I told you, I’ve been surveilling Luther’s computer for months.  

As soon as I learned of the car accident that had killed the shifter and,” he paused, 

“almost killed you, I have been busy with preparations.  I have collected enough 

evidence to prove that Freyda has broken our arrangement.  And—as soon as I tell 

Cataliades to set things in motion—my marriage with her will be dissolved.  And—the 

moment that happens—she will be killed.” 

“By whom?” Sookie asked. 
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“By me,” Eric said coldly.  “She tried to take you from this world, and, though it 

has not been much, knowing that you lived—and that you were safe—was enough for 

me.  It appears that I was naïve to think that giving up another hundred years of my 

freedom would protect you.  I am sorry.” 

Sookie looked at him with her mouth agape.  “You extended your marriage 

contract with her to protect me?” 

He didn’t answer her question.  “I am not sure how de Castro and Freyda 

intended to keep your child from me,” he said instead.  “I would have smelled the boy’s 

connection to you.  Perhaps, Felipe would have kept him in Las Vegas.  Or—perhaps—

Freyda hoped to use his existence as collateral to make me more compliant.  It does not 

matter.” 

“Why not?” she asked with apprehension.   

His eyes bore into hers.  “As I said, I have been planning.  After the marriage is 

nullified, I will be able to kill Freyda without being guilty of treason, but I haven’t been 

able to figure out a way to get close enough to kill de Castro.  And there is another 

danger.  Though my marriage contract with Freyda is obviously a farce, it does afford 

you some protection.” 

“So if you break the contract and kill Freyda, I’ll—once again—be up for grabs?” 

He nodded. 
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Sookie exhaled loudly.  “So you came to warn me that Felipe will be coming for 

me once you kill Freyda?” she asked.  

“Not really.  No,” he responded. 

“What does that mean?”  

“It means that you have four choices tonight.”  He chuckled, though the sound 

wasn’t mirthful.  “He looked at the Christmas tree.  Setting in motion the one you 

choose will be my Christmas present to you.” 

“Choices?  What are they?” 

He jumped right in.  “Number one: Things could stay as they are—with the 

exception that Dr. Ludwig will see to your child’s birth and Pam will see to your 

children’s protection.  They will each need to have a drop of her blood so that they will 

be marked as hers.  And she will need to have a bit of their blood too in order to 

complete the tie.  But that should afford you all some protection—at least for the short 

term.” 

“Pam would do that?” Sookie asked. 

Eric nodded.   

“Couldn’t Felipe just demand the use of my son through her?” 

“When he is older, Felipe will surely try,” Eric said regretfully.  “But, by then, we 

will have had some time to make other plans to stifle him.  In the meantime, if Pam 

becomes aware that her protection is inadequate here, she is prepared to transfer her 
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fealty to Russell Edgington.  Part of my negotiation with Felipe was that Pam could 

resign her position as Sheriff of Area 5 at any time she chose, while still retaining her 

property in the area.” 

“And her property would include my children if they had a blood tie with her,” 

Sookie said with wide eyes. 

“According to vampire law—yes.” 

Sookie sighed.  “I really hate vampire law sometimes.” 

Eric smirked.  “Me too.  But other times, it is,” he paused, “useful.” 

“Did you think something like this might happen?  Is that why you negotiated 

that clause into Pam’s contract?” 

“It is good to consider all eventualities,” Eric said enigmatically.  “Luckily, Felipe 

has always been shortsighted.”   

“Yeah—lucky,” Sookie muttered.   

Eric gestured toward the window.  “Actually, Pam is outside now—probably just 

past your range.  Karin, too, is nearby.  They are watching over you tonight.”   

“How long have they been watching over me?” Sookie asked through narrowed 

eyes. 

“Karin has never stopped, though she backed off after the first year—only 

checking in from time to time.”  Eric’s expression clouded.  “Your car accident with the 
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shifter happened right after dusk, and by the time Karin tracked you down to heal you, 

Compton had already given you his blood.  And Merlotte was already dead.” 

Sookie exhaled and rubbed her hand over where her son lay.  “Karin’s been 

following me for six years that I didn’t know about?  But I’ve not sensed her?” she 

asked. 

Eric smirked.  “Karin spent a year studying the range of your telepathy.  That 

was one of her directives.  And—thanks to a little magic—she’s been able to cover up 

her scent since the first year.” 

“And Pam?” Sookie asked.  “I haven’t heard from her in over six years—not 

since she brought me a gift after she found out I was pregnant.”   

Eric smiled a little, though his eyes conveyed melancholy.  “Did your daughter 

like the gift?”  

“It’s still her favorite,” Sookie said of the well-worn stuffed rabbit her daughter 

insisted upon dragging with her wherever she went. 

Eric smiled, and his eyes took on a faraway look.  “I purchased that one because 

it was soft.  A child—I thought—would enjoy it.  I chose yellow because I was not 

certain of the gender of the child.” 

“The gift was from you?” Sookie asked. 
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Eric nodded.  “A child was something that,” he paused, “I could not give you.  It 

was part of that normal existence you longed for.”  He shook his head and smiled a 

little.  “I tried to ensure that you would have all that I could not offer you.” 

“How?” 

“By taking steps to make sure that the shifter would finally act upon his feelings 

for you.  As you have seen—as you worked through your suitors a second time—he 

was the best of them,” Eric observed, though his voice held no bitterness.   

Sookie closed her eyes.  “How did Bill know about the deal you made with Sam?  

How did he know that you blackmailed Sam so that he wouldn’t pursue me?” 

“How do you think?” Eric asked.   

“You made sure he’d find out,” she said, opening her eyes.  “You knew that he’d 

tell me that you’d pressured Sam not to become romantically involved with me.” 

Eric nodded.  “Yes.  Compton is predictable.  I determined that he would look for 

an opportune time to share that information with you.” 

“And you figured that would spur Sam into action?” she asked. 

He nodded.  “Yes.  That is what I suspected.  After you used the cluviel dor on the 

shifter, I knew that your affection for him was strong, just as I knew that there would be 

no escaping the marriage with Freyda.” 

“Why didn’t you ask me to use it for you—for us?” Sookie asked.  “You never 

asked,” she added in a melancholic tone. 
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“Even a thousand-year-old vampire can act like a child at times.”  He smiled a 

little.  “I wanted the idea of using the cluviel dor for me to be your own.  Plus,” he said 

resignedly, “what would it have done?  It may have freed me of Freyda, but de Castro 

would have still been my king.  And you were mine, so he could have used you 

through me.”  He shook his head.  “Ironically, once I married Freyda, you were better 

insulated from vampire matters—or so I thought.  I was wrong, of course.”  

“Where would my first option leave you?” Sookie asked even as she doubted 

whether Pam’s claim would be enough to deter others for the long-term.  Likely, it 

would just put her vampire friend into more danger.   

“I would continue as I am,” Eric said without emotion.   

“Married to Freyda and trapped?” Sookie breathed. 

“Yes.  I would need to remain in a position where I could monitor both de Castro 

and Freyda.  And my marriage contract with her would have to remain intact for that to 

happen.”  

“You’d do that—for me?” she asked. 

“The easier question to answer is what I would not do for you,” Eric said, his 

eyes reflecting the light of the waning fire.   

 “And what’s that?” Sookie asked in a whisper. 

 He was silent for a moment.  “I cannot think of anything.”      

She sighed and closed her eyes.  “What’s my second option?” 
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“You could go to Las Vegas,” Eric offered as Sookie cringed.  “If you lived in de 

Castro’s retinue, you could—perhaps—control your life.  If you worked for him full 

time, he would likely allow your son to grow up safely.  Then—when he came of age—

he could negotiate a contract with the king as Barry has done with vampire monarchs.  

You could live a comfortable life.” 

“In a gilded cage.” 

Eric leaned forward.  “Cataliades has already drawn up a contract and is ready 

to fax it to de Castro.  You would be the king’s telepath.  In exchange, you would have 

your own home, a good income, a guarantee of safety, and a reasonable work schedule.  

Neither he nor any other vampire in his retinue could take your blood or give you 

blood without your consent.  You would be a salaried employee—not a pet.  The 

contract would also protect your children during your lifetime—or until they were 

twenty-one if something happened to you.” 

“And you?” she asked. 

“Again, in that scenario, it would be best if I stayed as I am.  If Felipe accepted 

the contract with you—as he would—Freyda would see it as a betrayal.  Thus, I would 

keep watching her so that I could get word to Felipe if there was an impending threat to 

you or your children.” 

Sookie shook her head.  “What’s option three?” she asked, her voice catching.   
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“Take your chances with Compton,” Eric said in a whisper.  “No matter what, 

Ludwig will now be your doctor when you deliver your child.  You can claim that you 

became worried for your child’s health and wanted a supernatural doctor.  No one will 

suspect anything.”  He sighed.  “In truth, Compton doesn’t want for de Castro and 

Freyda to take your son.  His correspondences to both of them have attempted to argue 

against that plan.  He believes that you are the best person to raise the child and to 

foster his telepathy.  However—to ensure your life and the life of your daughter, who 

has also been threatened—he has agreed to help Felipe and Freyda until the child is 

delivered to them.” 

Sookie shivered noticeably and placed her hands over her belly before looking 

toward the room where her firstborn slept. 

Eric rose and put another log on the fire.   

“Once your son is born safely—under Ludwig’s care—Freyda and de Castro will 

have to change their plans.  At that point, Compton would most likely step in and offer 

himself as your and the children’s overseer of sorts.  He will once again argue that you 

are the best choice to train your son.” 

“Because he’s predictable,” Sookie muttered. 

“Indeed.” 

“Would he be able to protect us?” she asked. 
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He sighed.  “Yes.  For a while—at least, I think.  Compton is still valuable to de 

Castro’s regime.  And—if Compton made you his again and could offer your telepathic 

services to de Castro from time to time—it would ensure a level of safety for you.”  Eric 

looked toward the fire and paused, steeling himself for what he had to say next.  “If 

Compton is your choice, you will need to form a permanent bond with him.  And you 

will need to pledge with him.  Pam has the ceremonial knife and will stand witness to 

the pledging if need be.” 

Sookie scoffed.  “But, if I did that, I’d have to be with Bill.  Bill the manipulator!  

Bill the liar!” 

Eric nodded solemnly.  “Yes.  Your life will have come full circle—back to 

Compton, who is indeed a liar and a manipulator, even to himself. 

“And you would stay with Freyda in that case too—wouldn’t you?” 

He nodded. 

“What’s option four?” 

“You could take a chance on me,” Eric said, looking at her with something akin 

to desperation in his eyes.  “But—to do so—would not be easy.” 

“Tell me,” she implored. 

“You’d have to leave your home tonight and go into hiding until after Freyda is 

no more.  In fact, you would have to leave de Castro’s territories.”  He paused.  “And 

you could not return to Louisiana—at least not as long as Felipe is king.” 
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“What of my family?  My friends?” she asked. 

Eric smiled sadly.  “I knew you would say that, my lover.  I knew you would not 

want to leave them or this place.”  He rose and slowly walked to the side of the room 

where she’d first seen him earlier that night.  After retrieving a small box, he crossed the 

room again and put the package under the Christmas tree. 

“You came here expecting me not to choose you,” Sookie said sadly as she 

managed to make her way to her feet and move toward him.   

“I know you,” he replied quietly before turning around from the Christmas tree 

in order to face her.  “Pam will be waiting for you to contact her tomorrow night at 

sundown.  I have left Ludwig’s number next to your phone.  As soon as you decide, you 

should tell Pam whether you choose her, de Castro, or Compton to be your protector.” 

“And you?” 

“I will return to Oklahoma before I am missed,” he said without emotion.  

“There is a Christmas ball tomorrow night, and I will be expected to escort my queen.”   

He turned and moved toward the front door.   

“Wait,” she whispered.  

He turned back around.   

“What if I agree to leave?”  

Eric couldn’t hide his surprise.  “What?” he asked faintly—almost timidly.   

“What if I agree to leave?” she asked again. 
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He took a small step toward her.  “You will travel to a safe house in Mississippi 

tonight.  Russell respects you because of your actions in Rhodes, and he owes me a debt 

as well.  I have called in the favor.” 

“And it doesn’t hurt that he dislikes Felipe,” Sookie added. 

“No.  In fact, that is likely his main motivation for helping.”  He paused.  “The 

safe house has been equipped so that Ludwig can attend to you there; that way, you 

won’t have to go to a hospital in order to have your son.  You will stay there until you 

and the infant are able to travel safely.  And then you will fly to Sweden.” 

“Sweden?”  

Eric nodded.  “The vampire king there is indebted to me and is a,” he paused, 

“friend of sorts.  I respect him, and the feeling is mutual.  Truth be told, I would have 

settled in Sweden many centuries ago, but my maker tended to stay in Europe, so—

except for periods in England, which was a country that Appius loathed—I stayed 

mostly in Asia and then moved to this continent once I was allowed to leave my 

maker’s company.”   

“And you?  What will be happening to you while I’m in Mississippi?”  

“Cataliades will send the evidence against Freyda to the council.  It will be 

proven that she has broken our contract, and our marriage will be nullified.  As soon as 

I am free and cannot be charged with treason for killing Freyda, I will enjoy taking her 

head.” 
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“Won’t that make you king?” 

“The council will likely offer me the kingship, but I will decline.” 

“Then what?” 

“Then, I will come to you in Mississippi and travel with you to Sweden.  There, 

you and your children will be as safe as I can make you.”   

“But not completely safe,” she said resignedly.   

“I will not lie to you.  It is not within my power to foresee all threats, but I will 

use all the resources at my disposal to protect you and your children.  Olaf has a coven 

of witches in his employ.  They will erect protection wards around your property.  We 

will also take some of the soil from this place.  The witches believe that the magic that 

Niall was able to instill here might transfer—at least to a certain extent—if the soil is 

buried at the four compass points of your property in Sweden.  But our best defense 

will be anonymity.  We will—as humans say—lie low.” 

“Wait—what do you mean my property in Sweden?” she asked. 

“The property I owned in Sweden has been transferred to your name so that 

vampires cannot enter the home there without your invitation.  Also, your great-

grandfather’s magic would not transfer to my land.  So it is now yours.” 

“Oh,” she said.  “And you already did this?” she asked incredulously.   

“All four of your options have been fully prepared for,” he responded evenly.  

“I need to sit down,” Sookie breathed.   
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Before she could even turn around to move back to her seat, Eric had lifted her 

up.  Automatically, her arms flew around his neck and her head rested against his chest.   

“Same place as before?” he asked, though he’d already been slowly moving 

toward her wooden chair. 

“Yeah.  Thanks.”   

“It is nothing,” he said as he set her down gently before returning to his place on 

the couch.   

“What about my family, Eric?  What about Jason, Michelle, and their kids?” 

“They would be welcome in Sweden—to live or to visit.  I would pay for their 

trips—of course.  Pam would keep a close eye on them here for a few years—to make 

sure they didn’t become targets—and then she would resign her post.”   

Sookie was silent as she thought about the options Eric had given her.   

“There is more,” he said after a while.  “Since Compton has given you his blood 

again . . . ,” he started. 

“He could track me to Mississippi and then to Sweden,” she finished with a 

weary shake of her head. 

Eric nodded.   

“Couldn’t Pam keep him in silver or something?” she asked. 
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Eric shook his head.  “Felipe has never fully trusted him—especially not where 

you are concerned.  He forced Compton to bond with one of the human pets in his 

retinue.  That human now has the ability to track him.” 

“So—if Pam just imprisoned him—de Castro would still find him,” she said with 

resignation. 

Eric nodded.   

“What about magic?  I could break the tie—like I did the bond.” 

“Compton’s blood is in you, and your blood is in your child.  Thus, Compton’s 

blood is in your son too.  Even if you broke your tie to him, he would still be able to feel 

the child.  And breaking a tie in an infant could be,” Eric paused, “quite dangerous, 

according to the leader of Olaf’s coven.” 

“You want to kill Bill—don’t you?” Sookie asked, though she already knew the 

answer. 

“Since the day he walked into Fangtasia with you for the first time,” Eric 

answered without hesitation.  “Even more when he left your side in Dallas.  Even more 

when he left you in my stewardship so that he could go fuck his maker.  Even more 

when he raped you in that trunk.  Even more when I found out that he pursued you in 

order to procure you for Sophie-Anne.  There has not been a day in almost a decade that 

I haven’t imagined myself killing Bill Compton,” he finished, as his eyes flashed 

murderously. 
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Sookie took in a deep breath.  She’d always known just how lethal Eric could be.  

But being confronted with that side of him still unnerved her to a certain extent. 

Eric interpreted her silence as judgment and got up.  He took a step in order to be 

further away from where she sat and lowered his eyes.  “I am the monster you always 

thought me to be,” he said quietly.  “I freely admit this.  I wish to kill anyone who 

stands in the way of what I want.  I wish to make you mine—to possess you 

completely—just as you have possessed me since the first moment I laid eyes on you.  I 

wish to protect you and the children who share your blood.  I wish to do this with a 

level of greed that would make Donald Trump cringe.  I am prepared to slaughter 

thousands in your name, and my hands twitch to begin that slaughter with Bill 

Compton.” 

Eric took another step back.  “While we were separated, I fucked 2,164 women—

approximately one per night and never the same one twice—except for Freyda, whom I 

fucked seven times.  I took blood from all of those women, even Freyda, whose I had to 

take once—when we wed.  However, in my bitterness, I didn’t give a single one of 

them—and certainly not my wife—an orgasm.  Call me a selfish bastard if you like,” he 

continued, “but I refused to please a woman who was not you.  I fed and I fucked—not 

to forget you, but to remember just how empty my life is and to hurt Freyda, who has 

always wanted more from me.  I cannot tell you how much I’ve missed you in the time 

we’ve been apart.  There are no words in any language I have learned to describe the 
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hole that eats at me.  I cannot tell you how many times I have fantasized about killing 

Merlotte, although I knew he cared for you—and you for him.  And, as for Compton, 

Herveaux, and Quinn—all of whom have used you or spied on you—I have imagined 

countless horrific scenarios.  I have spent nights hating your children because they were 

proof that you had made love to another man.  Other nights, I have spent loving them 

because they are a part of you.”   

He took another step back. 

“I offer you a life of looking over your shoulder and praying that de Castro and 

those like him are not over it.  I offer you a life of cold winter nights when I can be with 

you for upwards of twenty hours and lukewarm summers when I can be with you for 

only three hours a night.  And—that is only if I live, Sookie.”  He paused.  “I will likely 

be able to kill Freyda, and I have an escape route, but it is contingent upon the idea that 

most of her people hate her.” 

“And what happens to me if you don’t make it out of Oklahoma alive?” she 

asked. 

He sighed.  “Karin will be with you in Mississippi.  If I meet the true death, Pam 

will join you there, and together, you will all travel to Sweden.  They will protect you 

and your children.” 

“But what about their lives?  Surely they don’t want to spend years and years 

guarding me and my kids.” 
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Eric chuckled.  “They would certainly be happier in Olaf’s court than they are 

here.  And do not sell yourself short.  They both enjoy your company and consider you 

a friend.  I would not have asked them to protect you otherwise.” 

Sookie winced and pressed her hand against her belly as a particularly hard kick 

came from her child.  Eric was kneeling down next to her a second later. 

“Are you okay, my lover?” he asked with concern. 

“Yeah.  Thanks,” she muttered.  “This little guy just sometimes likes to make his 

presence known, and it’s gettin’ real crowded in there for him.”    

“May I?” Eric asked, his cool hand hovering just over her swollen belly.   

“Okay,” she said quietly.   

He lightly placed his hand on her belly and then smiled a little. 

“I have not felt a child move like this since I was a human,” he mused, closing his 

eyes at the sensation. 

“Do you miss your human children?” she asked. 

“Yes.  Every day I have been undead,” he responded in a quiet voice.  “But I was 

lucky I had them—even for the short amount of time I did.  And—though I hated it at 

the time—I was lucky that my maker ordered me to stay away from them so that I 

wouldn’t accidentally harm them.”    

“Could you learn to accept my children—even though they’re Sam’s too?” she 

asked. 
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“I already do,” he responded quickly.  “They are a part of you.”  He paused.  “I 

do not know if I would be capable of being a father-figure to them—if that is what you 

are asking—but I would protect them and treat them kindly.” 

“You’re capable of more than you think, Eric Northman,” she breathed.   

Sookie leaned toward him, and though her belly tried to get in her way, Eric 

arched his body in order to meet her lips for a soft kiss, before resting his forehead 

against hers.     

“I hated you for a while,” she sighed.  “But I never stopped loving you—not 

even when I settled upon making a life with Sam.  That’s why I didn’t marry him.  In 

my heart, I was married already.” 

He let out a long, rattling breath—as if his lungs had been fully activated for the 

first time in centuries.   

As the baby kicked again, Sookie pulled away and grimaced a little.   

“Still okay?” he asked. 

She nodded and gave him a little smile before pointing to a large stocking on the 

coffee table.  “Would you hang that for me?” she asked. 

He nodded and quickly hung the bundle full of small gifts.   

“There’s a bike in the guestroom closet.  I managed to put it together last night.  

Would you bring it out here?”  

He nodded again and quickly did as she bid.   
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Once he was done, Sookie picked up the plate of cookies Sammy had left for 

Santa Claus and ate them.  Then she threw the plate into the fireplace, shattering it into 

hundreds of pieces.   

Eric looked at her with curiosity until a little girl came into the living room.  The 

child was rubbing her eyes.   

“Mommy?” Sammy asked as she looked first to her mother and then to the 

stranger in the room.   

 

“Hey baby.  I think Santa broke the plate you left his cookies on,” Sookie said. 

The child’s eyebrows furrowed as she took in the shattered glass and then the 

fire.  “Santa came?  While there was a fire?  While you were awake?  How come he 

didn’t burn up?” 
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Eric spoke up.  “Saint Nicholas is a wily fellow; I have always believed him to be 

a vampire, in fact.”  He winked at Sookie.  “Your mother and I were in the kitchen 

when we heard something break in here.  Given your mother’s current lack of speed, by 

the time we were able to make our way into the living room, we had—unfortunately—

missed meeting him.” 

“Who are you?” Sammy asked, now much more coherent.   

“I am Eric.”  

“Vampire Eric?” she asked.  

“Yes.”   

Sookie was looking at Sammy with surprise.  “How do you know Eric’s name?  

How do you know he’s a vampire?” 

“Daddy told me,” she said sadly, “before he died.”   

“What did he say?” Sookie asked. 

“That if I ever met a vampire named Eric, I should do what he says,” the little 

girl replied as she looked at her new bike with wide eyes and a big grin.  “Mommy, can 

I have my stocking now too?”  

“Absolutely,” Sookie said.  “You should ask Eric to get it for you—since he’s 

tall.” 

Sammy looked up at Eric.  “You are tall.” 

“And you are short.” 
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“I’m just young,” she said, as she placed her hands on her hips and glared up at 

him.   

Eric chuckled as he took in the miniature Sookie in front of him.  The little girl 

had blond curls, and her blue eyes—which seemed cloned from her mother’s—shone 

with stubbornness and resolve.   

“My mistake,” Eric smirked as he took down the stocking he’d put up only 

minutes before. 

As Sammy looked over her new treasures, Sookie whispered to Eric, “Will you 

pack some things for us?  Can we take her bike?” 

Eric’s eyes widened a little as he saw the determination in hers.  “Yes and yes.” 

“Where’s Bill now?” Sookie asked almost inaudibly.   

“Meeting with Pam’s lieutenant—about the database,” he responded.   

“In Shreveport?” she asked. 

“I thought that best.  I was pretty sure your emotions would be rattled tonight.  

I’m surprised he hasn’t called you.” 

“He is used to my pregnancy hormones by now.”  She kept speaking in a low 

tone that Sammy couldn’t hear.  “I want you to know that he hasn’t gotten beyond a 

kiss on my cheek—not in all these months.” 

Eric smiled a little.  “That’s good to know.”  His face sobered.  “So—just to get 

this straight.  You are choosing me—right?  Option four?” 
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She nodded.   

“And you will leave here?  Tonight?” he asked, his voice still registering 

disbelief. 

She nodded again. 

Eric bent down and gave her a ghost of a kiss on the corner of her mouth. 

“Eric,” she said in barely a whisper.  “It’s going to take a while before we can get 

back to where we were.” 

“Luckily, I have a long time, lover,” he said.  “Plus, I do not want to get back to 

where we were.  I want to get to where we always could have been if we had trusted 

and talked to each other more.  And anyway, your body will need time to heal after the 

child is born,” Eric said waggling his eyebrows a little.   

“And we’ll be together—um—living together?” 

He nodded.  “Yes.  You will have your own room, of course, and there are rooms 

for your children on either side of yours.  And—one day—when you are ready, you will 

be more than welcome in mine.”  

As she blushed,  Eric gave her another quick kiss and then quickly zipped to the 

bedroom that Sookie’s scent clung to the most—the same room where he’d remembered 

how to love when he’d been under the witch’s curse, the same room where he’d 

remembered what that love had felt like months after the curse had been lifted.  He 

couldn’t help but to wonder if he’d ever be in that room again as he quickly pulled out 
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the two suitcases in the closet and filled them with a variety of Sookie’s clothing and 

toiletries.  He knew that they could purchase more when needed.  Next, he went into 

Sookie’s daughter’s room, found another small suitcase, and packed it for her too.  Eric 

remembered that Sookie had once kept empty boxes in her attic, so he sped up there 

and was happy to find three, good-sized boxes.  In them, he packed things that he 

found in the nursery and some of Sammy’s toys, leaving room for her new stocking 

items.  Finally, he packed the pictures he found on the walls of the hallway and in 

Sookie’s room, as well as a few old albums he’d found in her dresser.  He was back in 

the living room in ten minutes. 

He found Sookie speaking to Sammy. 

“So we’re goin’ on a trip?” the little girl asked. 

“Yep,” Sookie responded. 

“But what about Christmas dinner?  Uncle Jason and Aunt Michelle are comin’—

and the kids.” 

Sookie looked at Eric and then back at her daughter.  “Honey, this is not just 

going to be a regular trip.  We’re not safe here anymore.  There are some bad vampires 

that want to hurt us.” 

Sammy turned her blue gaze to Eric.  “Are you gonna keep us safe—like Daddy 

said?” 

The Viking nodded.  “Yes.” 
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“Do you love my mommy?” the little girl asked with the brazen innocence that 

only a child could possess. 

“Sammy!” Sookie cried out.  “Why would you ask that?” 

She shrugged.  “Daddy always told me that you were thinkin’ ‘bout Vampire 

Eric when you got that sad look on your face.  He said it was ‘cause you loved Vampire 

Eric, but that that was okay ‘cause people can love lots of people,” she said 

nonchalantly. 

Sookie was amazed by her daughter’s perception—and Sam’s.  

“So do ya?” Sammy asked, looking up at Eric.  

“Yes, I love her,” Eric said evenly.   

“Sammy, why don’t you go pick ten of your favorite books to take with us on 

our trip while Eric and I finish our talk—okay?” 

“Okay,” Sammy said before skipping off to her room as if she didn’t have a care 

in the world.   

Still a little caught off guard that Sam—of all people—would have told their 

daughter to trust Eric, Sookie took in a deep breath as she “listened” to Sammy 

selecting her books.  Meanwhile, Eric had silently moved back to the couch.  

“She is taking my presence here well,” Eric observed quietly. 

“I don’t understand why Sam told her what he did.  I mean—we talked about 

what I thought you’d done for me—after I’d figured stuff out.  However, I know that 
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my love for you hurt him.  It was the kind of love that he always wanted from me.”  She 

sighed wearily.  “But I couldn’t give it.” 

Eric smiled at Sookie’s words. 

“What?” Sookie asked before rolling her eyes.  “Yes—you won.  I was never able 

to give my heart to Sam—or anyone else.” 

He smirked a little before his mouth relaxed back into a smile.  “Lover, I will not 

lie and tell you that I’m not glad about that.  I am.  You know of my possessive nature.  

But that is not why I smiled.”  

“Then why?” 

Eric furrowed his brow a little as he thought of his response.  “It’s difficult to 

explain.  I have spent the last seven years of nights blaming myself for not finding a 

way to thwart the plans of Appius, Freyda, and—to a lesser extent—Felipe.  I have 

spent seven years of nights torturing myself with the thought that you were better off 

without me—that you no longer thought of me at all.” 

“Eric,” she whispered as he moved to kneel down next to where she was sitting 

and placed one large hand onto her cheek. 

“I have spent seven years of nights tormented by the notion that you loved 

Compton or Merlotte or Quinn or Herveaux more than you ever loved me.” 

“But couldn’t you feel my love for you when we were bonded?” 
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He nodded, though his eyes lost a little bit of their light.  “Yes.  I felt your 

emotions.  But that was, perhaps, the problem.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“It is not important now,” he hedged.   

“Tell me,” she said forcefully.  “I need to know about all the water so that we can 

build a big enough bridge to get over it.” 

He raised an eyebrow.  “I always did love how you could twist a saying, lover.” 

“And I always hated when you’d change the subject.”   

Eric sighed and dragged his hand through his hair before returning once more to 

his seat.  “You did love me, Sookie.  I could feel that, but your love was always 

tempered with suspicion—with one exception.” 

“When?” Sookie asked in a whisper, even as she began to understand how the 

bond might have affected Eric just as much as it had her.   

“When I didn’t know who I was,” he said.  “When Hallow cast her spell.  The 

last night we were together, I felt your unequivocal love for me.”  He paused and 

looked at the fire.  “As myself, I was never able to elicit that same feeling from you—

though I got close a few times.” 

A tear slipped down Sookie’s cheek.  “Eric,” she whispered, “I’m sorry that I hurt 

you like that.” 
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“Do not be sorry, Sookie,” he said, looking back at her.  “Our bond was new to 

you, and it was forced on you.  I wish I could have spoken with you about it before it 

was done.  You should have had the chance to choose.”   

“But Andre forced the issue,” she said bitterly.      

He nodded.  “Your emotions were all over the place that day.  First, you felt fear 

and disgust when Andre and you were alone.  Then—when I got there, you felt hope.  

But then—once you knew that we would have to bond—that hope went away, and I felt 

only resignation from you.”   

He closed his eyes.  “After that blood exchange, our bond was fully formed, and 

I could feel your emotions even more clearly.  Before I remembered our week together, I 

wanted to come to you many times, but feeling your ambivalence was difficult enough 

from a distance; feeling it when you were in the same room was,” he paused, “more 

problematic.  I could sense your love when you were around me, but it didn’t quite feel 

like it was for me.  And then—when I did remember—I knew that it wasn’t.  It was for 

the amnesiac me.  And, of course, by then you were already convincing yourself that 

the bond was affecting your feelings for me—causing them.”   

He sighed.  “When we finally did come together again, I once more felt your 

resignation—as if you saw our being together as an inevitability that you couldn’t 

avoid, but weren’t really choosing.  But I took what I could get.  I’d hoped that—if I 
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gave you enough time and space—you would learn to love me in the same way that 

you loved ‘your Eric.’” 

Sookie wiped away a tear.  “Eric, I’m sorry that you had to feel all that from me.  

I was just so confused—after everything that had happened.  I was scared.  I worried 

that if I loved you too much, it would hurt even more when you went away again.  I 

never trusted that I could hold onto you for long.”  She wiped a tear away.  “As it 

turned out, I was right.”   

“So we were both guilty of hurting each other unintentionally.”  Eric laughed 

ruefully.  “It is ironic that it took you breaking the bond in order for you to realize that 

you truly loved me.  And—without the bond—I could not continue to hope to feel your 

true love again.”  He shrugged.  “Perhaps, we were both fools.”   

She chuckled.  “Definitely.”   

There was a pause in their conversation as the fire crackled noisily.   

“Can I ask you something?” she finally asked. 

“Apparently so,” he smirked. 

“Huh?” 

“You just did.  Actually, you’ve asked me two things if ‘huh’ counts as a 

question,” he winked. 

She rolled her eyes and chuckled a little. 

“Can I ask you something first?” he asked with mischief in his eyes. 
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“Apparently so,” she returned. 

He smirked.  “How was I able to get in here tonight?  The last time I was here, 

you rescinded my invitation.  I’d lingered outside that night, and I heard you myself.” 

“Then, why didn’t you knock tonight?” she returned. 

He raised an eyebrow.  “I don’t know.  I was going to, but then something told 

me to just try the door.  I still had a key.”   

She smiled a little.  “When I realized that I didn’t hate you, something told me 

that it would be better if you could get in here—if need be.  So I invited you in again.” 

“How prescient of you, lover,” he said with a grin. 

“Prescient:  an adjective meaning to have knowledge of things or events before 

they exist or happen; to have foresight,” she recited. 

“Still getting your word of the day calendars?” he chuckled. 

“Of course.” 

“Some things never change,” he observed.  

“Some things do,” she retorted.   

“Yes,” he said, taking her in.  “Some things do change—for the better.  So,” he 

asked a moment later, “what was your question.” 

“I want to know why you withheld your emotions from me most of the time—

when we had our bond.  Maybe if I would have felt how my own feelings were hurting 

you, I could have done things differently.” 
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“Sookie, why did you initially like to be around Compton?” he asked, sitting 

forward. 

She looked a little confused at the subject change, but still answered.  “I couldn’t 

hear his thoughts.  And he helped me to better block out others’ thoughts too.” 

“Do you still like the silence of the vampire mind?  Does it still give you respite 

to be around Compton?” 

“Yes,” she admitted.  “Sam was more difficult for me to hear for a while, but 

eventually, it was as if my brain ‘learned’ to hear him—against my will,” she said 

bitterly.  “Luckily, Sam’s thoughts were mostly kind.  It was difficult to hear how he 

wished that I would have loved him more, but I knew that already.”   

She scoffed.  “When I allowed Quinn back into my life—which was a big 

mistake, by the way—I quickly ‘learned’ his brain too.”  She shook her head.  “All he 

could think about was how silly I was being for wanting to wait to sleep with him.  He 

thought that I should just automatically trust him because he said he was sorry.  And—

even when I asked him to stop calling me ‘babe’ out loud—he still did it in his head.”  

She rolled her eyes.  “In the end, the best thing I can say about Quinn is that he didn’t 

mean to be that much of an asshole.” 

Eric chuckled.  “He just couldn’t help himself?” 

Sookie nodded.  “Exactly!  But—of course—by not hearing vampires, I run the 

risk of trusting them when I shouldn’t.” 
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“Do not blame yourself for trusting Compton.  You always did worry about the 

effects of vampire blood in you, and you were right to do so.  Having his blood again 

after your accident would have softened your heart to him.” 

“I know that,” she said with clarity.  “I knew that all along, but I was just so tired 

after Sam died, so I. . . .” 

“So you just went with it,” Eric finished for her. 

“Yeah.  It was nice to spend more time with him again; it was nice to not have to 

keep his thoughts out.”   

Eric nodded in understanding.  “To answer your question, I didn’t want you to 

have to feel my emotions, Sookie, because I wanted you to have that kind of respite 

when we were together.  If I’d allowed you to feel what I felt all the time, it would have 

been similar to hearing my thoughts—no?” 

“So you didn’t let me ‘feel’ you because you wanted me to have peace?” she 

asked, with sudden realization. 

“Yes—but that was not my only motivation.  I am a selfish creature, and I didn’t 

want you to think badly of me.”  He chuckled somewhat darkly.  “Had I kept my 

emotions open to you, you would have known how much I loathed Compton, for 

example.  You would have felt my murderous inclinations when the Tiger was near.  

Plus, you and I never really checked your ‘range.’  Before we came together again as a 
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couple, you may have been able to feel my lust when I was with others—even when 

you were many miles away from me.” 

She cringed. 

“See?” he observed.  “You would not have liked that.  It would have made you 

uncomfortable, and I didn’t want to risk it.” 

She nodded.  “You’re right.  It would have made me uncomfortable.”   

“Unfortunately, I could not prevent you from feeling some of my emotions—

especially those that pertained to you directly,” he said sadly.  “And—in the end—the 

things that I couldn’t stop myself from feeling or projecting were the things that you 

were most suspicious of.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You tell me,” he challenged.  “Tell me the things you distrusted most about our 

bond.” 

She sighed.  “No matter what, when I was with you—especially when I would 

first see you—I felt happy.  Even when I wanted to be angry at your highhanded ways, 

I couldn’t quite bring myself to ripping you a new one.  I mean—there were times when 

I was genuinely very happy to see you, but other times, it felt like that emotion was 

being forced into me—especially when all hell was breaking lose around us.” 

Eric nodded.  “I know.  I would feel your initial elation at seeing me, but it 

would almost always be followed immediately by your suspicion, and I hated that.  
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But—no matter how much I tried—I could not help myself.  When I sensed that you 

were near, I couldn’t prevent some of my own anticipation at seeing you from seeping 

through our bond.  And when we were together—especially when we made love or 

were talking of easy things—I found it difficult to stifle all of my contentment.” 

She looked at him in surprise.  “So those happy feelings?  They were yours?” 

“I hope that some were from you too.  But—yes.  A vampire will crave the 

presence of his or her bonded one.  However, even before we were bonded, I was 

always,” he paused, “happiest when I was with you.” 

“I’m such an idiot!” Sookie said contritely.  “I should have realized that the 

things that didn’t feel like me were actually your feelings.  I always recognized the 

difference.”  She sighed.  “I thought that the bond was trying to change my real feelings 

about you.  Maybe I just didn’t think that you could feel those things about me.”   

“Then I should have told you how I felt more directly,” he returned.  “Neither 

one of us was particularly good at saying what needed to be said—when it needed to be 

said.” 

“Too stubborn,” she observed. 

He nodded in agreement.  “And you were not the only one who wanted to avoid 

rejection,” he admitted. 

“What else were you wary of when it came to the bond?” Eric asked after a few 

moments of silence had passed between them. 
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She sighed.  “I didn’t like how you’d try to change my moods—to force your 

comfort or calm into me.” 

His eyebrow lifted.  “Is it not your instinct to comfort someone you love when he 

or she is in pain?” 

“Of course, it is,” she responded.  “But I wouldn’t try to manipulate someone’s 

feelings.”  She shook her head.  “And that’s what it felt like to me.  It felt like you had 

the power to do that.  It felt like you were just tryin’ to be highhanded.” 

“And you were almost always angry when I did push comfort to you.” 

“Yeah—I was.” 

“Comforting you was my instinct, Sookie.  It still is.  And—I would find myself 

doing it however I could—before I would even realize it.  That, too, I tried—but failed—

to control.  I did not want your anger and your misgivings.”   

She exhaled loudly.  “So the things that made me doubt my feelings and become 

mistrustful of the bond were the feelings and instincts that you just couldn’t hide from 

me?” 

He nodded.  “It is ironic how you and I seemed destined to hurt each other—

when hurting you was the last thing I wanted.” 

“I didn’t want to hurt you either.”   

“Good,” he said with decisiveness.  “Then let’s stop,” he added with a twinkle in 

his eye. 
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“Good plan,” she chuckled.    

Just then, Sammy ran back into the room.  “Mommy, can I take eleven books?” 

Sookie smiled at her daughter.  “Sure.”  She looked up at Eric.  “How long do we 

have here?” 

“It is a little more than six hours until dawn.  The drive from here to the safe 

house I’ve set up in Mississippi will take the better part of four of them.  You should 

wait an hour before you leave.  Pam has her minivan outside, and it should hold your 

suitcases, the bike, and the other items I’ve packed for you.  If there is anything else you 

want to bring—keepsakes or items I overlooked that you need for the baby—just tell 

Pam or Karin.  Of course, we can get more things when you are safe.  But Karin has her 

car and will be following you, so she can transport some things too.” 

“What about you?” Sookie asked as Sammy studied the adults with interest.   

Eric winked at the little girl.  Though she was not a telepath, he had been able to 

tell immediately that there was something supernatural about the child, and it wasn’t 

just that she was a shifter either, though that fact did a good job of masking any sweet 

scent that she may have inherited from her mother.  Eric hoped that the shifter blood in 

the boy would do the same for him.  It would make both of the children easier to 

protect if they smelled like shifters and not fairies. 

“Yeah—what about you, Vampire Eric?” Sammy asked.  “Aren’t you coming 

with us?” 
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Eric shook his head.  “I must take care of a matter in Shreveport, and I will have 

to do that before you can begin your trip, so I’ll be leaving in about fifteen minutes.” 

“Bill?” Sookie asked quietly as Sammy turned her attention to the presents 

beneath the tree. 

Thankful that Sammy’s shifter senses, such as enhanced hearing, wouldn’t kick 

in until she hit puberty, Eric nodded and moved closer so that the child couldn’t 

overhear them.  “Compton will be able to sense it when you leave here, so he will need 

to be handled before then.  I don’t want to risk him calling Freyda or Felipe and telling 

them that you are on the move in the opposite direction from your hospital in the dead 

of the night.” 

Sookie took in a shaky breath and closed her eyes.  She needed a minute to 

process things.   

Bill had managed—once again—to worm his way into her life.  And, little by 

little, he’d been finding his way back into her heart as well.  She wanted to slap herself 

for her own stupidity, as well as for her bad habit of repeating past mistakes.  She was 

determined to learn her lesson this time!   

Bill had been the prototype of a good friend after Sam had died; he wasn’t even 

the one who’d brought up the possibility of them dating again.  That had been her!  

But—true to form—he’d betrayed her by spying on her and by telling Felipe and Freyda 
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that the child she was carrying was a telepath.  And then there was the fact that Bill was 

going along with the monarchs’ scheme to make her think that her son was dead!   

Bill could have made so many different choices!  Originally, he could have told 

her he’d been sent by Queen Sophie-Anne after he’d supposedly fallen in love with her.  

And—more recently—he could have put aside his petty jealousy of Eric and refused to 

aid Freyda with her spying.  Sookie fumed!  Her instincts told her that Bill—since he 

was a computer guru and all—had been the one to plant the listening devices in Sam’s 

truck and at Merlotte’s.   

Eric had indicated that Niall’s magic had somehow stifled Freyda and Felipe’s 

ability to spy on her at home.  How did they know that they couldn’t spy on her there?  

Obviously, they’d tried!  It stood to reason, then, that they would have employed Bill to 

plant similar devices in the place that was supposed to be her safe haven.  She shook 

her head, thinking about all the times she’d allowed Bill into her home; she wondered 

how many of those times he’d waited for her to leave the room before planting a bug.  

Hell!  She was just happy that Niall’s magic had managed to frustrate Bill’s attempts!  

And—when it came to protecting her and her children—there were a lot of other 

choices Bill could have made.  For one—he could have told her the fucking truth for a 

change!  She could have gone to Mr. Cataliades for help since he was her “sponsor.”  

And—maybe—he could have gotten a message to Niall, through the portals that never 

seemed to stay permanently sealed, no matter what her great-great grandfather tried to 



 
72 

tell her!  And then there was Russell; had Bill just told her the truth, they could have 

asked for his help.  Sookie wasn’t fond of the idea of being indebted to any vampire 

monarch, but owing her allegiance to Russell was certainly the lesser evil compared to 

thinking her son was dead.  And it was infinitely better than her son being raised as a 

pet telepath by Felipe and Freyda!   

But—no!  Bill didn’t do any of those things for one reason and one reason only.  

Bill was—at root—self-serving.  He claimed to love her, but—when push came to 

shove—he was more concerned about what he wanted versus what she needed.  And 

he—as always—wanted her.  And—as before—the way he went about getting her was 

downright mercenary!  He waited until she was at her most vulnerable—even helping 

others to make her that way—and then he swooped in like some kind of fairy tale 

prince.  No!  Actually, he slithered in like the devil himself.           

“Do you want me to try to find another way?” Eric asked in a gentle voice. 

Still lost in her thoughts, Sookie didn’t answer for a moment.  She recognized 

that Eric was asking her if she wanted Bill’s life to be spared.  But how could it be?  

He’d given her his blood after the car accident—an accident that he might not have 

been personally responsible for, but which he unintentionally aided in setting up.   

Even if she painted the most flattering picture of Bill that was possible, it was still 

downright ugly.  At best, Bill had been biding his time—all these years—just waiting 
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for the perfect opportunity to pursue her again!  And he’d taken it—after she’d lost 

someone she loved! 

As soon as she was vulnerable!  

Sookie thought back to all the times that Bill had mentioned Eric in the past 

seven years.  None of the mentions had been kind.  She remembered the look of 

triumph in his eyes as he’d told her that Eric had forbidden Sam from pursuing her 

romantically as a condition of giving him money for her bail.  She remembered Bill 

telling her about how he’d seen Eric and Freyda at various vampire summits they’d 

attended over the years.  Bill had always made sure to mention how content Eric 

seemed with his new position.  And he’d always managed to fit in a dig or two about 

how Eric was back to his old ways—“seducing and feeding from anything with a pulse 

and a pretty face.” 

Bill had, of course, told her all those things as if he were a concerned friend.  Or, 

at least, that was how he always tried to spin it.  Even as he was telling her, however, 

Sookie knew that Bill’s motives weren’t exactly pure.  But—as with everything else—

she always offered Bill her forgiveness.  She’d rationalized that Bill had good reasons to 

dislike Eric.  She’d excused him since it was “only human” for him to be a little bitter 

where Eric was concerned. 

But—faced with having Bill Compton’s life in her hands—she wondered if he 

was still human at all.  In her head, she could almost hear how Bill would try to excuse 
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everything he’d done and everything he was about to do.  He’d tell her that her son had 

to be taken from her so that she and Sammy would be safe.  He’d tell her that Felipe and 

Freyda would take good care of her son and that he’d have a good life.  He’d tell her 

that his actions were done out of love and that he was doing all he could in the face of 

immense pressure from his monarch.  He would paint himself as the hero.  And he’d 

believe every word he said!   

But Bill Compton wasn’t a hero.  He never had been.  And, though it had taken 

her way too long to realize that, at least she’d done it before it was too late—thanks to 

Eric. 

She looked at her daughter.  “Honey, go ahead and open your presents so we can 

take them with us.” 

The little girl squealed with delight and immediately grabbed a package from 

under the tree.  

When Sookie looked back at Eric, she saw that he was waiting pensively.  Her 

silence had obviously convinced him that she was going to plead for Bill’s life.   

He crouched down on the floor next to where she sat.  “I will find a way to keep 

Compton detained; I will figure out a way to keep him alive,” he said quietly. 

“But de Castro would use his human to track Bill,” she said, also in a quiet tone, 

despite the fact that Sammy was quite distracted by her presents. 
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“I have a well-placed spy in de Castro’s court,” Eric said.  “Perhaps, the human 

could be killed,” he said grasping at straws.   

“No!” Sookie returned firmly. 

“Then—I’ll make sure that Compton is kept moving until Freyda is dead and I 

can join you.” 

“But de Castro will eventually find him, and then Bill will lead him to us.  We 

won’t be safe.” 

“I will protect you and the children from them,” Eric vowed.  “And—perhaps—

we could even remove de Castro from the equation if he came after us personally.  He 

would be away from his stronghold, and Olaf would help us.” 

Sookie closed her eyes again.  “Even if that did happen, Bill would still have my 

blood—and the baby’s.  And—even though I could undergo the spell in order to 

eliminate it, I wouldn’t endanger my child.”  She opened her eyes.  “Eric, I’ve finally 

learned that a leopard can’t change his spots.  Or—in Bill’s case—he won’t change his 

spots!”  She took a deep breath.  “Bill has been digging his final grave for years.” 

“Yes—he has,” Eric agreed.   

“Then it’s time for you to put him in it,” she said resolutely. 

Surprised by Sookie’s declaration, Eric’s mouth fell open a little.  “I will,” he 

promised after a few seconds. 

“Promise me one thing—okay?” she asked. 
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“Anything within my power.” 

“Will you make it quick?”  

Eric nodded in agreement.  As much as he would have liked to torture Bill 

Compton mercilessly, he’d always intended to kill him quickly—for Sookie’s sake.   

“I should go,” he said regretfully.   

“Kiss me first,” she whispered.  “Kiss me goodbye.”   

After glancing in Sammy’s direction and seeing that she was occupied with a 

doll she’d gotten, Eric moved toward the woman whom he hoped to bond and pledge 

with again, but—this time—when they made that choice together. 

At first, their kiss was tender, but it deepened a little as the two past lovers 

allowed the chemistry that had always existed between them to reignite.   

“Did you bring mistletoe?” Sammy asked loudly.  

Reluctantly, Sookie and Eric broke their kiss.   

Eric stood up.  “I’m afraid not, Samantha,” he said to the little copy of Sookie, 

who was looking up at him expectantly.  “But I will remember to bring it the next time I 

see you and your mother,” he winked.  

“My friends call me Sammy; I guess you can call me that too,” the little girl said. 

“Thank you, Sammy,” Eric responded, smiling sincerely at the child.  He looked 

back at Sookie and wondered if the longing—and the love—was as clear in his eyes as it 

was in hers. 
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For once, he hoped that his true emotions were showing clearly on his face.  It 

was only with her that he didn’t wish to conceal anything.  It had only ever been her.   

“How long until we see you?” Sookie asked, her now slightly swollen lips 

quivering.  

“If all goes well, I’ll be with you in two nights.” 

She nodded and wiped away a tear before Sammy could see it. 

“I love you,” she whispered.  “I always have.” 

“And I you,” he replied.  “I always will.”   

She wiped away another errant tear as he zipped out of the room. 

 

 

“So?” Pam asked hopefully. 
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Despite her maker’s ability to stifle his bond with his progeny, she’d felt some of 

Eric’s emotions as he’d talked with Sookie: enough of them to know that he’d been in 

turmoil since she’d last seen him.  She’d felt a moment of hopeless resignation from 

him, but since then, his emotions had been more positive.  Now, he seemed surprised, 

but eager.  And, minutes before, she’d felt a surge of lust from him.   

“You’re a nosy bitch.  You know that—right?” Karin asked her vampire sister.  

 

“And I thought you two were getting along better,” Eric smirked.   

Pam rolled her eyes. 

“So?” Karin asked her maker, earning her a glare from her younger vampire 

sibling.   
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“I hope you’ve packed for a Scandinavian winter,” he said with a mischievous 

glint in his eyes. 

“Thank God!” Pam intoned. 

“You owe me a thousand dollars,” Karin said. 

“You bet?” Eric asked somewhat angrily.  “You bet on what she would do?” 

Karin nodded and spoke without apology.  “Yeah.  I bet she’d finally do the 

smart thing and get the hell out of Dodge—with you, of course.  Pam’s the one that bet 

against you.” 

Pam stuck out her tongue at Karin.   

“How old are you again?” Karin asked mockingly.   

Pam turned her focus to Eric.  “Well—it pleases me that I lost.  And I wanted to 

win either way.” 

“What did you think she’d do?” Eric asked, his anger now replaced with 

amusement.   

“I figured she’d pick me,” Pam said with a smirk.  “But I was already trying to 

work out a plan for when she finally stopped being stubborn and realized the error of 

her ways,” she added. 

Eric chuckled at his vampire daughters before his gaze turned cold—deadly.  

“Where’s Mr. Compton?”   

“Still with Thalia at Fangtasia,” Pam answered with a deadly smile of her own.   
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“Good,” Eric said.  “It will be nice to see the old place again.” 

“So she agreed that Bill had to go?” Karin asked without emotion.  While it was 

true that she’d fucked Bill a few times after she’d come to Louisiana, she’d soon tired of 

having a vampire lover.  She’d always preferred humans, and, though Bill had been a 

nice change of pace for a little while, she’d developed no feelings for him.  In fact, after 

Eric had told her of Bill’s complicity in Freyda and de Castro’s scheme, the only thing 

she’d felt was the desire to torture the Civil War veteran.   

“Yes—she has agreed to all of it,” Eric said with relief.  He looked toward the 

house.  “Unless she calls for you to go in sooner, give her twenty minutes to say 

goodbye to her home before knocking.  Then pack her belongings into your vehicles,” 

he instructed.  “And make sure Sookie is as comfortable as possible during the trip.  It 

will not be long before her son is born, and she has difficulty getting comfortable right 

now.  You should take pillows and blankets.”   

He got a faraway look in his eyes.  “There is a hideous afghan in the living room.  

That would do well.”   

“She’d better not decide to have that baby in my van,” Pam said. 

Eric smirked impishly and looked at Karin.  “A thousand bucks that her water 

breaks all over Pam’s custom-made leather interior.” 

“I’ll take that bet,” Karin replied immediately.   

“Assholes,” Pam muttered. 
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Eric looked at the house one more time and then launched himself into the sky.  

He had a visit to make to an “old friend” before he returned to Oklahoma.  He smiled as 

he thumbed the stake in his jacket.   

Sookie’s choosing him was certainly going to remain the highlight of his night.  

But killing Bill Compton—finally—wouldn’t be half bad either. 

 

“Mommy, who’s this for?” Sammy asked Sookie as the little girl picked up the 

gift that Eric had left under the tree. 

“Eric brought it,” Sookie answered. 

“For me?” Sammy asked. 

“I don’t know,” Sookie said with curiosity.  “Bring it over to me.”  

She took the package and looked at the small card.  It read, “For your son.” 

“It’s for the baby,” Sookie said as she untied the ribbon and lifted the box’s lid. 

“It’s like my bunny—but blue!” Sammy said of the soft toy inside the box.    

Sookie sniffled a little.  “Yes.  It is.” 

“Did Eric bring you a present, Mommy?” the little girl asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Where is it?” 

“It’s too big to see,” Sookie answered.   
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Sammy looked at her mother with some confusion before bouncing out of the 

room to get her own bunny from her bed.   

Sookie looked at the fire and sighed.  Eric’s Christmas gift to her was too big to 

see.  But she felt it.  He was giving her himself—had already given her himself many 

years before.  And she wasn’t about to look a gift-horse in the mouth—not this time.  

And not ever again.     

The End of “Gi ft Horse” 

  



 
83 

Scrooged 

 

“I wear the chain I forged in life....I made it link by link, 

and yard by yard; I girded it on of my own free will, and 

of my own free will I wore it.” 

—from A Christmas Carol by Charles Dickens 
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Summary:  
“Scrooged” is a one-shot set in the Gift Horse Series.  It is the second in the series.  Will 

Eric get to kill Bill?  Or is Bill right to believe that his allies, Freyda and Felipe, will 

rescue him?  And how will a phone call from Sookie change everything for both Eric 

and Bill?   

Beta:  
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ill Compton looked at the clock on the wall for the twentieth time since his 

seemingly never-ending meeting with Thalia had begun.  It was one of the 

idiotic “Fangtasia” clocks that were sold with the bar’s logo.  Bill sneered, but 

he couldn’t stop himself from looking at it.  After all, he had somewhere else he wanted 

to be. 

    

“You know,” the ancient vampiress smirked, “by now, you should have 

developed the ability to tell the time without needing to count on human contraptions.  

That one’s two minutes slow, by the way.” 

“I know,” Bill said sullenly. 

Thalia’s smirk grew.  “I just wanted you to know so that you could get to ground 

on time—if you were counting on a clock to tell you when to go.”   

B 
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Bill glared at the petite warrior.  He resented the hell out of the fact that Pam had 

made Thalia her lieutenant, especially after he had hinted that he would have taken the 

job.  It would have enabled him to keep a much closer eye on Northman’s younger 

child—just as he’d had an affair with Karin to keep watch over her.  Thankfully, 

Northman’s eldest was no longer in the area that often.  She’d been a good lay, but a 

prolonged affair with her would have interfered with his ultimate plans for Sookie. 

His Sookie.   

Bill glanced back at the clock and consciously held in a sigh when he thought 

about the woman who would soon be his again.  For the hundredth time since he’d left 

Bon Temps three hours before, he assessed her emotions through the blood tie they 
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shared.  And—as they’d been all evening—those emotions were seemingly all over the 

place.  At least, she seemed more comfortable than she’d been before. 

He finally let his sigh escape as he thought about the recent disquiet in his own 

body.  As Sookie had moved into her final months of pregnancy, her physical 

discomfort had managed to make its way through their tie to a certain extent, and he’d 

found himself readjusting his body in his chair many times that night—in an attempt to 

find a comfortable position.  And that kind of thing shouldn’t have been necessary for 

vampires.  

And—of course—the smirking vampire behind the desk had noticed and had 

probably sat him in the rickety metal chair on purpose!    

Bill was anxious for Sookie’s pregnancy to be over with—for so many reasons.  

But what she called her “pregnancy hormones” was the main one.  During her first 

trimester, Sookie had been extremely emotional.  The death of the shifter had caused 

much of her grief; however, her slingshotting reactions to things had been even worse.  

One moment she would seem fine—even elated about her pregnancy—and the very 

next, she’d be weeping, filled with a sorrow that almost brought Bill to his knees at 

times.  When he’d learned that even television commercials seemed able to affect her 

mood, he’d almost regretted giving her more of his blood.   

Almost.   
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Thankfully, Sookie’s second trimester had been better as her body had settled 

into her pregnancy and her mind had accepted the death of her “roommate.” 

Bill sneered as he thought of Merlotte, who had managed to insinuate himself 

into Sookie’s affections not once, but twice during the past seven years.  And two 

children had resulted from her dalliances with him. 

Bill couldn’t help but to be ambivalent when it came to Merlotte’s offspring.  At 

least to a certain extent, Bill had supported the idea of Sookie having her first child.  

Though afraid that she’d pass along her telepathy, part of Sookie had always wanted to 

be a mother, and fatherhood had been a rewarding element of Bill’s life.  He’d reasoned 

that Sookie would be more likely to come back to him one day—if she had experienced 

the part of womanhood that he could no longer give her.  

No—he didn’t begrudge Sookie her daughter, despite the fact that Samantha was 

a shifter.  At least, she’d not been a telepath!  Why Sookie had felt the need to play 

Russian roulette a second time, however, was beyond him.  If she hadn’t, he wouldn’t 

be in the mess he was in now—having to betray his beloved against his will.       

Yes.  It was safe to say that he didn’t appreciate her new child, and that wasn’t 

just because of Sookie’s ricocheting hormones.  No—the son she now carried 

represented Sookie’s choice to further tie herself to a life with the shifter.  And—in Bill’s 

mind—the boy was superfluous.  Sookie had already borne one child, and Bill would 

have to wait until that daughter was eighteen before she would go off on her own—
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since children “became adults” so much later now than they had in his day.  And the 

boy would have divided Sookie’s attention even more—and taken away more of her 

time from him.   

No, Bill thought, it was best that Sookie’s son was kept under Felipe’s 

supervision in Arkansas.  The child would be well cared for—pampered even.  And his 

existence would keep the king’s interest away from Sookie.   

Plus, there was the practicality of the situation.  Bill had a difficult enough time 

protecting one telepath, and trying to look after two would have been almost 

impossible!  No—it was better all-around that Sookie’s son wasn’t in the picture.  

Certainly, his supposed death would cause her pain, but Bill was now in a better 

position to help Sookie through her anguish. 

Moreover, Bill intended to one day tell Sookie about her son being alive.  In fact, 

after she had raised her daughter and satisfied her humanly impulse, he was 

determined to become her maker.  She would still be young and beautiful, her fairy 

genes and his blood ensuring that.  And, after she became his for all eternity, he would 

“discover” evidence indicating that her son still lived and had been kidnapped by 

Freyda.  Sookie would be so grateful to him for that knowledge that she would forgive 

him for anything, even if he’d been forced to turn her against her will.   

He knew that Felipe wouldn’t tell Sookie of his involvement in the plot to kidnap 

the child either.  In fact, he and his monarch already had an agreement in place 
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concerning their long-term goals.  As soon as Samantha turned eighteen, Bill was going 

to turn Sookie and make her his vampire child, in addition to his wife if she wasn’t 

already.  Then he would help Felipe eliminate Freyda—and hopefully that bastard 

Northman too!  After that, they would miraculously “find” Sookie’s son.  He and Felipe 

would both seem to be the rescuers of the child!   

Not wanting to share Sookie’s telepathic child with Freyda, Felipe had even 

promised to give Bill Arkansas in exchange for making sure that Sookie realized how 

“grateful” she should be to Felipe once she was reunited with her son.  Sookie would, of 

course, be too young of a vampire to be trusted with raising a child—even her own 

son—through the final years of his childhood, so she would be easily convinced to place 

him in the care of one of the vampires who had saved him.  And—if she was reticent 

about giving him to Felipe—Bill would simply have to issue a maker’s command. 

She would forgive him eventually.  She always did.   

 “Why do you look so smug all of a sudden?” Thalia asked him. 

 Bill glared at her and chastised himself for allowing her to see his emotions. 

 “I don’t know what you mean,” he lied, even as he schooled his expression. 

 Thalia smirked.  “Oh—my mistake—perhaps you were just constipated.  Tell me, 

Bill, did you die with a huge stick up your ass, or do you just shove a new one there 

every night when you rise?” 
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 Bill scoffed.  “I don’t even know why I am needed here.  For the last two and a 

half hours, I’ve merely sat—watching you read.  Pam has never required that I stay as 

she reviews the new entries.  Do you fear you might need help with the big words?” he 

sneered. 

 Thalia cackled, a sound that was so inhuman that it caused Bill to immediately 

regret egging on the much older vampire. 

 “No, Bill.  I just enjoy your company more than Pam does,” Thalia said 

mockingly.   

 “This is a waste of time!” Bill said, rising to his feet. 

 “Sit!” Thalia ordered in a tone that brooked no argument.  Her green eyes 

seemed to brighten and flame.  And Bill’s ass was back in the chair before her 

monosyllabic word had finished echoing in the room. 

 “But you don’t need me to be here,” Bill said, his lips turning down into a pout. 

 “Felipe has ordered an update of the database,” Thalia said coldly.  “And my 

sheriff has ordered me to make sure that all is in order with the new entries.  So you will 

keep your saggy ass planted firmly in that chair until I am finished.”  She smiled.  “If 

you need help doing that, I’m sure I could find some silver chains around here 

somewhere.” 

 Bill cringed.  “That won’t be necessary.” 

 “It would be no bother,” Thalia said as her fangs clicked into place. 
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 “That won’t be necessary,” Bill repeated, a little more timidly than before. 

 Thalia grinned, a sight so terrifying the Bill would have lost bladder control if he 

were able.   

“You’d do best to remember where you fit in the food chain around here,” she 

said darkly.   

 Bill scowled as Thalia went back to reading—very slowly—the files he’d collected 

since Felipe had last requested an update to the database.  For the millionth time, he 

wished that he didn’t need to go through Thalia and Pam in any of his dealings with 

Felipe.  After all, the king valued him much more than he did the Sheriff of Area Five 

and her lieutenant.  However, he needed to keep his cover intact.  So he was forced to 

play along with Pam and Thalia’s annoying, though meaningless, games.  After all, he 

knew that he’d be the ultimate winner.     

 Unwittingly, he glanced at the clock again.   

 “And just where is it that you think you need to be?” Thalia asked, her smirk 

back in full force. 

 “It’s none of your business,” Bill said, his jaw tightening. 

 “I’m making it my business,” Thalia said.  “Remember—I can keep you here all 

night if I want.” 

 Bill spoke through tightened lips.  “It is Christmas Eve.  I had intended to visit 

Sookie.” 
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 “Ah—the little telepath,” Thalia grinned.  “It is quite late for humans—is it not?” 

 “She is still awake,” Bill said. 

 Thalia smiled.  “Right—you would know, wouldn’t you?  Tell me, Bill, what is it 

like to be tied to a pregnant female?  If I recall, pregnancy was not always a pleasant 

experience.” 

 “You had children?” Bill asked the older vampire in disbelief.   

 Thalia glared at him.  “I’ve done more in my years of life and un-death than you 

could fathom, boy!”  She sneered.   

 He pressed his back against the metal of his chair. 

“And why would you believe that Sookie Stackhouse would wish to see you—

anyway?”  She chuckled.  “Of course, when one is that pregnant, it is difficult to get 

away—even if one might want to.” 

 “Sookie loves me,” Bill said confidently.  “She always wants to see me.” 

 Thalia laughed again.  “I’d be surprised if even your bitch of a maker, Lorena, 

loved you.” 

 “Don’t speak of my maker,” Bill said threateningly. 

 “Sookie killed her—correct?” Thalia observed, ignoring his animosity.   

 “Yes.  And that proves her love for me!” Bill insisted. 

 “I suppose that you are arrogant enough to think that the fact that you raped her 

the very next evening didn’t interfere with that love,” she said acerbically.   
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 “How do you know about Mississippi?” he asked, his anger clearly rising.   

“I know many things,” she grinned.   

“It wasn’t rape,” he said quietly.  “I wasn’t in my right mind!” 

 “No rapist ever is, Bill,” Thalia said, her tone turning cold—deadly.  “Trust me—

I’ve known a few.” 

 “I was starved for blood!  I’d been tortured!” 

 “And you were tied to Sookie even then—were you not?” Thalia asked.  “Tell 

me—did it make things more exciting for you because you could feel her terror?  Her 

helplessness?  Her disgust?” 

 “I didn’t know what I was doing!” Bill said, continuing to insist upon his 

innocence. 

 “Tell yourself anything you please, Bill,” Thalia said emotionlessly.  “Meanwhile, 

let me tell you a story.” 

 “A story?” 

 “Yes—the story of my life.” 

 Bill looked confused.  “Why would I want to hear that?” 

 “Perhaps it will help you to learn a lesson,” Thalia said evenly. 

 “I don’t have time for this,” he said, his frustration with the conversation clear.   

 “Yes—yes you do,” she grinned as she looked melodramatically at the clock.  

“There are hours before dawn.” 
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 “Then I don’t want to know,” he said, his tone somewhat petulant. 

She ignored him.  “My story started almost 1,100 years ago.  Did you know that I 

was that old?  Older than even Eric?” 

 He shook his head sullenly. 

 “The alleyway where I was forced to live after my husband died did not require 

an invitation, and my maker decided to have me and my two children for his dinner 

one night.  I decided that I wasn’t going to let that happen, so I stuck a sword through 

his gut when he was feeding from my youngest.  I thought I’d killed him; I was wrong.”  

Her face clouded with rage and contempt.  “Adelphius liked my spunk, came back the 

next night once he’d healed, drained me, and turned me.  When I rose, I felt very little 

except for hunger and pain—as other infant vampires feel.   My maker compounded my 

pain by giving me my first command: to drain my own children.  You see—he had left 

them alive for me to kill.  A lesson in his cruelty and my powerlessness—you see.”    

Thalia sat forward.  “After I realized what I’d done—as I stood over the corpses 

of my beloved babes—my maker told me that it was a vampire’s urge to copulate with 

his children.  He raped me for the first time amidst the gory remains of my children.  

Indeed, he raped me many, many times over the years until he was staked.  Do you 

want to know how many of those times I consented to?” 

 Bill gulped.   
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 “None!” Thalia said, answering her own question.  “My maker used to like to 

starve me until I was so thirsty for blood that I would kill many humans.  Do you want 

to know how many times I raped one of my prey—even when starving?  None!” she 

answered without pausing.  “Do you know how many times I’ve used force or glamour 

to get someone into my bed?  None!”  She scoffed.  “Starvation may have caused you to 

take Sookie’s blood, but don’t delude yourself.  It didn’t force you to rip off the clothing 

of your prey and put your dick into her.”  She sat back.  “And it certainly wouldn’t have 

stopped you from recognizing the pleas and the pain of someone with whom you had a 

blood tie.” 

 Bill growled a little and his fangs clicked down.  

 Thalia rolled her eyes.  “What’s wrong, Bill?  Does the truth hurt?” 

 “Things are,” he paused, “different for men than they are for women.” 

 Thalia was in front of him in the next moment with his throat held firmly in her 

dangerous grasp.  “Really?  Really!”  She put her free hand on his crotch and started 

stroking his cock.  “Tell me—do you want to fuck me, Bill?” 

 “No!” he cried out as loudly as he could, given the condition of his windpipe at 

the moment. 

 “No?” she grinned fangily.  “But you are getting hard, Bill.  Tell me—are you a 

David Carradine fan?” 

 “What are you talking about?” Bill managed. 
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 “Do you enjoy autoerotic asphyxiation?” 

 “No!” 

 “Then why is your dick hard and throbbing?” she sneered as she released his 

throat a little so he could more easily respond. 

 “You are violating me,” he rasped out.  

 “Yes,” she responded.  “And—if I chose to do so—I could rip your JC Penney 

Khakis apart and straddle your pitiful cock.  And then you know what I could do?” 

 “Rape me,” he hissed.  

 “Yes,” Thalia confirmed.  “But do you know why I’m not going to do that, Bill?” 

 “No,” he croaked out as her grip tightened again.   

 “Several reasons,” she said, even as she released him.  She’d retaken her seat 

before he could even register that she’d moved.  “Would you like to hear them?” she 

asked. 

 “No,” he responded, trying to fix his clothing, regain his composure, and will his 

erection away. 

 “That was a rhetorical question, Bill,” she grinned.  “First, I wouldn’t want to 

have your pathetic dick in my body.  Second, Pam would stake me if I left her office 

reeking of your spunk.  And—third and most important,” she paused and looked at 

him coldly.  “Are you listening carefully, Bill?” 

 He nodded. 
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 “I am no rapist!” she said with lethalness in her tone. 

 He couldn’t help but to tremble as her eyes shone even greener than before.  In 

that moment, those eyes looked like two emeralds—so beautiful, yet jagged and 

dangerous. 

 “Do you know who else has never raped another?” Thalia asked. 

 Bill glared at her.  

 “I’ll give you a hint,” she said facetiously.  “It’s a man.”  

 Bill turn his head away. 

 “No guesses?  Well I’ll just have to tell you then:  Eric Northman.  Did you ever 

meet his maker, Appius?” 

 Bill tensed, but nodded.   

 “Appius and my maker, Adelphius, were great buddies.  Did you know that?” 

 Bill shook his head again. 

 “They exchanged tricks of the trade—so to speak.  But, like me, Eric never let his 

hunger push him into raping anyone—not even when his maker commanded him to.” 

 There was a moment of silence.   

 “Look at me!” Thalia yelled out an order. 

 Bill’s head snapped back to face her.   

“You could not fathom the punishment endured by the Norseman for refusing 

Appius Livius Ocella’s orders, boy!”   
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Bill shivered at both her harsh tone and her words. 

“Tell me—did your maker ever command you to take someone against his or her 

will?” she asked shrewdly.   

Bill’s eyes flickered as if remembering the past. 

“Yes.  I figured so.  Lorena was a sadistic bitch—after all.  And—by the looks of 

it—you complied with her orders.” 

Bill looked at her guiltily.   

“Do not fret,” she said almost kindly.  “Few vampires could resist a maker’s 

command, let alone endure the punishment for such a resistance.”  She sighed.  “Did 

you know that Eric was much younger than you are now when we first met?  He was 

less than a decade old.” 

When Thalia looked at him, obviously expecting a response, Bill shook his head. 

“He was very young,” she said sadly, “and very brave—foolishly so.”   

She was quiet for a few minutes, and Bill found his eyes moving back to the 

Fangtasia clock.   

“Allow me to put forward a little theory,” Thalia said, sitting forward.  “I’m 

betting that, in that trunk, you were able to smell more of Eric’s blood in Sookie—just as 

I did after her return from Mississippi.  I’m betting that smelling that blood enraged 

you.  And I’m betting that you raped her in order to reclaim your dominance over her.” 

 “No!  That’s not what happened!” Bill yelled.   
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 “What’s the matter, Bill?” Thalia asked, trying to sound innocent.  “You sound 

awfully defensive.” 

 Bill took and unneeded breath.  “Mississippi was a mistake,” he said, through 

almost closed lips.  “And Sookie has forgiven me.” 

 “Because she had your blood in her.  And because she bought your deception 

that you had no control.”  She shook her head.  “And because she’s spent most of her 

life in denial about a whole hell of a lot of things!”   

 “You don’t know anything about me—or her!” Bill said irately.   

 “I know more than you think,” Thalia said. 

 “What do you mean?” Bill asked. 

 Instead of answering his question, Thalia looked back at the computer screen in 

front of her. 

 “What do you mean?” Bill foolishly echoed.  

 Suddenly Thalia was on her feet again, and Bill was in her deadly grasp.  “I 

know that—for way too fucking long—a better vampire than me has staid his hand 

because of the love he has for the woman whose spirit you want to steal!  And I know 

that the staying of my own hand is done now—come what may!” 

 Seconds later, Bill felt himself being suspended in the air.  And the next thing he 

knew, he was in the basement of the club, a space that had become even more ominous 

since Pam had taken over Fangtasia from Eric.   
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 “What is the meaning of this?” he demanded as she clipped his wrists and then 

ankles into shackles made from silver.  Luckily for him, the silver was surrounded by 

leather so that it didn’t directly scald his skin.  But Bill knew immediately that they 

were strong enough to hold him. 

 “I would think that my meaning was clear,” Thalia said as she turned a lever that 

raised up his feet so that his body looked as if it were sitting in midair.  After he was off 

the ground, the petite vampiress turned the lever again, and the shackles on his wrists 

lowered a little, making him the perfect height for her ‘attentions.’   

“But—then again—you always were a little dim,” she smirked.  “So let me make 

it clear.  I mean to torture you, Bill Compton.”   

 “But,” he stammered insistently, “you can’t do that!  I’m a valuable subject of the 

king!  If you harm me, Felipe will end you!  The database makes him a lot of money!” 

 She chuckled.  “What?  You think I don’t know more about the vampires in your 

little database than you do?”  She laughed even louder.  “If I wanted to, I could sell 

what I know and put your little project out of business.  After all, most of your 

information is about inconsequential baby vamps—even younger than yourself.  You 

forget—I’ve spent the last few hours looking over your so-called work,” she jeered.  

“What is it that amusing commercial used to say?  Oh yes—‘it’s so easy that even a 

caveman could do it.’”  She cackled.  “And—believe me—I’ve known a few 

Neanderthals in my day.  Known them,” she smirked, “and killed them.”   
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 “The king!” Bill yelled again.  “I am an invaluable asset to him!” 

 “Yes—and to Queen Freyda too,” Thalia deadpanned as she yanked Bill’s shirt 

off of his body.  The rest of his clothes soon followed. 

 “What,” he stammered, “are you—uh—talking about?” 

 Thalia rolled her eyes.  “Let me tell you a story about friendship, Bill.” 

 “Friendship?” he asked with obvious confusion.   

 “Yes.  The kind of friendship that fosters over a thousand years of loyalty.” 

 “Northman,” he snarled. 

 “Yes—the Norseman has proven worthy of my friendship.  Did I not tell you 

how my maker met his end, Bill?” 

 “Let me guess,” Bill said with bitterness in his voice.  “Eric.” 

 Thalia nodded as she opened a cabinet and picked up a white box.  “Do you 

want to know that best thing?” 

 “What?” Bill asked as his eyes darted to the little white box. 

 “I didn’t even have to ask him,” she said.  “I couldn’t have asked him.  In fact, if I 

would have known anything about Eric’s plan, I would have been compelled to tell my 

maker.”   

 She pulled on some dainty-looking white gloves before opening the box. 

 “Do you shave, Bill?” she asked. 

 “Huh?” he asked. 
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 “I have noticed that you have varying lengths of sideburns.  And male facial 

hair—unlike our other hair—grows quickly.  So—again—I ask, do you shave?” 

 “Yes,” he said, “every night.  I died with a full beard.” 

 She smiled, showing her fangs.  “All my life, I have been fascinated by the 

evolution of razors,” she said ominously, pulling a thin silver blade from the box.  Bill 

could see that there were dozens of blades in the box, and the sight caused his fear to 

soar. 

 “Even in my time, men scraped blades across their faces,” Thalia informed—her 

eyes glazed-over as if searching the past.  “Men are so vulnerable when they allow 

someone to shave them.”  She examined the little blade in her hand.  “They place so 

much trust onto the one wielding the blade.”   

 “Don’t do this,” Bill said, now fighting against his binds.  “I am under the 

protection of two monarchs.  If you harm me, you will be signing your own death 

warrant.” 

 Thalia laughed.  “The combined ages of those monarchs is less than my own age.  

And that’s with your age added to the mix!” 

 She approached him and looked at his legs.  “You—and your precious 

monarchs—are mere children to me.”  She tilted her head.  “Do you want to know a 

universal truth, Bill?” 

 He shook his head, but she ignored him.   
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 “When born, children have very fine hair,” she said as she dragged the blade 

along his upper leg. 

 Bill cried out as the silver scraped into his flesh.  “Stop!” he yelled.  “I will make 

it worth your while if you do.” 

 Thalia backed off for a moment.  “And what could you offer me?” 

 “Felipe and Freyda would give you money.” 

 Thalia laughed.  “Paper or gold—it is all the same.  It is just fleeting symbolism.”  

Her voice grew cold.  “It has no real value, Bill, though silver currency has some merit.” 

 “They could offer you position.  Or favor!” he tried. 

 “Kings and queens come and go,” Thalia said.  “But one thing is constant in my 

own life.” 

 “What?” Bill asked, desperate to keep her talking. 

 “I have never served a one of them,” she said.   

 “You served Sophie-Anne.  You serve Pam!” Bill insisted. 

 Thalia shook her head.  “No.  I remain in Area Five because I owe Eric the North 

Man a debt I could never repay.  I stay to be at the ready to be in his service.  I stay 

because I respect him.”  She paused.  “If he were to be a king, I would serve him.  But I 

have found only one other who has even tempted my undying allegiance—not in over a 

thousand years.”   
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 She stepped forward and dragged the silver razor blade along his other leg 

before lodging it into his left inner thigh and getting another out of the box.   

 “No!  Stop!” Bill demanded, his voice already sounding pained and exhausted.   

 “No.  I won’t stop,” Thalia responded sardonically as she scraped more hair from 

his legs; she then lodged the second blade into his other thigh.   

“Do you know what Sookie Stackhouse is doing tonight?” she asked after giving 

him a minute or two to whimper in peace. 

 “What?” Bill hissed. 

 “She is receiving a visit from my friend.” 

 “Northman?” Bill grated out. 

 “Yes,” Thalia confirmed.  “He is offering her a way out of the hell you have 

abetted in setting up for her.” 

 “What do you mean?” he asked, trying to sound blameless.   

 Thalia mercilessly dragged the next sharp blade though the hair under his scrota 

before lodging it into one of them.  

 “Confess your sins, Bill,” Thalia instructed.  “It would be good for your soul.”   

 “I have no sins to confess,” he lied. 

 She grinned.  “If you confess them, you might go to a better maker than the one I 

would have you go to.” 

 “Lorena,” he cringed. 
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 “Yes.  Or—perhaps—you might still find your way to the Christian God.”  She 

paused.  “If you confess.  I believe he is big on forgiveness.  Either way, whether by my 

hand or by my friend’s, you will be meeting a maker tonight.” 

 “No,” Bill gasped. 

 “Yes,” Thalia guaranteed as she picked up another razor.  She ran this one along 

his arm before burying it into the nerve center around his neck.   

 She smiled as Bill cried out in a satisfactory manner.   

“Felipe and Freyda will end you,” he whimpered. 

 Thalia sighed.  “An end comes for us all.  But I believe that it will take a stronger 

foe than either of your monarchs to do the deed.  Now—confess, Bill.  Make things 

easier for yourself.” 

 “What do you want from me?” he asked, almost with desperation.   

 She smiled and went over to push down the buttons of an old cassette recorder.  

“I want your biggest secrets, Bill Compton.  I want your deepest regrets.” 

 He shook his head.  She responded by pulling out another blade and scraping it 

along his chin before bringing it to rest in his cheekbone.   

 “Sookie!” Bill cried. 

 “What about her?” Thalia asked. 

 “I’ve,” he paused, “manipulated her.” 

 “Tell me something I don’t know,” Thalia deadpanned. 
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 “Her son!” he yelled out.   

 “What of him?” 

“I am helping Felipe and Freyda take him.  He’s a telepath.” 

 “And?”  

 “And—uh—I’ve spied on Sookie for years—getting information about her for 

Freyda and Felipe.” 

 “Why?” 

 “To prevent Northman from getting back into her life,” he fumed.   

 “A pipedream,” Thalia said.  “Eric the North Man loves Sookie Stackhouse.  

Destiny may take its time, but it is still destiny.” 

 “He doesn’t deserve her!” Bill hissed. 

 In response, Thalia dragged a razor blade across Bill’s stomach and lodged it into 

one of his pudgy four pack.   

 “Why do you believe my friend doesn’t deserve her?” she asked. 

 “He just wants to use her—for her telepathy!”   

 “Really?” Talia snickered.  “Like when?” 

 “With Longshadow.  And in Dallas,” Bill said. 

 “Those were paid arrangements that you agreed to.  Was she not yours when she 

did those jobs?  Did you not get paid for them?” 

 “He just wants her blood!” Bill said frantically, grasping at straws.   



 
108 

 “And what vampire wouldn’t?” Thalia asked.  “She smells lovely.  But I have 

never attempted to take Sookie’s blood against her will.  Has Eric?”  She shook her 

head.  “No.  In fact, you are the one who took her blood when she didn’t want it taken—

in the trunk,” she finished in a steely whisper.  

 “Eric forced Sookie to take his blood—in Dallas!” Bill raged, even as Thalia 

picked up another blade.  She put it to good use on a particularly unsightly patch of 

hair on Bill’s back before sticking it into his spine.   

 “No,” Thalia corrected.  “Eric has felt guilt for what you are accusing him of 

doing, but he did not use force.” 

 “How would you know?” Bill asked with a groan. 

 “I was there,” she informed. 

 “What?” Bill asked with surprise.   

“Eric seldom travels without back-up, and you certainly wouldn’t have been 

counted on for that,” she informed.  “So I saw everything.  You are right about one 

thing, however: Eric did ask Sookie to suck the bullet from his flesh before his skin 

healed around it, which—as you may know is extremely painful.”   

Thalia got a mischievous look in her green eyes.  “Here—let me demonstrate.”  

She went back to the cabinet and pulled out a small gun.  “This is a 1966 Colt Detective 

Special.  It is the kind of gun used on Hawaii Five-0—the original program, not the 

remake.  Did you enjoy that show, Bill?” 
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Bill’s eyes focused on the gun; he didn’t answer her question. 

“You see,” Thalia went on, not waiting for an answer, “I like revolvers.  They are 

dramatic.”  She opened the cylinder of the weapon and spun it.  “I sometimes enjoy 

playing Russian roulette with my victims.”  She laughed with glee, a sound that made 

Bill balk.  “These guns are also good for firing a multitude of bullet types.”  She pulled a 

box of bullets out of the cabinet, and lifted one up for Bill’s examination. 

“Silver,” he murmured with fear. 

“Yes.  Did Eric tell you that the bullet he took when covering Sookie’s body was 

silver?  As you know, those burn like a mother fucker and weaken us until they are 

removed.”  She loaded a bullet into one of the chambers.  “Normally—when I’m 

playing—I spin the cylinder and let fate decide.  However, I’m not playing this 

evening,” she said ominously as she moved the cylinder so that the lone bullet was 

lined up with the barrel.   

“Do you know where Eric was shot that night?” 

“The shoulder,” Bill whimpered, as his body shook against his will. 

“Yes,” Thalia agreed.  “But I can’t quite recall which shoulder.  Do you know?”  

Bill shook his head.   

“No matter,” the vampiress said.  She moved slowly away until she was more 

than twenty feet from Bill.  “Now—another thing that I love about this particular kind 
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of weapon, especially when used with this particular kind of bullet,” she added, “is that 

the wounds are hardly ever through-and-through.  The bullets tend to get lodged in.” 

She fired, and immediately Bill recoiled in pain.   

Thalia zipped back up to him and smiled.  “Excellent!” she proclaimed as she 

confirmed that the bullet was indeed lodged into his shoulder.  “Now—the rest of my 

story will have more meaning for you.”   

“You bitch!” Bill yelled. 

“No, Bill,” Thalia said shaking her head.  “You’re my bitch tonight.”   

She put the gun and the other bullets back into the cabinet and then came back 

over to him. 

“Now—where was I in my little tale?  Oh, yes!  I was at the part where Eric 

protected the woman whom you had claimed as ‘yours’ with his own body.”   

“Sookie was mine!” Bill yelled out, even as red tears began to drip from his eyes.   

“Yes.  You had publicly claimed her by then.  You had given her your blood, and 

she had had yours—correct?” 

Bill nodded.  “Yes—she was mine, and she will be again!” he insisted. 

Thalia rolled her eyes at his last remark.   

“If that was the case—then why was it Eric who had to protect her in Stan’s 

nest?” she asked.  

“I was across the room,” Bill defended. 
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Thalia nodded.  “And after the shooting was over?  You could have removed the 

bullet from Eric.  In fact, as soon as Sookie saw the wound in her rescuer, she called for 

you.” 

Bill looked confused.  “I didn’t hear her.” 

“Oh—yes—you were chasing the attackers at the time.  You came back into the 

house nice and pink—if I remember correctly.” 

“Why didn’t you remove the bullet from your master?” Bill asked derisively.  

“You were his back-up—correct?”  

Thalia nodded.  “Sadly, I had been near the window when the gunfire started, 

and I received a couple of bullets in me that day as well.”  She winked.  “So—you see—I 

know exactly the kind of agony you are now experiencing.  And—trust me.  Eric was in 

good hands.” 

“Sookie!” Bill growled. 

“Ahhhh—there’s that feral, Neanderthal anger that I’ve seen bubbling under the 

surface so many times.  Is that the kind of jealousy you felt in the trunk of the car too?”  

She grabbed another razor blade and used it to shave his ankle before lodging it into the 

underside of his foot. 

He cried out in agony as the silver touched his sensitive nerve endings.     

“Anyway—as I was saying,” Thalia went on, “Eric did ask Sookie to suck the 

bullet out of his shoulder and explained to her the pain that would be caused if his flesh 
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grew over it, as yours is doing now.  Sookie’s initial reaction was to hesitate, so Eric 

offered that if she were squeamish, she should find a knife and cut the bullet from him.  

However, she decided to suck.”  Thalia giggled at her own pun.  “Anyway—I was 

cutting a bullet out of my flesh with a shard of glass at the time, and—by the look on his 

face—I can state with certainty that Eric’s experience was much more pleasurable than 

mine.”   

Bill snarled. 

Thalia ignored the sound.  “So—you see?  Eric offered Sookie a choice regarding 

how to remove the bullet from him.  And—as you have said—she was ‘yours’ and had 

had your blood.” 

Bill looked at the petite vampiress with anger.  “Yet another reason why Eric 

shouldn’t have manipulated her like that!” 

“You should pay attention, boy!” Thalia seethed.  “I’ve just explained how he 

didn’t manipulate her.  Also, since you had claimed her and given her your blood more 

than once, Eric assumed—and was right to assume—that you had explained to Sookie 

the implications of taking a vampire’s blood.  If you didn’t teach her those implications, 

then the fault was yours—not Eric’s.  But you had your own reasons for keeping Sookie 

in the dark, didn’t you, Billy?” 
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Bill practically foamed at the mouth in anger even as more tears fell from his 

eyes.  “You know as well as I do that vampires are not required to explain our ways to 

our pets!” 

Thalia smiled, went over to her recorder, and pushed stop.  She rewound the 

tape, listened to Bill’s last comment, laughed heartily, and then loaded a fresh tape into 

the machine.  She pushed record and then got another razor blade.   

“You are right about one thing, Bill,” she chuckled as she dragged the blade over 

his right nipple and lodged it into his chest, “we owe pets nothing.”   

He screamed in agony.   

“However, I’m pretty certain,” Thalia added, “that Sookie Stackhouse was under 

the impression that she was more than a pet to you.” 

“Northman is the one who thinks of her as a pet,” Bill replied, his voice now 

giving away his pain.   

Thalia rolled her eyes, got another blade, and repeated her action with his left 

nipple and pectoral muscle.   

“If you thought of Sookie as your mate—your beloved—then you would have 

told her about the effects of your blood.” 

“I did,” he insisted. 

“You told her of ties?  You told her of bonds?  You told her of the,” she paused, 

“problematic nature of taking blood from one vampire when she belonged to another?”  
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She shook her head.  “Sookie had no way of knowing those things—did she, Billy?  

Nope.  On the contrary, your actions had screamed that her taking blood from other 

vampires was allowed.” 

“What do you mean?” Bill asked hatefully.   

“When Sookie was attacked by the Maenad, didn’t you take her to Eric?  Didn’t 

her own blood get removed by four different vampire—including yourself?  Or did Pam 

get that fact wrong?” 

“No—that’s right,” Bill stammered as Thalia showed him another blade. 

“Right.  So Sookie likely thought that the reverse was okay too—that she could 

take other vampires’ blood to heal.  However, she didn’t act for herself when she helped 

Eric.  She acted to heal him.” 

Bill growled. 

“So that’s why you got so angry?” Thalia asked with a smirk.   

“She should not have helped him—taken blood from him—of all vampires!” Bill 

hissed. 

Thalia shrugged.  “His blood was enough to get her thinking about your 

suspicious actions.  It was enough to counteract the influence of your blood.  So—in the 

end—it was good for her.”  She shook her head sadly.  “Though—because of your 

jealousy and extreme possessiveness—you punished her again.  Didn’t you?   When 

you knew she’d taken his blood yet again—in Mississippi?” 
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“Sookie was mine!” Bill yelled out.  “Eric had no right!” 

“You were the one to place Sookie’s care in Eric’s hands when you went off to 

Lorena.  Or is Pam wrong about those details too?” she smirked.   

“I couldn’t avoid my maker’s call!” he insisted.   

“Of course not,” Thalia said.  “I know that better than anyone.”  She sighed.  “In 

this, I have empathy for you, Bill.  Your maker was a sadist and a rapist too—though 

perhaps not to the degree that mine was.  After all, Lorena eventually let you seek out 

your own life.  I was in hell with mine for hundreds of years, and I’m certain that he 

would have never freed me—except, perhaps, by offering me the true death.  But I did 

learn a thing or two from Adelphius.” 

She got another razor blade out of the box and scraped Bill’s lower scalp before 

lodging it into his ear.   

He cried out and wept.   

“Of course, my sympathies end when I think of your very first act after your 

maker was ended.  You became just like Lorena, didn’t you—taking what you wanted 

in blood and sex from someone unwilling?”  She scoffed.  “Sookie Stackhouse deserved 

better from you.  She’d saved your life.” 

“She’d taken that bastard’s blood!” Bill coughed out. 
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“So you did know that it was her—in that trunk?” Thalia asked, holding up 

another blade.  “Remember—confession will be good for your soul,” she paused, “if 

you still have one.” 

“Yes,” Bill confessed with a hiss, “I knew.  But I couldn’t help myself.  I was 

starved.” 

“Back to this?” Thalia asked sarcastically.  “And why did you rape her, Bill?” the 

older vampire asked as she dragged a blade down the backside of his knee. 

“She deserved it!” he yelled out in pain and anger.  “She should not have defiled 

herself by drinking from him again!” 

“So you felt the need to reinstate your claim?” 

“Yes!  Sookie is mine!  She always should have been mine!” 

Thalia’s look became triumphant as she recognized that her prey had broken. 

“You have been spying on Sookie Stackhouse for Freyda, queen of Oklahoma—

have you not?” 

“Yes,” Bill admitted, his mind no longer resisting. 

“And Felipe, King of Nevada, Louisiana, and Arkansas?” 

“Yes.” 

“Has Freyda done anything to harm Miss Stackhouse?” 

Bill nodded. 
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Thalia took another silver blade and lodged it firmly into his gut.  “I’m going to 

need verbal replies, Billy,” she ordered. 

“Yes—Freyda has hurt Sookie,” he stammered.  “She tried to kill her!” 

“How?” Thalia asked, though she already knew the answer.   

“A car accident.” 

“The one in which her shifter was killed?” 

“Yes.  But I didn’t know about it.  I saved Sookie’s life!” 

“Did you place the tracking and surveillance equipment into Mr. Merlotte’s 

vehicle?” 

“Yes,” Bill admitted.  “But I didn’t know it would be used to cause violence.”   

“Are you glad Merlotte died?” 

“Yes.” 

“Because it made your path to Sookie’s affections easier?” 

“Yes,” he admitted, his mental and physical agony becoming more profound by 

the second. 

“Whose idea was it that Sookie’s child be taken from her if it was a telepath?” 

“I did it in order to keep her and her daughter safe,” Bill defended weakly. 

“So it was your idea?” 

Bill nodded. 

Thalia answered by lodging a blade deep into his cockhead. 
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“Yes!” he screamed in misery.  “It was my idea!  With the child gone, it would 

solve so many problems!” 

“Like what?”  

“Felipe would no longer be trying to find a way to get his hands on Sookie.” 

“But his contract with Eric made Sookie untouchable to him.” 

“He has been looking for ways around the agreement he made with Northman.  

He would have found one.”   

“I see,” Thalia said.  “So having Sookie’s unborn child would have satisfied the 

king?” 

“Yes.” 

“Did you glamour the hospital staff and Sookie’s doctor?” 

“Yes.” 

“What did you glamour them to do?” 

“After Sookie has her son, they will make her believe that her child is dead.”   

“Tsk, tsk,” Thalia chided.  “That is quite cruel—is it not?”  

“No!” he insisted.  “Sookie will be able to grieve and move on with her life!” 

“With you by her side?” Thalia asked sardonically. 

“Yes!  She loves me!  I will take care of her.” 

“What other problems would be solved if the child were gone, Bill?” 
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“Sookie’s focus wouldn’t be on another.  She already has one child,” he said 

bitterly.   

“So you didn’t want her attention to be divided?” 

“No, I didn’t,” he admitted with a whimper. 

“And you didn’t want her to have to invest more of her lifespan into raising her 

children?” 

“No.” 

“Why not?” she asked. 

“I am going to turn her—once her eldest child comes of age.” 

“Against her will?” Thalia asked, with controlled rage. 

“If need be,” Bill said, jutting out his jaw.  “She will forgive me.”   

Thalia sighed.  “No—I do not believe that that is something which can be 

forgiven.  One can accept being turned against his or her will.  One can even learn to 

embrace being a vampire, but one can never truly forgive it.” 

Thalia got a faraway look in her eyes.  “I offered the turning to a human I cared 

for once.  I told him what I was and what he could be.”  She closed her eyes.  “He 

declined the offer.  Yet he stayed with me for the rest of his life.  He gave me love and 

blood and fellowship.  And—looking back—I know that he made the right choice for 

himself.  Some, like Pamela, are born to become vampires.  Others, like Eric, allow time 
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to shape them into their new existence, but that shaping—as I believe you know—is 

painful.” 

“Sookie will be my child!” Bill raved.  “She will forgive me.” 

“The well of Sookie’s forgiveness for you has finally run dry,” Eric said 

menacingly, as he entered the basement, walking slowly down the stairs. 

“Hello, my friend,” Thalia said.  “You have been missed.” 

Eric walked over to the petite vampiress and stroked her cheek.  “I have missed 

you as well, my friend.” 

“Northman,” Bill said, spitting out the blood that had collected in his mouth. 

“Hello Billy boy,” he greeted with a smirk. 

“What the fuck are you doing here?  When Freyda learns that you broke the 

contract . . . ,” he began. 

“And just who is going to tell her?” Eric smirked.  “You look a little tied up right 

now to use your phone, and the human you are bound to in Las Vegas is currently out 

of commission too—thanks to a little glamouring from my spy in Felipe’s court.” 

“Not that she could feel him in Las Vegas anyway,” Thalia observed quietly. 

“It is always better to be safe than sorry,” Eric smiled. 

“True,” Thalia relented. 

“Speaking of which . . . ,” Eric began. 
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“Yes,” Thalia said, rolling her eyes.  “I’m not an infant—you know.  I ran a 

sweep for bugs both before and after Compton arrived—since he looked downright 

infested.” 

Eric chuckled.   

“And Pam installed the new blocking device you suggested,” she added. 

Eric nodded with satisfaction.     

“Free me, or suffer the consequences!” Bill yelled feebly. 

“Were you successful in your quest?” Thalia asked, ignoring Bill’s pathetic rants.  

“Yes,” Eric smiled.  “And it is a good thing too.  What if she would have chosen 

Bill’s protection?” 

Thalia scoffed.  “Sookie Stackhouse is stubborn and naïve.  She is easily 

influenced, especially when emotionally weary.  She is also ignorant of many things—

mostly because the men in her life have not always told her all that she should have 

known,” she directed to Eric accusingly.  

Eric nodded.  “Yes,” he acknowledged somewhat wearily.  “Perhaps, I could 

have used your razor treatment—long ago.  But I have finally learned.” 

Thalia nodded approvingly.  “So, met by the truth—the whole truth—Sookie 

made the correct choice, as I knew she would.” 

“I wish I’d had your confidence in her,” Eric sighed.   
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Thalia patted his arm.  “Confidence in her was not your problem,” she said in a 

gentle tone—a tone that few had heard in her more than thousand years. 

He nodded, silently conceding that Sookie’s ambivalence, his maker’s 

reappearance and death, and his “servitude” with Freyda had—indeed—shaken his 

confidence.  In himself.   

“But all will be as it should be now,” she said.  “And, in case you need more 

ammunition, I have taken the liberty to tape my session with Bill.  He was quite 

forthcoming in discussing his puppeteers’ sins, as well as his own.” 

“And I imagine you offered him absolution?” Eric asked with a smirk.   

Thalia smiled.  “Yes—of a sort.” 

“What if Sookie had chosen to stay here.  Killing Bill wouldn’t have been wise in 

that case,” Eric observed sagely. 

Thalia shrugged.  “I made the executive decision that he had to die tonight—no 

matter what.”  She looked over at her victim as Eric lifted an eyebrow. 

“What?” Thalia hedged.  “He was very annoying earlier this evening.” 

“And you just couldn’t help yourself?” Eric grinned. 

“No.  I couldn’t,” Thalia said with steel in her tone.  “I can put up with the 

fangbangers because they provide me with food.  But putting up with him was asking 

too much!” 

Eric chuckled.  “I know what you mean.” 
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Thalia smiled wickedly.  “And I warmed him up for you.” 

Eric sighed.  “I’m afraid I cannot enjoy him.  I promised Sookie I would kill him 

swiftly, though I am glad,” he paused, “that Mr. Compton received a bit of your tender 

care before I arrived.” 

“If you listened to the tape, you would not be so agreeable to letting him die 

quickly,” she said. 

“Probably not,” Eric responded.  “And that is why I plan to wait until after he is 

dead to listen to it.” 

Thalia sighed with disappointment.  “If Sookie listened to it, she might be keen 

to lift her request that you kill him fast.”  She licked her lips hopefully. 

“Perhaps,” Eric mused.  “But—more likely—in this case, keeping her somewhat 

in the dark will be better than letting her hear all.” 

Thalia considered his words for a moment.  “No.  She should hear it.  But you are 

right.  Now is not the best time.  Let her tend to her child.  Let her settle into her new 

life.  But—when she inevitably begins to feel guilt for condoning Bill’s death—she will 

need to hear the tape.” 

“No!” Bill yelled, picking back up on the conversation after being lost to his pain 

for a few minutes.   

Eric ignored his ex-rival’s outburst and nodded.  “You are right.  Tell me—will 

you be joining Sookie and me in Sweden?” 
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“Sweden?” Bill asked.  “I will not allow you to take Sookie from me!  Felipe will 

help me stop you!” 

Eric and Thalia both rolled their eyes, but ignored Bill for the most part.   

“I believe I will,” Thalia said.  “Olaf has asked me personally,” she smiled.   

“Your vampire brother can be quite convincing,” Eric observed with a smirk. 

“He is also my favorite person,” Thalia said honestly. 

“That cuts me to the quick,” Eric joked.  “I thought I was your favorite.” 

She smirked.  “You are my second favorite.”   

He chuckled.  “I suppose I will have to be satisfied with that.” 

“I will make Olaf wait, however,” Thalia said with a smile.   

“You will stay in Area 5 until Pam leaves?” Eric asked. 

Thalia nodded as Eric bent down to kiss her forehead.  “You have my gratitude.” 

“I will forever be in your debt, Viking,” she said.  “But I will accept your 

gratitude.” 

Eric smiled and then turned his attention to Bill. 

“I won’t let you take Sookie from me,” Bill said.  “If you don’t let me go, Felipe 

will kill you!”   

Eric shook his head.  “Not even an hour ago, Sookie gave me leave to kill you.” 

“She wouldn’t!” 

“Perhaps I misinterpreted her words.  Thalia?” he called over his shoulder. 



 
125 

“Yes?” she responded.   

“You can be impartial—correct?” 

“Yes—very,” she intoned.  

“Good,” Eric said with mock seriousness.  “In that case, I will share with you 

part of Sookie and my conversation.  You tell me if it sounds like she’s giving me 

permission to kill Compton.” 

Thalia clapped her hands together.  “Pam will be so envious.  I’m ready!” 

“Well,” Eric said, contemplatively, “we’ll start with the fact that I offered to find 

another way to deal with Compton—so that we wouldn’t have to kill him, despite the 

fact that he would be able to track Sookie and her son once he is born.” 

“Did you tell her that one of Felipe’s humans has been bonded with Bill?” Thalia 

asked. 

“Yes.  But Sookie turned me down when I offered to have my person in Felipe’s 

court kill the human.” 

“Well—Sookie was always conscientious about the safety of other humans,” 

Thalia recalled.   

“Indeed,” Eric said, turning back to Bill.  “Anyway, I offered to keep you moving 

so that Felipe’s human couldn’t find you, but Sookie refused.”  He paused.  “Let me try 

to report her words exactly.”  He cleared his throat dramatically.  “She said, and I 

quote: ‘Eric, I’ve finally learned that a leopard can’t change his spots.’” 
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“Try to make your voice a little higher,” Thalia suggested helpfully.  

Eric chuckled and did as she suggested, raising his voice an octave higher.  

“‘Eric, I’ve finally learned that a leopard can’t change his spots.  Or—in Bill’s case—he 

won’t change his spots!  Bill has been digging his final grave for years.’”  

He looked at Thalia.  “Better?” 

“Comically so,” she said with clear amusement.   

He grinned at her, but when he turned his gaze back to Bill, it was deadly once 

again.  “When I agreed with her, Sookie said that it was time that I put you into that 

grave.” 

“You lie!” Bill yelled.  

“Sounds like clear permission to me,” Thalia said gleefully. 

Suddenly, Bill went still for a moment and then began to struggle against his 

shackles again. 

“What’s wrong, Billy?” Eric asked. 

“Sookie!” he shouted.  “She moving away from her home—from me.  Your bitch 

of a child has kidnapped her—hasn’t she?” 

Eric chuckled.  “Perhaps I should give Pam a T-shirt for Christmas with that 

phrase on it: ‘bitch of a child.’” 

“I believe she’s already had several made for herself,” Thalia deadpanned. 
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“Pity,” Eric said, just as his phone rang.  He reached into his pocket and, noticing 

that the call was from Pam’s number, he quickly answered. 

“Is there a problem?” Eric asked, his tone tinged with worry.  “You were not to 

call me unless there was a problem.” 

“Um,” said Sookie’s voice on the line.  “Sorry.  I asked Pam if I could call you.” 

“Sookie,” Eric breathed and turned his back to Bill even though it would still be 

easy for the younger vampire to hear the conversation.  “Are you okay?  Is there a 

problem with the baby?  With Sammy?” 

“No,” she said.  “We’re fine.  I just wanted to thank you.” 

“For what?” he asked. 

There was a pause.  “There’s too much to list right now.  But the reason why I 

called was to thank you for the stuffed bunny—the one you got for the baby.” 

Eric smiled.  “You’re welcome.” 

“And I wanted to tell you that he misses you.” 

“He?” 

“Yes.  The baby.” 

Eric’s face scrunched up with confusion. 

“But how . . . ?” he started but then stopped when he couldn’t find words to 

complete his question. 
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“I told you how I can sense him—how sometimes it seems like he’s trying to 

sense me too.  Right?” 

“Yes,” Eric confirmed. 

“Well—when you left, it felt like he was looking for something—someone.  For 

you.  I thought it might have just been me at first—the fact that I was already missing 

you.  But he’s done it over and over since you left.  And I wanted you to know that he,” 

she paused, “likes you—already.  Maybe it was because—when you were with me—I 

was feeling truly happy for the first time since he was made.  Or maybe it was your 

voice or your hand cradled over him.”   

Eric was silent.   

“Eric?” Sookie asked timidly.  “I’m sorry if it was wrong to call you and to tell 

you.  I know what you said about maybe not being able to be a father.  And I’m never 

gonna take Sam away from the kids, but . . . .”  She stopped for a moment.  “But the 

baby is gonna feel how the baby feels.  And I think that he senses that he can trust you.  

I think that he’s decided that he likes when you’re near.  I like it too,” she rambled.  “I 

guess I just wanted to make sure that you knew that—really knew it.” 

Still, Eric was silent. 

“Eric?  Are you there?” she asked. 

“I am here,” he said in a whisper.   

“Did I say too much?” she asked worriedly.  
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“No,” he responded quickly.  “You said exactly enough.” 

“He’s never had a reaction like that with anyone else,” Sookie said with a smile 

in her voice.  “Not even with me.  I think he’s anxious to meet you.”  She giggled.  “Pam 

is quite worried that he’s gonna make an appearance in her van.”   

Eric chuckled.  “Are you and Sammy comfortable?” 

“Yes,” she responded.  “Sammy’s wrapped up in her quilt in the backseat.  She’s 

got her bunny and is babysitting her brother’s bunny too.  She’s already fast asleep.” 

Eric smiled.  “And you?  Are you comfortable?” 

She chortled.  “Pam put me on a layer of plastic.”  

“What?” he asked angrily.   

“Don’t worry.  One of my quilts is over it.  And I’m wrapped in my afghan—our 

afghan.  So I’m as comfortable as I can get.” 

“Okay,” he said.   

“Have you done it?” she asked, her voice now grave. 

“I’m about to,” he replied just as gravely.  “Any second thoughts?” 

“No,” she responded immediately.  “Is he there?  Now?” 

Eric turned around and saw that Thalia had placed a ball-gag into Bill’s mouth so 

that he couldn’t interrupt his conversation with Sookie.  Bill was trying to bite through 

the apparatus, but he’d only accomplished chewing into the silver interior, which was 
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now burning his lips off.  His faint cries, thankfully, were too low for Sookie to hear.  

The Viking nodded gratefully in Thalia’s direction. 

“Yes,” Eric answered.  “He is here.” 

“And you’re safe?” 

“Yes.  Thalia is here.  She is watching my back.” 

Thalia smirked. 

“Will you thank her for me?” Sookie asked. 

“Yes,” Eric said, though there was no need since Thalia had clearly heard 

Sookie’s words of gratitude.   

“Will you let me say something to him?” Sookie asked.   

“Sookie—I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” Eric cautioned.   

“I just wanna talk.  Can you make sure that he can’t talk back?” she asked 

nervously.  “I don’t wanna have to listen to any of his nonsense—not ever again.” 

“I think I can arrange for him not to speak,” Eric said with a smirk in Thalia’s 

direction. 

“Good.  Then please.  There is something I need to say to him.” 

Eric sighed.  “Okay.  Ready?” 

“Yes.” 

Covering the receiver, Eric held up the phone so that Bill could better hear. 
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“Bill?” came Sookie’s voice loud and clear.  “I want you to know that I did truly 

love you once upon a time.” 

Eric tensed as Bill listened closely—enthralled by Sookie’s words.   

Sookie continued.  “And I was allowing myself to trust you again.  I’d even 

thought that giving you another chance was the right thing to do.  But my love and my 

trust were never good enough for you—were they?  You betrayed me time and again—

in the worst ways imaginable.  And you made me feel like I was less—somehow not 

worthy for anyone better than you.”  She sighed.  “But your days of manipulating me 

are at an end Bill Compton.  And—after tonight—I’m gonna do everything I can to only 

think about you when I need to remind myself how much better off I am without you.”   

There was another pause.  “I know that what I’m gonna say next will be hurtful 

to you, and Gran would disapprove, but if she knew what you were plannin’ to do to 

my son, I think she’d reconsider.”  She took a deep breath.  “I love Eric.  I love him with 

a depth of feeling that used to scare me—because I was afraid that he’d hurt me like 

you did, and I knew I couldn’t survive that.  You see—I survived your betrayal because 

you were my first love.  And I’m not sayin’ that first loves aren’t important.  They are.  

But when I loved you, I was a scared girl aching for anyone to love—for anyone to love 

me.  And you seemed to do that.  Seemed being the operative term!” 

Sookie took another deep breath.  “But I loved—I love—Eric as a woman.  I 

resisted that love for so long out of fear, but now I’ve given myself over to it fully.  And 
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I’m gonna do my very best to make up for the pain I’ve caused him.”  She paused.  

“Okay—here’s the real hurtful part.  I want you to know that Eric’s ten times the 

vampire—the man—that you are.  No—he’s a hundred times better.  A thousand!  Hell!  

Pam?” she asked. 

Eric could hear Pam’s amused tone.  “Yes, my favorite breather?” 

“What’s the biggest number you know of?” Sookie asked.   

Pam’s gleeful laughter reverberated through the phone and the basement.  “I 

believe that the largest officially named number is centillion, though I prefer the 

‘googolplex,’ which is larger, though it’s not officially recognized by many 

mathematicians.  But vampires like it—for obvious reasons.” 

“What reasons?” Sookie asked. 

“It’s a number closer to immortality,” Pam answered matter-of-factly. 

“Oh!  Makes sense.  Thanks,” Sookie said.  “Alright, Bill, Eric is a googolplex 

times better of a person than you are.  Plus one.” 

 Neither Eric nor Thalia could stifle their chuckles, though—thankfully—Sookie 

couldn’t hear them.   

 “So,” Sookie sighed.  “I want you to know that I know what you were gonna do 

to my baby.  I know that you’ve been working for Freyda and Felipe to spy on me.  I 

know that you told them my child is a telepath.  And I know that you would have done 

anything to make me yours again.  But—know this: I. Am. Eric’s.  And not in the 
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possessive kind of vampire way—either.  I’m his because I choose to be—because I want 

to be.  I’m his because—without a drop of his blood in me—I love him.  I respect him 

and I trust him.  He’s protected me—even from myself and even when I didn’t know he 

was doin’ it.  Oh—and he’s the best lover I’ve ever had!” 

 Thalia laughed out loud at the horror-stricken look on Bill’s face.   

 “Sorry,” Sookie said over the line, “that last thing was petty.  True—but petty.  

Anyway, I wanted to say this to you because Pam thought I might need closure, but I 

think she just wanted to be amused.” 

 Pam was heard chuckling in the background. 

 “So—anyway—goodbye Bill.  If bein’ happy that you’re never gonna be able to 

hurt me or my family again means that I’m gonna go to hell, then I guess I’ll see you 

there.”  There was a pause.  “Okay, Eric, I’m done.” 

 Eric got back on the phone.   

 “Are you okay, lover?” he asked quietly, taking a step away from Bill and 

turning around again.   

 “Yes.  Actually—Pam was right.  That was cathartic.” 

 “Word of the day?” he asked. 

 “You know it!” she laughed. 

 He smiled.  “I’ll see you in two nights’ time, Sookie Stackhouse.” 

 “You’d better,” she sighed.  “And Eric?” 
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 “Yes?” 

 “I love you.” 

 “I love you,” he returned.   

 “We love you,” she said after a moment. 

 He sighed.  “I look forward to meeting your son.” 

 “Matthew,” Sookie said.  “I’m going to call him Matthew.”   

 “Matthew,” Eric repeated.  “It’s a good name.” 

 He could hear her sigh contentedly.  “I think he knows I’m talking to you,” she 

informed. 

 “How?” he asked. 

 “He’s not ‘looking’ for you right now.” 

 Eric smiled.  “Tell Sammy and Matthew that I will see them soon.” 

 “I will.” 

 “Try to rest,” he said. 

 “I will.” 

 “Goodbye.” 

 “Bye, Eric,” she responded. 

 He sighed again as he disconnected the call. 

 He turned to see Thalia smirking and Bill looking like he’d been tortured for a 

millennium instead of for an hour.   
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 “So?” Thalia grinned.  “Congratulations!  It seems you are to be a father again.” 

 Eric immediately shifted nervously on his feet. 

 Thalia chuckled.  “Do not worry.  It will come back to you.”  

 Eric relaxed his shoulders and laughed with her for a moment.  “This feeling is,” 

he paused, “unexpected.” 

 She scoffed.  “You’d think that you’d expect the unexpected with things 

involving Sookie Stackhouse.” 

 “Perhaps I’ll learn one day,” he chuckled.  His face grew solemn as he looked 

back at Bill.  Sookie’s words had done far worse to hurt him than any torture he could 

have devised.  And—at the same time—those words had pleased Eric greatly.  Sookie 

had clearly accepted the truth about Bill—finally.  But—more importantly—Eric knew 

that she was accepting him with her whole being.  His soul celebrated that knowledge. 

 “It is time,” Eric said to Bill as he pulled a jagged stake out of his jacket pocket.  

He would have loved to have had his sword with him—to take Bill’s head—however, it 

was in Oklahoma.  He would have looked too suspicious if he’d left Freyda’s palace 

with it in hand, but he reconciled himself with the knowledge that he’d soon be using 

it—on his soon-to-be ex-wife. 

 He gripped the stake and moved so that he was standing in front of Bill.  The 

younger vampire’s eyes widened, though he was clearly having difficulty focusing due 

to all the silver that was lodged in his body.   
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 “You were never worthy of her,” Eric whispered before slamming the stake into 

Bill’s heart.  He didn’t even bother to move away to avoid the stream of blood that 

immediately erupted from Bill Compton’s quickly decaying carcass.  No.  He celebrated 

that blood.   

Plus, Eric Northman was nothing if not practical.  He had a secret safe house, just 

south of the Oklahoma border, where he could shower.  Until then, however, he would 

celebrate tasting the blood of one of his enemies.  And he would look forward to the 

blood of the next.    

 Thalia sighed.  “I envy you.”  

 “Why?  Because I got to be the one who killed him?”  

 She shook her head.  “No—because you have something you are willing to kill 

for.” 

 Eric went over to his oldest friend and took her arm in a gesture of fellowship.  

“Perhaps—if you ever allowed Olaf to worm his way into your dead heart—you would 

as well.” 

 Thalia laughed morbidly and sang:  

“The worms crawl in, the worms crawl out, 

The worms play pinochle in your snout, 

They eat your eyes, they eat your nose, 

They eat the jelly between your toes” 
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 He chuckled.  “You’re disgusting!” 

 “I’m talented,” she corrected. 

 “I still don’t believe that you came up with that song.” 

 “Believe what you want, Viking,” she sassed with a twinkle in her eyes.   

 “I still say you should give Olaf a chance.”   

She shrugged.  “Perhaps—if he tried harder.” 

  Eric chuckled.  “Yes—almost nine hundred years of trying is not enough for 

you.” 

 Thalia grinned, though—for the first time that night—it made her face look 

beautiful and not just frightening.  “He is persistent.  I’ll give him that.”   

 Eric laughed again as he thought about the odd relationship between the 

vampire siblings.  Like Thalia, Olaf had suffered abuse from their maker, though 

Adelphius had—perhaps—been even more cruel to Thalia.  Adelphius and Appius, 

both seemingly cut from the same cloth of cruelty, had traveled together periodically 

during the many years of their lives, so Eric had known Thalia and Olaf for almost all of 

his thousand years.  Of course, for a long time, there had been nothing that he could do 

to help his friends; however, once Appius freed him to seek his own life, Eric had 

hunted down Adelphius, determined to kill the being who was so much like his own 

maker that Eric’s blood boiled with hate for him.  Staking Adelphius had been 

extremely satisfying to Eric, for—not only had it set Thalia and Olaf free—but it had 
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also been the closest thing that he would ever get to enjoying the sensation of killing 

Appius.   

 “Are you revisiting old memories too?” Thalia asked knowingly. 

 Eric nodded.   

 “Perhaps it is time that both of us concentrated on making new memories for 

ourselves,” she mused. 

 “Good ones.” 

 “Yes,” she agreed.  “Only good.”   

 “I will see you soon, my friend,” he said.   

 She nodded.  “I look forward to it.”  She looked back at Bill as Eric took the 

cassette out of the recorder.   

 “The one next to the machine was also used.”  She chuckled.  “I could find only 

sixty-minute tapes and didn’t want to risk missing anything.” 

 He shook his head.  “Cassettes are a rare commodity nowadays.” 

 “But a classic.  Easy to destroy if need be.  Electronic recordings leave too many 

trails.”  

 Eric nodded, knowing full well that it was Freyda’s recordings of Sookie that had 

led him to where he now stood—on the brink of freeing himself from Appius for good 

and reclaiming a love he’d thought that was lost forever. 
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 He spared Bill’s remains one more glance before nodding to Thalia and walking 

up the stairs of his old bar.  He took a moment to smile at his throne, which he’d once 

thought was ridiculous, though Pam had been right about its adding to his mystique 

among the fangbangers.  But—then again—his youngest child was always good at 

business. 

 He looked at the clock on the wall and smiled.  Its red lettering, reading 

“Fangtasia,” was tacky beyond belief, but Pam had been right about that too.  They’d 

sold hundreds of thousands of dollars’ worth of cheap products with that logo. 

He touched his phone, which he’d put back into his pocket before getting Bill’s 

stake.  “Matthew,” he said aloud into the empty bar.  He wondered if Sookie knew that 

the name was Hebrew in origin and that it meant “gift from God.”   

 The clock on the wall confirmed what his own infallible internal clock was telling 

him.  It was now well past midnight.   

It was Christmas day.   

He’d gone to Sookie’s that night with the purpose of giving her the gift of a 

future with her son—and himself, if she chose.   

 However, she’d managed to give him something as well—a gift more amazing 

than he had any right to receive.   

 She’d managed to give him a family.  He chuckled as he left the bar and took to 

the sky.  Thalia was right.  He shouldn’t have been surprised about anything that 
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Sookie did, but he couldn’t help but to wish that she’d continue surprising him—for a 

very long time to come. 

The End of “Scrooged”  
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esmond Cataliades no longer strode into rooms.  No—he was about a 

hundred years past his striding days.  If anything, he treaded, though 

less heavily than he would have a decade before.  And he was okay 

with that improvement.    

 

 However, if he could have stridden, he would have made an effort with the room 

he was now entering.  The wooden floor of the grand ballroom positively gleamed, and 

his dress shoes clicked against it, creating a pleasing sound.  Two large Christmas trees 

graced opposite corners of the room, each decorated in gold and white and surrounded 

by red poinsettias.  The candles of the huge chandelier, which was the “showcase piece” 

in the grand ballroom, were being lit, and real evergreen garland swept out gracefully 

from above that light source.   

D 
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   Since it was just past sundown, the ballroom was empty of guests.  However, it 

was still bustling with activity as humans and a few Weres prepared for Freyda’s 

Christmas ball.  Desmond heard from the heads of several of the workers that the 

vampires and other guests were due to begin arriving at 8:00 p.m. and that Freyda 

would be escorted in by Eric Northman at 9:00 p.m. sharp.   

 

 Quite a few of the employees were trying to think of ways to be in the room 

when the queen and her consort made their grand entrance.  Some of the women and all 

of the straight men were anxious to see what Freyda would be wearing.   

One of the men in the room, the candle lighter, was having particularly vivid 

thoughts about the queen.  He was trying to conceal his erection as he recalled what the 

vampire queen had worn the year before—a sheer green gossamer dress with a 
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plunging neckline.  Making things even more “uncomfortable” for the man was the fact 

that he’d caught a glimpse of Freyda slipping out of that same dress so that she could 

be “serviced” by several donors.  Luckily, the worker was able to refocus on his task 

before his memory caused him to fall off of his ladder or to start the room on fire.  

 However, most of the members of the wait staff were more interested to see 

Eric—and not just what he would be wearing, though many of them had lustful 

thoughts about the Viking.  By far, the most common thoughts were speculations about 

how the consort would insult the queen this year.   

 Desmond chuckled a little as he swept in and out of various humans’ heads.    

The semi-demon glanced at his pocket watch and noted that the time was 6:45 

p.m.—just after sundown, but not by too much.  He enjoyed arriving at parties before 

others did; he liked seeing the last-minute preparations being done.  Unlike guests, 

servants knew everything, including how to “be” in a room and travel around the edges 

of that room in the most efficient ways.  By flittering in and out of their heads, Desmond 

had already learned of several “concealed” servants’ doors that led into the ballroom so 

that the wait staff wouldn’t have to enter through the main doorways.  He’d learned of 

all possible exit routes.  He’d also learned of how many guards would be posted at 

those routes. 

He took note as several humans carefully rolled in a huge television; from its 

size, the semi-demon guessed that it was one of the new 110-inch televisions selling for 
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$200,000 each.  Dipping into the nervous brains of the workers, he confirmed his theory 

and discovered that the movie Black Christmas was to be played at midnight.  In fact, the 

somewhat campy 1970s horror film was the “theme” of the ball.  However, looking 

around, Desmond could see nothing else indicating that leitmotif.   

He heard from one of the worker’s heads that the movie had just been an excuse 

for Freyda to order that all of her guests wear black, though, thankfully, the men were 

allowed to have on a white tuxedo shirt.  According to another servant’s thoughts, 

Freyda herself would be wearing white.  Desmond scoffed.  It certainly fit Freyda’s 

personality to want to stand out, though a more confident queen wouldn’t have had to 

manufacture the occasion in order to do so.   

He glanced at the two humongous mirrors at both ends of the ballroom before 

his eyes settled onto a raised dais in the back center of the space.  The dais itself held 

what had to be two of the gaudiest thrones he’d ever seen.  The mirrors were placed so 

that the people sitting on those thrones would be able to see most of the goings-on in 

the room, including what was happening behind them.  Desmond smiled a little.  

Though vain, Freyda was obviously no fool.  In fact, she was well-known for her desire 

to see everything that happened in her presence.   

The mirrors were a sign of both the queen’s paranoia and her cleverness.  

Generally, those two traits could keep a ruler on a throne for a decade or so.  Freyda 
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had enjoyed fifteen years as queen, but mostly because the last seven of those had 

included Eric’s presence by her side. 

And whatever else the Viking was, he was also honorable.  He’d held to his 

agreement with Freyda.  He’d trained her vampires and consulted with her sheriffs 

about how to increase their own profits, as well as the profits of the kingdom. 

Most importantly, however, his mere presence had discouraged potential take-

over threats—just as it had done for so long with Sophie-Anne.  However, even the 

Viking’s presence hadn’t encouraged others to respect Freyda, and most outside of her 

queendom continued to hold her in derision.     

 Desmond ambled around the room, keeping his eyes trained on the mirrors.  He 

noted the different ways they might be used—if one stationed himself or herself in the 

correct spots.  Straightening his bowtie, he walked over to stand directly in front of one 

of the mirrors.   

He smiled at himself.  He looked good. 

Of course, as a demon, even a semi-demon, he was aging much more slowly than 

a human.  But he was the first to admit that he’d gotten too “settled into” and too 

“comfortable” with his life.  Indeed, he’d let himself get quite portly for a while.   

 In retrospect, he realized that the best thing that had happened to him in years 

was when he’d been hunted by Jade Flower’s maker—the now very finally dead Zhou 
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Zhen.  Desmond scoffed.  That bitch, Jade Flower, had killed his niece, Gladiola!  And 

he’d gotten very little from her by way of revenge—only a leg!   

No—a little maiming of Ms. Flower had not satisfied him.   

However, being pursued by Zhou Zhen, a vampire of considerable age and skill, 

had invigorated Desmond.  Hellfire!  It had been the best weight loss program that 

could have been conceived for him; in fact, he’d dropped nearly a hundred pounds 

during their three-year cat-and-mouse game!   

 Sadly—it had eventually been time for Desmond to stop toying with the vampire 

and to get back to work.  So the semi-demon had tracked the arrogant vampire to his 

daytime resting place and had waited for him to rise before using a fireball to drive a 

stake into the vampire’s heart.   

 Yes.  That had been a good chase and a satisfying kill.  And it had been good 

practice for his fire-raising skills.  He rarely had cause to use them anymore, he thought 

with nostalgia, even as his fingers tingled with anticipation.      

 He sighed.  He wished like hell that he could have eliminated Jade Flower using 

his powers, but part of his agreement with Sophie-Anne had been not to use his Dae 

magic in her presence.  Sophie-Anne had had her own paranoid streak, and—though 

she didn’t doubt his loyalty—she’d had an almost unreasonable fear of fire and had 

been reticent to hire even a semi-demon because of that fear.   
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 It wasn’t a surprise that no full-blooded demon had lowered himself or herself 

enough to agree to Sophie-Anne’s condition.  However, because of his status as a “half-

blood,” Desmond had needed an “in” to clientele at the top of the vampire food chain.  

And Sophie-Anne had been that “in.”  Thus, he’d agreed to her terms, with the caveat 

that he could use his magic in self-defense.  Sadly, it hadn’t come to that with Jade 

Flower, though the semi-demon had tried to put himself into a “vulnerable” position so 

that it would.  Of course, ripping off her leg hadn’t really helped his cause of looking 

like his was in imminent danger.    

With frustration, Desmond recalled that it had been Bill Compton who had killed 

Jade Flower, a fact that did not ingratiate the Civil War veteran to the semi-demon.  But, 

then again, Mr. Compton had had a firm spot on Desmond’s list of undesirables ever 

since he’d learned of his duplicity regarding Sookie Stackhouse, whom the lawyer now 

thought of as his goddaughter—and not just his ward.   

Of course, that whole situation had been stressful from beginning to end.  

Desmond had been working for Sophie-Anne for almost eighty years when he learned 

that she was behind a plot to basically kidnap Fintan’s granddaughter.  Yes—the lawyer 

had been placed into a difficult position—to say the least.  And there’d been nothing he 

could do to extract himself—or Sookie—from the situation.   

It had been the very definition of conflict of interest!    
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Hellfire!  He’d not even realized that Hadley was related to his beloved friend 

Fintan at first—since she’d not had the essential spark and had carried none of 

Desmond’s own essence.  And—since she’d already been turned vampire when he met 

her—she’d smelled nothing like Fintan.   

 Desmond had begun to suspect that Hadley was related to his friend only after 

he’d helped her draw up her Will and she’d left all her belongings to a “Stackhouse.”   

 He shook his head.  Stupid, naïve Hadley.  Because of her big mouth and desire 

to curry favor with Sophie-Anne, she’d placed her cousin’s life on a slippery slope to 

danger.   

Desmond sighed as he continued to look at himself in the mirror.   

 However, as much as it might make him feel better, he couldn’t really blame 

Hadley fully for what had happened to Sookie.   

He had been the one who had unintentionally endangered Sookie, Hunter, and—

he’d discovered recently—Sookie’s unborn son.   

Thankfully, Hunter’s identity as a telepath was still a well-guarded secret.  

During the last seven years, the boy had been taught—by Sookie and himself—how to 

shield himself from the thoughts of others.  And Desmond had made sure that the child 

received a steady supply of a witch’s brew made out of Were blood and garlic that 

would make Hunter’s scent repugnant to vampires.  When he came of age, Hunter 

would be given a list of more-less “honorable” vampires—if he decided to pursue 
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employment with them.  However, otherwise, he would be able to stay away from 

them.     

 Desmond kicked himself mentally.  He should have done something similar for 

Sookie, but—in his defense—he hadn’t known about her ability until she was already 

on the queen’s radar, and by then it was too late to stop the inevitable. 

 Sadly, unlike demons, vampires were not discreet in using their “assets”; thus, 

Sookie had become known among vampires: first in Texas, then in Mississippi, and 

finally—irrevocably—because of Rhodes. 

 He sighed.  No—vampires thought that they were secretive, but most were not.  

In fact, they were lucky that they had their glamour to cover up their sloppy tracks.  The 

Dae were the true secret-keepers, as was evidenced by the fact that very few outside of 

their race knew that telepathy was a common trait among them.  Otherwise, beings 

such as vampires would have attempted to exploit them.       

Despite the way that vampires liked to show off their “toys,” they had other 

traits that were “useful.”  By far, the most “convenient” quality of vampires in power 

was their patience.  By rule, they didn’t act on their desires in a quick manner—

preferring elaborate machinations to accomplish their goals.  Thus, they kept 

themselves in check, so demons had rarely found reason enough to go to war with 

them.  Only occasionally did vampires “strike while the iron was hot”—so to speak.  
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And they had to be completely assured of victory in order to do that—as Felipe had 

been when he took over Louisiana.   

No.  Generally speaking, whether something happened in a day or a year made 

very little difference to a vampire, especially an older one.  Their long lives made 

demons similar in that respect.  But Desmond now cursed that trait.  It’s why he hadn’t 

been more proactive in monitoring Fintan’s line.  He’d counted on his old friend to tell 

him if any of his descendants possessed the essential spark.   

Truth be told, once the essential spark had skipped Fintan’s children—a boy and 

a girl—and his first two grandchildren—a boy and a girl—Desmond had figured that it 

would not take hold in any of his line.   

 However, even after the semi-demon lawyer had learned about Sookie, he’d 

taken too much of a “wait and see” approach.  She was—by then—under the 

“ownership” of vampires, first Compton and then Northman, and Desmond had not 

wanted to rock the boat.  In retrospect, he wished that he would have tipped the 

damned thing over.     

 And when she was released from her vampire marriage, there had been the 

contract signed by Felipe de Castro, which ostensibly guaranteed that Sookie would 

remain under the king’s protection and that she would be left alone.   

Desmond sighed as he replayed his memories from seven years before.   
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He had celebrated the looming change to Sookie’s marital status when he first 

heard of the maker-imposed match between Northman and the Oklahoma queen.  

Ironically, despite his initial celebration at the prospect of Sookie and Northman’s 

pledging being dissolved, Desmond had been hired to find a way to make the union 

permanent and exclusive.  And he’d done his due diligence.    

The demon sighed again—this time more heavily—as his memories all but 

assaulted him.  Months before his and Sookie’s divorce, Northman had come to see 

him, desperately looking for a way to break the marriage agreement forged for him 

between his maker and the Oklahoma queen.   

At the time, he thought what others did: that Northman was not a good match 

for Sookie—that he was merely using her for her telepathy and her blood.  Moreover, 

Desmond didn’t think that Northman’s desire to get out of the marriage agreement had 

anything whatsoever to do with his goddaughter.  In fact, he thought that it was 

Northman’s way of negotiating a more advantageous deal for himself.     

However, Desmond eventually realized just how wrong he’d been—how much 

he’d misjudged the vampire.   

Looking haggard and pale, Northman had returned to his office one night, only 

weeks before he would be required to relocate to Oklahoma.  In a haunted tone that 

Desmond wouldn’t soon forget, Eric had told the demon that it was time that he “gave 
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up” and accept his fate as Appius’s “prized stallion” and Freyda’s “indentured 

servant.”     

Eric had asked that Desmond draw up a contract between Felipe, Freyda, and 

himself—an ancillary agreement to what the Viking called his “marriage indenture.”  

Northman would agree to a hundred additional years of marriage; Freyda would pay 

Felipe a percentage of Oklahoma’s profits for the first fifty and the last fifty years of her 

and Eric’s marriage, and she would vow not to harm Sookie; and Felipe would provide 

his protection for Sookie and her offspring, as well as make it possible for her to 

reestablish a life unfettered by vampire politics.   

With Eric sitting dejectedly in front of him, Desmond had been able to guess 

what another hundred years would “cost” the Viking.  The confident vampire 

Desmond had thought Eric to be was gone that night.  In his place was a defeated man, 

literally selling all he had left to barter—himself—in order to keep Sookie and any 

children she had safe.  And—suddenly—Desmond realized that it was Eric who would 

pay the steepest price for the so-called “gift” that Desmond had bestowed upon Fintan 

and his line.   

Eric’s act had been, without a doubt, the most unselfish act that Desmond had 

ever witnessed, and, in that moment, he’d realized that vampires—or at least one 

vampire—could love.   
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 Northman’s action had surprised Desmond—to say the least.  What had 

surprised him even more was that the Viking had made the semi-demon swear that he 

would never tell Sookie about what he was sacrificing—for her.   

 In an even, sensible tone, Eric had explained why it would be best for Sookie to 

hate him—to think of him as the devil incarnate.  He expounded upon Sookie’s 

propensity to see the worst in him as it was.  And he talked about how he intended to 

foster that impulse.  He asked the lawyer to do the same if he ever had opportunity. 

 Eric rationalized that he was not—and could never be—what Sookie really 

wanted.  He cited the fact that he celebrated in the killing of his enemies—while Sookie 

hated causing harm to anyone—in order to demonstrate how very incompatible they 

were.  He gave further evidence of Sookie breaking their bond—a fact which Desmond 

hadn’t yet known about—in order to show that Sookie loathed having a connection 

with him.  He explained that Sookie had developed “real” affection for him only 

because of the time he’d spent at her home when the witch, Hallow, had cursed him.  

Eric had made clear that he couldn’t be the person she wanted him to be because that 

vampire simply didn’t exist outside of a curse.  Finally, he suggested that it would be 

beneficial for Sookie if she found her way into the arms of the man whom he thought 

that she really loved—her shifter boss, Sam Merlotte.  

 And—as Eric had said that—Desmond saw something he’d never seen before: a 

vampire shed a tear because of sorrow.    
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 Later, Desmond had found out that the night Eric came to him to draw up the 

auxiliary agreement was the very night after Sookie had used the cluviel dor to resurrect 

Merlotte.   

 Adhering to Eric’s wishes, Desmond had kept quiet.  After all, as an attorney, 

he’d taken an oath to conceal all of his clients’ secrets.   

 But he was tired of keeping secrets that benefitted only the unworthy.  He was 

tired of keeping secrets that hurt people he loved or respected.   

Indeed, it was time to let some secrets out of their cages.  And it was high time to 

choose sides—even if it cost him his law practice.   

Hellfire!  He was still youngish by demon standards and spry enough!  And 

Russell Edgington had been trying to hire him as a “consultant” for years.  Or, perhaps, 

he could become a professor for a while.  Indeed, there were many things that he could 

do—that he would like to try. 

 Two calls had proven the catalyst for Desmond’s change of heart.    

He’d received the first of these three months before.  The second, he’d received 

less than twenty-four hours before.  Eric’s call had come first.  At that point, Desmond 

had known which side he needed to be on.  However, he’d committed only his legal 

prowess to that side.  When Sookie had called him the night before, he’d decided that 

his time for using the law to straddle the fence was over.  He was going to jump over 

it—come what may!       
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 In his briefcase, Desmond was carrying copies of all of the evidence Eric had 

given him against Queen Freyda and King Felipe.  Other copies had been sent to each 

member of the Vampire Council, which was composed of representatives from all four 

vampire clans.  They would be the body that annulled the marriage contract and the 

auxiliary agreement.  And—after a little prodding—they had agreed to put Desmond’s 

case first on their docket that night.  

 Thankfully, the case was open and shut—so to speak—especially given the 

cassettes that had been messengered to him that very morning.   

Merry Christmas indeed! 

After converting the cassettes to disc format—so that he could preserve the 

originals—he’d added Compton’s confession to the other evidence.  Indeed, Compton 

had given them more than enough to prove a breach of contract on the parts of both 

Freyda and Felipe.  Sadly, the Vampire Council would find that breach more egregious 

than the attempt to take Sookie’s life or kidnap her child.   

However, to be more assured that the “right” judgment would be given, 

Desmond had sent additional copies of his evidence to the Ancient Pythoness and to the 

Council of Dae.  Desmond had heard that Pythia had shown an interest in Sookie in 

Rhodes.  And—even if she did nothing, which would likely be the case—it was good to 

name-drop at times.  And, of course, the Council of Dae could do nothing—at least not 

directly.  However, they could and would discourage any Dae attorney from 
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representing anyone on the Vampire Council if it flouted supernatural law.  And that 

was a substantial enough threat to “help” the members of the Vampire Council avoid 

falling under the spell of corruption.  If needed, Nargal was ready, willing, and able to 

inform the members of the Vampire Council of the repercussions if they failed to do the 

right thing. 

And—of course—the right thing was to let Eric out of his marriage contract 

immediately.  Likely, Freyda and Felipe would also face monetary sanctions, though 

Desmond was pretty sure that Freyda wouldn’t live to pay hers.  And—if they were 

very lucky—the Vampire Council would take the opportunity to further “discipline” 

the queen, though they would likely give Felipe only a slap on the wrist.        

The semi-demon had intended to be in Seattle that night to witness the Vampire 

Council’s ruling.   

 However, after his phone call the night before, he’d changed his plans.  Luckily, 

Nargal had been willing to go to Seattle in his stead.  The plan was now for Nargal to 

call him with the Vampire Council’s decision, which Cataliades would then present to 

Freyda—along with the evidence against her, if need be.  After that, the Viking would 

be free to do as he wanted, which—Desmond was pretty certain—included killing the 

Oklahoma queen.    

 However, as Desmond had walked around the room, he’d thought of a much 

better option for communicating the Vampire Council’s decision to Freyda—and 
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everyone else who would be present.  The semi-demon grinned.  Yes—the party was 

going to get very interesting before it was over! 

And Desmond was there to make sure that Eric Northman survived the night.  

His goddaughter had asked him to ensure that the man she loved—the vampire with 

whom she wanted to raise her children—did not die in his quest to become free.  It had 

been the only direct favor she’d ever asked of him, and he could not deny her—

especially not when he recalled the look of anguish that had been on Eric’s face the 

night that he’d sold an extra century of his life.   

After Sookie’s call, Desmond had thought about calling Eric right away—

chastising him for returning to Oklahoma at all!  Certainly, the semi-demon understood 

the Viking’s desire to kill Freyda for the previous attempt on Sookie’s life, as well as for 

her part in the plot to take Sookie’s unborn child; however, some things were more 

important than revenge.  And the Vampire Council would dissolve Eric’s marriage 

whether he returned to Oklahoma or not.   

However, Desmond had paused, and then he’d realized why the Viking had 

really gone back.  Yes.  Undoubtedly, revenge was a factor, but it wasn’t the biggest one.  

A man willing to give up a hundred years of his life for the women he loved would 

certainly give up one more night in order to ensure that she was able to get to safety 

without their enemies realizing that anything was amiss.   
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“Mr. Cataliades,” came a slithery voice from the doorway.  A moment later, an 

even more slithery image appeared in the mirror behind him.  

His face the picture of polite indifference, Desmond turned at human speed to 

face the speaker.   

“Luther, how nice to see you again.”   

 

“We had not expected you,” Luther said testily, eyeing the demon suspiciously.   

“My apologies,” Desmond answered politely.  “I hate to impose upon the 

queen’s hospitality.  However, I have some documents that need to be given to Sandy 

Sechrest,” he said, patting his briefcase, “and I believe that she plans to be here this 

evening.  As you can see,” he added gesturing to his tuxedo, “I was hoping that I might 

be able to stay for the festivities after I make my delivery.”   
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Luther narrowed his eyes a bit.  Freyda’s lieutenant was ten times the vampire 

that his queen was, so Desmond knew to be wary of him.  At almost nine hundred 

years old, Luther was quite strong; however, his “diplomacy” left much to be desired—

as did his manners.  Therefore, it was highly unlikely that he’d ever rise above his 

current station—a second in command—in the vampire hierarchy.   

It was no secret why Luther was working for Freyda: money, power, and sex.  

She paid him well for his allegiance, and—in turn—he was given substantial power in 

her regime.  Sadly, Luther inspired very little loyalty from others—preferring to rule 

with threats and manipulation, rather than true strength.  Moreover, he had no ability 

when it came to training vampires as guards or warriors.  That had been why Freyda 

married Eric—well, that and the fact that Freyda liked the “idea” of marrying a Viking.   

She told anyone who would listen that she was descended from the goddess 

Freyja.  Unfortunately, the queen’s delusional tendencies were not a crime—especially 

not among vampires.  No one knew what her name truly had been before she met her 

first death, but Desmond would wager everything he owned that it had not been 

Freyda!  In his mind, she was a Bambi or a Coco—maybe even a Narcissa.  Yes.  She 

was vain enough for that name to fit her perfectly.     

The semi-demon sighed.  In fact, Freyda had undoubtedly also married Eric 

because she had wanted to feed that vanity; after all, they “photographed” well 

together.   
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The creepy-looking Luther was assuredly not one to take good photographs.  And 

he certainly didn’t fit the image that Freyda wanted to create—that of a Nordic couple 

blessed by all the gods of the Norse pantheon.   

No.  Luther was not up to snuff in that regard.  However, it was rumored that he 

was a “much-preferred” lover to the queen than Eric Northman.  Of course, it was an 

ill-kept “secret” that that rumor had been started and then propagated by Freyda 

herself when it had become clear that Northman wanted nothing to do with her 

sexually—beyond their compulsory yearly appointments.      

And—as the “loyal” lieutenant—Luther had played along.  In truth, the queen 

probably did enjoy her sexual relations with Luther much more than the ones she got 

from Eric.  It was rumored that Luther and Freyda enjoyed sharing their “meals” 

during sex, though that was not unusual for vampires.  

However, Desmond knew something that the queen did not.  Luther had been a 

second in command several centuries before—to the vampire king of Spain.  That fact 

was widely known.  However, the part that was not known was that Luther had sold 

information about his monarch’s resting place to the vampire king of Portugal, who had 

wanted to expand his territory to include most of the Iberian Peninsula.   

Desmond had been interning with a distant cousin of his at the time.  And that 

cousin was the king of Portugal’s legal counselor; thus, Luther’s past duplicity was just 

one more secret to which the semi-demon was privy.  Moreover, since he handled the 
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odd bit of business for Felipe, Desmond was also aware of another secret related to 

Luther: he was up to his old tricks.  Though Felipe seemed willing to patiently wait for 

the opportune moment to do away with Freyda of Oklahoma, Luther was already on 

the king’s payroll.  Indeed, he was an enthusiastic spy for Felipe.  In the end, it seemed, 

Felipe simply paid more than Freyda.     

“You know that Freyda dislikes last-minute changes to the guest list,” Luther 

said, interrupting the thoughts that had quickly been passing through Desmond’s 

supple mind. 

The semi-demon bowed a bit.  “That is why I came early—so that I could have a 

word with you well before the ball began.  King Felipe just contacted me late last night 

to ask that I be here, so—of course—I dropped my other work.  However, should you 

feel that my presence would upset the queen, I will—of course—depart posthaste, 

leaving my paperwork with you to give to Sandy.”  He sighed somewhat dramatically.  

“However, I had hoped to speak with Sandy about a few of the items I have for her.”  

He paused.  “And Felipe did ask that I relay a message to the queen as well.” 

“What message?” Luther asked with a mixture of suspicion and curiosity.  

Desmond looked at the lieutenant with false regret.  “The king ordered that I 

deliver his message to Queen Freyda only.  However, I’m sure that if I called Felipe, he 

would understand why I was unable to complete the task he set for me.  Or—perhaps—

you would like to call the king in order to confirm.” 
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Luther once again narrowed his eyes, as if to study the semi-demon.  “I will call 

Felipe before the ball begins,” he said coldly, as if his call were a threat to the semi-

demon.   

Desmond refrained from rolling his eyes.  “I’ll just wait out of the way then—

perhaps go grab a bite in the kitchen?” the lawyer requested, taking advantage of the 

stereotype that demons were very fond of eating. 

Luther waved his hand to wave the demon away.  “Fine.  If the king did, indeed, 

request that you give a message to my queen, you may—of course—stay for the 

festivities.  Otherwise, you and I will be having another talk soon,” he said rather 

ominously.   

Desmond bowed a little and then followed one of the staff members, who was 

walking purposely with an empty tray in her hands.  Given that she’d arrived in the 

ballroom five minutes earlier with a tray full of hors d’oeuvres, he figured she’d lead 

him to where he wanted—needed—to be.   

The semi-demon wasn’t worried about Luther’s call to Felipe.  He knew that the 

king would confirm what he’d said.   

As a lawyer who’d had many a “questionable” client, Desmond had learned 

never to lie about an easily verifiable fact—especially not to a vampire.  As a matter of 

fact, not long after Sookie and he had hung up the night before, he’d called Felipe.  By 

the end of that call, the king had done everything Desmond had needed for him to do: 
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he’d ordered Desmond to Oklahoma with paperwork for Sandy and—more 

importantly—he’d asked him to pass along a message to Freyda.  And it had all been 

the king’s idea—at least seemingly.   

Desmond was not foolish enough to congratulate his own skills of manipulation 

too much; Felipe’s actions had been predictable.  Vampires loved to show off their 

assets to each other, and demon lawyers were sought-after commodities.  Freyda, for 

example, did not have one on retainer, nor would she ever.     

The message that Desmond was to deliver could have actually been shared over 

the phone—or even by text message.  It seemed quite mundane—really.  However, 

vampires loved their pageantry.  The demon would be announced, and the proper 

reaction would be given by the vampires who recognized that Felipe was powerful 

enough to use his demon lawyer as a message boy.  Indeed, using demons for such 

humdrum tasks was not uncommon for vampires at all.  They liked to feel superior to 

the one race that could have truly challenged them for control of the realm—if they’d 

wanted to.  However, what vampires didn’t know was that the demons they enjoyed 

“using” to showcase their “power” thought that such operations were extremely 

humorous.  Bets and drinking games were based on such things.    

Despite that, Desmond felt his anger rising as he thought about the particular 

message he’d been asked to deliver.  He was to convey that Felipe hoped that Freyda 

could attend his New Year’s Eve party, for the king had it on good authority that they’d 
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be able to begin work on the “joint venture” they’d been planning.  Of course, Freyda 

would understand that the message related to Sookie’s child.  Desmond’s position as 

Sookie’s supernatural sponsor was known to both monarchs.  Thus, having Desmond 

deliver the message would be an “inside joke” between Freyda and Felipe.   

Yes—it was safe to say that Desmond was boiling underneath the surface.  

Sookie’s son would be the third of Fintan’s line to inherit the spark and, therefore, 

Desmond’s gift of telepathy.  Only—this time—the semi-demon was determined to be 

proactive in protecting the child so that the “gift” would actually be welcome, instead of 

the “curse” it had been for Sookie. 

As the demon entered the kitchen, he smiled widely.  At least Freyda didn’t 

skimp when it came to providing a feast for her non-vampire guests.  Too many 

vampire monarchs did.  Not wanting to have to explain himself, Desmond spotted a 

Were in the room and walked over to her.  Immediately, the Were, whose name was 

Margaret, recognized what he was—if not who he was.  And—even more helpfully—

she smiled at him and handed him a plate. 
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“Help yourself, Sir,” she said.  She leaned a little closer.  “But would you mind 

taking from there?” she asked, pointing to a small counter area near the back of the 

large room. 

Desmond dipped into her brain and discovered that the trays on that counter 

were full of items that Margaret, who had been the head chef at the palace for more 

than a decade, didn’t think were fit to serve because they didn’t “look” as nice as the 

others.  Freyda had taken an interest in the aesthetics of the human food only once 

during Margaret’s tenure, but that had—apparently—been enough to make the Were 

quite cautious about what went out of her kitchen.   

Margaret figured that the demon’s presence there was lucky.  She hoped that 

Desmond would eat his fill of the “inferior-looking items” since demons were often 
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“messy” when it came to food, and she’d prefer that he didn’t touch her buffet in the 

ballroom.  She was also adamantly opposed to throwing out food.  So—in her eyes—

Desmond being there was a win-win situation.   

The semi-demon winked at Margaret and took his plate over to the counter she’d 

indicated.  He was not shy about taking as much as that plate could hold either.  As he 

piled the food on, the helpful Were got him a carafe of red wine, another universal 

favorite among demons. 

“May I sit over there out of your way?” Desmond asked, gesturing toward a 

smallish table at the side of the kitchen—the opposite side from where most of the staff 

members were congregated to work on the food preparation. 

“Of course,” Margaret said, happy that he’d be out of the way.  She led him over 

to the table where he quickly placed his plate and briefcase.  

“Thank you.  I have a little work I should see to,” Desmond added, even as he 

took the carafe and picked up the Were’s hand, placing a kiss on the back of it.  “You 

have been quite helpful, madam.”   

Margaret blushed and quickly scurried back to her work as the semi-demon 

settled into the seat facing the wall.  He did this on purpose—of course.  He could 

certainly “feel” the pair of vampire eyes on his back.  He’d had a tail from the moment 

he’d left the ballroom.  But he’d expected no less of Luther.  However, Desmond was 

still certain that he’d be able to accomplish his ultimate goal for being in the kitchen, 
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which was to “spike the punch,” so to speak.  In his briefcase, he had a large vial of Fae 

blood, something Niall had left him “just in case” it could ever be used to help Sookie.  

That “in case” was definitely at hand.    

From attending Eric and Freyda’s wedding feast, Desmond had seen that the 

vampire queen had a truly unique “blood fountain,” which managed both to heat and 

to lightly carbonate the blood, making it a little bubbly like champagne.  He figured that 

she’d pull it out for the occasion, and he wasn’t wrong.  From Margaret’s thoughts, 

Desmond was picking up that there was to be a “welcome toast” after Freyda made her 

big entrance.  In addition, Freyda liked to have the blood fountain wheeled out in a 

dramatic fashion.  And as “luck”—or a little bit of knowledge gained through 

telepathy—would have it, the prepped fountain was right next to the table where he 

was sitting.   

Desmond smiled as he pulled out the file for Sandy so that he could “look busy” 

as he ate.  He knew that all the vampires present would be “obligated” to take a drink 

of the blood from the fountain.  The slight tipsiness that the diluted Fae blood would 

create in them would not be especially noticeable.  It would be just enough to make the 

vampires feel more jovial—to match the occasion, of course.  However, it would also 

make them rather less alert and would lessen both their inhibitions and their reflexes.   
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All he needed to do was to get a message to Eric Northman to let him know not 

to take a drink.  Luckily, he had the perfect messenger—already in position to do as he 

needed.  He pulled out his phone and quickly typed a text to his confederate.     

 

Eric looked into his mirror and chuckled as he recalled the human phrase, 

“dressed to kill.”  He straightened his tie.  Indeed—he was dressed to kill.   

Freyda had sent him an “order” to wear all black—as she would be in white.  

He’d decided that his days of letting the queen dictate anything about his life were 

over; thus, he’d opted to wear his deep navy blue tuxedo.   

He scoffed as he looked at the note that has been delivered to him at sundown.  

In her ludicrously ornate script, Freyda had written: “Do try to behave tonight.  Wear 

the all-black tuxedo I’ve sent.  And don’t you think it’s time you lifted your ridiculous 

ban on the servants entering your room?  I fear that your room is an intolerable mess 

after seven years of obstinacy on your part.”   

Freyda’s messenger had handed Eric a garment bag with the note and had tried 

to peer into the room.  He’d received a door slammed in his face for his efforts.   

Eric shook his head.  Of course, no one could enter his suite of rooms without his 

permission—as there were heavy wards around his chambers.  And he certainly wasn’t 

above cleaning up after himself—when it was called for.  After all, he’d looked after his 
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own resting places for hundreds of years.  He chuckled.  Pam certainly had never 

cleaned any of them!         

The first thing that he’d done when he moved into Freyda’s mansion was to strip 

his rooms of all the gaudy furnishings she’d placed in them.  After that, he’d removed 

the various surveillance devices that had been installed into the space that she’d 

claimed would be his “private chambers.” 

He’d had to remove the drywall, the carpet, and sections of the ceiling in order to 

eliminate the peskiest of the “bugs.”   

Though he’d considered leaving his rooms in shambles, he’d opted to hire—and 

then to heavily glamour—a human construction team to completely redo his suite.  

Instead of three rooms—a large bedroom, sitting room, and bathroom—he’d designed a 

layout of four rooms.  The room into which one entered was something of a bedroom, 

though the main piece of furniture was more of a lounge chair than a bed.  It was in this 

room that he would fuck and feed.  The next room back was his study.  At the rear of 

his suite, there was a bathroom/closet and a small basic room where he’d placed his 

coffin.  This last room had been constructed with thicker walls—reinforced with silver, 

iron, and steel.  And the wards had been amped up in it as well.     

However, wards or no wards, Eric had always made sure that his body was 

locked securely into his state-of-the-art coffin during his day rest.  It was fireproof and 
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couldn’t be opened once it was locked from the inside.  Hell—Eric had been told that it 

could withstand a stinger missile fired from close range. 

Did he prefer a bed?  Hell yes!  But he’d vowed to himself many years before that 

he’d not go to his rest in one again until his prison sentence as Freyda’s “boy 

toy”/indentured servant had been lifted.  And he’d also sworn that he would never 

share one again if he couldn’t share it with Sookie.   

A light knock came from the hall door, and Eric cringed as he thought about 

what he had to do next.  Generally, before a function such as the ball, he would have a 

quick feed and a fuck, and, though the thought disgusted him, he knew that he’d have 

to stay true to form—at least to a certain extent.  However, he didn’t intend to fuck 

anyone other than Sookie—hopefully not for the rest of his days. 

Having no hope of reconciling with Sookie as long as his marriage contract to 

Freyda was in effect, Eric had partaken in carnal relations during the previous seven 

years mostly to hurt Freyda—rather than to take his own pleasure.  And—in the end—

his fucking and feeding had been self-punishment too.  After all, the women had left 

him unsatisfied—night after night.   

However, now that Sookie had agreed to take a chance on him—to share a life 

with him—there would be no more need for creating jealousy or self-punishment.   

He sighed as he went to his door and looked at the monitor that was in place so 

that he could see what was in the hall outside his suite.  His requested donor had 
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arrived.  She was—Eric had to admit—quite striking.   Obviously already dressed for 

the ball, she was clad in a thin floor-length black gown—more like a toga, really.  The 

color contrasted pleasantly with her alabaster skin and red hair.   

Sadly—for her—her dress wasn’t going to make it to the party.   

Eric steeled himself and opened the door.  He was met by the lovely green eyes 

of Freyda’s favorite donor, Belladonna.   

He smiled.  “You grace me with your presence, dear lady.” 

Belladonna looked around nervously.  “I shouldn’t be here.  If the queen . . . .” 

Eric interrupted her by issuing an almost inaudible invitation and pulling her 

into the door. 

“If the queen knew you were visiting me, she would be very displeased,” he said 

in an indifferent tone, even as he captured her with his glamour.  “She will be 

displeased.” 

Belladonna nodded mindlessly.   

Eric slammed the donor against the wall and immediately pierced her neck with 

his fangs.  He took one long drink and then pushed himself away from her, hating the 

taste of her AB-negative blood in his mouth.  He took an unneeded breath and then 

moved closer to her again.   

“You and I have just enjoyed the most gratifying sexual encounter you have ever 

had—haven’t we?” 
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She nodded. 

“You will now go straight into my bathroom and shower quickly.  However, you 

will remember a longer shower—won’t you?” 

She nodded. 

“I was in that shower with you—wasn’t I?” 

She nodded. 

“I fucked you well in that shower—didn’t I?”  

“Yes,” she said breathlessly, even as her skin flushed as if from exertion.   

“After you emerge from the shower, you will put on the shirt I left on the 

bathroom counter because your lovely frock was torn when I fucked you against this 

wall—wasn’t it?” 

“Oh yes,” she said, even as he could smell her arousal.   

He sneered with distaste.  “Go now!” he ordered.   

She smiled drunkenly and then looked confused.  Eric grabbed her by the arm 

and took her into the bathroom before exiting quickly.   

As he heard her washing himself, Eric drank two TrueBloods to get the taste of 

Belladonna’s blood out of his mouth.  He sighed.  He’d been doing the same ever since 

he last enjoyed Sookie’s blood.  He knew that he needed real human blood to keep 

strong, but he could no longer stand having the taste of anyone other than his once-
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bonded in his mouth.  TrueBlood was foul, but it had become a friend to him over the 

past seven years—a palate cleanser, as it were.   

Belladonna emerged from the shower with her blank smile still in place.  

Eric was in front of her a moment later.  “You will go directly to the queen’s 

chambers and show her your lovely bite marks,” he said, thumbing the wounds he’d 

left on her neck.  He’d not been cruel enough to make his bite hurt, but he’d left clear 

marks for Freyda to see—as he often had with her favorites. 

She nodded.   

“If there is another human in the room, you will find a way to tell him or her 

how wonderful it was to fuck me—won’t you?” 

She nodded.    

With that, Eric sent her away; she wore only the black tuxedo shirt Freyda had 

sent him.  She still smelled of her own arousal—as well as his own, given the fact that 

he’d been wearing the same shirt when he’d masturbated with a picture of Sookie in his 

mind an hour before.   

Eric sighed.  In truth, he’d not had sex with someone in a shower since Sookie, 

and he hated even the thought of doing that with anyone else.  But “shower sex” would 

explain why neither the donor nor he reeked of the other.  He now carried Belladonna’s 

scent slightly, and she would carry his because she was wearing the shirt; however, the 

scents were muted—indirect—which was why he’d needed the shower excuse.   
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Eric went back to his mirror and straightened his tie once again.  He had no 

doubt that Freyda would be furious that he’d “taken” yet another of her favorite 

courtesans.  And he also had no doubt that she’d recognize the black—and now 

soiled—shirt that Belladonna wore.  He grinned as he once again appreciated his navy 

tuxedo.  Yes.  Freyda was going to be very pissed off when she saw him.  But having 

her distracted only furthered his cause.  

Eric’s wicked grin transformed into a genuine smile as he allowed himself a 

moment to think about Sookie, little Sammy, and Matthew.   

“Soon,” he said to his reflection in the mirror.   

He had so wanted to exchange blood with Sookie the night before—for several 

reasons.  Mostly, he knew that just a little bit of his blood would have eased her 

discomfort; plus, he would have been able to feel it when she went into labor.  He 

sighed.  Sadly, an exchange would have been ill-advised, given what he had to do 

during the next few hours.  Older vampires—like Luther—might have been able to 

sense the presence of a tie, even a weak one.  And Freyda may have recognized the 

scent of Sookie’s blood.    

He shook his head slightly, smoothed back his hair, and put thoughts of Sookie 

and the children out of his mind.  He didn’t want them—even just thoughts of them—to 

be anywhere near the violence he planned to inflict that night.  Instead, he ran through 

the time-table for his evening.  
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According to the last communication he’d had with Cataliades, the Vampire 

Council would be meeting at 8:00 p.m. Pacific Time, since they were currently presiding 

in Seattle.  The Christmas ball was due to begin at 8:00 p.m. Central Time, which was 

two hours ahead of Pacific Time.  Eric’s infallible internal clock told him that it was 

currently 7:55 p.m. local time, but he would not be entering the ballroom until 9:00 p.m. 

sharp, which was when Freyda wanted to be escorted into the function.  That meant, 

he’d have to endure the ball for at least an hour before the fireworks began.     

As he ran his fingers down the blade of the sword lying on his dressing table, he 

closed his eyes.     

“Soon,” he whispered once more.   

Luckily, since it was a special occasion, Eric would be expected to wear his 

ceremonial sword.  Though not his favorite weapon, his curtana, which he’d had made 

for himself after he became Freyda’s consort, was still quite lethal.  And it would 

certainly do the job—very well. 

Eric had contemplated many ways of killing Freyda, but—in the end—doing it in 

the most public way possible was truly best.  As soon as Eric got the phone call from 

Cataliades confirming that the Vampire Counsel had decided in his favor, he intended 

to hand his phone to Freyda.  He knew one thing for sure: when she heard the news, 

she would make a scene.   
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Eric planned to use that scene to his full advantage.  Thinking that she was above 

everyone else, Freyda would, no doubt, unintentionally vent all of her dirty laundry in 

front of everyone.  Only Luther would be able to talk any sense into her, but Eric 

expected that she’d do enough damage—to herself—well before Luther could get her to 

shut the fuck up.   

Once the other vampires in the ballroom understood that Eric was no longer 

bound to Freyda, he intended to kill her.  What would have been considered treason 

minutes earlier would suddenly seem like justifiable retribution—a crime of passion.    

Eric knew that at least a third of the stronger vampires of Oklahoma would 

immediately flock to his side.  He’d used his time in the state well—and had garnered 

respect from those who were worthy of it in return.  He was confident that many of the 

younger vampires would join him too—since Freyda fostered very little loyalty.  

However, he knew that Luther would try to muster the queen’s personal guards, as 

well as those whom he’d intimidated into compliance before.   

However, despite this, Eric liked his chances.   

Yes.  To eliminate Freyda and her most loyal followers, a public solution was best.  

Eric just wished that he could figure out a way to make the news of their divorce even 

more “public.”    
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Another knock sounded on the door, and Eric was immediately on alert.  He 

zipped to the entrance of his rooms, looked at the image on the monitor, issued an 

invitation, and quickly pulled his guest inside.  

“Hellovampirehowyoubeen?” came the accelerated words of Diantha. 

 

Even Eric had to raise his hands to encourage the demon to slow down a little.   

“Fine,” he said, though his confusion was clear.  “What are you doing here?” 

She smiled wide enough to show quite a few of her pointy teeth.  “Uncle 

Desmond is here.  I’mhelpinghim.” 

Eric blinked.  “But he’s supposed to be . . . .” 

“In Seattle?” Diantha finished for him, as if she were impatient.  “Yes.  

Daddyisthere.” 
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Eric’s eyebrows furrowed.  “Nargal?  Why the change of plans?” 

Diantha grinned.  “Who knows?  I’m just,” she paused dramatically, “the 

messenger.”  She snickered.  “By the way, don’tdrinkthepunch.”   

“Huh?”  

Diantha rolled her eyes and spoke slowly as if to a child.  “The fountain of 

blood—Uncle is spiking it with Fae blood.  Just enough so that the vamps will be 

alittletipsy.  He said you shouldn’t drink it if you can avoid it.”  She winked at him.  

“I’ll be on the wait staff for the party.  When the glasses from the fountain are passed 

‘round, just make sure you take the one I give you—‘kay?” 

Still a little confused, Eric nodded.  “Wait!  The sheriff of Area 2—Kenshin—and 

Betty Joe from Mississippi and Isabel from Texas,” he started. 

“Right—no spiked punch for them either.” 

Eric nodded.  “So Nargal will be calling me now?  When the council has officially 

dissolved my marriage with Freyda?”    

Diantha grinned again—this time showing even more teeth, but thankfully 

slowing down her rate of speech a little bit.  “Uncle gotta betteridea when he sawthe 

ballroom.  Freyda’s gottabig T.V. on onewall.  She’s apparently gonnabe showing the 

slashermovie Black Christmas later tonight.” 

Eric scoffed.  He was already aware of Freyda’s plan.  It wouldn’t be the first 

time that she’d injected an element like that into an otherwise elegant event.  She 
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enjoyed creating what she called “unexpected juxtapositions.”  He just called it 

pretentious idiocy.  Thankfully, however, it would be her last opportunity to do such a 

thing.     

“When it’s time, I’m gonnago hijack the videofeed to the television sothe council 

can pass along theword infront of everyone!” Diantha said gleefully.  “That way—

whenyoukillher—the vamps on the fence will be less likely to do anything ‘bout it!  

And—ifthere’sanyproblem—Uncle Desmond’s gonna be therewith copiesof everything!  

And Uncleandme will be there to fight too,” she winked.   

A smirk turned Eric’s lips upward.  “Tell your uncle I am looking forward to 

seeing him.”    

 

“Don’t you just love it?” Freyda asked, her tone pitching upward annoyingly.  

“It looks exactly like it did last year,” Eric deadpanned, even as he stuck out his 

elbow for his soon-to-be-ex-and-permanently-dead-wife to take.   

“Why must you be so disagreeable?” Freyda hissed. 

“Most people find me charming,” Eric smirked. 

“I could find you charming,” Freyda said, suddenly making her voice sound 

seductive.  “And you could find me charming too; of that, I’m positive.”   

“Interesting,” Eric said. 

“Yes.  It could be,” she purred.   
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“No,” he deadpanned, not even bothering to lower his voice, “it’s interesting to 

experience the feeling of nausea for the first time in a thousand years.” 

 

Desmond chuckled a little as he overheard the “happy couple.”  He had to 

admit—at least—that they “looked the part.”  Yes—they did make a striking couple.  

Both were tall and blonde, though Freyda’s hair color was as icy as the woman herself.  

Northman’s was more golden—very much like his goddaughter’s shade.   

Northman looked polished—every bit the royal consort.  He wore a dark 

tuxedo—though it wasn’t quite black.  The shade made him stand out—as if he needed 

help. 

Freyda’s appearance could have been described by only one word: dramatic.  She 

entered the room wearing a long white mink robe, complete with a hood. 

Walking slowly—elegantly—Northman escorted the queen to the raised dais.  

Freyda’s throne was as ornate as the room’s decorations, though many would use the 

adjective “gaudy.”  Desmond was one of those people.   

The semi-demon caught a glimpse of his niece out of the corner of his eye as 

Freyda turned her back to Eric so that he could help her out of her robe.  Freyda’s dress 

was simple and elegant.  Made of a thin white material, the gown flowed along her lithe 

frame.  A long center slit mirrored a dip of the fabric between her breasts.  A diamond 
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encrusted belt shimmered at her narrow waist, and she wore an elaborate pink onyx 

necklace.   

Eric handed 

Freyda’s superfluous robe 

to Luther to deal with, a 

fact that made Desmond 

smile.  As the annoyed 

lieutenant handed the robe 

to a servant, Freyda sat 

down elegantly onto her 

truly horrific white 

throne—a throne complete 

with gold statuary.  Desmond could see the roll of Eric’s eyes as he sat in the slightly 

less gaudy throne to her left.  Desmond couldn’t help but to notice the ceremonial 

sword at Eric’s side.  He smiled a little as he took a fresh glass of wine from a passing 

member of the wait staff.  It didn’t escape his notice that it was one of his favorite 

varieties and was served by one of his favorite people.   

His niece winked at him before twirling her newly empty tray and walking 

away.   
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Luther bent down to whisper a few messages to Freyda.  Of course, nothing he 

said was private—as there were close to fifty vampires in the room.  And several of 

those vampires were quite old.  Luther may as well have been screaming his 

information from the ramparts.  However, Freyda—and vampires in general—enjoyed 

their illusions of privacy.   

Especially given the fact that he was in enemy territory, Eric preferred practical 

measures.   

After he’d gutted his rooms and then had them warded, ensuring that his suite 

was—indeed—private, Eric had installed several white-noise generators in his walls.  

He’d also gotten a few signal scramblers to combat any next-gen spying equipment 

Freyda might have tried to use.  That was what he did to ensure his own privacy.   

Freyda’s strategy was to keep people whom she didn’t trust away from her, but 

that strategy was passive and asinine in Eric’s opinion.  Plus, Freyda herself was 

untrustworthy, so she didn’t inspire trust in others.  Even her own personal guards 

were there more for the money than any sense of fealty.  As much as Eric had hated it, 

the queen had been wise to try to align herself with one such as himself.  However, by 

forcing him into it, Freyda had undermined her own cause.   

Yes—Eric would have continued to do his “job” and he would have fulfilled the 

obligations of the marriage contract.  Oklahoma would have stayed stable for two 

hundred years.  However, Freyda’s days were numbered from the moment she refused 
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to deal with Eric as a sovereign being.  He was simply glad that the number of days 

he’d have to be “obedient” was now much less; in fact, he’d come to the last of them—

finally.     

After a thousand years.   

Finally, he would be free.            

As Luther moved into sycophant-mode and began to flatter the queen, Eric 

turned his own attention to studying the room.  Immediately, he spotted his potential 

allies, his certain enemies, and those who might go either way.      

All of Freyda’s four sheriffs were present, and each of them had several of their 

retinue members along.  The sheriffs of Areas 2 and 3, based in Tulsa and McAlester, 

would—Eric was certain—join him once the fighting started, and their people were 

loyal to their sheriffs.  The Sheriff of Area 4, who governed the sparsely populated 

western half of the state, was so inept that he would likely not even notice that a fight 

had broken out.  However, his lieutenant was bright enough to lean toward the side 

most likely to win.  In fact, many of Oklahoma’s vampires had that same attitude, so 

they would keep to the sidelines until a victor was almost assured.   

To Eric, that was a good thing.         

By far, most of the vampires at the party were from Area 1, where Micah Giles 

was the official sheriff, though he was a rider of Luther’s coattails.  However, the 

vampires of Area 1 were not necessarily loyal to Micah or Luther.  And many didn’t 
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much care for their queen.  They had seen the way Freyda operated up close, and the 

sight wasn’t always flattering.  Therefore, Eric knew that he could count on about a 

third of the Area 1 vampires to side with him. 

In addition to the Oklahoma vampires, there were a few others in attendance—

though not much in the way of other monarchs.  As could be expected, many vampire 

kings and queens held holiday parties of their own.  And, even if they had been free, 

not many monarchs would have come to Oklahoma—to party with Freyda.   

Oh—it wasn’t that the state was “bad” or anything.  In fact, Eric had found the 

human population of Oklahoma to be interesting—endearing even.  They tended to 

lean way toward the right politically, and many of them still adamantly opposed things 

such as gay marriage or the recently enacted Health Care Act.   

However, when it came to vampires, the people were welcoming, much more 

than in the Deep South.  Oklahoma prided itself on being the place where the Five 

“Civilized Tribes” had made new lives for themselves following the Trail of Tears.  

Ironically, it also prided itself on its land runs during which property was claimed by 

pioneers seeking a better life.  Of course, the land for those land runs had been 

purchased—or sometimes swindled—from the same Native American tribes to whom it 

had been initially given.  
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Given their history, it was somewhat ironic that the humans of Oklahoma were 

so welcoming, but—then again—they seemed a practical people above all else, and 

vampires brought in money and employment.   

After taking over the monarchy, Freyda had “redrawn” the vampire areas so that 

Area 1—where she set up her capital—included the most profitable vampire-owned oil 

wells.  However, Area 2, which included Tulsa had also become quite prosperous in the 

last decade.  Eric had spent much time there during his seven years in Oklahoma, and it 

now included many more vampires.  Eric was hoping, in fact, that Area Two’s sheriff, 

who—unbeknownst to Freyda—shared a maker with Chow, would be advanced to the 

King of Oklahoma once the dust settled.  

Eric shared a nod with Uesugi Kenshin.  The Sheriff of Area 2 had been a 

samurai during his human life and had been turned in 1578 at the age of 48, which was 

relatively old for a vampire to be turned, especially given the time.  However, 

Kenshin—as he preferred to be called—had impressed his maker with his fighting and 

strategizing skill.  During his travels in Asia in the 1700s, Eric had met Kenshin and 

Chow’s maker, Minamoto no Yoshinaka.  Yoshi, as he allowed Eric to call him after 

they’d traveled together for thirty years, had been a Shogun, appointed by Emperor Go-

Shirakawa in 1181.  Eric had learned that—angry over a perceived betrayal—Yoshi had 

basically taken over his emperor’s city and forced him to give him the title of Shogun.  

That audacious act was what had attracted Yoshi’s own maker.  
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    By the time Eric met Yoshi and his children, Kenshin was already a strong 

vampire in his own right, though Chow was just a fledgling.  When Chow had called 

Eric looking for work after his maker was slain, the Viking hadn’t hesitated in offering 

him the newly vacant role left by Longshadow.   

After the witch war, during which Chow had met his final death in an attempt to 

help Eric reclaim his memories, Eric had taken some time to travel to Japan for a week.  

He’d returned Chow’s sword to Kenshin, and Kenshin’s company had been a useful 

distraction from the fact that Eric couldn’t remember his time with Sookie—though he 

still “felt” the emotions that had been solidified during the time of his memory loss.   

When Eric had told Kenshin about Sookie, the old samurai had suggested that 

Eric was being foolish for not following as his heart led.  Of course, Eric had denied 

even having a heart, which had led Kenshin to call Eric an array of disparaging names, 
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including bakayarō and noroma, roughly translated as “idiot” and “twit.”  And the last 

thing that Kenshin had told him before Eric boarded his Anubis flight back to Louisiana 

was “fuzakeru na”—or “stop being stupid.”   

Luckily, Kenshin agreed to transplant to the United States when Eric called him 

right after he’d discovered Appius’s last plans for him.  Thus, months before Eric was 

forced to marry Freyda, Kenshin had already taken up residence in Oklahoma.  Eric 

smirked as he thought about how he’d manipulated Freyda into thinking that it was her 

idea to make Kenshin the Sheriff of Area 2 when the previous one was called back to 

Europe by his maker.  Of course, that call had been Eric’s doing too.  Indeed—it was 

good to be owed favors.       

As Eric continued to look around the room, he tallied all the vampires into 

several groups: those who would fight with him, those who would fight against him, 

those who would sway with the sway of the battle, and those who would just stay the 

fuck out of it and enjoy the show.  Of the latter variety were most of the out-of-state 

vampires.  Several of the kings and queens who had declined their invitations had sent 

“representatives.”  Of those, most would stay out of the fray.  However, Sandy Sechrest 

would certainly join Luther once Freyda was gone.  On the other hand, Eric knew that 

he could count on Isabel, Stan’s representative at the ball, and Betty Joe, whom Russell 

had sent.   
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The only other monarch present was the King of Nebraska, who would most 

certainly fight against Eric’s group.  King Sean McGowan, who had hoped to one day 

marry Freyda himself, blamed Eric personally for “stealing” the Oklahoma queen away 

from him.  Of course, to Freyda, McGowan had no use.  Though he was quite old and 

strong, aligning Oklahoma with McGowan’s relatively poor state wouldn’t have fed her 

ambitions.  But that hadn’t stopped her from keeping him dangling on a string for 

years, yet—even after Eric and Freyda had married—the Nebraska king had 

inexplicably continued to be devoted to her.    

 

In his head, Eric carefully accounted for and repositioned everyone in the room 

as if they were chess pieces.  Adding the semi-demon and Diantha was a bonus, and the 
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public humiliation of Freyda was an even bigger one.  Witnessing the Vampire Council 

members grant Eric an annulment because Freyda had broken their agreement by 

trying to kill the “Angel of Rhodes,” which Sookie was now known as among his kind, 

would be very beneficial to him.   

“Eric,” Freyda said to him, interrupting his reverie.   

Purposely, he didn’t respond at first. 

“Eric!” she said a little louder. 

“Yes, your majesty?” he asked, addressing her in the same cold manner as he 

always did.  She’d wanted him to address her as “my queen,” but after five years of 

having to contend with the sarcasm with which he said that title in public, she’d 

stopped making an issue of the matter.  

“Luther was just saying that we have a few emissaries with whom we must 

speak.”  She lowered her tone so that it was almost imperceptible and gave him a sharp 

look.  “And you are to be on your best behavior,” she hissed.  

He smirked.  “Of course, your majesty.” 

Freyda looked at Luther who was staring stakes at Eric.  She reached out a hand 

to her lieutenant, which the brunette vampire immediately took. 

“Dear Luther,” the queen said as she smiled up at him and steadied her nerves.  

“You may call up the first of our visitors.” 



 
192 

It turned out that the first emissary was Isabel, who approached the dais and 

nodded her head a little to the queen and then a little more to Eric.  “My king sends his 

greetings and his regards,” the elegant vampiress said.  “However, as you know, he 

does not hold to Christmas celebrations, so he also sends his apologies for not attending 

this lovely ball.”  

 

Freyda scoffed, though Isabel had the grace to ignore her expression.  “Oh—yes.  

I recall now,” the icy queen said.  “Your king was Jewish in his human life—correct?” 

Isabel nodded.   

Eric rolled his eyes.  Most vampires were well aware that Stan Davis had been 

born Stanislaus Davidowitz.  His own holiday celebration, a modest affair 

encompassing the eight nights of Hanukkah, was well known among vampires.  In fact, 

Eric had attended the first evening of the celebration every year since Stan had become 

king—including the one a few weeks before.  On each of the eight nights of the Jewish 
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holiday, Stan enjoyed having small get-togethers for those whom he considered his 

friends.  So far, Eric had only merited the first night, with Stan’s closer friends being 

invited to the later nights.  However, Eric couldn’t much blame Stan.  During their first 

meeting, Eric had pretended to be someone else so that he could better protect Sookie. 

And Stan was still teasing him for it.  In fact, his place card at each Hanukkah 

gathering still said “Leif.”   

“Tell me,” Freyda said, sitting forward, “how is your king’s telepath?” 

 “Barry Bellboy is well,” Isabel said rather stiffly.   

 Eric knew that the reason Barry was called by this rather silly name was actually 

to protect him and his real identity.  Barry Horowitz had essentially disappeared from 

the face of the earth, but if he ever wanted to resume his “normal” life, his name would 

be waiting for him.  The Viking often wished that the same anonymity had been 

available for Sookie. 

 He frowned as he recalled his early interactions with Sookie.  He should have 

insisted that she go by an alias; however, at the time, she’d not been his.     

 “Your king never got back to me about my offer for his telepath,” Freyda pouted. 

 Isabel glanced at Eric and then back as Freyda.  “That is because it is well-known 

that my king does not ever entertain such offers,” she said with a slight scowl.   
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 “Humph,” Freyda sounded.  “Oh well.”  She glared at Eric.  “My consort once 

had his own pet telepath—you know.  Yet he didn’t deliver her to me either.  I should 

like to have my own eventually,” she added casually.   

 Eric held in his growl.  It was not the right time to let his anger take hold. 

 “I met Mr. Northman’s wife once,” Isabel said evenly. 

 Freyda’s fangs immediately clicked downward.  “She is no wife of his!  Eric is 

mine!” 

 Eric sat up a little straighter in his throne, his patience thinning by the second. 

 Isabel smiled as if indulging a child.  “But, of course, your majesty,” she said.  

“My mistake.  It’s just that my king still speaks of Miss Stackhouse as belonging to 

Eric.” 

 Freyda growled a little as Isabel stepped off the dais.  Betty Joe might as well 

have given her a high five as they passed each other.  The two female lieutenants smiled 

at each other like Cheshire Cats.  

 “Queen Freyda,” Betty Joe greeted rather unenthusiastically before turning to 

Eric.  “King Russell sends you his greetings, Viking.”   
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 Eric bowed a little.  “I hope that you will send my regards in return,” he said, 

though he kept his tone even. 

 “My king has bid me to remind you that he is still missing his ceremonial knife,” 

Betty Joe said chidingly—though there was a mischievous glint in her eye. 

 Eric smiled as he thought about the dagger he’d filched from Russell after he’d 

performed the Mississippi monarch’s wedding ceremony to the King of Indiana.  That 

dagger was both beloved and hated by him.  It had been used by Sookie and him to 

complete their bond.  It had been used to pledge them.  However, it had also been used 

to sever their marriage.   

 “What knife?” Freyda asked.  
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 “I believe you know of it, your majesty,” Eric said, turning a proverbial knife of 

his own.  “That particular dagger is quite sacred.  Miss Stackhouse and I pledged with 

it.” 

 “Yes,” Betty Joe said, stepping forward a little.  “It is a special knife, and Russell 

feels that he will soon need it again.” 

 “Why?” Freyda hissed, angry that Sookie Stackhouse seemed to be haunting her 

party at every turn. 

 “Oh,” Betty Joe said flippantly, “you know how ancient vampires are—always 

wanting to micromanage everything.  Russell recently became ordained—you know.  

He may be wanting to test out his abilities to perform a marriage ceremony.” 

 With difficulty, Eric stifled his excitement at Betty Joe’s comment.   

 The Viking bowed a little.  “You may tell Russell that I will have the dagger the 

next time I see him.” 

 Betty Joe nodded and left the dais.   

 Next to approach was Sandy Sechrest, who bowed much lower than the other 

vampiress visitors.  “Greetings, Queen Freyda,” she said formally.  “My king sends his 

regrets, and has sent me with a gift signifying his eternal hope of your continued 

partnership.”  She showed Freyda a little box. 
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 The vampire queen looked immediately gleeful as she glanced over at Luther. 

 “The package has been checked, my queen,” her lieutenant said with a nod. 

 As was protocol, Sandy opened the lid of the box—to demonstrate that the gift 

was safe.  In the box was a golden cuff with a Nordic design etched into it.  Eric rolled 

his eyes.  The etching was all wrong; it mixed symbols from more than one ancient 

group of the North that would never have been mixed.  It didn’t surprise him that 

Freyda didn’t notice the mistakes.     

 Of course, Eric didn’t bother to point out the ineptitude of the jewel’s scribe as 

Freyda gushed over the gift and immediately put it on.  The Viking inhaled.  At least 

the piece was actually gold and not just gold-plated—he thought with a smirk.  

 Eric saw Luther motion for Desmond Cataliades to approach next.   
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“Queen Freyda,” the semi-demon said respectfully, “King Felipe has sent 

another of his envoys to you as well—though I fear that I am not as fetching as Ms. 

Sechrest.”  He looked at Sandy and bowed a little.    

 Eric barely refrained from rolling his eyes.  The semi-demon was many things, 

but King Felipe’s envoy was not one of them.     

It had been many years since Eric had actually seen the semi-demon, though he’d 

communicated with him a number of times.  The Viking couldn’t help but to be 

impressed.  The last time he’d seen Cataliades, he’d looked like a stack of circles—not at 

all like a formidable supernatural being.  However, the years have done the semi-

demon good.  He looked younger than he had before and was much trimmer.  Eric 

recalled that the semi-demon had been on the run for a few years, and the “exercise” 

had obviously invigorated him.   

 “Ah, Mr. Cataliades,” Freyda simpered.  “How lovely of you to join us.” 

 “You are the lovely one,” the semi-demon complimented with practiced 

smoothness.  “I would have to stretch my mind very far back indeed to recall a vision 

more beautiful than yourself,” he flattered as he assessed her from top to bottom. 

 Freyda beamed.  “Oh—this old thing?” she giggled, gesturing toward her gown.  

“Donatella whipped this up for me last month.” 

 Eric smirked as Freyda namedropped—as if she were on a first-name basis with 

Donatella Versace.  Pam had Donatella on speed-dial, but Eric had it on good authority 
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that Freyda had been on hold with one of the designer’s apprentices for hours the month 

before. 

 “Well—you are a vision in white,” Cataliades said, ignoring the Viking’s smirk 

and the queen’s cluelessness. 

 Freyda nodded and smiled at the semi-demon. 

 “I must thank you again for your hospitality, especially considering the fact that I 

was a last-minute addition to your party.  I must say, however, that I cannot think of 

anywhere else I’d rather be,” the lawyer smiled, showing just a few of his sharp teeth.   

 “You are welcome here,” Freyda said formally—though somewhat insincerely. 

 Cataliades bowed.  “Imperial Queen Freyda of Oklahoma, I come with a message 

from his royal highness, Felipe, King of Nevada, Louisiana, and Arkansas.” 

 Freyda preened at the semi-demon’s ceremonial address.  “I will hear the 

message,” she said officially. 

 “I echo what Ms. Sechrest said earlier.  King Felipe would like to extend his 

regrets that he could not attend.  However, he hopes that you will be able to come to his 

New Year’s Eve celebration.  And,” the semi-demon paused,” he also wanted me to 

inform you that things are progressing just as planned with the joint venture you and 

he will be starting in the New Year.” 
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 Freyda let out a small burst of laughter after Desmond finished speaking, and 

though she remained clueless, Eric saw a momentary glint of rage in the semi-demon’s 

eyes.   

Unluckily, Luther caught that look too.  However, the lieutenant sniggered a 

little, obviously interpreting the semi-demon’s look of disdain as being for the queen’s 

reaction, rather than for Freyda herself.  However, Eric knew very well where that flash 

of anger had come from.  Felipe had asked Cataliades to tell Freyda that things were on 

track to kidnap the child of his ward.  It was a clear insult—though Felipe had counted 

on Cataliades being ignorant of it.   

Thus, Freyda was laughing at the semi-demon’s expense.  She and Felipe were 

making a joke out of a being who should have been respected.  They were making a 

joke out of a past-sheriff who had been willing to be loyal, despite the underhanded 

way that Felipe had killed Queen Sophie-Anne.  They were making a joke about a royal 

consort, who had adhered to a contract—not even of his making—because of honor.  

They were making a joke out of the telepath who’d saved Felipe’s life.  They were 

making a joke out of a child who’d not even been born yet. 

And it wasn’t goddamned funny! 

But the joke would be on them soon enough. 

Only that fact kept Eric from killing Freyda right then and there.   
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“Mr. Cataliades,” Eric asked, as the queen kept sniggering, “tell me—do you 

have any news of your ward—Miss Stackhouse?” 

Immediately, the tension rose around the dais, and the contemptible queen’s 

laughter stopped. 

The semi-demon looked at Eric with some warning in his eyes, but answered the 

question anyway.   

“She does well, Viking.  She will soon have a second child,” Cataliades reported. 

“Oh—yes,” Eric said with a nod.  His tone was casual—almost indifferent.  

“With the shifter, I believe.” 

“How would you know that?” Freyda asked angrily.  “You are to have nothing to 

do with her!”  She smirked.  “And it’s not as if your vampire children could have told 

you.” 

Eric nodded soberly.  “You are correct about that, your majesty.  In our marriage 

agreement, you did see fit to separate me from my children and others in my circle.  As 

it turns out, however, I found out about Miss Stackhouse’s first and second 

pregnancies—as well as her relationship with the shifter—from one of my old Area 5 

subjects.” 

“Who? When?” Freyda asked insistently.   
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To Eric, the queen looked insecure—desperate.  And if he wasn’t currently trying 

to stir the hornet’s nest, he might have been concerned that she would do something 

rash—just at the mention of Sookie’s name.   

“Did you meet Bill Compton when you were in my old area?” he asked, not 

showing any kind of emotion.  “Or—perhaps—you met him at one of the summits?  He 

is, I’m sure you know, the maker of Felipe’s database.”  He paused.  “Anyway, it was at 

the last summit we attended—in Santa Fe, remember?” 

Freyda steamed.  “Of course, I remember where our last summit was!  But what 

are you doing seeking out information from your old followers?”  

Eric chuckled.  “Compton may have been my underling, but I certainly wouldn’t 

call him a ‘follower.’  He was, as you may remember, a rival of mine for Miss 

Stackhouse’s affections.  He sought me out at the summit and seemed anxious to convey 

information about the telepath to me—unsolicited, of course.”  He smirked.  “Luther 

happened to be there during our exchange.  I am surprised he did not tell you of it.” 

The queen looked up at her lieutenant, her ire transferring to him.  “Why did you 

not tell me of this?” 

Luther bowed a little.  “It seemed to be an inconsequential encounter, my 

queen,” he said with significance behind his voice.   

 Eric understood well what Luther’s tone meant.  In fact, the meeting between 

Compton and himself had been Felipe’s idea and fully sanctioned by Freyda.  They’d 
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both wanted to gauge Eric’s level of dismay over the news that Sookie was pregnant 

again.   

And Compton had very much enjoyed passing on that news.  Luckily, Eric had 

been able to keep his emotions in check at the time, showing only indifference to the 

information.  Once he began monitoring Luther’s computer, he saw communications 

between Felipe and Luther discussing the encounter.   

 Freyda’s arctic eyes glinted with recognition as she realized that she’d been 

getting upset over a meeting that she’d helped to orchestrate.  She tried to brush it off.  

“I believe I have met Compton—briefly—but it would be best to be more proactive in 

fostering a closer relationship between such an important vampire and Oklahoma.”  

She looked at Eric with narrowed eyes.  “Since he was once your underling,” she paused, 

“you will arrange for us to have a meeting with him during the next summit.”  

 “Of course, your majesty,” Eric said coolly.    

 Just as Freyda was about to speak again, movement from across the room got her 

attention.  “Excellent!  She exclaimed.  “The blood for the toast is here!” 

 

 As soon as Freyda saw that everyone in the room had been delivered a glass, she 

rose and stood tall.  She made sure that her dress framed her body perfectly before she 

spoke.   
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“My dear guests,” she said, as graciously as she was capable, considering the fact 

that most of the beings in the room were decidedly beneath her, “my beloved consort 

and I welcome you to our home.  We are grateful for your presence at our little event 

and for your continued support!  Now, let us raise our glasses to celebrate the 

Yuletide—what my people called the Jul!” 

 Almost as one, the group raised their glasses.  With frustration, Freyda noted 

that Eric’s expression was sour as he lifted his.   

 She steeled herself, looked away from him, and took of sip of what she called 

“sparkling blood.”  She’d had the human engineer, whom she’d hired to create her 

fountain, heavily glamoured to forget all about his invention—after he’d perfected the 

machine and given her his plans, of course.  Thus, she held the “patent”—at least the 

vampire version of such things—on the fountain.  And—to make sure that the fountains 

couldn’t be copied—she’d had a witch place a spell on each device.  That idea—she had 

to admit—had been Luther’s.       

Luther had also suggested that she produce the fountains only rarely, and she’d 

listened to him about that too.  At his urging, she’d spread the manufacturing of the 

components around so that they were made in various facilities; in fact, the producing 

companies had no idea what they were making!  Mechanically inclined, Luther was the 

only one who knew how to put the parts together to make the finished products.   
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Given their rarity and demand, Freyda got over a hundred requests from other 

monarchs and wealthy vampires for the fountains each year.  However, since she 

wanted to maintain the exclusive nature of the fountains, she sold only three a year—at 

the hefty price of a quarter of a million apiece.  So far—she’d had no complaints about 

the price tag being too high.   

In addition, she also curried favor from others by giving one away every now 

and then.  Felipe and Sean had both been the recipients of her generosity in the past.   

 She licked her lips.  Her sparkling blood concoction tasted even better than 

usual, and—from the enthusiastic gushing of her vampire guests—she could tell that 

they agreed!  Only one vampire present seemed to not be enjoying the blood: her 

consort.  She couldn’t help but to be a little crushed by Eric’s lack of enthusiasm.  She’d 

noticed, in the past years, that he seemed to favor B-negative blood; at least, that was 

the kind of TrueBlood he ordered by the case load, though why he needed it—with all 

the donors he bit and fucked—was beyond her.     

 Freyda turned toward Eric—the only vampire whom she had ever truly craved.   

The very vampire who should have felt grateful for her interest!   

 “Is the sparkling blood not to your liking, my husband?” she asked him, trying 

to make her tone pleasant. 

 “I had something fresher earlier,” he answered with a smirk. 

 She scoffed.  “Yes—Belladonna.” 
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 “She used to be your favorite—was she not?” Eric asked with false innocence.  

 “Yes—at least until earlier this evening,” Freyda said with a scowl.  She glared at 

him.  “Until she came to my suite dressed only in the very expensive dress shirt I 

bought for you to wear tonight—smelling of your cum and,” she paused, “your 

shampoo.  Tell me—did you glamour her to come straight to me?  Why do you enjoy 

tormenting me so?” she asked dramatically, though she kept her voice low. 

 Eric’s smirk was back.  “It was not meant as torment.  I was simply sending you 

a message, your majesty.”   

 Freyda hissed.  “What message?” 

 “That I didn’t care for your wardrobe selection.” 

 She growled a little. 

 “I must say—your Belladonna very much enjoys a,” he paused, “refreshing 

shower.  Tell me—have you ever shared one with her?” 

 Freyda frowned.  “Please,” she sighed, almost as if in defeat, “could you just be 

civil—this once?”  She took another sip of her drink and looked at him pleadingly.  “We 

have the better part of two hundred years left to be with each other.” 

 “The better part indeed,” he said, grinning now. 

 “It could be,” she entreated, unable to hide her desperate hope from him.  “Eric, if 

you would just accept everything that I wish to give you, you and I would be gloriously 

happy together.” 
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 “Accept?  Hmmm.  It seems to me that acceptance could be either a positive or a 

negative thing.  However, it is positive only when it is preceded by choice.  And we both 

know that it was not my choice to marry you.” 

 “Eric, please.  Stop this,” Freyda begged.  “What do you want—for me to 

publicly apologize for the way you and I came together?  Will that sate your anger?” 

 Eric tilted his head a little and regarded her.  Immediately, Freyda felt heated by 

his gaze, and her core began to moisten.  She couldn’t help herself.  So many of her 

thoughts had centered on Eric Northman during the previous fifteen years.  She’d met 

him at her coronation—where he’d been Sophie-Anne’s representation.   

From the moment Freyda had seen Eric, she’d been captivated by the one-time 

Viking.  His confidence and beauty had drawn her interest.  His aloofness—even then—

had aroused her appetite for a challenge.  She’d approached him with several offers 

over the years—first for just her body and then, later, for a position in her kingdom.  

But he’d denied her.   

 Unable to imagine another scenario, she’d thought that he was merely playing 

hard to get. 

Only out of desperation had she written to Eric’s maker a decade before; 

however, Appius had not returned her communications for years.  When he did, 

Appius had been so accommodating that Freyda felt certain that Eric would be equally 

excited about a match.   
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However, he hadn’t been.   

On the contrary, he’d spent months looking for ways out of the—thankfully 

ironclad—agreement that Freyda had made with Appius.    

 Freyda took another sip of her blood, looking at Eric coyly over the rim of her 

glass.     

She hated that her body yearned for his.  He should have been anxious to come to 

her bed whenever she pleased!  After all, she was queen!  And she was beautiful!  Yes!  

He should have been the one who was yearning—aching!       

But Eric had demanded that a clause be written into their marriage contract, 

specifying that they have sex only yearly—the minimum requirement in order to 

reaffirm their alliance.  She’d had the clause amended to indicate that if they both 

consented, the clause could be set aside at any time. 

 She’d had no doubt—especially when she’d met dowdy little Sookie 

Stackhouse—that she’d have Eric in her bed fulltime within a fortnight of their 

wedding.  But that hadn’t happened.   

 Even their yearly encounters had been unsatisfactory to her.  She’d never forget 

her anticipation after their marriage ceremony.  She’d insisted upon a blood exchange; 

he’d resisted the idea, but since she’d made sure to put the requirement into their 

marriage contract, he couldn’t deny her. 
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   Encouragingly, though it had not been in the contract, he’d agreed to a public 

consummation after the wedding ceremony.  Giddily, she’d spent much time making 

sure that their first joining would be amazing—the perfect mixture of tastefulness and 

eroticism.  She’d invited only the highest ranking vampires in her own state and a few 

fellow monarchs, including Felipe, to stay to watch them join their bodies.   

Perhaps foolishly, she’d hoped that their souls would be joined as well.   

 She’d heard that red was Eric’s favorite color, so she’d had a beautiful, sheer 

crimson wedding gown made for herself by Vera—Vera Wang, of course.  All of the 

vampires in the palace had had difficulty keeping their fangs up at the sight of her—

except for Eric.  

 However, despite this, everything had seemed to be going so well.  The wedding 

ceremony had been completed and the blood drank.  After that, red chiffon curtains, 

made out of the same material as her gown, had been drawn around them.  

Unabashedly, Eric had quickly stripped off his clothing, and he’d been as magnificent 

as she’d hoped he would be.  

 No—he’d been exponentially more glorious than she’d imagined.    

 She had swiped the straps of her gown from her shoulders, and it had fluttered 

to the floor.  He’d looked at her from top to bottom, and his assessment had made her 

wet with anticipation.   
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And then he’d said words that she would never forget.  He’d closed his eyes and 

asked her if she believed that sex was about pleasure.  He’d begun to stroke himself to 

an erection as he’d waited for her response.  She’d watched him touch himself for a 

while before she’d responded that she did indeed believe that sex was about pleasure.  

He’d opened his eyes and cocked his head to the side, even as he’d continued 

pleasuring his own cock.  Her fangs bared, she’d been literally dripping for him by 

then.   

 And then he’d asked her if she felt that each being was ultimately responsible for 

his or her own pleasure.  So taken with watching his slow, sensual thrusts into his own 

hand, she’d not questioned his query.  She’d merely nodded and licked her lips.   

“I agree fully,” he’d said as he approached her.  “Therefore, I will seek my own 

pleasure, and you will be responsible for yours.”   

 With those words, he’d used his superior strength to capture her body and spin 

her around and then onto her knees.  In the next moment, he had thrust into her from 

behind.  For approximately a minute, he’d stretched her deliciously, and she’d felt what 

it was like to be dominated by a thousand-year-old vampire.  Though she had been 

hoping for something more “romantic,” she’d given herself over to the pleasure she felt 

as he pounded into her.      

And then—suddenly—he’d shuddered and withdrawn.  His expression had 

been cold as she’d gotten up from her knees and turned to face him.   
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“Pity,” he’d said loud enough for all present to hear, “I sought my own pleasure, 

but found none.”  And—with that—he’d left the ballroom, leaving her wanting.  To add 

insult to injury, he’d gestured for two fangbangers to follow him as he’d gone.   

 Needless to say, her couplings with Eric had been private since then—private, 

but no more intimate.  She’d done everything she could think of to sway him.  She’d 

tried seduction.  She’d tried kindness.  She’d tried coercion—even going so far as to 

threaten that she would ask Felipe to fire Pam as Sheriff of Area 5. 

Eric had laughed in her face at that. 

She scoffed and took another drink.  Three years before, she’d tried limiting 

Eric’s access to her stable of donors, but he always managed to find plenty of willing 

women outside the palace when she banned him from the women within.  After that, 

she’d tried leaving him alone for months to let him “get used” to his situation.  And 

then, she’d tried demanding that they have nightly meetings.   

 Yet Eric seemed intent to pine over his slut of a human wife!  His ex-wife!   

Throughout their years together, Freyda had become certain that the way to 

Eric’s heart was to prove to him that Sookie Stackhouse wasn’t worthy of his devotion!  

She’d tried for years to help Eric to understand.  And then she’d decided to eliminate 

her competition—once and for all.     

Seven years before, when the telepath had taken up with a shifter—of all 

things—Freyda had been gleeful.  Not only was Sookie’s paramour a mongrel, but also 
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Merlotte was the very mongrel that Eric had blackmailed not to pursue his ex-wife!  

However, even the birth of Sookie’s female pup didn’t sway Eric to accept his new life.   

 Not long after that, Freyda had convinced Felipe to send Quinn to Louisiana 

with orders to seduce Sookie.  The Were-tiger and the telepath had had a past together; 

however, Felipe had assured Freyda that Quinn and Sookie had left things on good 

terms.  Thus—just as Freyda had hoped—Sookie had been quick to allow Quinn back 

into her life, but the inept Were-tiger hadn’t been able to stay there.     

When the automobile accident that Freyda had arranged killed the shifter—

instead of Sookie—the queen had been doubly livid.  Obviously, she’d been enraged 

that Sookie had survived.  Moreover, by killing Merlotte, the idiot drunk driver had 

eliminated the person who seemed to be the best able to hold the telepath’s attention.   

The only ray of light in that situation had been that Compton had managed to 

get his blood back into Sookie, and he was well on his way to enthralling her again.  

Freyda smiled a little.  Yes.  A meeting between Bill, Eric, and herself at the next summit 

would prove to be diverting—indeed—if Bill could share the “good news” of a 

reconciliation with Sookie.   

She thought of various possibilities for that meeting as she finished her drink.  

Perhaps Bill might even bring Sookie!  They could arrange a double date—as humans 

might say!  Or—if that weren’t possible—Bill could wear something with Sookie’s scent 
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on it.  Or—even better—he could wear a garment teeming with the scent of their sex.  

Yes—that would serve Eric right!   

“Will you have another glass of blood, my queen?” Eric asked from next to her. 

Freyda was momentarily taken aback, given Eric’s address and his suddenly 

“kind” tone. 

“Yes,” she said.  “I would enjoy another.  Thank you,” she responded, smiling 

sincerely at her consort. 

Eric motioned toward one of the wait staff, who immediately approached with 

another glass.   

“Will you join me for a dance later?” Freyda asked with a bit of trepidation.  Eric 

had never agreed to dance with her before, but she always tried.     

“Yes,” Eric said.  “Later—you and I will surely dance.” 

 

 The phone in Desmond’s pocket vibrated.  He didn’t bother to check the message 

as he saw Diantha reentering the ballroom.  It was—as they say—show time.  Desmond 

had to hand it to the Vampire Council.  They did work fast.  Of course, their work ethic 

might have had something to do with Nargal being there.   

 Though Freyda’s ridiculous movie wasn’t set to begin until midnight, the large 

television at the side of the room came on at precisely 10:15.  Appearing on the large 
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screen was the most chilling scene from Black Christmas.  Over the loud volume, 

Desmond could hear Freyda asking what was going on.  

 Luther quickly moved to turn off the large contraption; however, the power 

button wasn’t working.  And a remote control couldn’t be found either.  A few 

vampires asked—logically—why the television couldn’t just be unplugged; however, 

the device was so state-of-the-art that it had a back-up battery, so unplugging it would 

do no good.   

Ordered by Freyda, Luther left the room, promising to sort things out in the 

control room, which was where the film was being managed.   

Desmond just hoped that whatever rigging Diantha had done there would last 

long enough.  He noticed that many of the vampires in the ballroom were now 

watching the horror film with interest, as they could sense—from the supposedly chilling 

music—that the climactic moment of the scene was approaching.  A college girl—one of 

the members of a terrorized sorority house—was trying to keep the killer on the phone 

long enough for the police to trace the call.  However, the call was pinpointed to the 

very building in which she was cowering!   

It was just as the horror of her situation settled onto the face of the girl that the 

movie suddenly cut off.  Moments later, the figure of Roman Zimojic was seen.  Well-

known by most of the vampires in the room, Roman had been the representative of the 

Moshup Clan for more than a century.  
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 “Roman?” came 

Freyda’s surprised voice 

as she looked at the 

television screen.  

 Obviously unable 

to see or hear anything in 

the room that was viewing 

his broadcast, Zimojic began issuing what sounded like a carefully-crafted press 

statement.   

 At the same time, Eric prepared himself to stop and restrain Freyda—if the 

queen tried to interrupt the broadcast.  However, she seemed frozen in place, as were 

all the other vampires in the room.     

 “Good evening,” Roman said.  “The Vampire Council feels obligated to inform 

the vampires of Oklahoma about some disturbing news that has come to our attention 

this night.   

“Freyda, Queen of Oklahoma, has been found guilty of breaking the marriage 

contract she made with Eric Northman, formerly the Sheriff of Area 5 of Louisiana.  

Indisputable evidence of the queen’s plans to kill the telepath of Louisiana—the Angel of 

Rhodes—Sookie Stackhouse, has come to light.  And, just as disturbing, it has been 
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found that Felipe de Castro, King of Nevada, Louisiana, and Arkansas has been 

complicit in the queen’s illicit actions as well.  To serve justice, the Vampire Council 

hereby decrees the following:   

“One—King Felipe de Castro has been found to be in breach of contract for his 

collusion with Queen Freyda.  A fine of one million dollars has been levied, payable 

within one week’s time, to Eric Northman.  In addition, the king will be required to pay 

ten million dollars to the Vampire Council for breaking a contract certified by this body.     

“Two—the marriage of Queen Freyda and Eric Northman is hereby dissolved.  

In fact, this Council further resolves that Queen Freyda never intended to adhere to the 

contract!  For that offence, the marriage contract will be nullified fully—as if it never 

happened.  This Council orders that the queen pay Mr. Northman punitive 

remunerations equaling one-half of her personal assets.    

“Finally—during the attempted murder of the telepath, Sookie Stackhouse, this 

Council declares that Queen Freyda committed a blood offense against her bonded and 

her kin.  As there is some question over whether Mr. Northman’s bond with the 

telepath remains intact, Sookie Stackhouse’s supernatural sponsor, Desmond 

Cataliades, is hereby issued—by order of the Vampire Council—with the authority to 

proclaim whatever punishment he sees fit for this blood offense.  

“The findings of this Council are unchallengeable and not appealable.” 



 
217 

With that, Roman bowed slightly, the broadcast ended, and a hush fell over the 

room.   

“What have you done?  What the fuck is going on here!” Freyda screeched after 

almost a minute.  She looked at Eric accusingly. 

“The content of the broadcast seemed clear enough to me,” Eric said casually.  

“Yes—it was quite clear to me.” 

“You!” Freyda shrieked, pointing at Eric.  “You will stay married to me!  Your 

maker arranged. . . .” 

Eric interrupted her, even as he saw Kenshin, Diantha, Betty Joe, and Isabel 

moving into position around Freyda’s guards.  “Appius arranged for many things 

concerning my life—the last of which was a forced marriage to you.  However, now,” he 

paused.  “I. Am. Free.”  Eric’s eyes seemed like midnight as he looked over Freyda’s 

shoulder.  She used one of her mirrors to follow his gaze to the being that held her fate 

in his hands: Desmond Cataliades. 

“What say you?” Eric asked loudly. 

Desmond stepped forward.  “For taking my goddaughter’s blood, I proclaim that 

Freyda should receive the final death,” he said in a low tone—though most in the room 

could hear him perfectly well.  “I would be honored if you meted out the punishment, 

Viking,” Desmond paused, “for the blood offense was against you as well.”    
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 “No!” Freyda yelled frantically.  “You cannot do this!  Death will not come to me 

because of a worthless blood-bag!”  She looked back at Eric.  “And—if you do this—it 

will be treason!” 

He shook his head.  “No.  It is no longer treason for me to kill you.  In fact, I see it 

as a public fucking service.” 

With that, he withdrew his sword from its sheath.  Even as her guards seemed 

frozen, Freyda tried to run; however, she was so much younger than the Viking that she 

had no chance of escape.  Added to that fact, the trace of Fae blood in her system made 

her more sluggish than she normally would have been.  She tripped as she moved off 

the dais.  And when she straightened herself, it was to see a wall of Viking between her 

and the door. 

Desperately, Freyda looked around her.  The room was teeming with vampires—

vampires who were supposed to be her followers!   

Yet none of them were acting on her behalf.  Between the broadcast from Roman 

and the semi-demon’s words, many of them still seemed to be stunned.  She teetered a 

little more on her heels.   

“Luther!” she shrieked, even as she recalled that he’d left before the broadcast 

began.  She looked around again.  “Seize him!  Kill him!” she screeched toward her 

guards and the others in the room.  “Fight for your queen!”   
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In that moment, movement began around the ballroom.  Freyda saw a flash of 

light, which her mind told her was demon fire.  But her eyes were now focused on a 

more terrifying glow: Eric’s eyes.  He was moving closer, and those eyes meant only 

one thing: death.   

Hers. 

“I will free you—uh—of the marriage contract,” she stammered desperately. 

He shook his head and raised his sword.   

“I am already free,” he responded coldly.  “Finally free.” 

Those were the last words Freyda, Queen of Oklahoma, ever heard. 

 

Luther had moved quickly to the control room in the basement in order to deal 

with the video feed.  When he got there, he knew immediately that something was 

amiss.  Both of the vampire attendants seemed out of sorts, and there were a dozen 

empty glasses in the room.   

“What goes on here?” Luther demanded. 

The errant vampires immediately sat up straighter.   

“Lieutenant, what do you mean?” one asked with what sounded like a little 

hiccup. 

“You idiots have messed up the video feed to the ballroom.  The queen ordered 

that the horror film she selected begin at precisely midnight!  Can either of you imbeciles 
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explain why it started broadcasting at 10:15—and why it began in the middle of the 

film?” Luther asked with frustration.   

“No.  We didn’t do anything,” one of the vampires slurred. 

“Idiots!  You’ll be in silver for your incompetence!” Luther shouted as he moved 

over to the control panel.  It was a mess—strewn with empty champagne flutes.   

Looking at the clearly inebriated vampires, Luther picked up one of the empty 

flutes to examine it.  It seemed just like the ones being served upstairs.  He inhaled 

deeply.  Yes—it was the same as the blood upstairs.   

Unconsciously, Luther licked his lips.  Freyda always made a great effort when 

she formulated the mixture for her blood fountain.  And she spared no expense.  This 

time, she’d used the newest incarnation of Royalty Blended as her base since it—like 

other synthetic bloods—contained a needed preservative.  To her base Freyda, had 

added fresh B-negative blood.  She’d gathered dozens of B-negative humans and had 

been banking their blood donations for almost a year.  The finished product had been 

divine.   

Luther furrowed his brow as he looked again at the two vampires in the control 

room.  Their heads were now lulling from side to side, and they were looking at each 

other as if ready to attack or fuck.   

Yes.  Unquestionably, they were smashed!  Of course, gorging on “good” blood 

always created feelings of euphoria and lust in vampires, but the two vampires hadn’t 
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drunk that much.  Even drinking a half a dozen flutes each, they would have only taken 

in a pint or so of “real” blood.  Could they have gorged themselves before they arrived 

for work?    

Trying to unravel the mystery swarming in his head, Luther sniffed the flute 

once more.  The two vampires in the room with him were generally competent, and 

Luther had entrusted them with important roles because of that.  He sniffed more 

deeply.   

The flute smelled almost of—could it be?  Fairy?  He’d caught the scent of only 

one in his long life, and he’d chased that scent until his maker had pulled him to safety 

right before dawn.  Could it be?  

“Leave!” he ordered the two vampires.   

Immediately, they obeyed, and—not five seconds later—Luther heard ripping 

clothes and growls of lust in the hallway.  Given the fact that neither of the two men in 

the hall were known for enjoying homosexual encounters, their uninhibited behavior 

added fuel to Luther’s theory.      

He slammed the door to the soundproof room and took out his disposable phone 

to dial Felipe, even as he looked at the control panel.  He quickly found the feed to the 

television in the ballroom and turned off the Blu-ray function.  He glanced at the bank 

of monitors to his left, which showed the various camera angles of the ballroom.  The 

room’s occupants all seemed to be turned toward the television as if riveted; however, 
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just as he was about to recheck that he’d—indeed—turned off the Blu-ray disk, his call 

connected.   

Luther turned toward the door of the little room, not wanting to look at his 

beloved Freyda as he betrayed her.   

Regardless of how it may have seemed, Luther truly did adore his queen—more 

than almost anything.  However, he was tired of her fawning over Northman—tired of 

being second best.  He’d proven his loyalty again and again, yet she still showed him 

little affection, using him only to alleviate the snubbing she received from Northman.   

Thus, Luther had become Felipe’s spy.  He knew that Felipe planned to 

eventually do away with Freyda; however, the lieutenant hoped to be able to twist the 

situation so that he could save his queen—save his beloved—even as he got rid of 

Northman!  Then she would have to acknowledge the lengths he would go to for her.  

She would have to love him!        

 “Luther!” Felipe said with a snarl.  “I suppose you are calling about the farce of 

a judgment just handed down by the Vampire Council.” 

“What?” Luther asked, clearly confused.  “No—I was calling to request your 

council about a potential problem at Freyda’s ball.”   

“What else has happened?” Felipe asked with frustration.  “And are you where 

we may speak freely.”   
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“Yes, my king; I am in a private place.  I believe that someone has tampered with 

the blood being served here tonight,” Luther reported, still confused, especially over 

Felipe’s use of the words, “what else.”   

“Tampered with—how?  Poisoned?” the king asked.  “Elf blood?”  

‘No,” Luther responded.  “I think it’s Fae blood.” 

Clearly unconcerned, Felipe chuckled.  “Freyda probably added that herself.  

Stupid bitch!” 

Luther recoiled, disliking that his beloved had been called by a disparaging 

name.  However, he said nothing about that.  “Your majesty, I do not think she did.  I 

have a feeling that someone might be trying to incapacitate us.  I had some of the blood, 

and—now that I have analyzed my own state—I can tell you that I am not at full 

aptitude.  I suspect the semi-demon is responsible.” 

“Hmm,” Felipe mused.  “Sound theory—especially given the Council’s decrees.” 

“Sir—you have spoken of the Council twice now.  I am afraid that I don’t know 

what you’re talking about.” 

Felipe scoffed.  “Bill Compton—the weaselly bastard—betrayed both Freyda and 

myself.  And—worse yet—he is dead!  Thus, I cannot take pleasure in torturing the 

turncoat.” 

“What?” Luther asked in shock.   
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“A member of the Vampire Council phoned me minutes before you did.  

Apparently, someone—I’m guessing Northman—has provided them with audio 

evidence that Compton was in collusion with Freyda and myself.  They knew of the 

plot to take Sookie’s son—though they seemed unaware that the child is a telepath, 

which is a slight comfort.  They also knew of Freyda’s attempt on Sookie’s life—that 

damned ill-planned and ill-carried-out automobile accident.  They’ve nullified my 

contract with Northman.  And I have been fined eleven million dollars altogether.” 

“And Freyda?” 

“I am unsure.  I thought that you were calling to report what the Council had 

done to sanction her.  I would imagine that—at the very least—her marriage contract to 

Northman is no more.  I would also imagine that a similar fine to mine has been 

imposed.”  He paused.  “As I said, I feel that your instinct about the demon is correct.  

When I asked who had brought the case, since Northman is in Oklahoma, I was told 

that it was Nargal.” 

“The semi-demon’s brother,” Luther said with recognition.   

Luther turned back to look at the monitors, and what he saw turned his blood 

cold.  Northman was standing in front of his beloved, his sword drawn and his pose 

threatening.   

“I must go!” he yelled. 
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“No!” Felipe responded.  “You must listen!  You are one of the closest agents that 

I have to the Stackhouse woman.  Northman has made a miscalculation.  Now that my 

contract with him is void, I am not longer responsible for Miss Stackhouse’s protection, 

nor must I stay away from her.  I want you to go get her and bring her to me—

immediately.” 

Torn, Luther looked at one of the monitors and saw that Northman was talking 

to someone; however, he couldn’t tell to whom he spoke. 

“I must protect my queen!” Luther yelled into the phone. 

“No—you must prove your alliance with me—tonight!  Right now!  Queen 

Freyda will no longer be a part of my plans.  She was to keep Northman distracted and 

contained, and it is clear that she has failed!  You will do as I say.” 

“Yes, your majesty,” Luther said before hanging up.  He sped out of the room, 

ignoring the two large male vampires fucking in the hallway.   

Luther felt sluggish to a certain extent, but moved as fast as he could.  He would 

follow the king’s orders, but only after he protected his beloved and eliminated Eric 

Northman from the face of the earth for good.   

 

As everyone in the ballroom had watched Roman’s broadcast with rapt 

attention, Desmond hadn’t been able to conceal his smile.  Not only had Nargal 
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delivered the evidence to the Vampire Council, but also he’d somehow managed to 

persuade them that Desmond should be the one to pass Freyda’s sentence!   

The semi-demon ventured that Nargal had convinced them by showing some 

teeth—both literally and figuratively.  But—despite Desmond’s surprise—it was an 

appropriate outcome.  After all, he was the representative of Sookie’s Fae kin in the 

human realm.  Moreover—though the Vampire Council could not have known about 

it—Sookie did carry Desmond’s own blood, which was evidenced by her telepathy.  

Yes.  It was a just outcome.   

As he anticipated the battle to come, Desmond felt more invigorated than he had 

in years.  In fact, he’d not been so giddy since he was around forty years old—when he 

was called upon by Nargal to help with a little skirmish against a group of wood elves.  

His smile increased at the memory; that day—so long ago—it had been very clear that 

fire trumped wood.   

After Roman’s broadcast, no one seemed willing to move for a few moments—

except for the stalking Viking and his prey, a duo which held everyone’s attention.  

Well—almost everyone’s.  Wisely, the wily Margaret quickly shepherded her 

people—most of whom were humans—out of the room as the energy began to change 

from stunned silence to deadly electricity. 



 
227 

Desmond had a thought as he reached into his jacket and thumbed his favorite 

weapon.  Perhaps, he should ask Margaret out on a date.  After all, he already knew 

that she was an excellent cook.   

That thought was put on hold, however, when Eric asked him for his “sentence” 

for the queen.  As the semi-demon relished in giving his deadly judgment, he noticed 

that Diantha, Betty Joe, Isabel, and one of the Oklahoma sheriffs were moving to take 

up flanking positions around the dais.    

He did the same.  

Not long after Desmond had spoken, Freyda yelled for Luther, who was still 

absent from the ballroom.  Then she tried her guards, who finally woke up.   

Seemingly out of nowhere, many swords and knives were produced.  For his 

own part, Desmond withdrew a retractable wooden rod from his jacket pocket.  His 

favorite weapon, the short staff had been a gift from Fintan, and it had kept him safe for 

many years.  He shook the object once, and it expanded to around three feet long; the 

wood was from Faerie and the magic instilled within it made it as strong as steel.   

By far, the individual in the ballroom who seemed most concerned for Freyda 

was the king of Nebraska; however, when he tried to run at Eric from across the room, a 

well-timed and well-placed fireball from Diantha sent him flying back across it and into 

a wall.   
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Desmond felt a swell of pride in his chest as he glanced at his niece, who had one 

hand poised to shoot another fireball even as she waved a large bowie knife 

threateningly with her other hand.  The semi-demon smiled.  He’d given that knife to 

his niece as a gift about a decade before.  He’d infused it with his own magic and love.  

He couldn’t help but to note that she looked particularly beautiful and deadly as she 

wielded it.  He sighed.  She looked like her mother.    

Desmond’s attention moved back to the dais as the queen begged for her life.  

Moments later, with an upward swipe of his sword, Eric abruptly ended their “talk.” 

The little skirmishes that had broken out in the room suddenly stopped as 

everyone watched the spectacle that would—most certainly—be the queen’s last.  Eric’s 

swing couldn’t have been more perfectly angled.  And because of it, Freyda’s head flew 

dramatically into the air and above the dais—her beautiful blond locks swirling as her 

head flipped and spun—before coming to a perfect landing on the seat of her horrible 

throne.   



 
229 

 

Desmond could not recall a more splendidly poetic—even whimsical—act of 

violence.  And the look on Freyda’s face—before it started to disintegrate, at least—was 

“sublime.”  Her lips were fixed into an “O” shape and her bright blue eyes were 

glassy—wide with fear and shock.  Indeed—it was perfect!   

The semi-demon couldn’t help but to wish that vampires were like demons in 

that they didn’t decompose at their deaths.  He would have enjoyed stuffing and 

mounting Freyda’s head onto his wall—if Eric didn’t want that honor.  Sadly, however, 

both parts of the queen’s body soon turned into sludge.  
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Desmond wanted to drop his staff and applaud.  One thing was for certain: the 

Viking had flare!   

For a moment, the room was deadly silent as all the vampires and other beings 

absorbed that the queen had just died.  But—that moment didn’t last long, and soon the 

room was astir as the vampires chose which side to be on. 

As Desmond eyed one of Freyda’s personal guards, who was staring at him in 

return, he used the mirrors to monitor the other goings-on in the ballroom.  

Immediately, about a third of the vampires—seventeen by Desmond’s count—made 

clear moves to support Eric.  They rallied around the dais, using it—and Eric—as their 

central point.  Even better, based on the size of their voids, Desmond knew that the 

vampires in Eric’s group were among the oldest in the room.  The lawyer couldn’t help 

but to be impressed.  In his seven years in Oklahoma, which was a very short period in 

“vampire-time,” Eric had managed to inspire much loyalty among the state’s strongest 

vampires.     

Meanwhile, a group of around fifteen, composed of Freyda’s personal guards, 

Micah Giles, a few other Area 1 vampires, and the Nebraska king’s retinue, quickly 

rallied around the king, who had recovered from being shot across the room and was 

now brushing himself off, even as he stared at Eric with murder in his eyes.   

Not willing to choose sides, a few vampires had slipped out of the ballroom; 

however, Desmond was most pleased by the behavior of the youngest vampires still 
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present.  The “spiked punch” had clearly affected them the most, and more than one 

corner of the room was quickly filling with young vampires, who seemed more 

concerned with sating their sexual lust—as opposed to their bloodlust.  A few of the 

braver—or stupider—fangbangers had joined them, but most of the humans were 

leaving the ballroom as fast as they could.         

“I am going to take your head, Viking!” the king of Nebraska fumed.  Desmond 

knew that Sean McGowan was several centuries younger than Northman, but he was 

still formidable.   

Eric looked at the Nebraska king with a devilish glint in his eye.  “Tell me, Sean,” 

he asked with sarcasm, as he gestured toward the king’s kilt, “are you going to moon 

me before the fighting begins?  I so enjoyed that part of Braveheart, and I just don’t get to 

fight a man in a kilt much anymore.”  He grinned.  “I’d hate to miss it.”   

Sean growled and then let out an inhuman battle-cry as he launched himself at 

Eric.  Diantha shot another fireball, but this one missed the king and hit one of the 

Christmas trees. 

A few seconds before the room’s sprinkler system turned on, steel clashed 

against steel as Sean and Eric began to put on a swordplay clinic.  However—sadly—

Desmond didn’t have time to enjoy it as one of Freyda’s vampire guards zipped toward 

him.  Using his briefcase as a shield, Desmond deflected the guard’s sword and then 
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spun around before delivering a blow to the back of the vampire’s head that clearly 

crushed his skull.    

Sadly, Desmond didn’t get to finish the guard off, for, in the next moment, Sandy 

Sechrest launched herself at him, knocking his briefcase from his hand; however, that 

just freed up Desmond to hit her with one of his fireballs.  Though his fiery weapons 

weren’t as strong as his niece’s, Sandy was thrown back about ten feet because of his 

fire-burst.  She landed on her ass with a loud thump and skidded across the quickly 

dampening floor.   

Desmond grinned.  Her squeal as she landed was a satisfying sound! 

When Sandy got up, she launched herself back into the fray—this time in the 

opposite direction from him. 

Again, Desmond grinned. 

In one of the mirrors, the semi-demon saw the Sheriff of Area 1, Micah Giles, 

trying to sneak up on him.  Desmond spun around in time to block the vampire’s sword 

with his staff.  He fired one of his fireballs at the vampire, but the vampire was able to 

dodge the burst.  Desmond fired another, but—again—the vampire proved his 

quickness and agility.  For a few minutes, the two were at a virtual stand-off as Micah 

was forced to keep his distance but still managed to avoid Desmond’s fiery weapons.   

Using his cunning, Desmond fired two weak fireballs in quick succession, 

knowing that Micah would perceive him as being tired and come closer.  He was not 
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wrong.  Sensing victory, Micah launched himself straight at Desmond.  The semi-

demon lifted his cane and incanted a single Fae word: ægorë.  It meant “open.”   

Immediately, pointed spears pushed through both ends of his staff, and 

Desmond thrust his weapon upward to meet his opponent’s move—and his heart.  The 

semi-demon’s aim was true, and the wooden point did its job well.  Desmond pulled his 

weapon from the bursting vampire and turned to face another.   

 

Eric was enjoying his watery fight with the Nebraska king immensely.  Sean 

McGowan might have been an insufferable ass, but he was not incompetent.  In fact, he 

was quite skilled with the sword, and the rumors that he had been a fierce Gaelic 

warrior during his human days had not been exaggerated.   

Even as he battled with his opponent, Eric used the mirrors to keep an eye on the 

happenings in the rest of the room.  Kenshin and the other vampires of Areas 2 and 3 

had already dispatched most of Freyda’s guards, and the samurai looked as fierce as 

always.  Not surprisingly, the Sheriff of Area 4 was nowhere to be seen, and his people 

were participating in the orgies that had broken out in the corners of the ballroom.  

They—and the other younglings writhing together—had little care of the battle raging 

in the rest of the ballroom.   

Eric smiled as he enjoyed the sensation of bloodlust flowing through him.  Had 

he been a younger vampire, he might have been drawn to the orgies himself.  But he 
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was not young.  And he was no longer interested in such lurid activities.  They were for 

beings without the boon he’d been gifted by the gods.  They were for beings without a 

beloved mate and children to see to.   

No—Eric was not tempted by the smell of sex in the air, but he did celebrate in 

the scent of the blood he’d drawn.  Even as he’d brawled with Sean McGowan, he and 

the Nebraska king had been forced to deal with others who had interrupted their fray.  

McGowan had killed at least one of Kenshin’s vampires, while Eric had killed two of 

McGowan’s retinue; however, the Viking and the Gael had always impatiently returned 

to their own little “corner” of the battle—after they’d dispatched the “nuisances,” of 

course.     

Eric noticed a flash of light to his side, glanced into the mirror, and celebrated 

inwardly as Diantha blew apart Sandy Sechrest—quite literally!  Producing such a blast, 

however, had clearly weakened the demon; thus, Eric was glad to see Betty Joe and 

Isabel forming ranks around her.  The two lieutenants of his allies had certainly proven 

their weight in gold during the battle, taking out many of the vampires who had joined 

McGowan to avenge Freyda’s death.  Halfway across the ballroom, Eric noticed that 

Cataliades was wielding a double-sided spear as if he were a gladiator.  Eric smirked a 

little.  The semi-demon may have looked like an elderly human, but his skill and power 

were unquestionable. 
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As the water from the sprinklers continued to fall upon them, McGowan 

advanced and lunged, while Eric parried and spun.  Having been taught by many 

masters over the years, Eric knew many botta secretas—or secret techniques that the 

masters would share only with their most worthy students.  Eric lunged until his blade 

was against McGowan’s; then he used a move taught to him by Johannes Liechtenauer 

in the 14th century.  Instead of simply clashing his sword with his opponent’s, Eric kept 

firm contact and glided his blade downward, creating sparks as the two pieces of metal 

scraped against each other.  Having thrown McGowan off-balance a bit, Eric 

disengaged his sword and spun to the other side of his opponent.     

Eric then used a ploy called a feint, where he seemed to be attacking on one line 

before switching to another line.  The move caused just the reaction from McGowan 

that Eric had wanted, and the Viking sensed the exact moment when the Nebraska king 

was vulnerable.  He had hesitated when he should not have, and he would die for it.   

With precision, Eric moved slightly to his left and off of the dais in order to 

ensure his advantage.  Then he spun and slashed upward, using the deadly 

combination of his vampire speed and a tactic taught to him by his own father more 

than a millennium before.   

Eric grinned.  His human father, Ulfrik, really was a grand-fucking-master when 

it came to “brutalizing” with a sword.   
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Eric felt his razor-sharp blade slice almost completely through McGowan’s right 

arm—from armpit to shoulder.  As the Nebraska king yelled out in pain, Eric could 

visualize all of the muscles he’d severed as McGowan lost the ability to grip his sword.  

By the time Eric had spun back around, his opponent’s sword was clanging against the 

floor, and the monarch’s face showed his agony.   

“Oh,” Eric said with false pity, as the king used his left hand to take a short 

dagger out of his belt.  “What a shame.  Your kilt’s all bloody.”   

The Nebraska king snarled and looked at his wound, which was so deep that it 

had almost rend him in two.  

“Even with one arm, I will avenge Freyda’s death!” McGowan yelled. 

Eric took a short beat to nod respectfully to the brave king, who had earned his 

esteem.  And then the Viking launched himself mercilessly at his opponent, taking his 

head just as he’d done Freyda’s earlier. 

 

Luther saw the remains of his beloved Freyda as soon as he entered the ballroom 

through one of the concealed servants’ entrances.  Even from across the room, the 

diamond belt that Freyda had been wearing was a spotlight upon what was left of her.   

Her glorious white gown was now red with watery gore.  

The necklace he’d given her for Christmas—the one she’d told him that she 

would wear to the ball so that he would be reminded of her affection for him—lay 
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uselessly on the floor, surrounded by blood-soaked clumps of her hair.  Luther realized 

that those once silken strands had been cut off along with her head.  

He closed his eyes to the sight.  He wanted to scream.  He wanted to wail.  He 

wanted to shut down.  He wanted to kill.   

But, for a moment, he did nothing.  His body stayed completely still against the 

wall of the room as the water from the sprinklers soaked him through.  He felt the 

energy of the battle being waged around him.  He smelled sex and blood.  His fangs 

clicked downward.   

When he opened his eyes again, it seemed as if they were burning with rage, and 

the object of that rage was Eric Northman, who was busy fighting the Nebraska king.  

Using all his stealth and his knowledge of how the mirrors could be used both to reveal 

and to conceal, Luther began to make his way toward his enemy. 

 

Desmond saw Luther as he entered the room, but he lost sight of the lieutenant 

as Angus, McGowan’s second-in-command, engaged him in battle.  Angus was almost 

as formidable as his king, so for several minutes, Desmond wasn’t able to look for 

Freyda’s shifty lieutenant.     
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Hearing a yell from the Nebraska king, the semi-demon glanced at Eric, who had 

just sliced through a good portion of King McGowan’s arm.  The monarch was at the 

Viking’s mercy.  But it was then that Desmond caught sight of Luther again.  The 

sneaky vampire had positioned himself perfectly in relationship to the mirrors and was 

using the thrones to conceal himself.  Eric’s back was to Luther, and as Freyda’s 

lieutenant made his move between the thrones, Desmond saw that Luther’s path to the 

Viking was clear.  He would be on Eric before the Viking knew he was there!   

 In that moment, the semi-demon heard only his goddaughter’s words in his 

head—only her pleas.   

 “Please, Mr. Cataliades,” she’d beseeched, “make sure Eric lives to come back to 

me.  I need him; my children need him.”   
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 Desmond didn’t pause.  His decision was made even before Sookie’s words had 

finished echoing in his mind.  The semi-demon lowered his own defenses and used all 

of his remaining energy to throw a fireball at Luther.   

He lived only long enough to watch his weapon hit its mark, and then he was no 

more.  

A sacrifice—of love. 

 

 As Sean McGowan’s head hit the floor with a splash, Eric heard a distinct noise: 

the sound of a demon’s fireball whistling through the air next to his ear.   

 The next few things seemed to happen in the same split second.  Eric turned 

around faster than lightening and saw that Luther was dangerously near and poised for 

a kill thrust with a stake.  Before Eric could even think about raising his sword to ward 

off Luther’s blow, the fireball he’d heard crashed into Freyda’s lieutenant, sending him 

reeling toward the mirrored wall behind the thrones.  There was a loud crash as 

Luther’s body broke the glass. 

 Eric began to move toward Luther—to finish off his most formidable remaining 

enemy—but he was stopped by a shrill cry from behind him: Diantha.  He turned in 

time to see the petite demoness hurl a powerful fireball at Angus, McGowan’s second.  

However, the grief in her cry was what had grabbed Eric’s attention.   
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 Lying next to Angus’s now smoldering remains was Desmond Cataliades, his 

body rigid and his eyes wide open.  A large circle of blood was seeping through his 

white tuxedo shirt.   

 Eric closed his eyes momentarily.  Diantha couldn’t have fired the fireball that 

had stopped Luther from killing him.  She didn’t have the angle for the shot. 

 And that could mean only one thing: Sookie’s supernatural sponsor had 

sacrificed his life—for Eric’s.    

 Even as Diantha was fighting her way toward her uncle’s corpse, Eric did the 

same.  Only three of Freyda’s supporters remained, and those were dispatched quickly 

as Eric’s group moved toward their fallen comrade.  

 After Eric sliced through the last vampire standing in his way, he stopped a few 

feet from Desmond Cataliades and sank to his knees to pay homage.  Diantha was 

bowed on the other side of her uncle. 

 “He died saving my life,” Eric said, his voice catching with emotion.  He took off 

his soaked jacket and laid it gently over the wound that had killed the semi-demon. 

 “I know.  I saw,” Diantha responded, much more slowly than she usually spoke.  

“He made his choice,” she said looking up at Eric.  “He died as all Dae wish to die.” 

 “In glorious battle,” Eric said with respect. 

 Diantha nodded.  “Yes that.  And he died saving his kin,” she added with clear 

emotion in her tone.   
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 Though surprised by her words—and the suggestion that Desmond Cataliades 

somehow thought of him as “kin”—Eric still managed to acknowledge them with a nod 

of his own.   

 Kenshin walked slowly over to the grieving pair.     

 Eric stood as he spoke to his friend.  “Report.” 

 Kenshin bowed to Eric respectfully.  “As far as I can tell, you have killed two 

vampire monarchs tonight, but I am guessing that you are not going to take either job,” 

he observed, his Japanese accent thick. 

 “Good guess,” Eric said.  Generally, such an exchange would have drawn a 

smirk from the Viking, but all he could think about was the demon’s sacrifice.  He 

would have to tell Sookie that her godfather had been killed.  He’d have to tell her that 

Desmond Cataliades had died in order to save him. 

 Sensing his friend’s somber mood, Kenshin looked down at the corpse of the 

semi-demon.  “He died bravely.  That fact will be known; I will be just one who tells it.” 

 “Thank you,” Eric and Diantha whispered as one. 

 “Have we eliminated all threats?” Eric asked Kenshin. 

 “Yes,” the samurai said.  “However, Luther has escaped.  He slipped out a 

passage that locked behind him, and I could not follow.  All others who took up their 

swords for the queen are dead.  I sent several of my people to search for Luther, but I 

fear he has slipped into the night.” 
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 Even as Kenshin ordered another one of his people to figure out how to turn off 

the sprinkler system, Eric sighed and pulled his phone from his tuxedo jacket pocket.  

He dialed a number that every high-ranking vampire knew by heart—the Vampire 

Council.   

 After quickly relaying the events of the evening to Roman, he was offered the 

kingships of Oklahoma and Nebraska.   

He declined both.   

Neither territory had enough vampires to stave off a full attack from Felipe.  

Moreover, being a king would put a larger target on his back—and, thereby, on Sookie’s 

back.  No—he would take her and the children into hiding as planned.  And—if Felipe 

found them—the Nevada king would be the one in foreign territory. 

Eric suggested that Kenshin should be offered Oklahoma—if not both monarch-

less states.  Eric figured that the samurai would accept at least one of the kingdoms, if—

for no other reason—than to avoid having to answer to anyone else.   

 As the Viking hung up his own phone, two others rang: Kenshin’s and Diantha’s.  

His hearing allowed him to identify both callers.   

Kenshin’s call was from Salome, another member of the council.  She offered the 

samurai both Oklahoma and Nebraska; however, Kenshin accepted only the former.  

The call was short.   
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 Diantha’s call—which was from Nargal—took longer.  Stoically, she explained 

how her uncle had been killed.  Eric and his other allies moved away a little—to give 

her some space, even if they couldn’t offer her privacy. 

 During the calls, the sprinklers finally cut off, and Betty Joe and Isabel took 

amusement in breaking up the orgies—and in slapping some sense into the “inebriated” 

vampires.    

 As soon as Kenshin hung up, Eric saw that all of the remaining Oklahoma 

vampires were moving to kneel before their new king and offer him fealty—though 

some of the still drunken and half-naked younglings had to be kicked toward the 

worthy monarch by Betty Joe and Isabel.   

Eric sighed.  If the situation had been different, he would have offered Kenshin 

his fealty and allegiance as well, but Eric was ready to leave the state of Oklahoma—

forever.    

 Betty Joe approached Eric.  “I have it on good authority that you may need a ride 

tonight,” she mouthed more than spoke—so that no one else could hear her words.   

 Eric nodded in answer. 

 Betty Joe patted Eric’s arm and looked sadly at Diantha.  “I’m going to change,” 

she said out loud.  Then she mouthed, “Meet me at my SUV when you’re ready.     

 Eric nodded again and walked over to Diantha, who was just hanging up her 

phone. 
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   “My father is coming,” she said solemnly and slowly, though her eyes stayed on 

her uncle.  She shook her head.  “It’s funny but Uncle Desmond always felt as much like 

my dad as my own.”   

 “He was a good man,” Eric agreed somberly.  

 She nodded and quickly brushed away a tear. 

 “Is there anything that you need?” Eric asked quietly, even as some of Kenshin’s 

people moved to pick up Cataliades’s body. 

 Diantha shook her head.  “No.  The new king is going to have my uncle’s body 

taken to a bedroom.  And I will await my father there.”   

 “I will wait with you—if you like,” Eric offered. 

 Diantha shook her head.  “No.  But I thank you.  I would like to be alone for a 

while—to remember him.”  She looked toward the door.  “And others need you.”    

 Eric nodded.  “I am in your debt.  You or your father may contact me at any time.  

And I will come to your service.” 

 Diantha acknowledged his offer and then opened her uncle’s briefcase.  She 

quickly found what she was looking for and held it out for Eric to take.  

 “What is this?” Eric asked. 

 “You must give this to Sookie,” Diantha said.   

 Eric looked at the amulet in his hand.  “What is it?” 
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 “It is my uncle’s legacy.  He had no children, and he always intended for Sookie 

or her children or her children’s children to have what was his.  All that she must do is 

put this amulet on, and the magic within it will instruct her on what to do. 

 Eric took an unneeded breath.  “I will see that she gets it.” 

 “Give her a message too—will you?” 

 Eric nodded.   

“Tell her that I will find her soon—for a visit.   Meanwhile, make sure that she 

knows that my uncle’s death is not her fault.” 

 “Why would she think that?” Eric asked. 

 “She asked him to come here—to make sure that you stayed safe.” 

 Eric closed his eyes. 

 “It is not your fault my uncle is dead either, Viking,” Diantha said with more 

gravitas to her tone than she’d ever demonstrated having before.  She’d lost her sister 

and now her uncle.  She knew that her family needed her more than ever now, and 

Sookie and her people—including the Viking—were a part of that family.   

 “It is kind of you to say that,” Eric said. 

 “It is also true of me to say that,” Diantha returned. 

 Eric nodded respectfully to Diantha and then to Isabel and then to Kenshin 

before taking his leave.  He was careful to be alert for potential danger—especially since 

Luther was still at large—as he zipped to his room.   
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Quickly, he stripped and changed into jeans, a T-shirt, and boots.  He’d already 

packed the few belongings that he wanted to keep.  He’d not brought much of value 

with him to Oklahoma; in fact, most of his possessions fit into a single suitcase.  He 

certainly didn’t intend to take any of the clothing that Freyda had purchased for him so 

that he would—as she had said—“look like royalty, even if he was not.”   

The only thing of value to him that he wouldn’t be taking was his coffin, but—

knowing how to get another one if need be—Eric had already decided to leave it behind 

for Kenshin’s use.    

As he looked around his study, a room that had been both a cage and an escape 

for him for almost a decade, he took out his phone again.   

 He’d instructed Pam to give Sookie a disposable phone, and he dialed that 

number.  More than anything, he just needed to hear her voice—to know that she was 

safe.  He needed to know that Sammy was happy and well.  He needed to know that 

Matthew was behaving inside of her.   

He just needed to feel connected to them and to tell them that he would be 

coming to them soon.  

 “Eric?” Sookie answered before the first ring had fully sounded.   

 “Yes,” he confirmed.  “Are you well?  Are the children well?” he asked. 

 “Yes,” she responded.  “Sammy’s asleep and Matthew is,” she paused, 

“behaving as well as can be expected.  And you?  Are you safe?”  
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 “Yes,” he repeated.  “I am fine.” 

 “You don’t sound fine,” Sookie said astutely, her voice full of trepidation.   

 He sighed.  “I am fine,” he repeated.  “But I,” he paused, “have bad news.  And 

I’m afraid I do not know whether to tell you now or to wait until I see you.  I don’t 

know what is best.” 

 “Oh,” she said with a little grunt. 

 “Are you sure that you’re well?” he asked with worry. 

 “Yes,” she responded quickly.  “Just a little—uh—cramp.  So—this news—you 

don’t know whether or not to tell me over the phone?” 

 “That’s right,” he sighed.  “It will make you cry.  And, though I hate your tears, I 

would prefer to be there when you cry them—from now on.” 

 He heard her sniffling over the phone.   

 “You are crying now—aren’t you?” 

 She sniffled again.  “Pregnancy hormones,” she explained and then sighed 

deeply.  “Is Freyda still alive?  Are you still married to her?” she asked after a moment.  

 “It’s not that.  She is dead—as are most of her followers.  There is only one that 

got away.” 

 They were silent for a moment.  “It’s Mr. Cataliades—isn’t it?” she asked 

perceptively, as if she could read his mind over the phone. 

 “Yes,” Eric said quietly.  “He’s dead.  He died saving my life.” 
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 He heard another sob on the line.   

 “This is all my fault,” he heard her cry sadly. 

 “No.  Please do not blame yourself,” Eric returned immediately.  “If anything, it 

is I who am responsible.  I had,” he paused, “let my guard down.  Cataliades fired on 

one of my enemies to save my life.  But—in doing so—he left himself open to attack.”  

His voice cracked.  “I am so sorry.  I have let you down—again—min älskade.” 

 “No!” she said forcefully, even as she let out another sob.  “No!”  She sighed 

heavily.  “If it is not my fault for sending him, then it can’t be your fault that he did 

what I asked him to do.” 

 Eric’s shoulders slumped a little.  “I wish I could,” he paused, “go back an hour 

and protect your godfather for you, my love.”  Feeling defeated, he sighed.  “I wish I 

could go back a decade and do many things differently.”   

Eric heard Sookie sobbing quietly.  “Mr. Cataliades was a hard man to get to 

know,” she said after a couple of minutes.  “You may not know this, but he is the reason 

why I’m a telepath.” 

“He told me,” Eric said quietly.  “When I asked him to help me set up some of 

the elements of your various choices, he told me.” 

“And you told him about Matthew being a telepath.  He knew when I spoke to 

him last night,” she said. 

“Yes.  I wanted him to . . . .”  Eric stopped midsentence. 
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“Wanted him to?” she asked. 

“I wanted him to use the same precautions to protect Matthew as he’s been using 

with your second cousin.” 

“You know about Hunter?” Sookie asked with surprise. 

“I have since the night he stayed with you—the night before Appius came to 

your home to find me.” 

“You have?” she squeaked a little. 

“I came to speak with you that night—to see you—but you were already asleep,” 

he said.  “The child was in your guestroom, and when I went to the closet to get into the 

hidey hole, he woke up.  He told me that I was like a giant nightlight before he fell back 

to sleep.” 

“He saw your glow,” she said. 

“Yes,” Eric conveyed.  “It was then that I guessed he was like you.”   

“Why didn’t you tell me you knew?” she asked. 

“I sensed that you didn’t want me to know about your cousin because you didn’t 

fully trust me not to use him, and I didn’t want to worry you,” he answered evenly, 

without accusation in his voice. 

She sighed.  “I’m sorry.  Back then—I was confused.  But—I need you to know 

that I trust you now.” 
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“I know,” he said.  “Your godfather also came to trust me—I think—after I asked 

that your son and daughter also be given the potion that covered Hunter’s scent.” 

“But—how could you have known about the potion?” she asked. 

He was silent for a moment.  “After I was cursed by Hallow, I began to 

appreciate both the power of witches and the usefulness of having them on my side.  

And—as I’ve told you before—there is a large coven in Olaf’s area.” 

“You are responsible for Hunter’s potion,” Sookie said with sudden realization.  

“No,” Eric responded.  “The witches are.  I simply asked them to make 

themselves available to your godfather.  I would have approached one of your own 

witch friends, but the father of Miss Broadway tried to take your life,” he said.  “And—

after some of Miss Broadway’s actions,” he paused, “I wanted someone less biased to 

help your godfather.”   

Sookie was silent for a moment.  Eric heard her shifting a little, and there was 

another grunt.  He was looking forward even more than he was before to giving her his 

blood so that she’d experience less discomfort in the waning days of her pregnancy.  

“Did you know that Mr. Cataliades was in love with Diantha’s mother, 

Brumheild?” Sookie asked. 

“No,” Eric responded.   

Sookie took a shaky breath.  “Diantha told me about it once.  Though she wasn’t 

a full-blooded demon herself, Brumheild was a princess, and her family insisted that 
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she had to marry a full-blooded demon.  Mr. Cataliades’s mother was only half-

blooded, so he wasn’t permitted to marry her.”   

She grunted and muttered a curse under her breath before continuing.  “Though 

Mr. Cataliades’s heart was broken, he put forward his brother as a potential suitor for 

Brumheild once he was deemed unsuitable.  You see?  He loved them both so much.  

According to Diantha, he knew that they could be happy together, and he also knew 

that—as her in-law—he would be able to watch over her too.” 

“And her children,” Eric added, thinking about the way that the semi-demon 

had kept his niece in his line-of-sight during the battle.”   

“Yeah,” Sookie said.  She took a breath.  “Five or so years ago, Mr. Cataliades 

asked me if I’d ever used the cluviel dor.  When I told him that I had, he asked me how.” 

 Eric closed his eyes as he thought of that hated object.  At one time, it had been 

the representation of every hope and every dream that he’d ever had.  And then—

suddenly—it had become the evidence that he’d not done enough to prove himself to 

the woman he loved.    

Sookie continued.  “Mr. Cataliades—Desmond—asked me why I didn’t use the 

cluviel dor for the one I loved the most—for you.”  She sighed.  “I was a fool back then, 

and I told him as much.”  She half-laughed and half-cried.  “The thing is—if I would 

have used it for you, then . . . .”  Her voice trailed off. 
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 “Then Sammy and Matthew would not be,” Eric finished.  “You made the right 

choice Sookie.  Your daughter,” he paused, “your son—they are too valuable to have 

never been.”   

 She choked out a sob.  “I know.  And that’s what I told Desmond—at least about 

Sammy.  She was only an infant when we had our talk, but I already couldn’t imagine a 

world without her.” 

 “I once hated that you didn’t use the cluviel dor to save me,” Eric admitted.  “But 

now that I have met Sammy, I understand that the magic of the Fae relic was always 

meant to lead you to your child—to your children.”  He paused.  “Samantha will grow 

to be strong and sure,” he said confidently.  “She will have everything that she needs to 

be everything that she wants.” 

 Sookie sighed.  “You sound like her father—like their father—already, Eric.” 

 “Is that what you would have me to be?” the Viking asked with uncertainty 

edging his tone. 

 “Yes.  It’s what I want—if it’s what you, Sammy, and Matthew want,” she said.  

“But I would never pressure any of you.”   

 There was a pause.  “It is what I want too,” Eric said.  “And I will do my best to 

live up to the honor.  If your children will have me, then I will care for them and their 

children and their children’s children and all of their line—until I am dust.” 

 Another sob was heard.  “Eric,” she sighed, “thank you.  Thank you.”   
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 “Sookie, my lover—my love.  Please.  Do not cry.” 

He heard her take several deep, deliberate breaths.  “When I spoke to Desmond 

about the cluviel dor,” she said after a moment, “he told me that, while he understood 

my use of it—especially in hindsight—the token was meant to be spent for true love.  

He told me that—because I’d used it already—he would be my cluviel dor.”  

 “What do you mean?” Eric asked, truly puzzled. 

 “He said that there might be a day when I could reclaim what I had lost.  And he 

said that—if that day ever came—all I needed to do was to call him.  He told me that he 

would fight off the devil himself so that I could enjoy that which he’d lost.”   

 “His love,” Eric said.  

 “Yes,” Sookie replied.  “Brumheild.”  She sighed shakily.  “Diantha told me that 

her mother died giving birth to her brother, who also died." 

 They were silent for a moment.  Eric had seen Aude die in childbirth.  He sent up 

prayers to all the gods that he knew of that Sookie would be safe as she delivered 

Matthew.   

 Sookie went on.  “Diantha told me that Brumheild lived a full life with her 

father—with Nargal.  She told me that her mother was faithful to her father.”  She 

sighed.  “Diantha was an adult when Brumheild died, and her mother once confided in 

her that she loved both Desmond and Nargal.  To honor her first love—and the man 

who had brought her to her second love—she’d planned to name her son Desmond.”    
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 There was another pause before Sookie continued.  “Nargal was too grief-

stricken to be present for his wife and son’s cremation.  It was Mr. Cataliades—

Desmond—who was there.  He took care of them—to the end.” 

 A thousand thoughts worked their way through Eric’s mind.  Sookie was right.  

The semi-demon had indeed proven to be the “true” cluviel dor.  His sacrifice had saved 

Eric’s life and had resurrected his chance to claim—once and for all—a family.   

 Eric took an unneeded breath.  “Matthew Desmond Stackhouse Merlotte,” he said 

with an air of finality. 

 Sookie half-chuckled and half-sobbed.  “Almost.  Matthew Desmond Northman 

Merlotte.”   

 “But . . . ,” Eric started.   

 “I am not a Stackhouse,” she said.  “I never was.  That is one of the things I’ve 

come to accept over the years.  I will forever love my granddaddy for loving Gran and 

giving my daddy his name.  But I don’t have any Stackhouse blood in me.  Neither does 

Matthew.”   

“He won’t have any Northman blood either.” 

“No—but his mother and his father will both be Northmans, so he should be 

too,” Sookie said.   

 “Both?” Eric asked as a smile started to form on his lips. 

“Yes.  I’ve been told that Sweden allows vampire-human weddings.” 
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 “It does,” Eric responded, trying not to break the phone in his hands because of 

the firmness of his grip. 

 “That’s a good thing, Eric—don’t you think?” she asked. 

 “I do think,” he said as he checked to make sure that Russell’s missing ceremonial 

knife was in his bag. 

 She chuckled.  “When the time’s right, we’ll have to give Sammy the option of 

adding ‘Northman’ to her name too—you know.”   

 His smile widened.  “Yes.”   

 “Ouch!” she cried out. 

 “Sookie?” he asked, his smile immediately fading.  “Are you okay?” 

 “Yes.  I’m fine,” she said, panting a little. 

 “Who are you talking to?  Give me that!” Pam’s voice said insistently, as if she 

were speaking from across the room from where Sookie was. 

 “Pam?” Eric asked. 

 His child’s voice came through the line.  “Have you killed that cunt of a queen?” 

 “Yes,” Eric responded.     

 “Good!  Then get your pasty ass here!  Sookie’s been having contractions for six 

fucking hours!  She’s,” Pam paused, “being uncooperative.” 

 “Uncooperative?” Eric asked, even as he grabbed his bag.   
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 He could almost hear Pam’s eye roll.  “She says that the baby won’t come until 

you’re here.  If you ask me, both her and the little brat are competing for some kind of 

stubbornness award!” 

 Eric heard the phone change hands again. 

 “Vampire!” came Dr. Ludwig’s sour tone. 

 

 “Here!  I’m here!” Eric said as if he were in a class and the teacher were taking 

attendance. 

 “The troublesome girl carries a troublesome babe.  And her contractions have 

actually been slowing down.  She insists that the baby is the one who’s insisting upon 

waiting.” 

 “What?”  
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 “The child!  He is trying to wait to be born—for you!  So get your,” she paused, 

“pasty ass here ASAP!”  Eric could hear Pam laughing in the background even as 

Sookie told both her and the doctor to shut up.   

“And,” Ludwig continued, “it would be preferable if you got here before sun-up, 

but I’ll take you charred if that’s all I can get.” 

 With that, the phone went dead.            

The End of “Black Christmas” 

  



 
258 

Boxing Day 

 

 

  



 
259 

Summary:  
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ou must take a cleansing breath,” Pam instructed, reading from the 

website she was looking at on her phone.  “Wait—are you at the 

beginning of a contraction?  The cleansing breath must be taken 

right at the beginning of a contraction.” 

 Sookie looked at the vampiress next to her with incredulous eyes even as she 

tried to endure the pain of her latest contraction.  “What the fuck are you talking about, 

Pam?” 

 Pam breathed a long-suffering sigh—though she needed neither to breathe nor to 

sigh.  “You know—I always thought you were a prude; however, during the last several 

hours, I have come to find out that you are fully capable of cursing like a sailor.  And do 

I need to remind you—yet again—that you are in this situation only because you 

allowed the dog to impregnate you?” 

 As her contraction subsided, Sookie glared at Pam.  “That so-called dog was a 

good man!  He’s Sammy’s father, and he’s Matthew’s father!  And he was a good friend 

to me!”   

 “Yes, but he has left you with children that smell of shifter,” Pam reasoned with 

another put-upon sigh. 

 “That’s it!  Get the fuck out—right now!” Sookie screamed, even as Dr. Ludwig 

chuckled from the corner of the room where she was setting up several items that 

would be used to clean the baby once it was finally born. 

“Y 
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 “And you!” Sookie yelled in the diminutive doctor’s direction.  “Stop laughing at 

me!”  

 “No,” Dr. Ludwig stated flatly.  “I will stop laughing only when that child of 

yours stops his stubborn ways and allows himself to be born.” 

 Sookie let out an exasperated sigh.  “Don’t you think I’m trying?” 

 “Perhaps if you communicated with him telepathically, he could be convinced,” 

Karin reasoned from a chair next to the door where she’d been watching the action 

almost silently since the doctor had insisted Sookie get into bed.   

 Sookie glared at her.  “You suggested the same thing an hour ago!  Don’t you 

think I’ve been trying that?” 

 Karin smirked, her expression eerily Eric-like.  “Trying and doing are not the 

same things.” 

 “Wait!  Another website calls it an organizing breath,” Pam said.  The vampiress 

looked at Dr. Ludwig.  “Is an organizing breath the same as a cleansing breath?” 

 “What the fuck is an ‘organizing’ breath?” Sookie asked. 

 Pam and Ludwig ignored her question.   

 “All of that is pure hogwash!” Ludwig said with a sneer, as she gestured toward 

Pam’s phone.  “It’s all designed to fool women into thinking that they don’t want pain 

medicine when they are giving birth.” 

 “I’d take a little fucking pain medicine!” Sookie exclaimed. 
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 “No,” Ludwig said evenly.   

 “But you just said that the breathing shit is hooey!” Sookie gritted out as another 

contraction hit. 

 “It is.  However, I said that it was designed to fool women into thinking they 

didn’t want pain medicine.  I didn’t say that one foolish thing should be replaced with 

another.  Plus, if we gave you pain medicine, your stubborn male-child would likely 

absorb it like a sponge and use it as an aid to keep chilling out in your womb.”   

 Sookie grunted.  “My son is not chilling out!” 

 “Listen to this, Sookie,” Pam said as she continued to read from her phone:  

“According to the Lamaze International website, ‘It may help you to have a visual focus 

to accompany your conscious breathing. You can recall an image with your eyes closed, 

focus on a picture or special object from home, keep your eyes on your partner, or 

simply stare at a spot on the wall.’”  Pam looked up from her reading.  “Can you recall 

an image—a special object?” 

 Sookie glared at her. 

 Pam rolled her eyes.  “Fine—you may keep your eyes on me during your 

contractions if you wish, or,” she pointed, “the wall is right there.”  She looked more 

closely.  “Never mind, the wallpaper in here is so hideous that I’d hate for that to be 

what you were thinking about when you gave birth.  It might damage the child.” 

 Karin snickered, even as she leafed through a magazine—Guns and Ammo.   
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 Both Sookie and Pam glared at her for a moment—but for very different reasons.   

 “Sookie, you should look at me during your contractions.  It will soothe you,” 

Pam said with certainly. 

 Sookie scoffed.  “Trust me, Pam.  The last thing that concentrating on you would 

do is soothe me!” 

 Pam gave Sookie a fangy grin.  “Excellent!  This is all very normal.  The articles 

have all indicated that a woman in childbirth will often display animosity toward those 

around her.”  Her lips turned downward in distaste.  “And that is just one more reason 

why I am glad that I never had children.” 

 “Shut the fuck up, Pam!” Sookie cried out as her contraction peaked. 

 Pam sighed.  “It is the father of the child to whom the birthing mother is supposed 

to be most acrimonious,” she reported, still reading.  She looked up from her iPhone.  “I 

am sorry the shifter is not here,” she said, suddenly sincere. 

 Sookie burst into tears. 

 “Pamela!” Karin yelled sharply.  By the time the shouted name had stopped 

echoing in the small bedroom that Sookie was in, the older vampiress had crossed the 

room and was stationed on the other side of Sookie’s hospital-like bed from Pam. 

 The two vampiresses seemed to be having a staring contest over Sookie’s 

distended belly—while the telepath tried to glare at both of them at once, even as she 

was still crying. 
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 “What?” Pam finally asked her sister.  “What did I say?” 

 Karin sighed loudly and took Sookie’s hand, an uncharacteristically caring 

gesture on her part.   

 Sookie looked up at Karin with heart-broken eyes.   

“I’m such a horrible person!” the telepath cried.   

 “No—you are not,” the older vampiress comforted before shooting Pam a look. 

 “What the fuck is going on?” Pam asked obliviously. 

 “If I had to guess,” came Dr. Ludwig’s unmelodic voice, “I’d say that you just hit 

Miss Stackhouse over the head with a reminder that the father of her child is dead.  And 

I’d hazard that that sorrow has been coupled with the girl’s guilt over the fact that she 

longs for a very different man than the dead shifter to be by her bedside right now.” 

 Sookie began crying even louder. 

 “And those things,” the doctor continued clinically, as she seemingly ignored 

Sookie’s presence, “coupled with the pain of her contractions and the emotional 

experience of labor have overwhelmed her.”   

 “Oh,” Pam responded as if suddenly realizing that her words could have been to 

blame for Sookie’s outburst.  “Well,” she looked down at the crying mostly-human 

woman, “that’s ridiculous!” 

 “What the fuck?” Sookie yelled, even as Karin gave her vampire sister the evil 

eye. 
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 Pam sighed.  “Listen.  I am sorry to have upset you.” 

 Sookie looked at her skeptically.   

 “I am!” Pam insisted.  “And I truly am sorry that the father of your child—your 

children—is dead.  And I am especially sorry that I did not learn of Freyda’s plot to 

harm you so that I could have prevented the accident that killed the shifter and almost 

killed you as well.  But you should feel no guilt for Sam Merlotte not being here or for 

wanting my maker by your side,” the vampiress said soothingly, her compassionate 

tone eliciting a surprised looked from all three of the other women in the room.   

 Sookie couldn’t be sure, but she also seemed to sense a spark of skepticism from 

her unborn infant’s brain as well.   

 “What?” Pam demanded as they all stared at her. 

 “You sounded almost,” Karin paused, “human.” 

 Pam rolled her eyes.  “Anyway,” she said, looking back at Sookie, “you and Eric 

never had a fair shot.”  She scoffed.  “That was partly your own damn faults—of 

course.” 

 “Pam!” Karin said warningly as another contraction started for Sookie. 

 “What?” Pam asked.  “It was both of their faults!  I watched Eric mope around for 

months at a time—wanting to visit her, denying himself fresh blood, and refusing to 

fuck even the choice fangbangers I found for him.” 

 “Pam!” Karin yelled again.   
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 “Wait!” Sookie cried, even as she tried to take deep breaths.  She looked up at 

Pam.  “What are you talkin’ about?” 

 Pam shook her head disapprovingly.  “I’m talking about stubbornness—both 

yours and his!  He wanted you—wanted you more than he’s ever wanted anything.  But 

he convinced himself that you didn’t want him—that even if you loved him, you hated 

that he was a vampire!” 

 Sookie shook her head and slumped a little as her physical pain receded for the 

moment.  

 “Pam!  Let’s not rehash all this now,” Karin said warningly. 

 “No—she’s right,” Sookie said as if defeated.  She continued in a long ramble, 

pausing only long enough between sentences to sob, sniffle, or cringe in discomfort as 

her emotions spilled over.  “I was so stubborn!  I never told Eric how much I hated it 

that he’d stay away for long periods of time.  I never picked up the phone to tell him 

that I missed him.  And—like a fool—I pushed him away every time I should have asked 

him to come closer: like after the witch’s curse or after I learned of Bill’s initial mission 

or after we’d been forced to bond or after the takeover when he remembered our time 

together or after he tricked me into pledging with him or after Appius had been killed 

or after I learned about his impending marriage to Freyda.”  She shook her head as she 

placed her hands over her swollen belly.  “There were thousands of times when I 

wanted him to be with me, but I would always talk myself out of asking him to come.  
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And why?” she asked, her tone now showing self-directed anger.  “Why?  So I could 

have a normal life?  Because I wanted to be independent?  Because I didn’t want to be in 

danger?”  She laughed ruefully.  “Eric was the one who always tried to ensure I had as 

much normalcy and independence as possible!  He tried to protect me from danger!”  

She looked at Karin.  “He ordered you to look out for me for a year—when you didn’t 

even know me!  And he sold an extra hundred years of his life—for me,” she ended in a 

half-whimper and half-sob. 

 Everyone in the room was surprised when Pam patted Sookie’s back.  “So—you 

were both pains in the ass,” she said somewhat flippantly, though she was obviously 

trying to make Sookie feel better.  “Tell me—would you do things differently?  If you 

could do everything again—would you change anything?” 

 Sookie looked down at her belly and shook her head.  “No,” she whispered.  “I 

couldn’t.”   

 Pam smiled at her.  “Eric wouldn’t either.  As soon as he learned of your child—

your children—I felt two things from him.  Do you know what they were?” 

 Sookie shook her head again. 

 “He felt longing—as if he wished he could have been the one to give you your 

children.  And he felt happiness—for you, Sookie!” 

 “I didn’t think I’d ever have a reason to say this, but Pam is right—about Eric,” 

Karin qualified.  “I felt the same things from him when he learned of your children.” 
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 Sookie sniffled.   

 “Fate decided that you and Eric would have to be dragged through a shit-storm, 

and it gave you one hell of one!  But now that storm is over, Sookie.  And you should 

feel no guilt in celebrating being out of the shit,” Pam said. 

 “Surprisingly—I agree with Pam again,” Karin added.   

 “And I’ll agree with anything that keeps you calm and relaxed, little girl,” Dr. 

Ludwig piped in.  “So relax—for the sake of that stubborn son of yours!” she added 

sternly.   

 Sookie took a deep breath and nodded.  “I’ll try.” 

 

 Eric had had eight children—six human and two vampire.   

 He had been seventeen years old—young by modern human standards, but 

slightly old by the standards of his own time—when his first child had been born.  Eric 

had been married to Aude, his brother’s widow, a little more than six months when that 

child was born.  The child had been his brother’s by biology, but in his mind—and in 

the minds of those in his village—the babe had been his as soon as he’d wed Aude. 

 He’d never seen the child, a girl named Freygerd.  She’d died only two days after 

her birth; he’d been on a raid at the time. 
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 He’d been present for the births of his next two children: Leif, a boy named after 

Eric’s brother, and Æstrid, a girl named for Aude’s mother.  Both children had been 

born healthy and had stayed that way. 

 However, their next child, a little girl who’d never received a name, was 

stillborn.  As with his first child, Eric had not been present for the birth of his fourth.  

Again, he’d been on a raid and had returned to the bad news.  Aude had been 

inconsolable for a time, not even accepting him into her bed for two years for fear that 

she would become pregnant and—once again—lose a child.  Eric had learned very little 

about his stillborn daughter—only that she’d had dark hair like Aude.  Sometimes he 

would still wonder what the color of her eyes had been.  But no one had known, for the 

child had never opened her eyes.   

 His next child, a boy that he’d named Tormod, in honor of Thor, was born 

healthy—much to both Eric and Aude’s relief.  Eric had been present for that birth too.  

Of course, by then, Aude had begun to believe that it was Eric’s presence that ensured 

the healthy births of their children.  And she’d convinced Eric of this too.  After all, all 

three of their living children had been placed into their father’s arms within minutes of 

their births.   

 In the Viking world, such superstitions were not uncommon as people scrambled 

to explain the unexplainable, the irreconcilable, and the “unlivable” parts of life. 
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 Thus, it had been with heavy heart that Eric had left Aude, already heavy with 

their sixth child.  He’d not wanted to go.  But, by then, he was the chieftain of his 

village, and an enemy had been pillaging the outlying farming settlements under Eric’s 

protection. 

 He’d left when Aude was six months pregnant and returned two weeks before 

the wise women in his village had predicted she’d give birth.  However, he’d found 

sorrow in his home when he hurried to it; both the child, a boy, and Aude were gone.   

 He’d never loved Aude—not in the way he loved Sookie—but she’d been a good 

partner to him.  And, given the time and the way marriages were arranged in his 

human culture, he’d been lucky to have a steady and intelligent wife as his helpmeet for 

fifteen years.  She’d kept his home throughout the great majority of his adulthood—

from the time that they married, when he was sixteen, to the time she passed away with 

their stillborn son in her arms. 

 That child, too, had not been given a name.  But Eric had pried open the dead 

infant’s eyes in the dead of the night the day before he’d seen to his wife and child’s 

interment.  The boy’s eyes had been blue—the same shade as Eric’s.   

 Eric had been turned vampire not long after Aude’s death, and Appius had—in 

one of his more humane moves—forbidden Eric from trying to see his remaining 

family—especially his three living children.  But Appius could not forbid Eric from 

thinking about them.   
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 A thousand years was a long time to think.  And—during his lowest times—Eric 

thought about the three children who had died before they’d had a chance to live.  And 

he’d always wondered—if he’d been there when they were born, would they have 

lived?  Would Aude have lived?  Would he have been made vampire?  Could his little 

family have simply thrived in their little corner of the world before he met a natural 

end? 

 His own father had lived to an “old” age for the time—forty-seven winters.  Had 

Eric lived another sixteen years, he would have matched that age.  Perhaps he would 

have had more children or—at least—seen the ones he had grow into adulthood and 

have children of their own.   

 Appius would have passed through the area without ever spotting a drunken 

man on a lonely road—mourning the loss of another child and a wife.  Appius would 

have never found him.  Hundreds of years of Appius’s fucked up version of “care” 

would have never happened for Eric.  He would have never made his own vampire 

children—Karin and Pam.   

 Like him, they too would have died after living out their human lives.   

 He wondered about Sookie Stackhouse—wondered what her life would have 

been like if he’d never been in it.  Who would have been the sheriff of Area 5 when Bill 

Compton returned to Bon Temps to begin his pursuit of Sookie?  Eric had done the 

telepath both a favor and a disservice when he’d “outsourced” her to the Dallas 
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vampires.  He’d ensured that Sophie-Anne couldn’t simply “have” her without others—

important and well-connected others—knowing about Sookie’s gift.  But he’d also acted 

in a way that had led her to be on a lot more radars than she would have been 

otherwise.   

 Where would Sookie be now if Eric had never been made vampire?  

 Eric’s best guess was that Sookie would be in New Orleans with a still-alive 

Sophie-Anne.  Bill would have—very likely—accomplished his mission.  Sookie would 

have been ensconced into Sophie-Anne’s court, where she would have likely overheard 

something of Peter Threadgill’s plot before Sophie-Anne was compelled to kill him.  

Sophie-Anne would have, therefore, had no reason to go to Rhodes.  Felipe de Castro 

would have had no opportunity to take over Louisiana.   

 Sookie’s status in Sophie-Anne’s court would have been the variable.  It all 

depended on whether she was bonded with Compton or forced to bond with Andre.  

The first option would have given Sookie at least the illusion of some agency over her 

own life.  The second would have led her into an existence against all that she held dear.   

 “Do you need any blood?  We have some donors on board,” Betty Joe said, 

interrupting Eric’s thoughts. 

 Eric shook his head.  “Is there bottled?” he asked, looking over at Russell’s 

second who was sitting on the couch opposite the one he’d taken on the monarch’s 

private jet. 
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 Betty Joe nodded and signaled the steward to bring Eric a TrueBlood.   

 Eric closed his eyes for a moment—wishing for the millionth time that he could 

still feel Sookie.  Traveling by plane was always slightly disconcerting for a vampire, 

especially when traveling east—toward the sunrise.  There was still quite a bit of night 

left, and for that Eric was thankful; however, sitting on a plane had never been 

something he’d enjoyed.   

 He was a man of action, not of sitting.  And he was worried. 

 He’d contemplated taking off into the night air and flying himself to 

Mississippi—to Sookie—as soon as he’d learned that she was in labor.    

 It had been when he’d been hung up on by Dr. Ludwig that an old feeling had 

taken hold of him.  What if Aude had been right all those years ago?  Obviously, 

Matthew had somehow bonded with him—somehow connected to Eric’s “void” in a 

way that the vampire might never understand.  And, while the thought of that 

connection had warmed Eric—given him an odd sense of hope—when he’d learned 

about it, he now feared that his connection to Matthew might keep the child from 

coming into the world safely.   

 More than a thousand years before, he’d left his wife and unborn child to secure 

his people—to try to make them and, by extension, his family safe.  And he’d come back 

to find his wife and youngest human child dead—gone. 
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 He had left Sookie and her unborn child in order to secure them—and free 

himself so that he could continue to keep them safe.  The child she carried was not his 

biologically—or logically—but Eric already felt a strong paternal connection to the boy 

nonetheless.  The woman he had left was no longer his wife—no matter what his heart 

told him was the truth.  But—still—both mother and child felt like they were his.  So did 

Samantha, for that matter. 

 Eric tried to keep his fear from taking him over, but the same question echoed in 

his mind—again and again.  What if Sookie and Matthew died because he was not 

there? 

 Yes—he’d contemplated taking to the air and flying toward Sookie at his top 

speed, but he knew that was folly.  He was fast, but not as fast as a plane.  And he 

certainly wouldn’t have been able to sustain his speed.  So he’d done the smart thing: 

he’d gotten onto Russell’s private plane with Betty Joe. 

 The flight from Oklahoma City to Jackson, Mississippi was only 85 minutes—

from wheels up to wheels down.  However, getting to the airport from Freyda’s palace 

had taken another twenty minutes.  And getting from the private airfield in Jackson to 

Eric’s safe house in Brookhaven, Mississippi, which was about 55 miles from Jackson, 

would take even more time.   

 But—that part—Eric did intend to fly himself.  At his top velocity, he would be 

able to travel from Jackson to Brookhaven in 32 to 34 minutes, depending on how fast 
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he could extricate himself from the fucking plane that would be holding him captive for 

another 65 minutes.     

 

 Karin Slaughter—known as “the Slaughterer” by many—had never backed 

down from a fight.  The night she’d been turned into a vampire, she’d been fighting to 

keep wild dogs from desecrating the body of her stillborn child—a son.  That son had 

been fathered by the lord of the manor who ruled over the land where her parents were 

serfs.  After they’d found out that she was with child, they’d turned her out of their 

home.   

 Practical and resourceful, Karin had found a way to take care of herself, but 

giving birth alone—in a cave—hadn’t gone as she’d prayed it would.  The child had not 

survived, and she had bled a great deal and had been well on her way to joining her son 

when Eric showed up in the mouth of her cave.   

 Almost before she could blink, the wild dogs were dead.   

And so was she. 

She’d awoken to a new life—one where she could be the one with the power.  

However, she’d both hated and loved her vampire life.  On the one hand, she’d wished 

that Eric had never found her so that she could have gone into the afterlife with her 

infant child.  She often wondered who was taking care of her tiny, tiny babe in the 

world beyond the one she had been left in.  She wondered if he’d had a chance to grow 
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into a man in some version of heaven or her maker’s Valhalla.  Or had his spirit been 

reborn?  With that as a possibility, she’d spent hundreds of years looking into the eyes 

and hearts of the people she’d encountered, wondering if she’d recognize her beloved 

boy’s spirit if she ever encountered him.  

On the other hand, how could she begrudge the vampire who had saved her life 

and given her another one?  With that life, she had gone from being Karin, a girl with 

no last name; to Karin the Slaughterer, known for killing humans and vampires alike 

when they took women against their will; to—much more recently—Karin Slaughter, 

enforcer for the vampire King of France.   

Karin had left her maker’s side only thirty years after she’d been made a 

vampire.  But it hadn’t been by choice. 

Eric had sent her away when he’d been “called” by Appius Livius Ocella, his 

own maker.  Eric had given Karin every cent of the money he had, and he’d freed her so 

that he couldn’t be forced to call her when he was with Ocella.  Karin hadn’t been ready 

to be on her own, and she’d spent a long time being bitter at Eric, who had left in the 

night with barely ten words to her. 

“As your maker, I release you,” he’d said as soon as she’d woken up one winter’s 

night when they’d been in Ireland.  “It’s for the best,” he’d added before pointing to the 

satchel of money and goods they’d accumulated.  And then he’d zipped out of the 

house they’d been staying in as if he’d become a bolt of lightning.   
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Karin had been forced to make her own way after that, and her un-life had been 

difficult for a long time—as she’d learned to control her urges by herself.  Finally, she’d 

settled in Tuscany for a while, living with a witch/midwife, who taught her much about 

childbirth.  Karin had used her situation mostly as a convenient means of finding out 

who had gotten the poorer girls—who were often compelled to seek the witch’s help 

because they’d been raped—with child.  

She’d killed many a rat bastard in Tuscany before being forced to move on.   

But move she had, always looking for similar situations.  A hundred years after 

Eric had freed her, she’d begun to understand why he did so.  In Morocco, she’d come 

across Ocella, who had immediately sniffed her out as being of his lineage.  Luckily, 

she’d been working for the Moroccan queen at the time, and the queen had no love-loss 

for Ocella.  Thus, Karin had been afforded some protection from her “grand-maker.”   

Ocella, being the cruel bastard that he was, had called Eric to his side once more.  

It took Eric two weeks to reach Morocco, and when he did, he looked haggard from the 

relentless summoning of his maker.  Eric had been in Japan when he was called, but—of 

course—Ocella hadn’t simply called once.  No.  He’d tortured his progeny by 

continuing his calling night after night until Eric appeared. 

It was then that Karin finally understood.  Eric had greeted her with a pained 

look and then Ocella had raped him in a side room to her majesty’s throne room.  Oh—

Eric had taken Ocella’s “attentions” stoically, but his eyes had been empty when Ocella 
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was through with him.  The same night he’d appeared, Ocella had ordered Eric away, 

not even allowing him five minutes with his child.   

It had been many more years before Eric had contacted her—this time of his own 

choice.   

By the time Eric had felt brave enough to make a second child, Appius hadn’t 

shown him any interest in many years, and Karin had always envied Pam because she 

had been able to stay with their maker.   

“Karin?” came Sookie’s exhausted voice.  She’d been napping for several 

minutes.  Ludwig hadn’t seemed to have worried about Sookie’s going to sleep; thus, 

Karin hadn’t either, though she’d kept a wary eye. 

“Yes?” the vampiress answered her maker’s beloved, the woman who had been 

ultimately responsible for Ocella’s death.  For that alone, Karin knew she would always 

be in Sookie Stackhouse’s debt.   

“Where’s Pam?” Sookie asked. 

“I was on the phone,” Pam said, perturbed—as she reentered the room.   

“With Eric?” Sookie asked, perking up. 

“No,” Pam responded, “with my fuckin’ king.” 

“Felipe,” Sookie murmured, the fear thick in her tone. 

“Don’t worry, princess,” Pam said, “Felipe has no idea what’s gone on regarding 

you—though he does know about Freyda’s death.  He has asked me to check in at 
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Compton’s house before sunrise.  Apparently, Bill is ‘missing,’” she smirked.  “And I’m 

to meet with Area 5’s assistant investigator to,” she paused dramatically, “investigate.”  

“But Bill’s dead!  What if Felipe knows that and knows we’re involved?” Sookie 

gasped, suddenly feeling more worried about her vampire friend—no matter how 

annoying Pam could be—than her own pain, despite the fact that another contraction 

had just begun.  

“I said don’t worry,” Pam ordered sharply.  “Thalia and I both have alibis for last 

night, when Bill was meeting his end, and—according to Thalia—the Compton mess 

had been cleaned up for good.” 

Sookie cringed even as Pam rolled her eyes.   

“But—that doesn’t prevent the fact that I need to leave and get to Area 5 before 

dawn,” Pam sighed.  “The assistant investigator is Felipe’s spy.”   

“His spy!” Sookie cried out. 

“Yep—rather one of his spies in the area,” Pam informed.  “But—again—not to 

worry.  I can handle Malcolm.  He’s a tool.”    

“Pam,” Sookie whimpered.  “The baby.  I don’t know if I can do this.”   

“Hey,” the vampiress said, even as she brushed some hair from Sookie’s sweaty 

brow, “I thought I was annoying you.” 

“You were,” Sookie responded.  “But—uh—if he can’t be here—then I . . . .”  Her 

voice trailed off.  “I’m scared, Pam.” 
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“Don’t be,” Pam soothed, bending down to kiss Sookie’s damp hair with a 

tenderness she likely wouldn’t have shown to anyone else.  “You are strong, Sookie 

Stackhouse.  And your child is showing his strength through his stubbornness.  Plus, 

my maker is on his way.  It won’t be long now,” she assured.   

Karin arched a brow in surprise as she watched her vampire sister again 

behaving tenderly toward a human—toward anyone!  

“Don’t look at me like that,” Pam snarked.  “You’re colder than I have ever 

thought about being, Ms. Slaughter.”  She looked back at Sookie.  “Remember—you will 

be fine.” 

Sookie bit her lip and nodded, even as Pam gave her a nod in return and then 

zipped out of the room. 

Karin sighed.  It seemed that now she would have to play main nursemaid to her 

maker’s beloved. 
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“You’re pacing,” Bartlett Crowe said to his beloved husband.   

“I don’t pace,” Russell returned irritably.   

“You are pacing like you are the expectant father,” Bartlett returned.   

“They will not be landing for almost an hour, and Ludwig was concerned about 

the child,” Russell fretted.   

“She said that things had stabilized,” Bartlett reminded in order to try to sooth 

the frazzled nerves of his husband.    

Russell was having none of it.  “I owe Sookie Stackhouse.”   

Bartlett nodded in agreement as he thought about Rhodes.  Because Sookie had 

found out about the bombing slightly before it happened, alarms had been pulled, and 

Russell and Bartlett’s day people had acted very quickly to get them out of harm’s way.  

It had helped that they’d already been in the basement of the hotel, already loaded for 

transport to their Anubis jet, which had been chartered for their honeymoon.     

So thankful for that aircraft, which had ended up taking them as well as several 

others to safety that day, Russell had bought it.  And it was now speeding toward them 

from Oklahoma. 

Bartlett’s phone rang.  The monarch answered it with a curt, “This is Bartlett.” 

There was a pause.   

“No.  You can’t leave her.”  
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Russell looked at him curiously because the person speaking to Bartlett was 

speaking very quickly and at an extremely low volume. 

“Goddammit, Ludwig!” Bartlett yelled as he hung up. 

“What?” Russell yelled as his husband looked at him with trepidation.   

“Ludwig says she has been summoned by Nevada—something about consulting 

for a ‘delicate case’ that will soon be coming Felipe’s way.” 

“Sookie,” Russell snarled. 

“That’d be my guess.  Of course, Ludwig is presumed to be impartial—and 

freelance.  Plus, she’s the best,” Bartlett said. 

“So, of course, Felipe would want her on stand-by for the birth of Sookie’s baby,” 

Russell sighed.   

“Yes, and he has no idea that she’s already in labor,” Bartlett said. 

“And if Ludwig doesn’t go to him immediately . . . .” 

“He might get suspicious,” Bartlett finished for his husband. 

“So she’s going,” Russell sighed in resignation. 

“Yes,” Bartlett said, “but she assures me that Sookie is in good hands.  

Northman’s eldest, Karin, used to be a midwife.” 

Russell pinched the bridge of his nose.  “Call Pam.  Obviously, Freyda’s death 

has spurred Felipe into action.  If he expects Sookie soon, then he’s likely sent Luther or 



 
284 

one of his other flunkies to collect her, and Luther knows Eric’s scent, so he would be 

able to tell that he’s been to her home recently.” 

Bartlett nodded and dialed as Russell went back to his pacing.   

 

“You can’t fuckin’ leave!” Sookie yelled.   

“I can stay and risk giving away the fact that I’m helping you, or I can go and 

placate the cape-wearer,” Ludwig intoned.  “Right now, I’m not much use here 

anyway,” the doctor said.  “Your child is holding his own, even though he’s stubborn 

about getting here, and the Norseman will be here within 90 minutes.  Hell—my 

meeting with de Castro shouldn’t take long at all, so I might even get back here by 

then—if I go now.” 

“But . . . ,” Sookie started. 

“I will certainly return before daylight,” the doctor said in Karin’s direction.   

“Make sure Sookie’s scent is not detected on you,” the vampiress snarled at the 

doctor. 

Ludwig rolled her eyes.  “This isn’t my first rodeo, sweetheart,” she snarked 

before popping away. 

Sookie hissed in pain and looked at Karin doubtfully.  

“Were you really a midwife?” she asked with trepidation. 

Karin shrugged.  “In a manner of speaking.” 
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“What?  In a manner of speaking!?!”  

“Many witches tended to be midwives.  And they and I would often find 

common,” Karin paused, “goals; thus, I observed them at work many, many times.  

And I have an excellent memory—perfect, in fact.” 

 Sookie closed her eyes and took several deep breaths.  “When?  When did you 

last associate with a midwife?” 

 “Three hundred years ago—give or take,” Karin informed.  “But, as I said, I have 

perfect recall, and I’m sure that vaginas haven’t changed much since then—though I’m 

not as careful a study of those as Pamela is.”   

 Sookie let out a little snort.  

 “It’s okay, Sookie,” Karin comforted.  “Ludwig will be back as soon as possible; 

as she said, she might even be back before Eric arrives.  I’m sure that de Castro is just 

wishing to retain her services by offering her a contract, and she must play along.  She 

will read it, sign on the dotted line, and then pop right back.” 

 “Retain her services to steal my baby,” Sookie growled. 

 “Mommy?” Samantha called from the doorway.  “What’s goin’ on?” she asked, 

rubbing her eyes. 

 Another contraction chose to hit Sookie at that moment, but she tried to hold it 

together enough to speak to her little girl without showing too much of her pain—or 

cursing. 
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 “It’s okay, sweetheart,” Sookie said through gritted teeth.  “I’m just a little 

crampy because of your brother.”  

 Samantha looked skeptical.   

 “Why are you awake, sweetie?” Sookie asked her daughter. 

 “I’m thirsty,” came Samantha’s response.  “And I didn’t getta story tonight 

‘cause I fell asleep too fast,” she pouted. 

 Sookie looked at Karin pleadingly.  “Karin will get you some water and read to 

you, Sammy,” she said. 

 Karin gave her a look of warning. 

 “I’ll call out for you if anything changes,” Sookie whispered.  “Please?” she 

asked, glancing over at Samantha.  “I don’t want her to see me in pain.” 

 Karin looked at the child almost suspiciously.     

 Samantha looked back at the vampiress the same way.  Though Karin had 

become Sookie’s friend of sorts during the year that she knew the vampiress was 

protecting her, Samantha hadn’t known Karin before she and Pam knocked on Sookie’s 

door to take them from Bon Temps less than twenty-four hours before. 

 “Karin is good at reading stories,” Sookie said, managing a fake smile amidst her 

pain.   

 “Is she really Eric’s daughter?” Samantha asked doubtfully.  

 “Yes,” Sookie responded.   
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 Samantha gave Karin another appraising look before nodding.  “Okay—you can 

read to me, Aunt Karin.” 

 “Aunt Karin?” the vampiress asked in surprise, almost stuttering out the 

words—which was quite humorous considering the fact that she was usually so cool 

and calm. 

 “Well—your daddy loves my mommy.  But when I asked Mommy when her and 

Eric were gonna get married at breakfast time, she said she didn’t know.  But then she 

said we were gonna all go to someplace called Sweederland together.” 

 “Sweden,” Karin corrected. 

 “That’s right,” Samantha said.  “Sweden.  Anyway, Mommy said that she 

thought you were comin’ too.  Are you?” 

 Karin nodded.  “Yes.” 

 Samantha nodded.  “So—if Mommy marries Eric, you’d be my sister.  But you’re 

too old to be my sister, so you’re my aunt,” she said as if her pronouncement made her 

reasoning accurate.  

 Sookie let out a little chuckle, both from her daughter’s assessment of the 

situation and the look on Karin’s face.  Her daughter had managed to leave her 

speechless that morning when she’d questioned her about marrying Eric.  And Sookie 

was just glad that she wasn’t the only one Sammy could discombobulate with her 

questions and conclusions. 
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 Samantha seemed to be waiting for Karin to agree with her, which—to Sookie’s 

surprise—the vampiress did. 

 “Yes, you may call me Aunt Karin,” she said as she rose from her seat next to 

Sookie and walked toward Sammy, who was still leaning against the doorway in the 

room.  Sammy reached out her hand to the vampiress, who took it with surprisingly 

little hesitation.   

 Karin looked over her shoulder at Sookie.  “All you need to do is call me.  I will 

hear you.  Call if there is anything amiss—anything at all.” 

 Sookie wanted to roll her eyes.  “Don’t you mean anything else amiss?” she 

asked, looking down at her belly, which her son was refusing to exit—all because he 

seemed to be waiting for a vampire, whom he’d somehow mentally connected with 

from the womb.  

 Karin smirked.  “Yes—that is exactly what I meant,” she intoned as she left the 

bedroom with Samantha. 

 

 “Climb on,” Russell said as soon as Eric had exited the aircraft. 

 The Viking looked at the king in confusion.   

 “Huh?” Eric asked inelegantly.   

 “Your fastest speed would have you to Sookie in what?  Thirty minutes?” 

 “Thirty two,” Eric responded. 
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 “I’ll have you there in less than twenty,” Russell grinned, signaling for Eric to 

jump onto his back. 

 It took the Viking two seconds to get over his surprise and his pride, and—before 

Bartlett even had a chance to blink—Eric was on Russell’s back, and Russell was taking 

off into the sky. 

 Bartlett chuckled as he noticed that the vampiress next to him had recorded her 

maker jumping up onto Russell’s back.  Pam had just been getting ready to leave 

Brookhaven when Bartlett had called her.  After a short conversation, they’d decided 

that it would be best if Pam took Russell’s jet to Shreveport—so that she could be in Bon 

Temps well before her planned meeting time with Malcolm, whom they fully expected 

would meet up with Luther or others sent by Felipe to abduct Sookie.   

 Likely, Pam had been called to Compton’s by her king simply as an excuse to get 

her isolated and alone—so that she could be eliminated by his spy.  Now that Eric was a 

“free agent,” so to speak, taking out his children would be a wise move for Felipe. 

Bartlett had been happy to volunteer his services to make sure that Pam had 

backup.  After all, he, too, had a past score to settle with Luther, who had been involved 

in his own maker’s demise many years before.    

 Thalia was already at Sookie’s home in Bon Temps, ready to capture Luther 

and/or Malcolm if the opportunity presented itself.  Alternatively, she would track them 

or any others sent by Felipe if she couldn’t gain an advantage over them.  Luckily, the 
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ferocious vampiress had a standing invitation to Sookie’s house, put in place seven 

years before—soon after Eric had left the area. 

 “Did you get what you needed?” Bartlett asked, amused. 

 “Oh yes,” Pam grinned evilly, even as she replayed her footage.   

 The king of Indiana motioned toward the private jet.  “Then your chariot awaits, 

mademoiselle.” 

 Pam’s smile widened.  “I have always enjoyed travelin’ in style.” 

 Bartlett crooked his arm and escorted Pam to the plane—in style, of course. 

 

 It had taken Karin eighteen minutes to get the child a drink of water and to get 

her back to sleep.  She might have used a touch of glamour—along with her story.  But 

she felt certain that the involved parties would understand—just this once.  In truth, the 

child had been too enthusiastic about the vampire’s reading; thus, the glamour had 

been necessary. 

 When the vampiress arrived back in Sookie’s room, the telepath was panting her 

way through a contraction.  Immediately, Karin could tell that something had changed.   

 “What is it?” she demanded of her maker’s chosen one. 

 “It just hurts,” Sookie said. 

 “Like before?” Karin asked, touching Sookie’s lower belly. 

 “No,” Sookie admitted.  “I was about to call you.” 
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 “Fuck!” Karin said as she sensed that the child’s heartbeat had changed 

positions.  It seemed that he was making his way down into the birth canal.  “Do you 

feel the desire to push?”  

 Sookie thought for a moment and then bit her lip as another pain hit her.  “No!” 

she yelled out.   

 “Fuck!” Karin repeated. 

 “What?” Sookie asked with fear.   

 “You should be wanting to push, given the position of the baby,” the vampiress 

said evenly. 

 

 “I will need to try to help him come,” Karin said anxiously. 

 The fear in Sookie’s eyes seemed too familiar to the vampiress.  She was certain 

that—if she’d had a mirror—that same fear would have been in her eyes in that cave so 

long ago.  

 Karin had carried her own child to term—despite no longer having a home with 

her parents.  She had always been self-sufficient—independent.  In the cave, she’d made 

herself a new home; she had constructed a makeshift chicken coup and then had stolen 

a few chickens from the more well-off villagers who wouldn’t really miss them.  Also, 

she had taken a handful of seeds when she’d hurriedly gathered her meager belongings 
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when her parents expelled her from their home.  And her sister, who was the only one 

who knew of her location, had snuck her bread or cheese when it was possible.   

 Growing up, Karin had learned how the land could sustain her.  She’d learned 

which berries and plants were edible.  The cave had a natural spring for water and good 

ventilation so she could start fires to keep herself warm.  The soil nearby was rich 

enough to sustain her little garden.   

 In a lot of ways, her isolated life had been ideal.  She no longer had to work the 

land for someone she despised, always afraid that the disgusting manor lord or his even 

more disgusting son would take her against her will.  She was responsible to only 

herself and the child growing within her, though she often tried to convince her sister, 

who would likely soon draw the wrong kind of attention, to run away and join her.   

 Karin went into labor in the middle of a cool spring night.  She’d done all she 

could to prepare herself.  Clean linens were ready to wrap up the child.  There was a 

store of wood to keep the fire going.  Pots held water that could be warmed to clean the 

newborn.   

 Prayers had been spoken.  Wishes had been made.  The desire to protect had 

already grown inside of the young woman. 

The sun had risen to its zenith by the time Karin knew without a doubt that 

something had gone horribly wrong.  For lack of a better term, her child seemed “stuck” 

inside of her.   
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 After hours of agony, Karin was able to pull her own son from her body, but it 

was too late to save him.  It had been too late for a while.  The umbilical cord had been 

wrapped around the child’s neck, choking him even as he’d sought to breathe for the 

first time.   

 When the child was finally out, more things had come out of Karin—what she’d 

later learned was the afterbirth.  But her bleeding hadn’t stopped, and that had been 

what had drawn the wild dogs. 

 “Karin?” Sookie said shakily and uncertainly. 

 Pulled from her memories of that long-ago day, the vampiress straightened her 

posture.  “It will be okay, Sookie,” she said firmly.  She quickly dialed Dr. Ludwig’s 

answering service, knowing she couldn’t risk calling the doctor directly. 

 “Come as soon as you can,” Karin said before hanging up.   

 The vampiress looked at the telepath.  “Whether you feel the need to push or 

not—on the next contraction, I want you to do just that.  Do you understand?” 

 Sookie bit her lip in fear, but nodded.  “Okay.” 

 

 To anyone with eyes quick enough to see the two vampires flying through the 

late-night sky, the sight would have seemed strange—to say the least.   

Russell Edgington was not a tall vampire, after all.  And Eric Northman was very 

tall.  Russell had also been turned when he was in his early forties, so he had carried 
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quite a few lines of age into his immortal existence.  On the contrary, though Eric had 

been only a decade or so younger at his own turning—and though he’d had what 

modern humans would think of as a hard life at both land and sea—his handsome face 

was marred by very few age lines, and what was there showed mostly when he 

laughed, which wasn’t seen in most company.   

Thus, the sight of a shorter, older-looking man zipping through the air with an 

enormous young man holding onto him “piggyback” style would have been enough to 

elicit laughter from most beings.  

But neither vampire had considered such things as they’d made their way from 

Jackson to Brookhaven. 

 In fact, Eric had mostly concentrated on holding on.  He had been worried 

several times that he would lose his grip on the older vampire as they’d jetted through 

the air.  When Russell had claimed to be fast, he’d not been exaggerating, and nineteen 

minutes after they’d left the airport, Russell was landing them at the safe house.   

 Eric zipped to where he smelled Sookie.  The sight he was met with made his 

blood turn even colder than usual; she was obviously in distress.   

 Her eyes linked with his as soon as he was in the doorway.   

 “Eric,” Sookie sighed with relief, even though the pain in her eyes was clear. 

 “Good!  You’re finally here!” Ludwig said, pushing past Eric in the doorway and 

then hurrying over to where Karin was positioned between Sookie’s legs. 
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 “Status!” the doctor ordered.   

 “The baby has moved into the birthing canal, but no further,” Karin said. 

 “How long?” Ludwig asked.  

 “Approximately fifteen minutes,” Karin responded.  “I’ve been trying to get her 

to push.  So far, the baby’s heartbeat is within the normal range, but . . . .” 

 “But?” the doctor asked. 

 “It’s moving toward the lower end of that range,” Karin said quietly.   

 “We might have to take him through a cesarean section,” Ludwig said, “but 

first—get over here!”  

 For a moment no one moved. 

 The doctor looked over her shoulder. 

 “I’m talking to you, Viking!” her raspy voice commanded.  “Come and stand 

next to Sookie.  No—better yet—come stand next to me.  If this boy-child has truly been 

waiting for you to get here in order to be born, he’ll likely come faster if he knows 

you’re waiting to catch him,” she chortled.   

 “Sookie?” Eric said in question. 

 In obvious agony, she nodded for him to obey the doctor. 

 Once Eric was where Ludwig wanted him, he reached forward, just as Sookie 

reached downward.  Their hands locked together. 

 “You’re developing quite a grip,” Eric said, trying to joke. 
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 Sookie half-laughed and half-sobbed, but her face spoke of only relief. 

 Meanwhile, Karin had gone to take Sookie’s other hand.   

 “Well?” the doctor said, looking up at Eric expectantly; of course, “up” in her 

case was a very long way. 

 “Well—what?” Eric asked, even as Russell walked into the room, paused for half 

a second, and then turned around and walked straight back out. 

 Ludwig scoffed, though it wasn’t clear which of the male vampires the sound 

was intended for.   

 As Ludwig looked at Eric impatiently, it was Sookie’s voice that told him what 

was needed. 

 “Talk to Matthew, Eric,” the telepath coaxed.  “Make sure he knows you’re 

here.” 

 Eric looked at her in question. 

 “Talk to your little boy,” Sookie gritted, her tone suddenly more caustic as a 

wave of pain hit her again, “so he’ll get the fuck out of his mother!” 

 As Sookie squeezed the hands of the two vampires as hard as she could, thankful 

that she couldn’t break them permanently, Eric leaned down and placed his freehand 

on Sookie’s lower belly. 

 “Matthew, I am here,” the Viking began.  “I am not sure why you wished to wait 

for me, but I am honored to be chosen by you.  One day, I will sing you the songs of my 
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mother so that you can be lulled to your sleep, but now is not the time to sleep, little 

one.  One day, I will tell you stories of my human days and my human children, though 

I am certain that you will feel no less like my flesh and blood than they.  One day, I will 

teach you all I know of fighting, though I have a feeling you have already inherited 

your ‘fight’ from your mother.  And that is a good thing.”  He bent over further, 

speaking directly over Sookie’s belly.  “But now, it is time to come out.  It is time for 

you to meet your beautiful mother, min son,” he whispered.  

 For a moment, all was quiet in the room. 

 Eric looked up to see tears streaming down Sookie’s cheeks.  Even Karin turned 

to wipe away a red tear before anyone else noticed.   

 But the quiet was breeched when Sookie groaned in pain.   

 “Oh my God!” she yelled.  “I think he’s coming!” 

 “Yes—and fast,” the doctor confirmed.  She roughly moved Eric again, and his 

stretch to Sookie’s hand reached its limit. 

 “Let her go for a moment so that you can catch your boy,” Ludwig ordered. 

 Eric looked torn. 

 “It’s okay,” Sookie said, even as she leaned forward to bear down. 

 Eric let go of Sookie’s hand and placed his own near to the part of her that he’d 

once enjoyed for mere pleasure.  Now that he saw the top of Matthew’s head, however, 
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he could appreciate both the beauty and the pain of Sookie’s struggle to bring her child 

into the world. 

 “Push!” Ludwig demanded. 

 “I am pushing, you troll!” Sookie growled, even as something in the room 

snapped.  It sounded like bones cracking. 

 Karin looked down at her hand nonchalantly.  “It will heal,” she said to Sookie.  

“Squeeze as hard as you need.” 

 Sookie cried out a thank you to Karin. 

 “I’m only a quarter troll,” Ludwig said casually.  “Now push again!” 

 Sookie yelled out as she glared at the doctor and pushed. 

 “Wait!  Don’t push for a minute,” Ludwig said, even as she guided Eric to help 

the child’s shoulders emerge from Sookie’s body. 

 “Wait!?!?” Sookie panted.  “You must be fucking kidding me!  I need to push!” 

 “I don’t kid,” Ludwig intoned, “especially not for an audience that wouldn’t 

appreciate my humor anyway.”   

 Forty excruciating seconds later, Ludwig looked back at Sookie.  “Okay—push 

again!” 

 Eric listened helplessly as Sookie wailed and cried, but she also pushed like a 

fucking champion.   
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 Fifty-three seconds later, a new life made its first noise in its new world—a loud, 

purposeful cry, as if he were announcing himself.  New eyes opened—eyes that were a 

copy of his mother’s and just as captivating to the vampire who held him.   

 “Hello, Matthew,” Eric whispered in awe, even as the doctor moved to take him 

from the vampire’s arms. 

 As if aware that he was about to change hands, Matthew turned his head and let 

out a very different-sounding cry as the doctor took him.  The newborn was clearly 

displeased.   

Ludwig gestured toward a pair of surgical scissors on a tray and then looked up 

to Eric.  “Care to cut the cord?”  

Wide-eyed, Eric followed the doctor’s instructions and did just that, even as tears 

continued to stream down Sookie’s face—though no longer from pain—as she took in 

the awe in Eric’s eyes. 

As soon as the cord had been cut, the child seemed to reach for Eric, his tiny fists 

flexing.   

 “Patience, stubborn boy-child.  I will have you back with your parents soon,” the 

doctor chuckled.  True to her word, she quickly looked over the child, made sure his air 

passage was clear, cleaned him off a bit, and then placed him onto Sookie’s chest.   
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As if drawn by a magnet, Eric moved with the child, and as soon as Matthew 

was lying on his mother, Eric placed one of his large hands onto Matthew’s back even 

as he took one of Sookie’s hands into his other. 

His eyes moved from the child’s face to Sookie’s. 

“I have never seen a more beautiful sight,” he whispered, as he bent down to kiss 

Sookie’s forehead and then moved to kiss Matthew’s.   

 

“You should sleep,” Sookie whispered to Eric, who was sitting next to her—

though his head was down and resting against the bed, right next to Sookie’s arm.  For 

the past hour, he’d simply been staring at the child sleeping against her bosom.   

Unlike Sammy, Matty had latched onto Sookie’s breast as soon as it had been 

presented to him, eating his fill and then collapsing into a sleep that would likely rival 

the day-death of the vampire whom he’d decided to make his father. 

“I can’t stop looking at him,” Eric admitted as he wiped blood from his nose.  

The bleeds had started half an hour before.  The sun had been up for ninety minutes.   

“I can’t stop either,” Sookie confessed.  One of her hands was on her son’s back, 

and the other was laced in Eric’s hair.   

Eric tore his eyes from Matthew and looked up at Sookie.  “I’m sorry it took me 

so long to get here.  If I would have lost you . . . ,” he started. 
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Sookie shook her head.  “Don’t talk about things that didn’t happen,” she 

soothed.  She took a deep breath.  “Tell me what’s happening and what’s going to 

happen now.  I know that you and Karin talked right before dawn.” 

Eric sighed, but nodded.  “Pam and Russell’s husband, Bartlett Crowe, flew to 

Shreveport tonight, using the same plane I used to get here from Oklahoma.  Working 

with Thalia, they captured Malcolm, one of Felipe’s spies, as he was . . . .”  Eric stopped 

midsentence. 

“As he was what?” Sookie asked. 

Eric sighed.  “He went for Jason and his family, but King Bartlett has already 

moved them.  He has extended his protection over them, and they have agreed to move 

to Indiana.” 

“What?  Indiana?” Sookie asked, the fear in her voice causing Matthew to stir.  

Immediately, Eric began rubbing the infant’s back, causing him to settle down 

right away. 

“Your brother, his wife, and their children are safe,” Eric assured.  “Pam gave 

Michelle and Jason the short version of what Felipe, Freyda, and Bill intended for you 

and Matthew.  She also gave them some hard truths.  Obviously, Felipe has no honor,” 

Eric sighed.  “If he did, he would leave your family alone.  Given the fact that he sent 

one of his people for them tonight says much about the lengths he would go to in order 

to control you.  However, according to Pam, your brother and sister-in-law quickly 
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understood the gravity of the situation and have accepted King Bartlett’s invitation to 

settle in Indiana.  The king will ensure that they have adequate resources until they get 

settled in his state, and Felipe will not be the wiser about their new location.  It will also 

be safer for them to visit you—if their travels originate outside of Felipe’s territory.  

King Bartlett will also make sure that they have a guard.” 

“Why would King Bartlett help me?” Sookie asked. 

Eric shook his head.  “You have always woefully underestimated your worth.” 

“It balances out your overestimation,” she challenged. 

“It would be impossible to overestimate your importance to me, to Sammy, and 

to Matthew,” Eric whispered, his eyes drilling into Sookie’s. 

She hadn’t the words to contradict him when he looked at her like that. 

“So Jason’s safe?” she asked after a few moments. 

“Yes—and given the fact that she no longer needs to watch over your brother, 

Pam will be tendering her resignation to Felipe via email—after she’s closed her 

accounts and left the state,” Eric chuckled.  “Meanwhile, Thalia and she are sticking 

around Bon Temps to see if they can catch Luther.” 

“Luther?  Freyda’s second in command?” Sookie asked.   

“Yes—it is possible that Felipe sent him to collect you in Bon Temps.  Pam wants 

to take him out of the equation immediately—if possible.” 

“They’ll be okay?  Thalia and Pam?” Sookie asked. 
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Eric nodded.  “Yes.”   

Matthew chose that moment to open his eyes and look at Eric.  His little hand 

flexed several times as Sookie softly chuckled.   

“He’s already a daddy’s boy—you know,” she said.  “I really should feel guilty, 

but . . . .”  She stopped midsentence. 

“Because of Sam?” Eric asked, even as he reached out to take Matthew into his 

arms. 

“Yeah.  Sammy will—at least—have a few memories of Sam.  But I’m pretty sure 

she’ll soon see you as her daddy too.  And I’m glad about that.  I just feel,” she paused, 

“bad—like I’m dishonoring Sam or something.” 

Eric sighed.  “When my brother died, Aude was already pregnant.  Did I ever tell 

you that?”  

Sookie shook her head.   

“I was on a raid when Aude had the child—a girl she named Freygerd.  Freygerd 

died when she was only two days old.  By the time I returned, she’d already been 

buried.” 

“Oh Eric,” Sookie sighed. 

“I loved the child though,” the vampire said.  “I mourned Freygerd.  And when I 

think of my children, I always think of her first.  I know very little about her though.  

Green eyes—like my bror.  Brown hair like Aude.  But when I was human, I used to 
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dream about her—running in the fields with my other children, making flower crowns, 

driving me crazy when she came of age and I had to beat away the village boys with 

sticks.”  He chuckled.  “She was never less mine or less loved because I never saw her.  

And—if she had lived—I would have made sure she knew of my brother.  I had many 

stories to tell her, many memories to share.” 

Sookie was silent as she watched the strong Viking rock the tiny child in his 

arms.   

“This one will never know his blood father,” Eric said.  “But you will tell him 

stories.  And I will make sure that he knows that he can embrace those stories without 

hurting me.  Therefore, he will have Sam as his father too.  Just as a father can have 

many sons and many daughters, perhaps a child can have more than one father.” 

Matthew looked up at Eric, his large blue eyes shining.   

Eric chuckled.  “But for now—I believe min son is hungry again.”  The vampire 

positioned Matthew so that he could suckle from his mother again and then watched 

the breathtaking sight. 

“Go to sleep,” Sookie whispered, when she saw blood begin to fall from Eric’s 

nose.  “Stay where you are if you want, but sleep.  We will be here when you wake up.” 

Eric nodded and then lay his head down again.  The last sight that met his eyes 

before he allowed himself to fall into his day-rest was the eyes of the son who had 
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chosen him, cradled in the arms of the woman for whom he’d been longing for a 

thousand years. 

 

“You feeling okay, little girl?” Dr. Ludwig asked in her acerbic tone.   

Sookie nodded and smiled.  “A little sore, but okay.” 

“You didn’t take his blood before he fell dead?” the doctor asked bluntly. 

“Um—no,” Sookie said. 

Ludwig rolled her eyes.  “Don’t you intend to re-bond with him?” 

Sookie flushed red but nodded in affirmation.  

“Then take his blood when he wakes up,” Ludwig ordered.  “Otherwise, it’ll take 

you weeks to heal.” 

“But it’s so soon,” Sookie started.   

“Seven years is too soon?” Ludwig asked sarcastically.  She rolled her eyes.  

“Grow up.  And don’t be a dumbass.  Save yourself some trouble and just admit that 

you want his blood—and for reasons unrelated to healing.  I’m sure he’d have his wrist 

open and in your mouth before you even finished your request.” 

“But I hurt him,” Sookie said softly as she looked at the resting vampire.  “I 

didn’t trust him like I should have.  And I didn’t protect him from Freyda.” 
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Ludwig snorted.  “Take it from a doctor: the past doesn’t matter—because it 

can’t be changed.  Change your present, little girl,” she said astringently, even as 

Matthew stirred on his mother’s chest.   

The doctor graced the infant with a quick smile that Sookie almost missed.  

“Since you’re up, I’ll check you out—and change your diaper.”   

Dr. Ludwig picked up a skeptical-looking Matthew and lowered him into a small 

portable bassinet.  The infant immediately looked toward Eric and Sookie as if to make 

sure they were there.  And Sookie felt his mind “touching” hers as he turned back to 

look at the doctor. 

“Wow!” Sookie exclaimed. 

“Wow?”  Ludwig looked at her in question. 

“I can feel Matty keeping track of me with his telepathy—and Eric too, I think.”  

Ludwig nodded.  “I’m not surprised.  It’s a benefit of having a telepath for a 

child—or, rather, since you’re a telepath too, it will be a benefit.  He’ll let you know 

when he wants something.” 

Sookie nodded.  “I already experienced something like that with him.  Like most 

pregnant women, I had cravings when I was carrying Sammy, but Matty took that to a 

whole new level,” she chuckled.  “There was even a particular way that he liked me to 

rub my belly when I was sitting down.” 
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Ludwig made a noise somewhere between a grunt and a chuckle as she stripped 

the child and checked his reflexes.  Sookie noticed that the diminutive doctor seemed to 

be on some kind of stool as she bent over Matty and sniffed his palm and then neck.   

“His fairy scent is masked by the shifter blood in him—but not to the extent that 

it is masked in your daughter.”  She looked up at Sookie.  “You know your daughter 

will be able to shift—don’t you?”  

“Sam wasn’t sure,” Sookie replied.  “His instincts told him she would, but he’d 

never heard of someone half human shifting before.” 

Ludwig rolled her eyes.  “Well—your daughter isn’t half-human.  Is she?  No—

the fairy magic in her has worked to strengthen her shifter tendencies.  By contrast, 

your son’s father’s inherent magic seems to have strengthened his fairy spark and his 

telepathy.  I would expect that he will be at least as strong as you in that regard—if not 

stronger.”  

Sookie nodded in understanding even as she felt a tear slip from her eye. 

“The thought of him being a telepath upsets you?” the doctor asked, as she put a 

fresh diaper on Matthew. 

“No,” Sookie responded, wiping away her tear.  “I used to worry about passing 

on my ability, but I got over that as soon as I realized Matthew was a telepath.”  She 

smiled sadly.  “How could I not love him exactly as he is?  No—I’m just sad because 
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Mr. Cataliades had been planning to help Matty with his shields when he got older.  

And—now he’s gone because he helped me.”   

Ludwig nodded.  “Yes.  The loss of the demon is unfortunate,” she said, her 

voice full of respect. 

“He was gonna be Matty’s godfather,” Sookie whispered. 

Ludwig finished up with Matthew and placed him into his mother’s arms.  The 

infant immediately signaled his desire to feed—both telepathically and vocally.   

Ludwig watched at the child latched on. 

“Your son is healthy and strong—already sure of himself.”  She chuckled a little.  

“Given his choice of fathers,” she said, gesturing toward the dead-for-the-day vampire, 

“he will be a handful.”  She sighed.  “But do not worry about teaching him to control 

his telepathy.  The demon arranged for both me and his niece, Diantha, to aid the child 

when it is time.” 

“Really?” Sookie asked. 

The doctor nodded.  “I received his call yesterday morning—before he traveled 

to Oklahoma.” 

Sookie wiped away another tear.  “Desmond was a good man.  He sacrificed 

himself for me.” 
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“He was your godfather,” Dr. Ludwig said almost compassionately.  “He would 

have done anything to see you happy.  And—from what I have heard—he died a 

warrior.” 

Her emotions overwhelming her, Sookie could only nod. 

“Honor him by going on,” Ludwig said before leaving the room.   

Sookie looked at Matthew and then Eric.   

“I will,” she whispered.  “I promise.” 

 

   Eric woke up to the sound of giggling.  Sammy was standing by the bed on the 

stool the doctor had been using and was laughing at Matthew, who was blowing spit 

bubbles.   

“Hi,” Sookie said with a smile in her voice.  “You slept in.  Karin’s already up.” 

Eric sat upright and grinned when Matthew’s eyes lit up and the infant tried to 

turn his head to see the vampire.  Sookie helped her son to turn over. 

“It seems he knows he was born on Boxing Day,” Eric grinned as he looked at 

Matthew’s fists flexing, which was a signal of his desire for Eric to pick him up.  The 

vampire immediately took the child into his arms as he continued to work his little 

hands into fists. 

“Look who’s showing off,” Sookie giggled.   
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“He’s been waitin’ for you for hours, sleepy-head!” Sammy chided cutely.  “But 

don’t worry!  I told him all about vampires while you were sleepin’.” 

 “All about vampires—eh?” Eric asked with a twinkle in his eye. 

 “Uh-huh,” Sammy responded.  “I told him y’all gotta sleep during the daytime 

and that y’all eat blood and don’t like candy,” she said seriously. 

 “Thank you for covering the important things,” Eric winked at the little girl, even 

as Sookie held in her giggle.   

Sammy jumped off the stool and ran over to the corner of the room, where a little 

table had been set up for her.  She skipped back to Eric and handed him a picture.  “I 

drew this for you!” 

Eric took the picture with his free hand and chuckled.  Sammy’s artistic abilities 

left something to be desired, but her subject pleased the vampire in a way that he 

couldn’t quite name.  Sookie’s daughter had drawn four stick figures, the tallest of 

which had fangs.   

“Is this me?” he asked the little girl. 

“Yep,” Sammy said, popping her ‘p.’  “I was gonna put in Aunt Karin, but I ran 

outta room,” she frowned.  “But I drew her one of her own—with just her and me,” 

Sammy said proudly.  “And she liked it.” 

“Aunt Karin?” Eric asked Sookie in a whisper. 

Sookie grinned and nodded. 
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“She’s way too old to be my sister!” Sammy remarked as if the point should be 

obvious. 

“That is quite true,” Karin said from the doorway.  “Come, Sammy.  I have your 

dinner prepared for you.” 

“What’d you make?” Sammy asked.  “I’m not gonna have to eat blood like a 

vampire—am I?” she added, her face screwing into a skeptical look.   

“I made something called macaroni and cheese from a box,” Karin informed.  “It 

required four steps; however, I believe the finished product looks similar to the picture 

on the box,” she explained clinically. 

“Yummy!  Mac-n-cheese!” Sammy exclaimed as she ran to Karin and took her 

hand.  The vampiress and the little girl left the room together.  

“Aunt Karin?” Eric asked again—this time a little louder.   

“Yep,” Sookie said, also popping her ‘p.’  “Last night, when I was in labor, Karin 

helped to distract Sammy by reading to her.  Apparently, Sammy’s decided that Karin 

is a much better reader than I am because she does different voices.” 

“Different voices?” Eric asked in disbelief as he thought about his extremely 

guarded vampire child.   

“Yep.  According to Sammy’s mind, Karin is her new favorite person, but she 

didn’t want to make me feel bad by saying that out loud,” Sookie chuckled. 
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“Karin’s warming up to a human?”  Eric shook his head.  “Miracles never cease 

around you, min kära,” he grinned. 

Sookie’s look became more serious.  “Eric—would you give me some blood?”  

Immediately—uncontrollably—Eric’s fangs came down, and Matthew looked at 

him—and his fangs—curiously.   

“I never imagined I’d hear that question from you,” Eric said honestly.  “I 

thought I’d have to work to convince you to take my blood to heal you.  I also figured 

my chances were slim and that you’d want to heal naturally.” 

“Nah—I’m not that stubborn,” Sookie said, eliciting another look of disbelief 

from Eric.   

He went to speak.   

“Don’t say whatever it is you’re plannin’ to say, Mister,” Sookie said teasingly.   

Eric just shook his head and looked at Matthew.  “Your mother is the least 

stubborn creature I know,” he said to the infant sarcastically.  Matthew rewarded him 

with a spit bubble.   

“Hey—I don’t want to spend weeks being sore this time,” Sookie said with a 

little pout.   

Eric chuckled. 

They were silent for a moment as the vampire bounced Matthew lightly in his 

arms. 
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“I also want you to take some of my blood,” Sookie said.   

Eric was speechless for a moment.  “But you are weakened!  I can’t . . . ,” he 

protested. 

“You don’t have to take much,” Sookie interrupted.  “I want to restart our bond.” 

“You are sure?” Eric asked hopefully.   

Sookie looked at Eric and Matthew with tears in her eyes.  “I’ve never been surer 

of anything in my whole life.”         

 

The End of "Boxing Day” 
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Part 5 of the Gift Horse Series, this story focuses on Pam and Thalia as they work to tie 

up loose ends in Louisiana before rejoining Sookie and Eric.  (This story begins on the 

night that Matthew is born in Part 4: “Boxing Day.”) 

To Seph, who made the wonderful banner for this story, and who is an all-around 

inspiration to me! 

And to Kleannhouse, who bravely volunteered to beta this series, despite the fact that 

the parts are so sporadically produced!

You can find pictures of the cast & actor names throughout the story as characters are 

introduced.    
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THALIA POV: TWO HOURS BEFORE DAWN, DECEMBER 26 (BOXING DAY) 

 halia had always liked being near Sookie Stackhouse’s home.  The  

whole property was thick with magic—“old” magic, the kind that only “old” vampires 

could appreciate.  It was the magic of the elements themselves—the earth, the air, the 

water.  And it burned as she inhaled it—not uncomfortably, but like liquor used to burn 

when she drank it as a human. 

 Long, long ago.   

 But she could still remember the sensation: uncomfortable and comforting at the 

same time.  A soothing burn.  One of the many paradoxes she’d experienced during her 

long life.    

 She checked her phone when she felt its faint vibration.  Pam had texted, alerting 

her that she’d be reaching the private airfield near Shreveport in thirty-three minutes.  
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From there, it would take her and King Bartlett, who was coming with her, about 

twenty minutes to reach Compton’s home—where Pam was to meet Malcolm, Area 5’s 

Assistant Investigation, who’d worked under Bill and who was now searching for him. 

 Thalia smirked wickedly.   

 

 “Good luck finding any pieces,” she whispered into the magic-laced air.  Since 

she had an invitation into Sookie’s home, the magic on the property had seemed to 

welcome her, and now it seemed to chuckle along with her.  She enjoyed the sensation 

as she recalled the previous night.  Bill’s death had been too easy—for him.  But—then 

again—what does one do when he or she finds shit on the bottom of one’s shoe.   

 One either scrapes it off and moves on or—if the smell is too bad—throws the 

fucking shoe away.   

 As the shit in the metaphor, Bill didn’t need any attention given to him beyond a 

little fucking “scraping.”   

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2013/12/thalia.jpg
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 Which she’d accomplished with her collection of razors. 

 Not the “safety” kind. 

 Thalia inhaled deeply.  She’d placed herself in an old tree near Sookie’s home, 

knowing that the magic there would help to cloak her scent.  She’d been tasked with a 

hunt, and she loved a good hunt.   

Particularly, Eric thought that Luther would come after Sookie and her children 

now that Freyda was dead and Bill was missing. 

 Meanwhile, Malcolm had likely been ordered by Felipe to kill Pam. 

 Thalia rolled her eyes.  Felipe’s machinations were so fucking childish—and so 

fucking unneeded.   

 She didn’t begrudge Felipe for his ambition.  Taking over Louisiana, a state 

where gambling thrived, made sense for the King of Nevada.  And Thalia never had 

much time for Sophie-Anne, though she’d been a better monarch than their current one. 

 The ancient vampiress scoffed.  She’d been loyal to Eric Northman for more 

years than Felipe had been alive, and she knew that agreeing to serve the Nevada king 

had not been pleasant for Eric.  However, he’d sacrificed his inclination to revenge his 

queen in order to protect the vampires in his retinue and his bonded.   

 Felipe should have nurtured that kind of loyalty and leadership, rather than 

undermine it.   

 But no—the moment Felipe had seen Sookie Stackhouse, he’d coveted her like a 

child did a toy.   
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 Thalia shook her head.  Beyond meals, she didn’t care much for humans; 

however, Sookie had always treated her with kindness and respect—as she tried to treat 

all beings.  And, for that, Thalia had made an exception and had come to like Sookie a 

great deal.  Sookie craved peace; however, when thrown into war, she’d proven brave 

and resilient.  Thalia admired that kind of spirit. 

 She and Sookie were similar in a fundamental and important way that made 

them kindred in Thalia’s eyes.  They both wanted quiet, but when things became 

“loud,” they didn’t cower.  They kicked ass.   

 Instead of simply asking for Sookie’s services now and then, as Sophie-Anne had 

been prepared to do after Eric bonded with her, Felipe coveted the telepath.  Instead of 

seeing Eric as an asset—one of the most profitable sheriffs in the United States, despite 

his mostly rural domain—Felipe saw Eric as an impediment when it came to getting his 

desired “toy.”  Instead of overruling Appius’s contract with Freyda, Felipe had allowed 

Eric to be pimped out to Oklahoma.   

Thalia shook her head with judgment toward the becaped king.  Felipe could 

have easily gotten Eric out of that godforsaken contract!  After all, fealty to a monarch 

was above fealty to maker.  Otherwise, the system wouldn’t work!  It was against 

vampire law, in fact, for a maker to order his child to kill his king.  And, if such an order 

were given, a child was to resist his maker with all his might and notify others of the 

command.   

 Yes—a loyal vampire was supposed to be willing to suffer torturous pain, which 

denying a maker inevitably brought forth, in order to serve his king or queen.  In turn, 
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the monarch was to protect his subjects, even from those makers—when the case of 

abuse was extreme. 

 Yes!  Felipe could have easily gotten Eric out of the contract Appius had made 

with Freyda, especially once Appius was dead!  However, the spoiled king had wanted 

a telepath of his very own.  Of course, Eric was not oblivious to this desire and made 

sure that the contract he made with Freyda and Felipe included provisions for Sookie 

and her family’s safety and freedom.  However, Felipe had always been patient, and 

he’d been waiting for an opportunity that would get him what he wanted without 

bringing consequences with it.  

 In truth, Thalia couldn’t wait until Felipe faced the consequences in the form of a 

Viking boot up his ass, but a direct assault against Felipe would be too dangerous.  He 

had too many loyal to him—vampires he’d made rich.  And he was too suspicious; 

thus, he guarded himself well.   

 A vampire who knew he had enemies—both seen and unseen—and who 

protected himself from all variables was a formidable opponent indeed.    

 Thalia’s phone vibrated again.  Pam again—but this time she was sending an 

attachment. 

 “To amuse you,” the text said. 

 Thalia watched the video several times, her smile unguarded in her hiding place.  

Eric had, apparently, agreed to take a ride on the Russell Edgington express in order to 

get to Sookie and her unborn child faster.  And watching the large Viking hop up on the 

much smaller vampire before being jetted into the night sky was amusing.   
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 Thalia’s amusement quelled as she spotted her prey: Luther.   

 

 The vampire skulked toward the tree line from the cemetery, but he halted 

abruptly right before passing onto Sookie’s property.  Obviously, the Fae-magic barrier 

was not as welcoming to him as it had been for Thalia.  Once Luther had been 

compelled to stop, he pulled out his phone.   

 “Malcolm,” he asked curtly, “why the fuck can’t I sense anything that’s inside 

the Stackhouse house?  And why the fuck can’t I move beyond the property line!?!” 

 There was a pause.  

 “Well—why the fuck wasn’t I told that there was a spell around this house.  

Fuck!  How am I supposed to get the telepath and her brat?” 

 Another pause. 

 “Well, Compton’s not here, so it doesn’t mean fuck to me that he had an 

invitation!” 
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 Another pause. 

 “No—Felipe needs to realize that there’s no way to take her out of that house—

unless witchcraft is used.” 

 Another pause. 

   “Well—are Weres kept off the property too?  Luther asked. 

 Another pause. 

 “So Felipe already tried that?” 

 Another pause.   

 “Fuck!  Then we’ll have to try a witch or wait for Sookie to come out on her 

own.” 

 A longer pause. 

 “Fine.  Good idea.  Where are you now?” 

 Another pause. 

 “No—since you are still ten miles away from Bon Temps, I’ll go to Compton’s.  

You go to the brother’s house.  It’s a holiday, so—if we are lucky—the telepath will be 

there with her family.  If not, we’ll use the brother to get her to cooperate—as you 

suggested.” 

 Another pause. 

 “I don’t care what Felipe told you to do.  He also told you to follow my lead—

correct?” 

 Another pause. 
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“Well—not that I have to justify myself to you—but I’m older.  And stronger.  I’ll 

wait at Compton’s for the cunt sheriff and take her out.  Pamela is older than you, after 

all,” he sneered.   

Another pause. 

“Are you saying you cannot handle a human family?” he asked somewhat 

sarcastically.   

 Another pause. 

 “Good.  Then handle them.  And call me when you have them secured.  And 

then—if there’s time before dawn—bring them here.” 

 Luther hung up and then turned and used vampire speed to cross the cemetery 

to Compton’s home.   

 Thalia’s quick mind immediately began combing through possibilities.  She 

could fight Luther and still, perhaps, get to Jason Stackhouse’s home before Malcolm 

arrived.  However, Luther was no spring chicken, and—though Thalia knew she could 

take him out—it might take some time for her to do it.   

 She made her decision quickly, based on what she knew Eric and Sookie would 

desire: the safety of the brother and his family.  She left her hiding place and used her 

gift of flight to travel quickly to Jason Stackhouse’s home several miles away.   

 Having arrived before Malcolm, she found a good place to lie in wait and texted 

Pam with a change in their plans. 
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MALCOLM POV 

 

 Malcolm had been turned into a vampire almost seventy years before.  Before his 

“making” he had been in the FBI, and, therefore, he’d been a natural choice for a new 

child when his maker had needed a spy that he could trust. 

 At first, as many vampires did, Malcolm had resented his altered state, but by the 

end of his first decade as a vampire, he’d accepted being a vampire—and a lackey to his 

maker.  And, when his maker’s purposes for him were done, Malcolm had been freed to 

pursue his own interests.     

 Felipe de Castro, always in need of good spies, had hired Malcolm almost a 

decade before—as he’d begun to contemplate taking over Louisiana.  Of course, that 

was before Sophie-Anne’s “unfortunate” incapacitation.  However, Felipe had clearly 
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always believed in the “long-game.”  And Malcolm had been sent on what his employer 

had called an “exploratory mission.” 

 From the beginning of his time in Louisiana, Malcolm had recognized that Eric 

Northman could be either the biggest threat to Felipe or the Nevada king’s biggest asset 

after a takeover.  Malcolm didn’t care which.  He just reported to his boss.   

 All in all, he’d liked his time in Louisiana.  The trick to being a good spy was, 

after all, settling into the place.  He liked working under both sheriffs that he’d served: 

Eric and Pam Ravenscroft.  However, his true master had always been Felipe.  

 His king and employer had asked him to pursue the position of Assistant 

Investigator several years before in order to have more access to both Compton and the 

new sheriff.  Of course, Malcolm was aware that Compton was also Felipe’s spy, but Bill 

didn’t know of Malcolm’s true alliances.  It was better that way.   

 There had been many times that Compton wavered in his loyalties.  In Malcolm’s 

opinion, he was too fixated on the telepath.  And no “ordinary” vampire should have 

such a prize.  She’d been meant for a king.  Thus, Malcolm was more than happy that 

things were coming to a head with Compton and the telepath.   

The sheriff would die so that she couldn’t be a threat to Felipe.  That was a pity, 

but a necessary step.   

 The telepath would serve Nevada in the way in which Northman always should 

have compelled her to do.   

 All would be as it should.   
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 And—after the dust settled—Malcolm would likely be reassigned.  In fact, he 

had already packed up his things and was ready to move on as required.  Of course, he 

stayed mostly packed—ready to travel light at a moment’s notice.  Old habits and all.    

 He sighed as he approached Jason Stackhouse’s home.  Felipe had told him to 

eliminate Sheriff Ravenscroft personally, but the king had also made clear that he 

should obey Luther, who was older and theoretically wiser.  Malcolm didn’t know 

Luther personally, but he didn’t appreciate being insulted.   

 Malcolm scoffed.  “As if I couldn’t take out a few humans,” he muttered. 

 Still, just in case the telepath was in her brother’s home and could sense him, 

Malcolm had parked well-away from the Stackhouse residence.   

 The spy approached with all of his stealth.  Being in the FBI before becoming a 

vampire made him very good at being covert.   

 However, there was one universal truth among vampires: If you were older than 

your foe, you had the advantage. 

 Pamela’s second, Thalia, was most certainly older than Malcolm, and he didn’t 

hear her until she had him down on the ground—with a stake against his heart. 

 “Hello Malcolm,” Thalia said with a smirk. 

 

PAM POV 

 “Any problems?” Pam smirked as she and Bartlett pulled up in a large SUV.   

 Thalia shook her head.  “Malcolm is good for a seventy-year-old, but that’s all he 

is in the end.” 
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 “Where is he?” King Bartlett asked.    
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 “Your majesty,” Thalia acknowledged, though she bowed only a little.  Still, for 

Thalia, it was a lot.   

 And Bartlett acknowledged the respect he’d been shown with a nod to her.   

 “There were silver chains in Malcolm’s trunk.  I used them to secure him and 

then stowed him inside of the trunk I took them from,” Thalia responded. 

 “And Jason?” Pam asked.  

 “I’ve told him nothing—except to be expecting you.  He is inside with his wife 

and children,” Thalia said. 

 “Any signs of Luther?” Bartlett asked. 
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 “He was to be at Compton’s home—waiting for Pam,” Thalia said.  “I expect that 

is still where he is.  And—now that you are here—I would like to go for him.” 

 Bartlett looked at Pam.  “And I would really like to go with her.” 

 Pam smirked.  “Pity I can’t join the party.”  She nodded toward her second.  

“Thalia knows the way.  Happy hunting.” 

 Bartlett smiled wickedly before zipping off after Thalia. 

 Pam sighed.  She really was disappointed that she didn’t get to go with them.  

She looked down at her phone.  Karin had texted a few minutes before.  Eric had 

arrived in time to ensure that Matthew was born safely.  She traced the little face of the 

infant in the picture Karin had sent.  He had Sookie’s expressive blue eyes.   

 “I will meet you soon, little bror.  But first I must take care of your uncle,” Pam 

said softly before knocking on the door. 

 Jason Stackhouse answered immediately.   

 

 “Pam,” he said a little nervously.  “Thalia said there was something up with 

Sookie.” 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2012/07/jason.jpg
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 “Yes,” Pam confirmed. 

 “I guess you should come in then,” he said hesitantly.  Though somewhat 

reluctant, the invitation was enough, and the vampiress moved into the small living 

room, following her host. 

 The woman Pam recognized as Jason’s wife stood up, a fussy baby in her arms.  

The vampiress could sense that there was an older child asleep in a bedroom down the 

hall.   

 Michele Stackhouse gave Pam a nervous smile.  “Sorry, but we don’t have cause 

to keep TrueBlood in the house.” 

 “I am not here for a snack,” Pam said.  “May I sit?” 

 “Of course!” Michele said, as if upset that she’d not offered the chair earlier. 

 Pam didn’t mind.  “First things first,” she said, handing Jason her phone.  “Your 

nephew was born tonight.” 

 Jason showed his growing maturity by just nodding and smiling at the picture.   
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 “There are more.  Drag your fingers to the left,” Pam instructed. 

 Jason did, and found pictures of her maker and Matthew, as well as Sookie and 

Matthew, as well as one of all three of them. 

 “Eric is with her?” Jason asked surprised.  “I mean—when she called last night, 

she said she was going somewhere safe, and I had a feeling, but . . . .”  His voice trailed 

off for a moment and then he looked at Pam.  “I ain’t so smart about relationships and 

such, but even I could see how much she missed Eric when he was gone.  But she told 

me he was gone for good.  And then she was with Sam.  And then she wasn’t.  And 

then she was again.  And then he died.  I figured she’d be getting together with Bill 

again though.  They’d spent some time together recently.” 

 Pam snarled, startling Michele, who held her baby closer. 

 “No,” Pam responded.  “Sookie won’t be getting together with Bill Compton.  He 

was going to help to steal her child for King Felipe de Castro.” 

 “But—uh—she was supposed to be safe,” Jason said.   

 “My maker did what he could to ensure that, but he never fully trusted Freyda 

or Felipe.  Out of a misguided desire to protect Sookie, Compton agreed to help Felipe 

spy on Sookie.  And—though he didn’t kill the shifter, Merlotte, his actions contributed 

to his death.”  Pam paused.  “There was a plan in place.  Sookie would be led to believe 

that her new child, the boy she’s holding in that picture,” she gestured, “was dead.  

Felipe and Freyda would share the child, who is a telepath like his mother.  Meanwhile, 

Bill would ‘comfort’ Sookie in her grief at losing a child.” 

 “Fuckin’ bastard!” Jason growled. 
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 Michele brushed away a tear.  “So Sookie’s on the run?” 

 “Yes,” Pam responded, “with Eric.”   

 “Where?” Jason asked.   

 “I’ll have to glamour you to forget if I tell you,” Pam said. 

 “Tell us,” Michele implored.  “We’ll take the glamour as long as we know she’s 

okay.” 

 Jason smiled at his wife and took her hand.   

 “Mississippi right now.  But Eric’s gonna take them farther away—to Sweden—

once the baby and Sookie can travel.  The king there is a friend, and they will be as safe 

as he can make them.  I was to stay here—to watch over you.  But it has become clear 

that Felipe will try to use you to draw out Sookie.” 

 “How can you be sure?” Jason asked. 

 “Thalia captured a vampire here tonight.  His directive was to kidnap you and 

your family and to use you to control Sookie,” Pam informed. 

 “Why didn’t this King Phillip dude try to do this before?” Jason asked. 

 “Felipe,” Michele corrected, “and I’m guessin’ because Eric was under control 

before.  And now he’s not.” 

 Pam smiled at the woman.  “You are lucky in your selection of a wife, 

Stackhouse.” 

 “God knows I needed luck to get her,” he said under his breath. 

 They all laughed, even as there was a knock at the door.   
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 Pam inhaled.  “It is Thalia and the King of Indiana.  He’s a friend.  You can let 

them in.” 

 Jason stood up cautiously, but went to the door and issued the invitations 

nonetheless.   

 “Luther?” Pam asked.  

 “He wasn’t there when we got there,” Bartlett said.   

 “It’s only eighty minutes till dawn, so he might have gone to find a secure resting 

place,” Thalia said.  

 “We should find a place to stay for the day too,” Pam remarked. 

 “What about us?” Jason asked. 

 Pam sighed.  “Now that Felipe has shown his willingness to target you, he won’t 

just let that go.  As long as he is un-dead, you and your family will not be safe here.  I 

can place guards on you and I could try to continue being sheriff, but you will always 

be targets as long as you are here.” 

 “And if we’re not here?” Michele asked. 

 “If you weren’t in a state controlled by de Castro, it would be easier to protect 

you,” Pam said. 

 “Then we’ll leave here,” Michele stated with strength. 

 “But this is our home!” Jason said. 

 Michele looked at him and smiled.  “Jase, our family is our home, and—last I 

looked—neither of us had parents left.  We have jobs here and a home, but we can’t 

trade safety for walls and nails.” 
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 “I’m sure you could join Sookie in Sweden,” Pam offered. 

 “Or—if you want to stay in this country—you would be welcome in Indiana,” 

Bartlett said, his admiration for Jason’s wife’s strength clear.  “I will make sure you 

have a home and find work.  I am in debt to your sister; thus, I would consider it an 

honor to help you.” 

 Jason contemplated for a moment.   

 “Jase, we’ve talked about movin’ before so we’d both have better job 

opportunities and could provide better for the kids, but we stayed in Bon Temps ‘cause 

your sister was here,” Michele said. 

 Jason looked at his wife and then at Bartlett. 

 “Thanks.  Uh—I think stayin’ in this country would be better for now.”  He took 

a deep breath.  “We’ll take you up on your offer, Your—uh—Majesty,” he said. 

 “We don’t have much time before dawn,” Pam said.   

 “We’ll help you pack your essentials,” Thalia offered. 

 Pam nodded in agreement.  “And we’ll get you to Russell’s plane.” 

 “Tomorrow night, I’ll take them to see Sookie and the baby before I take them to 

Indiana,” Bartlett said, already texting someone.  “After we land in Jackson, we’ll stay 

in one of Russell’s safe houses until the sun sets.” 

 “But will we have time to make it to Jackson before dawn?” Michele asked. 

 “I have a travel coffin on the plane,” Bartlett smiled.  “Now.  Tell us what you 

need tonight.  Tomorrow I’ll send someone here to pack up the rest of your things and 

they will be delivered to your new home.” 
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 Jason looked stunned for a moment.  “Uh—okay.  Let’s get movin’ then.”   

 

THALIA POV: THE NEXT NIGHT, JUST AFTER SUNSET 

 After hurriedly sending off Jason Stackhouse and his family the night before, 

Pam and Thalia had gone to the ground in a field about fifteen miles north of Sookie’s 

home.   

 Thalia was used to seeking shelter in the earth.  In fact, it’s what she preferred.   

 Pam grumbled as she brushed dust off of her clothing.   

 “You have dirt in your hair, too,” Thalia said snidely.   

 Pam growled at her, but the older vampiress just chuckled.  For her own part, 

she didn’t give a fuck what she looked like.  She just cared about her prey.  With that in 

mind, she straightened her gloves and pulled Malcolm from the ground by the scruff of 

his neck.   

 The captured vampire groaned out in pain.   

 “Bitch!” he yelled as the silver he was trapped in shifted on his already raw skin. 

 “That’s bitches—plural,” Pam intoned.   

 “Felipe will have your heads for this,” Malcolm snarled.   

 “He is welcome to try to take my head,” Thalia said casually, even as she 

dropped Malcolm onto the ground.  “Others have tried.  Betters have tried.  He may 

have his turn.” 

 “Where is Luther?” Pam asked Malcolm. 

 “Luther who?” the prisoner spit out defiantly. 
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 Pam kicked the vampire in the sternum, cracking it.  She knew, from her maker’s 

guidance, just how painful that could be.  And Malcolm was obviously learning it too, 

even as the large bone snapped back together.  As soon as it did, Pam repeated the 

break, knowing it would take longer to heal this time.   

 Knowing it would hurt worse. 

 “You were in the FBI before you were turned,” Thalia commented.  “I know your 

maker—Jonathan.”  She sat on the earth next to Malcolm.  “He is weak, though he is 

good at choosing decent children.  You are one of them, but your days are done.  Tell us 

where Luther is and we will make it quick.” 

 “Fuck you!” he snarled. 

 “Do you know how old I am?” Thalia asked.  “Surely you have heard rumors 

about my ways; you have been in the area long enough.  You must trust me when I tell 

you that my experience in causing extensive pain is vast.  And what Pamela lacks in 

experience, she makes up for in creativity and natural aptitude.  And we both have a 

desire to inflict pain tonight—for Northman and for his woman.  Moreover, we have 

been forced to be docile long enough,” she added forebodingly.  “We are,” she paused, 

“restless to break the bones of our enemies—as you can tell.”     

 “It can be you or it can be Luther who suffers our wrath,” Pam informed.   

 “Tell us—do you know anything beyond the fact that Luther was to wait at 

Compton’s for Pam last night?” Thalia asked. 

 Malcolm didn’t answer. 

 “Do you know anything of Felipe’s security in Las Vegas?” Pam asked. 
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 Again, he said nothing. 

 “You are a lackey—aren’t you?  I bet it was Victor and not Felipe who made the 

deal for your services,” Thalia said. 

 “Probably at a Denny’s,” Pam added. 

 Thalia was looking at Malcolm closely.  She let out a sigh and took a stake out of 

her jacket before pushing it through his chest without another word. 

 She and Pam exchanged a look as Malcolm exploded.  Both of them had quickly 

realized that their vampire prisoner was faithfully loyal to his master, and knew little 

beyond the scope of his own assignment.  And they had bigger fish to fry—like Luther.   

 “What do you think we should do?” Pam asked. 

 “The unexpected,” Thalia grinned.  “Let’s go to Fangtasia.” 

 “It would be nice to say goodbye to the old joint,” Pam smirked.   

 

PAM POV 

 After Eric had been forced to go to Oklahoma because of that fucking contract 

that Appius had negotiated with Freyda, Fangtasia’s profits had plummeted. 

 How could they not when the star attraction was no longer there? 

Pam had tried several “replacements” before she found one who could bring in nearly 

the same number of “fans” as Eric had.  The problem was in finding that perfect mix of 

cultural mystique and charisma in a vampire. 

 Many were from cultures that lent to the human imagination just as much as the 

Viking culture.  Samurai, Egyptian, Massai, Greek, Aztec, Hun—Pam had tried all of 
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them.  However, all the individual vampires that were “auditioned” lacked the 

requisite “charm.”  Some had been too friendly.  Others—notably the Hun—had been 

too homicidal.  She scoffed as she thought of the patrons in Fangtasia during the Hun’s 

two-week trial period.  Anyone with any self-preservation had avoided the club; only 

those bottom dwellers who truly wanted death had continued to come.   

 She’d not had a good meal the entire time! 

 Finally, Pam had gone about things from a different direction.  She went for 

charisma first, finding a one-hundred-and-fifty-something-year-old vampire who used 

to be on the stage in England.  And then she’d created a “role” for him to play: an 

ancient Spartan warrior.  All of the vampires in Area 5 knew the truth, of course.  They 

could all sense that “Eucleidas” wasn’t ancient, but they went along with the deception, 

and the clientele returned to the quality that had frequented the club during Eric’s 

tenure—though the numbers never quite reached “Eric-status.” 

 In truth—Pam didn’t much care.  Without her maker there, the bar was just a 

convenient place for her to perform her sheriff duties.  In fact, she didn’t even spend 

much time in the main club—unless it took her a while to select a meal.     

 However, she felt nostalgic as she walked in through the back doors.  Of course, 

she was also cautious.  Thalia had her back, and she’d checked in with Casey, whom 

Pam had hired as her own replacement at Fangtasia when she took over Eric’s duties.  

Casey was young—only ninety years a vampire—but she was trustworthy.  

 The club had been closed for Christmas, and Boxing Day had been on a Monday, 

so—despite the fact that it was a Tuesday—Fangtasia was packed with people wanting 
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to escape the “holiday spirit.”  Eucleidas was sitting on the stage.  Eric’s throne had 

been “retired” after he 

left, so each new 

“featured act” had 

gotten his or her own 

throne to match his or 

her culture.   

Eucleidas 

nodded at Pam and 

then went back to brooding as he studied the fangbangers competing for his attention.  

With a quick scan of the room, Pam spotted Thalia, positioned stealthily near the 

hallway leading to the back.  Pam 

motioned for Casey, who followed her to 

the office. 

 As she sat down in Eric’s old chair, 

she pulled out her phone and dialed a 

number she had used once a month during 

her tenure as sheriff.   
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 “Sheriff, I was not expecting a call from you until the fifth of January,” Michael 

Norris’s voice sounded as the call was picked up in Las Vegas.  Michael was Felipe’s 

personal assistant, and all sheriff business went through him—a thing for which Pam 

had been extremely happy because it limited her personal interactions with Felipe.  In 

fact, her call from Felipe the previous night had been the first time she’d spoken to him 

directly since her annual report in 

July. 

 “I am afraid that I have to 

report a missing vampire in my 

area,” Pam said evenly. 

 “Compton?” Michael 

returned, asking the question as if 

making an accusation.  “We had 

already been informed of that 

disappearance by Malcolm.” 

 “Yes,” Pam said, “and it is Malcolm who would usually be informing you of the 

latest disappearance; however, it is Malcolm himself who is missing.” 

 “Explain,” Michael said gruffly.   

 “Felipe called me personally last night and asked me to meet with Malcolm at 

Compton’s home in order to assist in finding Compton and/or securing the database 

materials.  When his majesty called, I was indulging in personal business on my night 

off and was not able to reach Bon Temps until about an hour before dawn.  When I 
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arrived at Compton’s, Malcolm was not there—though I picked up the scent of another 

vampire in the area.” 

 “Do you know who?” Michael asked. 

 “Yes.  Luther—Freyda’s second,” Pam said. 

 There was a short 

pause.  

 “Please hold for 

Felipe,” came Michael’s 

voice. 

 Pam had figured 

that “a personal audience” 

with Felipe would be 

coming, and now she 

would have to be a more convincing performer than even her fake Spartan. 

 “Sheriff Ravenscroft,” Felipe greeted. 

 Pam cringed slightly at his annoying accent.   

 “Your majesty,” she said. 

 “What’s this I hear about a second investigator in your area going missing?” he 

asked. 

 “As you ordered, I went to meet Malcolm at Compton’s residence before dawn.  

Malcolm was not there, so I secured the database items,” she lied.  “I waited until I had 
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to go to ground.  Another vampire had been at his house recently, however.”  She 

paused for the sake of her performance.  “Luther—Oklahoma’s second.” 

 “Ah—yes.  Oklahoma,” Felipe said with almost a purr.  “Surely you have heard 

that she has been killed—by your maker.” 

 “Yes—just as I have heard that your contract with Eric has become null and 

void.” 

 “And where does that leave you, Sheriff Ravenscroft?” he asked.  “Where do 

your loyalties lie?” 

 “I swore fealty to you, my king,” she said.  “Vampire law is clear; I must 

endeavor to obey my king, even over my maker.” 

 “Yes—but the contract we signed allows you to resign from my service at any 

time.  It was one of your maker’s conditions.” 

 “Indeed,” Pam returned evenly, “but—as you know—another specification of 

the contract was that I have no contact with Eric.  So I am unaware of his desires.” 

 “Were you complicit in his overthrow of Freyda?” Felipe asked directly. 

 “Define complicit,” Pam smirked. 

 “Did you help him?” Felipe yelled. 

 “I did not help in Oklahoma,” she hedged.  “However, I am glad that Eric killed 

his captor.  I am glad that he is now free of all who would imprison him.” 

 “Where is Sookie Stackhouse?” Felipe asked, changing topics suddenly in an 

effort to catch her off guard.   

 He didn’t. 
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 “Is she missing too?” she asked innocently. 

 “Yes,” Felipe growled out.   

 “Well—I’d heard that she was seeing Bill Compton again.  And he is missing.  

Perhaps, they’ve run away together.  He has always been fixated on her, and he has 

said more than once in my presence that he would do anything to help her escape 

vampire politics.  However, now that you are no longer under contract to my maker, 

you need no longer be concerned with Sookie’s protection.  I, too, am off the hook in 

that arena,” she smiled. 

 “What of Malcolm?” Felipe growled.  “What’s being done to find him?” 

 “Well—given Luther’s presence in the area—I’d suspect that he had something to 

do with Malcolm’s disappearance.  Given Luther’s closeness to Freyda, it seems 

reasonable that he came to Bon Temps to kill Eric’s ex-wife—in an attempt to exact 

some kind of revenge for his own queen and lover’s death.  Not finding Sookie, it is my 

supposition that he went across the cemetery to confront Compton, but found Malcolm 

instead.  I fear for Malcolm,” Pam said, sounding sincere—though slightly dramatic.  

“Though strong for his age, Malcolm would be no match for Luther.  However—I 

assure you—I have some of my best people out looking for Luther now.” 

 “And where are you?” Felipe asked. 

 “At Fangtasia,” Pam responded, “overseeing the operation.” 

 There was a pause.  

 “Given the situation with your maker, I no longer trust you in your position as 

sheriff,” Felipe said. 
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  “If it is your wish, your majesty, I will tender my resignation immediately,” she 

said evenly, though she was smiling. 

 “No need.  You are fired.  You will surrender yourself to my new sheriff’s 

custody in one hour’s time, and you will remain in my custody until I am confident that 

you were involved in none of the recent disappearances in Area 5.  If you fail to 

cooperate, you will be ended,” he added in a steely tone before hanging up. 

 Pam smirked and pulled a piece of paper out of her top drawer.  It was a bill of 

sale of Fangtasia to Casey.  “That’ll be a dollar,” Pam said, handing the vampiress a 

pen. 

 Casey pulled a ready dollar out of her bra and signed on the dotted line.   

 “Thank you,” Casey said.  “What now?”  

 “Well,” Pam smiled, even as she tucked the dollar into her own bra, “now I take 

care of some last-minute business and get the hell out of Dodge.  You remember my 

request?” 

 Casey chuckled.  “Yes.  I will make sure that all of your clothing is packed up 

and sent to the address you gave me.  Is there anything else you need?” 

 Pam shook her head.  She had long since secretly moved most of her things of 

value to Eric’s home in Sweden for safe-keeping—including her favorite pieces from her 

wardrobe.  However, she’d be damned if Felipe made her leave behind the rest of it!  

Her apparel would take a round-about route to her so that the shipping couldn’t be 

traced; however, she reconciled herself to the fact that she’d have it all soon enough. 

 In the meantime, she would have fun shopping for what she needed.     
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 “Speaking of clothing,” she said, looking down at her soiled outfit as she rose, “I 

need to change.” 

 Casey’s expression turned serious.  “I will help you; I will fight with you.” 

 Pam patted Casey’s arm affectionately.  The two had been on-again off-again 

lovers over the years—more friends with benefits since Pam was still dealing with her 

grief over losing Miriam. 

 “Thalia and I can handle what Felipe sends our way,” Pam assured.  “It’s best if 

you are uninvolved.” 

 Casey nodded.  “I hope to meet you again sometime, Pamela.” 

 “I hope that too,” Pam returned, leaning in to kiss the new owner of Fangtasia 

goodbye.  She let it be a goodbye kiss for the club as well.   

 Then, she quickly zipped into her private bathroom and changed into clothing 

better-suited for kicking ass.  She glanced at her reflection in the mirror and sighed, 

wishing there was time to shower.  Thalia had been right.  There was dirt in her hair. 

 She texted a signal to her compatriot, and then removed a panel of the ceiling 

tile.  It concealed a tunnel leading to the roof.  “Put this back when we’re gone?” Pam 

asked Casey. 

 The other vampiress nodded.   

 “Ready?” Thalia asked as she came into the office. 

 Pam nodded and placed her arms around Thalia’s neck, letting out a little curse 

as the older vampiress flew them upward to the latch that led to the roof. 

 “It’s not my fault you cannot fly,” Thalia intoned.   
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 “Bitch,” Pam muttered. 

 Thalia just laughed.   

 From the roof, Thalia flew them to Pam’s only “known” residence.  Thankfully, it 

was not where her wardrobe resided.  Even now, Pam was certain that Casey was 

telling the bartender that Pam had left the bar and gone home.  The word would 

eventually get back to the “Spartan” on the stage, who—in addition to being a big 

draw—was also another spy for Felipe.  

 He was a good actor.  But not that good.  

 That would mean that Felipe would send his minions to her home, even as he 

put others in place to block her exit from the state.  She was not naïve enough to think 

that the king would let her “escape” the state without a fight.  No.  He’d told her that he 

was sending people for her because he wanted for her to fight—and die.  Now that 

Malcolm was no longer in position to kill her quietly, Felipe had clearly decided to be 

more overt.  Hell, he’d probably already filled out the paperwork about her death! 

 “How many do you think he’ll send?” she asked Thalia as they went to Pam’s 

safe room and took out weapons.  From there, Pam also activated the booby traps in her 

home.   

She was her maker’s child—after all.  He’d taught her all about getting the upper 

hand on an enemy.     

 “Twenty or so,” Thalia responded. 

 “Why so many?” Pam asked. 

 “He will know that I am with you,” Thalia answered. 
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 Pam chuckled.  “Then he should send more.” 

 Thalia smirked.  “Yes.  He should, but his spy will also let him know that no 

others left Fangtasia with you.  And Felipe has no true idea of what I am capable—and 

even less of what you are capable.” 

 Pam’s eyebrow lifted.  “A compliment?  From you?” 

 Thalia smirked.  “I merely point out the fact that your maker trained you to be 

better than your years, and what you lack in age you make up in,” she paused, 

“imagination.”   

 Even as Thalia finished speaking, they heard the sounds of several vehicles 

outside. 

 “Show time,” Pam smirked. 

 Thalia’s fangs were already down.   

And ready for blood. 

 

LUTHER POV (THE PREVIOUS NIGHT, 100 MINUTES BEFORE DAWN) 

After getting to Compton’s place and finding no sign of Ravenscroft, Luther 

decided to look for the “famed” database, which Felipe also wanted Malcolm and him 

to secure.   

 He was on the second floor when he stumbled upon Compton’s actual resting 

place.  It was different from the spot that “seemed” to be where the younger vampire 

rested, a dank place that had been under a trapdoor beneath the stairs.   



 
348 

Luther cautiously entered the space.  It wasn’t unknown for a vampire to create 

fake resting places to throw off enemies.  What surprised him was that he could smell 

nothing inside of the room. 

“It must be warded,” he said to himself. 

 Not surprisingly, Luther found Compton’s computers in the small, warded 

room.  Being a proficient hacker himself, he easily gained access to Bill’s system.   

 Luther scoffed.  Compton, obviously, was arrogant—and short-sighted.  For he 

had only one real safeguard, the ward.   

Luther soon learned that the Civil War veteran had been Felipe’s spy even before 

the take-over.  With a grin on his face, he read all of the emails between Felipe and 

Compton, as well as between Freyda and Compton.   

 Indeed, it seemed as if Compton had collected all of the correspondence as 

insurance—just in case anything ever happened to him.   

 There was also correspondence between Compton and his vampire sister, Judith, 

who would be responsible with making public the evidence if anything ever happened 

to Bill.   

 Predictably, given the rumors concerning Compton’s fixation with the telepath, 

there was also a file with many pictures of her—almost all of them taken from a 

distance.  Some—labeled as being from a year or so before—showed the telepath having 

intercourse with a man, likely the shifter.  Others, dated further back, showed her 

having sex with the Viking. 
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 “Oh, Billy Boy, you are a sick bastard—or were,” Luther mumbled, even as he 

tried to push down his own grief and anger regarding Freyda’s death.  “I’m going to 

kill you, Northman,” he seethed, looking at a blurry picture of the Viking, “and your 

erstwhile bonded too.  Anyone who gave you such pleasure will die.”   

 After calming himself, Luther clicked onto a different file, this one labeled, 

“A.B.” 

 As soon as Luther read the email exchanges in that file, he smiled.  “A.B.” stood 

for Amelia Broadway, a witch who had a grudge against Sookie Stackhouse.  She’d 

been paid by Compton to create the ward around the room Luther was now in.  

Apparently, in addition to a standard spell to cover up scents in the room, no other 

“senses” of an enemy could discover the room—including hearing and sight.  Not being 

Compton’s enemy, ‘sight’ had been how Luther had discovered the room, for he’d 

realized that there was unaccounted-for space between two rooms and had then 

searched for the mechanism to get inside of that space.  According to the emails 

detailing the wards, that mechanism couldn’t be triggered by an enemy either.   

 Luther, therefore, was a little less panicked as he heard two vampires enter the 

home looking for someone—perhaps Compton, perhaps Malcolm, or perhaps himself.  

Still, despite the emails wherein the witch assured Compton that no enemies could 

hear, see, smell, taste, or even touch anything inside the safe room unless one 

knowledgeable about its location showed them, Luther remained tense and quiet—just 

in case the spell became less effective if the vampire it was for had been slain, for Luther 

was pretty sure that Compton was, indeed, truly dead.   
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 Luther soon recognized the scent of one of the vampires: Thalia, Pam 

Ravenscroft’s second in command.  In that moment, Luther was glad to be concealed 

behind a ward—very glad indeed.   

Thalia was old and powerful.  She was also rumored to be ruthless. 

The other vampire’s scent was also familiar, though Luther could not place it.  It 

was as if he’d been in the same room as the vampire before, but hadn’t met him or her.    

 Fifteen minutes after they entered, the two left, and Luther let out a sigh of relief 

before calling Felipe.   

 “Report,” came Felipe’s heavily accented tone. 

 “I am at Compton’s residence, for I was unable to venture onto the telepath’s 

property,” Luther said. 

 “That damned Brigant’s ward recognized you as an enemy?” he asked. 

 Luther wanted to scoff out an, “of course, you fool!”, but kept his tone even.  

“Yes.” 

 “Have you and Malcolm killed Ravenscroft?” Felipe asked.   

 “Not yet.  At Compton’s, I discovered a warded safe room.  Here, I found the 

database—as well as other files.” 

 “What files?” the king asked. 

 “Compton was keeping a file detailing his correspondences with Freyda—

probably so that he could give you the information if the need arose,” Luther lied.  Of 

course, he omitted the information about the file regarding Felipe. 

 “Anything else?” the king asked. 
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 “Some risqué images of the telepath.  And an interesting exchange of emails 

between Compton and Amelia Broadway, a known witch.  It was she who warded 

Compton’s safe room.  She has no love lost for the telepath, so she might be useful in 

counteracting the magic around Miss Stackhouse’s home.” 

 Felipe considered for a moment.  “I will contact her; I am certain that Sookie is 

behind that magical curtain,” he growled, “but it will not hold me back for long.  What 

else can you report?” 

 “After I realized I could not get into the telepath’s home directly, it seemed that 

the best way to draw her out was by threatening her.  Even now, Malcolm is securing 

her brother and his family for that purpose.  I expect him to bring them here before 

sunrise or at nightfall tomorrow.  Perhaps, in the interim, it would be wise to station 

Weres on the telepath’s road—so that she can be taken if she shows herself outside the 

property.” 

 “It will be done,” Felipe said gruffly.  

 “Also, two vampires were just here—looking for me or Malcolm or Compton,” 

Luther reported. 

 “Ravenscroft?”  

 “No—but her second, Thalia.  And another I cannot identify.  But I could not 

have defeated them; thus, I stayed concealed in the safe room,” Luther said. 

 Felipe was silent for a moment.  “Stay there for the day.  I will contact Malcolm 

and inform you of your next assignment tomorrow night.”   
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 The king hung up, and Luther sneered at the phone, regretting ever tying himself 

to such an asshole.  He allowed himself a moment of uninhibited grief for his Freyda 

before he found a data-stick and copied all the incriminating evidence that Bill had left 

behind about Felipe.   

 Then he looked again at the erotic pictures of the telepath and pleasured himself 

until dawn. 

 

LUTHER POV, THE NEXT NIGHT  

 Luther woke up to a message that Malcolm hadn’t responded to Felipe’s phone 

call before dawn. 

 Not caring about the other vampire, Luther was ambivalent about that 

information.   

 However, there was also good news.  Felipe said that he was tired of fucking 

around with Pam Ravenscroft and would be firing her and hiring Luther to be Sheriff of 

Area 5.  He was also sending up fifteen vampires from New Orleans, and Luther’s first 

directive as sheriff was to meet up with them and a few of the spies Felipe had in the 

area.  Then he was to lead the force to take Ravenscroft and Thalia into custody—dead 

or alive. 

 Obviously, Felipe’s preference was dead. 

 Almost better was the news that the witch would be traveling to Bon Temps the 

following night—in order to check out the magic around the telepath’s home and/or try 

to coax Sookie out for a “visit.”    
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 Given that Compton was approximately the same size as Luther, he decided to 

raid the likely-finally-dead vampire’s closet.  Thankfully, in the sea of khakis and Polo 

shirts, there were some dark jeans and a black button down.  Luther completed his 

acquisitions by taking a dark coat.  He looked in the mirror and frowned at the other 

vampire’s lack of fashion sense, but the clothing would have to do.   

 Luther’s first order of business was hiding the data drive; he found an old shack 

on Compton’s place where no one would look.  That task complete, he went by Jason 

Stackhouse’s home, where he smelled four vampires: the former sheriff, her second, the 

other vampire from the night before, and a vampire he assumed was Malcolm.  He 

quickly determined that no humans were inside the home.   

 After relaying his new information to his king via text message, he hurried 

toward his rendezvous with his little army.  As he issued his first orders to them, 

Felipe’s assistant Michael texted him that Pam and Thalia had left Fangtasia and had 

likely gone to Pam’s residence.  After getting the address from Michael, Luther 

marshaled his forces and made his plan. 

 As it was a vampire’s home, his forces wouldn’t need an invitation.  And Luther 

intended to take advantage of that by surrounding the home and breeching from all 

sides.  Thalia might be strong, but—according to all accounts—Pam had more bark than 

bite.  And Luther would have the numbers advantage. 

 As he and his team pulled up to Pam’s home, he inhaled deeply and determined 

that only two vampires were inside.   
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 He definitely had the upper hand.  And he was ready to take his first blood as the 

Sheriff of Area 5.  

 

PAM POV 

 “Are you ready?” Thalia asked.  

 “Yes,” Pam said.  “No.  Wait!  Do you want to see him?  Matthew?” she asked. 

 Thalia nodded.  

 Pam quickly scrolled through her pictures and showed them to Thalia before 

erasing them.  If she were killed, she did not want them to be found.   

 “Your maker is lucky,” Thalia said. 

 “He deserves a little luck,” Pam returned. 

 With a nod, Thalia agreed.  “You and I—here—we will not need luck.  We will 

create a river of blood tonight,” she said confidently as if there were no question of the 

outcome.   

 Pam smiled and linked arms with her compatriot as she knew her master would 

have done.  “We will decimate them.” 

 “Ex-sheriff Ravenscroft!  Thalia!” came Luther’s shout from outside.  “By the 

authority of the King of Nevada, Louisiana, and Arkansas, Felipe de Castro, you are 

under arrest!  Come peacefully, and you will be treated,” he paused, “gently.” 

 “Where would be the fun in your gentle touches?” Pam yelled back sarcastically. 

 She and Thalia nodded to each other.   

 “Let’s leave Luther alive for a while—if we can,” Thalia whispered darkly. 
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 Pam nodded, even as hell broke loose. 

 

PAM POV, CONTINUED 

 Pam’s booby traps were designed to both kill and to weaken.  Once the system 

was set, breaches to the doors and/or windows triggered sprays of liquid silver which 

had been—ironically enough—designed by a Fellowship offshoot called the Purgers.  In 

addition, nets of silver would release as certain parts of the floor were stepped upon.  

The deadliest set of booby traps, however, had been a conception of her maker.  Once 

sensors picked up a certain number of beings in the room, stakes would be shot out of 

strategic places—including vases and paintings—like missiles.   

 Eric had gotten the idea from watching an Indiana Jones movie—or so he said. 

 Pam and Thalia waited to hear the screams caused by the liquid silver and then 

the louder wails caused by the nets before moving to the door of her safe room.  Then 

they waited for the whoosh of the stakes flying before they exited.   

 Ignoring the wails of the injured, the two vampiresses targeted those who’d been 

unharmed as of yet.   

 Thalia moved with incredible speed and brutality.  She’d chosen to fight with a 

xiphos, a double-edged sword that any Grecian warrior would be proud to wield.  Her 

tongue out so that she could taste their blood, she chopped down her enemies. 
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 Meanwhile, Pam had chosen a more elegant weapon.  With her katana, she sliced 

upward and then to the side, taking arms before taking heads. 

 It was certainly true that Thalia was the greater warrior, killing three for every 

one that Pam slayed, but the younger vampiress wrought more damage than might 

have been expected, and in less than five minutes, all foes but Luther were truly dead.   

 As for the new sheriff?  He’d been captured in one of the nets before the battle 

had even gotten started.   

 

PAM POV, CONTINUED 

 Pam texted Russell, even as she used a towel to wipe the blood from her face.   

 She nodded to 

Thalia, silently 

confirming that 

Russell was sending 

his jet to the private 

airfield outside of 

Shreveport that they’d 

used the night before. 
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 Jason and his family were secure, and Bartlett and they were currently in 

Mississippi visiting with Sookie.  Before long, they would leave to go to Indiana with 

the king of that state.   

 All that was left for Pam and Thalia to do was to get to the airfield an hour before 

dawn in order to meet Russell’s plane.   

 Not really feeling secure enough in their current location to shower, Pam 

grabbed her pre-packed overnight bag and put in some clean clothing for Thalia.   

 By the time she’d done that, Thalia already had Luther “packed” in the back of 

Pam’s minivan.   

 After destroying Luther’s phone, lest they be tracked, Pam drove toward the 

airfield without a word.  She was too busy enjoying Luther’s monologue.   

 Meanwhile, Thalia flew above them, making sure they were not followed.   

 “I could give you information,” Luther had started, his voice tinged with 

desperation.  When he’d been met by Pam’s silence, he’d spilled anyway.  He talked 

about the evidence Compton had kept regarding Freyda and Felipe.  He spoke of the 

pictures of Sookie—including the ones that depicted her having sex with Eric years 

before.  When he spoke of the witch, Amelia, Pam felt her hands tighten around the 

steering wheel.  Once upon a time, she’d liked that witch, but it seemed as if Amelia 

had turned into an even more twisted version of her father, Copley Carmichael. 

 Pam found herself wishing that she could stay until the next night so that she 

could intercept Amelia, but she discounted that idea.  It was best to stick to the current 
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plan.  It was best to bring all of their forces together.  It was best to leave the area before 

more of Felipe’s forces could be marshaled. 

 Yes—she and Thalia had torn through those who’d been sent earlier that night.  

But most of those vampires had been young.  And Pam couldn’t ignore the fact that 

she’d been nicked by more than one blade.  Had the vampires wielding those blades 

been more powerful, she would have been killed.   

 Still—she and Thalia did have some time to spare before they were to be at the 

airfield, and Pam aimed to take some satisfaction.  She changed her route toward Bon 

Temps.  She knew that Thalia would follow. 

 

THALIA POV 

 “Why did you come here?” Thalia asked the vampiress who had been her sheriff 

and “friend” for many years. 

 Instead of answering, Pam kicked Luther out the vehicle.  “Show me!” she 

yelled.  

 Recognizing that there was information to be found in Compton’s home, Thalia 

followed a bound Luther as he took them upstairs and led them into a hidden safe room 

that even her ancient senses hadn’t picked up on the night before. 

 “Magic?  A ward?” Thalia asked. 

 “Amelia Broadway,” Pam said in answer, each word of the name spit out 

derisively. 
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 Unsurprisingly, the worm, Luther, begged for his life.  “I’ve shown you what I 

found!  You would have never known it was here without me!  I’ve cooperated.  I’ll just 

disappear!  Ask your maker,” he directed toward Pam.  “Ask him!  I’ve never wronged 

him!  I swear it!  I may have done as Freyda asked, but I never wronged Eric!  I liked 

him!” he said desperately. 

 The vampiresses ignored the pleading ass.  His death warrant had already been 

signed. 

 “What do you want to do?” Thalia asked.  

 “We will take the hard drive to Eric,” Pam responded.  “We already knew much 

of this information, but the updates to the database might be useful.” 

 Thalia nodded and then ripped open the computer before taking out its hard 

drive.  

 Pam looked at her with a raised eyebrow. 

 “What?” Thalia smirked.  “I look a computer class once.”  

 Pam chuckled, but then sobered considerably as she wrote out a note. 

 “To Amelia?” Thalia asked, sensing her sheriff’s hurt. 

 “Yes,” Pam replied.  “She’ll know we were here.  I once . . . .”  She paused.  

“Before Miriam, I thought that Amelia could be . . . .” 

 “You need not say more,” Thalia said when her friend paused.  “I understand.” 

 Pam looked at Thalia gratefully even as they both continued to ignore the crying, 

begging Luther.   

 “What say we make him a part of the message?” Thalia asked in an upbeat way.  
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 Pam’s somber look became wicked.  “I’d say fuckin’ A!” 

 

 Pam and Thalia secured Luther to a banister on the porch of the old mansion.  

His silver chains were tight—and placed directly against his skin in order to ensure 

maximum pain.  The vampiresses surrounded him with gasoline and drizzled the 

accelerant throughout the house, making sure to completely douse the most offending 

areas—with Bill’s hidden safe room getting the biggest bath.   

 His closet also received quite a dousing.  Apparently, when it came to Bill’s 

khakis, Pam was determined to be sure they didn’t miraculously survive.   

 “Don’t leave me like this!” Luther begged, knowing that the sun would burn him 

and ignite the gasoline.  

 The two vampiresses said nothing to him as Pam left the note for Amelia, 

displayed prominently on a nearby tree.  Luther was below their notice now—save one 

thing: they wanted to see him die.   

 They glamoured a human to go to Compton’s and to record the image of Luther 

dying and the house burning to the ground.  The human would then email the video to 

Pam’s untraceable email before deleting it and throwing away the burner phone Pam 

gave him.  He was to watch the death and the destruction as if he were watching an 

action movie and then forget about that too.    

 Their “correspondent” arranged, they ditched Pam’s car, and then Pam allowed 

herself to be flown to the airport by Thalia, though she was careful to make sure she 

was not being filmed. 
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AMELIA POV, THE NEXT NIGHT 

 Amelia 

Broadway had to 

park her car quite a 

distance from what 

remained of Bill’s 

mansion because 

there were fire 

trucks surrounding the property.   

 What was left of the house was a husk—only a few crumpled and still smoking 

walls.  The fire had obviously burned hot.   

 Amelia wiped away a tear as she wondered if Bill had been inside.  Her 

relationship with that vampire was complicated at best, as was her relationship with 

Sookie Stackhouse. 

 It was only after Amelia had left Bon Temps—after she was no longer living with 

a telepath—that she had fully acknowledged that she both hated and loved Sookie.  

There was nothing in between.  Before that, she’d inhibited her stronger emotions using 

a spell—so that Sookie wouldn’t be able to hear any associative thoughts she had about 

her. 

 About them.   
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 Yes.  Amelia loved Sookie.  However, she did not love her like a friend.  She was 

in love with her.   

Knowing that Sookie was both straight and a telepath, Amelia had stifled her 

feelings for months, and when that had become impossible, she’d used the spell.  Many 

times, she had tried to talk herself into believing that she thought of Sookie only as a 

treasured “sister.”  But, looking back, Amelia knew better.  It had never been like that.  

Why else would she have left behind her old life in New Orleans to move to Podunk 

Bon Temps?  It wasn’t for the fucking culture!  Oh—she’d said it was to get away from 

her overbearing father, but she now knew that it was to follow the blonde who had 

captivated her so fully. 

 As a witch, Amelia was good at picking up auras, and Sookie’s was golden.  No 

wonder then—Amelia thought bitterly—that so many Supernaturals were so captivated 

by her.  And Amelia had hated all of them—though that, too, she had tried to stifle.   

 Except when it had come to Eric Northman. 

 Other than that, Amelia had tried to “support” her friend while they were 

sharing a home, even as her subconscious had wanted to be sharing Sookie’s bed.   

 The worst nights were those when she had to listen to Sookie and Eric together.  

Their shared moans of pleasure were so upsetting to Amelia that she had to enact a 

spell to prevent herself from hearing them.  She’d lied to Sookie, telling her that the 

spells were to protect Sookie’s modesty.   

 Sookie had be grateful for them.   
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 But it wasn’t the telepath’s gratefulness that Amelia had wanted the most.  It was 

her love. 

 Of course, Amelia had tried to have her own life and to find a love that was 

viable.  She’d tried with Pam first—probably because, in being close to Eric’s child, she 

could be even closer to Sookie.   

 An even more essential planet orbiting the sun: Sookie.  

 Unlike with Pam, Amelia had felt real love for Tray.  It wasn’t all-consuming, but 

it did settle her emotions a bit, and she was ready to settle down with him.   

Settle for him.   

But because he’d been hired to protect Sookie, he’d died.  And that had torn 

Amelia apart—but not for the obvious reasons. 

 No—it had been guilt that had gutted her.  There had been a big part of her that 

was grateful that Tray had died so that Sookie might live.  There had been an even 

bigger part of her that had hoped that Eric’s inability to save Sookie from Neave and 

Lochlan would drive her beloved away from the Viking. 

 That hadn’t happened.    

 When Sookie had asked for help in breaking her bond with Eric, Amelia had 

rejoiced—even though she also subconsciously knew that she still had no chance with 

Sookie romantically.  At least Eric would be out of the way.  That’s why Amelia had 

introduced Alcide into the situation and into Sookie’s bed.   
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 In Amelia’s mind, it was better to imagine Sookie being with someone whom she 

didn’t love with a burning passion.  With Alcide, Sookie would have been “settling”—

just as Amelia herself would have to settle as long as she didn’t have Sookie. 

 And Amelia could handle that.  

 The only creature who had ever learned of her enduring love for Sookie was 

someone who loved her just as desperately—and as hopelessly.  

Bill Compton.   

Taking a walk to get fresh air after the Fae war, Bill, who had still been suffering 

from silver-poisoning, had found Amelia weeping in the woods one night as she’d been 

working to strengthen the spell that would inhibit her emotion-laden thoughts 

concerning Sookie.  Bill had assumed that Amelia was grieving for Tray, but she’d let 

out that she was grieving for Sookie—because she’d gone to stay the night in Eric 

Northman’s bed. 

 That night, Amelia had stayed in Bill’s bed.  And they’d used each other to forget 

Sookie for precious minutes. 

 They’d used each other many other times since then—especially before Amelia 

had left the area.    

 When her father had been killed because of Sookie, Amelia’s hate and love once 

again conflicted with one another.  The only consolation had been that Sookie lost Eric 

around the same time.  He had been forced to divorce Sookie and to leave her for 

Freyda of Oklahoma, and it was clear that the situation had broken Sookie’s heart. 
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 “Join the fucking club!” Amelia muttered as she tentatively made her way closer 

to the ashes of Bill’s estate.   

 Through Bill, Amelia had kept track of Sookie’s life, even as she’d “settled” into a 

relationship with Bob.  She’d even had a child with him, but her deepest love was for 

Sookie only.  

 So was her deepest hate.   

 That’s why she’d helped Bill to ward his resting place.  He was the only one who 

understood.  And he’d also promised to make sure that Sookie would never get back 

together with Eric.   

 Hell—Amelia was even happy for Bill when he seemed to be on his way to 

reestablishing a relationship with Sookie.  Amelia felt that Bill deserved his happiness, 

and—though she never told this to the vampire—she was certain that Bill would make 

Sookie miserable in the long run. 

 Two birds—one stone. 

 When Bill had commiserated with Amelia over staging the death of Sookie’s 

unborn son in order to give him to Felipe and Freyda, Amelia had gently encouraged 

the plan—for Sookie’s sake. 

 Of course. 

 And for the greater good. 

 She’d told Bill that he was the hero in the situation and that he was protecting 

“their” beloved.  But inside, Amelia was thinking only of how losing her son would 

hurt Sookie. 
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 Crush her. 

 When Felipe de Castro had called her the night before, he gave her another 

avenue to cause Sookie pain.  For a while, Amelia had been researching how to 

eliminate the Fae magic that protected Sookie’s home, and she had a potential spell that 

could do it.  And—when Felipe offered her a king’s ransom to try—she had the perfect 

excuse.  She’d been told to meet with the new sheriff of the area at Bill’s home that night 

in order to try out her spell.  

 During her drive to Bon Temps, she’d been looking forward to seeing her lover 

and hurting her beloved.  

But her plans were 

obviously not to be. 

 “Miss, hold up!  

Please!  Best not to get too 

close,” one of the firemen 

said, breaking her out of 

her reverie.   

 “Amelia?” came Andy Bellefleur’s voice.  “I was just gettin’ ready to call you.” 

 “Really?” she asked, truly mystified about why she—of all people—would be 

called because of a fire at Bill’s.  After all, no one knew of their relationship.  

 “Yeah.  But you’re here.  Hey—uh—why are you here?” he asked. 

 “I was making a quick after-Christmas visit to Sook,” she lied smoothly.  “I saw 

the smoke, and Bill is a friend.” 

https://californiakat1564.files.wordpress.com/2014/02/andy.jpg
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 “Did Vampire Bill know you were coming?” Andy asked. 

 “I’m not sure.  Sookie probably told him.  Why?” 

 “Well—uh—looks like he committed suicide.  And he left a note—addressed to 

you.  It was posted to a tree.” 

 “What?  Me?” Amelia asked with surprise. 

 “Sorry, but for—uh—obvious reasons, I read it, but—uh—I can let you see it.” 

 “Please,” Amelia said with curiosity, even as she brushed away another tear. 

 Andy handed her the letter.  It was in a clear plastic evidence bag.  She knew the 

handwriting right away.  

It wasn’t Bill’s; it was Pam’s. 

 Amelia read: 

Dear Amelia, 

 I always counted you a friend, and I don’t have many of those left as I write this.  The 

love of my life, my Sookie, has run away with Eric Northman.  I fear for her heart, even as mine 

breaks.  I feel as if she is dead to me, and I cannot live on.  It is my hope that you will have a 

peaceful life and that you stay away from Supernatural issues from now on.  This choice is 

yours, but you know that consequences follow those who dabble in such things.  We have all 

made mistakes in this life, and, as I leave it, I hope that your own mistakes are behind you.  I say 

this, for I know Sookie continues to care for you.   

And because I care for your welfare.   

 I am now ready to meet the sun, though I fear that I may lose my courage; thus, I have 

glamoured a human to chain me in silver.   
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 I await my fate, 

 William Compton 

 “We—uh—think he put gasoline around the house.  And we found what was left 

of some silver chains where the porch used to be,” Andy informed.  “And—uh—when 

we went to check out Sookie’s place, it did look like she’d run off.  Uh—a lot of her 

stuff’s gone, but there’s no sign of trouble.  I called her brother too, and—when I sent 

someone to his place—we found all his shit’s gone as well.  There was a note on the old 

refrigerator addressed to Hoyt Fortenberry.  It said that the whole family was moving 

on and would be in touch once they settled down.  Given the fact that there’s no sign of 

foul play, we don’t have the authority to investigate any further.  People move all the 

time, and they ain’t obligated to tell law enforcement.” 

 Amelia was wiping away more tears. 

 “Sorry your—uh—friend’s dead.  He was okay for a vamp,” Andy added, 

somewhat reluctantly. 

 Amelia nodded, but that was not why she was crying.  Pam’s note had given her 

two clear messages.  First of all, Sookie was with Eric now, and that thought stabbed her 

heart.  Secondly, it was clear that Pam knew of Amelia’s involvement with Bill, and she 

was issuing a warning.  Get out now or face the consequences. 

 Amelia stood up a little straighter.  “Thanks Andy.  Can I keep this note?  As a 

keepsake?” she asked. 

 Andy hesitated, but then gave it to her.  “Sure.  I don’t think there’s really 

anything to investigate here.” 
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 Amelia smiled and dug a business card out of her purse.  “Here’s my number in 

case you need me for anything.” 

 Andy nodded his thanks and then went to speak to a fireman. 

 Amelia turned and left quickly.  A few miles down the road, she pulled over, 

wiped away her tears, and called Felipe de Castro.   

 

SOOKIE POV 

 

 “What?” Pam asked as she took what must have been her hundredth picture of 

Matthew.  “I had to erase the ones I had before.” 
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 “Yes—and I re-sent them to you,” Karin reminded. 

 “But you are a horrible 

photographer,” Pam accused.  

“Isn’t she Matty?” she added with 

a coo. 

 For their part, Eric and 

Sookie were looking at the doting 

aunts with something akin to 

shock.  Having taken Eric’s blood and giving him a bit of hers the night before, Sookie 

smiled as she thought about how their blood tie had been remade, though it would 

need two more exchanges to be permanent. 

 However, Eric could already “feel” her, and she could tell that he was more 

relaxed and content because of that. 

 And this time, Sookie would be damned before breaking what they had! 

 She chuckled. 

 “What is it, min kära?” Eric whispered. 

 “It might take me a while to learn, but I’m glad that I can,” she smiled, looking 

up at him and then sighing as he gently kissed her lips. 
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 “Do grown-ups always kiss so much?” Samantha asked Karin, upon whose lap 

she seemed to have taken up 

permanent residence. 

 “I think it is just them,” 

Karin responded evenly.  “You 

and I will endure it together.” 

 Samantha nodded in 

agreement and cuddled her 

body further against her 

“favorite” aunt.   

 Sookie chuckled. 

 After she’d taken Eric’s blood and had been mostly healed—though Dr. Ludwig 

said that she’d need a few more days (or more blood after a two-night’s wait, so that she 

wouldn’t be “over-cooked”) to finish the healing process—Sookie had moved from the 

bed to the living room so that she and Matty could accommodate all of their visitors.   

 Understandably, the affable Matthew was the main star of the “show,” and he 

was happy as a clam as long as he could tell that Eric was nearby.   

 Karin and Russell had been the first to dote upon Matty the night before, though 

Karin had wisely focused most of her attention onto Sammy in order to make sure that 

the little girl didn’t get jealous.   

 About two hours after sunset, Jason and Michele had come by with their 

children.  Sookie had been grateful for the visit and the chance to say goodbye.  Eric had 
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even repeated the invitation for them to come live in Sweden, but they’d decided to go 

ahead with their plans to settle anew in Indiana—though they did promise to visit.   

 King Bartlett, too, had doted on Matthew—before he’d left with Jason’s family 

about five hours before dawn.  They had flown on a special Anubis charter to Indiana, 

and Jason had already called earlier that evening to rave about the house that Bartlett 

had arranged for them to have. 

 After those bound for Indiana had left the night before, Sammy had gone to 

bed—after a story from Aunt Karin.  And Sookie and Matty had slept wrapped up in 

Eric’s arms.  Except for feedings which Matty “told” Sookie he “required” via a little 

telepathic jab, they’d stayed asleep for most of the day.   

 Still—when Eric had arisen for the night a few hours earlier, both she and Matty 

had been anxious for him, and Matty had spent Eric’s first few hours awake enjoying 

being held by his daddy—until he got hungry again and decided mommy was okay too.   

 When Sammy was out of the room, Eric had let Sookie know that Pam and 

Thalia had tied up loose ends in Louisiana before dawn the previous morning and that 

Russell had collected them in his jet.   

The two vampiresses had arrived—with Russell—about ninety minutes after 

sundown. 

 Sookie smiled and settled further into Eric’s arms.  Ludwig had cleared Matty 

and her to fly, though she’d left them with some drops to put into Matty’s ears so that 

he’d be more comfortable during the flight.  They were due to leave for Sweden the 
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next night after she and Eric made a second exchange.  Sookie couldn’t wait to be in her 

new home with the man that she loved and her—their—children.   

 She was ready—at long last—to begin life anew.   

 

ERIC POV 

 

 All vampire in that moment, Eric smiled as he looked at the video footage of 

Luther burning.  His grin became even wickeder as the video showed Compton’s house 

go up in flames.   

 Still, Eric was troubled, and his instincts told him to get his family to Sweden as 

soon as possible.  Luckily, arrangements were already made, and they would travel the 

next night—with Russell acting as their escort. 

 It was nice to have a three-thousand-year-old friend and bodyguard.  Eric and 

Sookie had decided that—since Desmond was lost—Russell was the logical choice for 
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Matthew’s godfather; the ancient vampire had been honored and was already taking his 

duties very seriously.   

 Eric sighed.  Pamela and Thalia had informed him of Bill’s cache of videos 

starring Sookie—including the intimate ones—and he’d wished in that moment that Bill 

was still alive so that he could take him apart a piece at a time.  However—even if 

Sookie had known about the videos—he knew that she wouldn’t have craved Bill’s 

torture.   

 Eric had already decided that he would tell Sookie the truth about what Pam and 

Thalia had found when his family was in the air on the way to Sweden and—if the gods 

allowed—to enduring safety.  And—as disturbing as the news about Bill would be for 

her—he knew that Sookie would be more hurt to know that her one-time friend and 

roommate, Amelia, was her enemy. 

 Eric watched the video of Luther burning one more time before he erased it and 

watched more pleasant footage—that of Sookie feeding their son as Sammy asked her 

mother questions about her own childhood. 

 “I will protect them,” he vowed as he looked at his family.   

 He was no fool.  He knew that Felipe would not give up in his pursuit of Sookie 

and Matthew.  The king saw them as his telepaths—“things” that he had the right to 

own.  Moreover, the king’s bitterness against Eric for escaping his clutches would have 

no bounds. 
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 Felipe had many resources at his disposal and many minions in his “army.”  And 

now—unless Amelia Broadway heeded Pam’s warnings—he would have a witch with a 

fucked-up fixation with Sookie as an ally. 

 But none of that mattered.  Eric would prevail over his enemies—just as he 

always had.   

 He had to. 

 Pam and Thalia entered the garage, where Eric had been watching the footage.  

They were both snickering as they, too, enjoyed the video of Luther’s death on Pam’s 

phone.     

 “Remind me never to piss you two off,” he winked at them.  

“Wise decision,” Pam intoned.  

 “Wise indeed, Viking,” Thalia agreed.  

 Eric chuckled and then went to join Sookie and Matthew in bed; they were 

waiting for him.   
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Romjul is a Norwegian word for the period between Boxing Day and New 

Year’s Eve. 

(Interlude—Part 6 of the Gift Horse Series—Set in Sweden)  Eric and 

Sookie—along with Thalia, Karin, Pam, and Sookie’s children—travel to Sweden, 

seeking refuge from the lingering threat of Felipe de Castro. There, they will encounter 

new allies, including Olaf (Thalia’s vampire sibling who is mentioned in “Scrooged”) 

and Ricca (a beautiful witch who will capture the attention of one of Eric’s vampire 

children). 

All publicly recognizable characters, settings, lines of dialogue, titles, 

etc., are the property of their respective owners.  Only the original plot is the creation of 

the author; however, even that is derived from characters belonging to others.  No 
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profit has been made from this work.  The author is in no way associated with the 

owners, creators, or producers of the source material.  No copyright infringement is 

intended.  The characters and events in this story are based on The Southern Vampire 

Mystery series and True Blood.  Thus, Charlaine Harris and HBO are responsible for the 

people and places that I play with in my story.   
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DECEMBER 30 

NEAR STOCKHOLM, SWEDEN 

OLAF POV 

 Vampires did not dream, but they could most certainly fantasize.  And—with 

their supple minds—they could spin very elaborate tales indeed! 

 The vampire King 

of Sweden, Olaf Erickson, 

had spun many fantasies 

during his existence, and 

most of them had starred 

Thalia, his vampire 

sibling. 

 Olaf and Thalia’s maker had been an unimaginable monster named Adelphius, 

who had been turned in Rome around the year 10 A.D.  Even in his human life, 

Adelphius had enjoyed inflicting various kinds of pain—both physical and 
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psychological.  During his vampire life, his favorite targets had been his own children, 

many of whom did not survive very long.   

There had been two other children still walking the earth when Olaf was turned: 

Seamus and Thalia. 

 Upon Olaf’s turning, Adelphius had been approximately eleven hundred years 

old. 

 Seamus had been around three hundred years old. 

 Thalia had been about half that.   

 The very night 

that Olaf rose as a 

vampire, Adelphius 

had taught his new 

child a valuable lesson:  

that a maker had 

ultimate power over his 

progeny.  After torturing Seamus through the power of his maker’s command, 

Adelphius brutalized his body, forcing Thalia and Olaf to watch—and then to 

participate—before finally (just before dawn) throwing what was left of Seamus outside 

the cave they were staying in so that the sun would finish the work Adelphius had 

started.   

And just why had his oldest child needed to die, according to Adelphius? 
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Seamus had committed the unforgiveable “sin” of boring Adelphius, and Olaf 

had been his “replacement.”   

 Of course, Seamus was not the only one to suffer that horrible night of Olaf’s 

rising. 

 Indeed, though 

Thalia had hacked into 

her elder vampire 

sibling’s body with 

apparent stoicism as 

she obeyed her maker’s 

commands, each act 

that she was forced to 

perpetrate had hacked 

into her psyche.  

 By contrast to Thalia, Olaf’s suffering that night had been more physical than 

psychological.  Busy “dealing with” Seamus, Adelphius did not bother to ensure that 

his new child fed.  Indeed, quite the opposite, Adelphius commanded that Olaf not 

drink any blood (not even that which was flowing freely from Seamus), thereby causing 

Olaf immense pain.  And, of course, Adelphius had not held back as he’d instructed 

Olaf about how to “tend to” his maker’s cock.   
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 When morning had finally come, only one of Adelphius’s children was content, 

and that was Seamus—especially as the sun burned away all traces of his maker and 

transformed the brutalized vampire into ash. 

 Thalia and Olaf had been left behind to suffer.   

 Olaf, mindlessly hungry and confused about his new state, had fallen into his 

day-death praying that he would die. 

 Thalia had fallen into hers fantasizing about her own death. 

 Olaf sighed as he closed his eyes tightly, wishing that he could forget the first 

fifty years of his existence as a vampire.  But, even though 853 years had passed since 

then, he still remembered his suffering vividly.  

 The only bright point to those early years had been Thalia, whose beauty had 

captivated him almost from the start of his vampire existence.  Indeed, he had first 

registered that beauty as she’d looked on as he’d finally been allowed his first feeding.  

Her eyes had spoken of her empathy—but not pity—as she moved her gaze down to 

Olaf’s feet, where the corpses of his meal lay. 

Where the corpses of his own family lay.   

Where he’d drained them. 

 It had taken him a moment—even with his new, enhanced vision—to recognize 

his victims, for he’d terrorized the bodies because of both his own starvation and his 

maker’s command that he make his meal suffer.  With Thalia watching over him—

offering as much support as a mere look could—Olaf had sunk to his knees, weeping 

out the blood he’d just drunk from his wife, two sons, and sister. 
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 His maker had simply laughed. 

 And—thus—began Adelphius’s “mental conditioning” of his newest child.   

Many years later, Olaf learned that Thalia had been forced to kill her own family 

in a similar way.  Indeed, Adelphius never chose a child that didn’t have a family that 

could help him to “teach” his newest progeny that he or she was a monster. 

Just. Like. Adelphius.  

 After her first looks of empathy in his direction, Thalia had always behaved 

indifferently toward Olaf. 

 Unfortunately, Olaf soon learned that he could not hide his own attraction for 

Thalia from his maker, and Adelphius commanded Olaf not to touch her in any way.  

Indeed, even an accidental brush of the hand would cause the youngling tremendous 

pain, and Adelphius would punish him for it. 

 His favorite punishment for Olaf—whether the youngling’s “sin” was real or 

imagined by his maker—was beating and raping Thalia, even as Olaf was forced to 

watch. 

 Unintentionally making things worse, Olaf would weep whenever his vampire 

sister was abused, thus, encouraging his maker to be even more brutal.    

 Unfortunately for both of Adelphius’s living children, Olaf never developed the 

ability to behave indifferently towards Thalia.  Indeed, he’d envied Thalia for stoically 

enduring Adelphius’s treatment of her, and he’d admired her all the more.   
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 However, the admiration and pull that Olaf had felt for his beautiful vampire 

sibling had not been one-sided.  Indeed, Adelphius liked to “tease” Thalia that it was she 

who had caused Olaf to be selected as her maker’s latest child.   

 He liked to tell—and retell—the story of Thalia’s blame. 

 Adelphius, Seamus, and Thalia had been monitoring a raid upon Olaf’s village 

when Thalia had suddenly experienced a “pull” toward Olaf that she could not stifle.  

That “pull” signaled that the man she saw should have been fated to be her child.  Of 

course, Thalia immediately resisted the sensation; however, it was too late. 

 Adelphius had already sensed both her feelings and the target of them.   

 To say that Adelphius enjoyed strumming Thalia’s guilt like an ill-tuned 

instrument would have been an understatement.  To say that he tormented Olaf with 

ideas of what “could have been” if he’d had the maker that “should have been” would 

have been another one.   

 Yes—for his first 50 years, Olaf’s existence was a “living” hell.  Undying and 

unliving.  So Olaf had done the only thing he was capable of doing to hold onto a shred 

of himself. 

 He’d fantasized. 

Indeed, he’d fantasized nightly that Adelphius would meet the sharp end of a 

stake thrust by him, but—of course—Adelphius had always made it a practice to 

command his children never to harm him in any way.  On the other end of the 

spectrum, Olaf would also fantasize about Thalia.  Though he feared that he would 
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never truly have her—never even touch her without pain—his fantasies kept him from 

losing his mind.   

 Olaf took an unneeded breath and recalled the first time that he saw the vampire 

who would eventually become a savior, a mentor, and a “father” to him: Eric 

Northman.  He could recall the moment with clarity.   

About five years after Olaf was turned, 

Adelphius and his children traveled to France, 

where they met up with Appius Livius Ocella.  

Adelphius and Appius had a standing 

appointment of sorts and would meet together 

every decade or so and travel in each other’s 

company for a time.   

 Though not as psychopathic as 

Adelphius, Appius also enjoyed “enacting 

lessons” upon his children’s bodies.  Indeed, Eric had been in silver chains when Olaf 

was “introduced” to him.  

Thalia had met Eric before, 

but—as with everyone—she 

outwardly showed him 

indifference. 

 After Olaf had 

experienced the first two 
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rendezvous between the makers, the younger vampire found himself longing for the 

visits.  The two Romans spent much time sharing stories of their debauchery and 

cruelty—which meant less time focusing on their children.  Olaf eventually learned that 

the two makers had been turned after the same battle.  Like them, their own makers had 

enjoyed traveling together; in fact, they had decided to make new children on the same 

night and “raise” them together.   

 Adelphius and Appius were chosen because of their own brutality.   

 Appius’s maker had seen the young Roman beheading enemies before ordering 

that their heads be placed on pikes.  Adelphius had been spotted drinking the blood 

from a foe’s heart. 

 Olaf scoffed.  The two had practically been vampires before they’d been turned! 

 Yes—during their visits, Adelphius and Appius did distract each other at times; 

however, the meetings were not altogether enjoyable.  Appius and Adelphius always 

made time to share their children, and Olaf, Eric, and Thalia all suffered from the fact 

that their makers were particularly fond of various types of double penetration.    

 Still, Olaf had “enjoyed” his time with Eric and Thalia when Appius and 

Adelphius were away—at least as much as he was, by then, capable of enjoying 

anything.   

Eric’s age was about midway between Thalia’s and his—at least in vampire 

years.  However, Eric had been turned when he was approximately 30 winters old, 

while Thalia and Olaf had both been turned when they were in their early twenties. 
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 Olaf had both envied and admired Eric.  Because Appius was not as cruel as 

Adelphius, Eric had actually learned some valuable lessons from his maker, and he was 

beginning to develop a reputation for his own battle skills.  In fact, Appius would hire 

out his child’s services at times, thereby giving him an occupation beyond suffering and 

pain.  Eric also had “hope,” for Appius did not perpetually keep his children until he 

tired of and then killed them.  Indeed, Olaf learned that Eric had an older vampire 

sibling, Cyril, who had been sent away by Appius approximately seventy years before.  

There had been other siblings too, though they had met their true deaths by then.  Oh—

Appius did not fully “free” his children, but when he tired of them, he didn’t feel 

compelled to murder them either.   

 He simply sent them away with the “warning” that he could call them any time 

he wished.   

 Of course, Eric’s older siblings had been expected to send tribute to their maker 

in the form of gold or the transfer of any favors they’d garnered from powerful 

vampires.  Perhaps, that was why Appius allowed his progenies to have the illusion of 

freedom.     

 Still—Olaf had envied Eric because his future seemed likely to change—for the 

better.   

 But Olaf’s admiration for the older vampire had been just as strong as his envy.  

Both Eric and Olaf had been what the world now termed Vikings; indeed, the two had 

hailed from neighboring villages, so Olaf felt an instinctive kinship with him.  As it 

turned out, Olaf had even heard tales of Eiríkr, a mighty warrior who had disappeared 
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into the night decades before!  It had been thought that the Valkyries—or even Freyja 

herself—had not been able to wait to have the handsome, virile warrior among them.  

 Olaf had come to believe—several centuries before—that it had been no 

coincidence that Adelphius had traveled to the same region where Appius had found 

Eric.  After all, Eric was an almost perfect specimen for a vampire, and both Romans 

loved “perfection.”  Likely, Adelphius had been “shopping” for his own Viking. 

 The Swedish king sighed.  He’d not blamed Eric when he’d come to this 

realization.  How could he?  After all, it was just another sign of Adelphius’s sociopathic 

tendencies, and those certainly had nothing to do with Eric.   

 Olaf returned once more to his memories. 

 Strangely, not long after he’d first met Eric, Olaf found himself feeling a little 

sorry for the older vampire—even as he envied and admired him.  At least, with 

Adelphius, one always knew where one stood.  Appius had moments when he was 

almost decent, but then his whole demeanor would turn on a dime.  Thus, Eric always 

seemed to be waiting for the other shoe to drop.  And then there was the fact that Olaf 

had Thalia; indeed, they had each other.  They could not touch, and she did not allow 

herself to acknowledge him directly; however, her mere presence had been enough of a 

consolation to the younger sibling.     

 Much of the time, Eric was all alone with his maker—a possibility that had 

elicited intense fear from Olaf. 
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 When Olaf was enduring the forty-third year of his vampire existence, Adelphius 

had taken him and Thalia to London, where they were to meet up with Appius again.  

However, Eric was not with his maker. 

 Apparently, Appius had grown “bored” of his child and had sent him away.  

Olaf would never forget how Appius had cackled at the idea that he would one day 

swoop into Eric’s life—just when his child relaxed or became too content—and remind 

him who was the dominant in the relationship.  Adelphius had laughed just as loud and 

had wondered whether he should allow a child to live past its “prime” so that he could 

enjoy feeling the same kind of dread from him or her that Appius got to enjoy from Eric 

and others. 

 It was during that visit that Appius “called” Cyril to his side.  Cyril had been a 

Spartan warrior and—in his way—he was just as twisted as his maker.  Thus, though 

he’d endured harsh treatment from Appius, Cyril had enjoyed being able to take out his 

own aggressions on others when his maker allowed him to do so. 

 Having been 

“free” for almost a 

century and being 

made out of the same 

mold as his maker, 

Cyril enjoyed a 

“friendship” of sorts with Appius and quickly came to enjoy Adelphius’s company as 

well.   
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 Indeed, Cyril traveled with Adelphius, Thalia, and Olaf for about five years 

altogether—even after Appius became restless and journeyed to Rome in search of a 

new child.  However, before Appius left, he told Cyril and Adelphius where to find 

Eric, for he felt that they could have some “sport” with him.   

 It was then that Olaf truly recognized that there would never be freedom from 

makers of the ilk of Appius or Adelphius—not as long as any child of theirs lived.   

 Indeed, Olaf realized that he would be forced to suffer an eternity of pain, for he 

doubted not that Adelphius would live forever and find a way to damn him even if he 

was lucky enough to meet the truth death!   

 That realization marked the beginning of Olaf’s worst years as a vampire. 

He would have met the sun, but Adelphius had, of course, commanded that he 

could never do anything to harm himself.  Adelphius had made clear that harming Olaf 

would be his job. 

 Olaf could only fantasize that he could harm his maker back. 

 He could only fantasize that he would be free one day. 

 He could only fantasize that he could take Thalia into his arms without feeling 

pain. 

 He could only fantasize that Adelphius would tire of him enough to gift him with 

the true death. 

 Only fantasies. 

 With no hope that they would become realities. 
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 And, thus, his fantasies became a part of his torture—probably just as Adelphius 

had wanted.  

 The only “good” news was that Cyril and Adelphius did not “find” Eric during 

their time together, though they enjoyed hunting for him for a few years.  But the 

Viking had proved elusive.   

Eventually, Cyril decided to venture north, while Adelphius was not in the 

“mood” for cold.  So they separated.   

 Adelphius took his children to Portugal after that, for he’d not been there in a 

while, and he wished to see Lisbon since it had grown into a trading mecca.   

 “Lisbon.”  Olaf smiled to himself.  It was still one of his favorite cities, for it was 

there that he felt free for the first time in his vampire existence. 

 He smiled wider as he thought about one of the most important nights of his life.  

Thalia and he had been commanded to stand guard over a Were who had 

unintentionally insulted Adelphius; meanwhile, their maker was out kidnapping the 

Were’s family so that they could be tortured in front of him.  That was simply the way 

that Adelphius operated.   

However, after several hours, Adelphius had not returned.   

And—then—Thalia and Olaf had simultaneously doubled over in pain as their 

maker disappeared from their bodies!   

 Being older and stronger, Thalia recovered first.  Olaf would never forget how 

she was looking at him when he was finally able to rise from the floor.   

 Stunned. 
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 Elated. 

 Free. 

 And—for the first time—the two vampire siblings embraced. 

 And there was no pain. 

 Of course, they both knew instinctively that Adelphius had met his final death.  

They just didn’t know how.   

Nor did they know what to do next.   

Adelphius had refused to allow them any independence, so their relief had been 

followed by uncertainty. 

 It was then that Eric Northman had arrived at the dwelling where they’d been 

staying.  He glamoured the captured Were and sent him back to his family. 

 The two siblings had not needed to ask if Eric had been the one to free them.  

They could smell their maker on him: Adelphius’s semen, his blood, and ash. 

 Eric led Thalia and Olaf from the dwelling they’d been occupying with 

Adelphius.  And—afterwards—he led them for another decade so that they could learn 

independence.  He explained one night how he’d felt adrift for several years after 

Appius had sent him away.  Indeed, he admitted that he’d almost died quite a few 

times during that initial time on his own. 

 He also admitted that there had been a couple of times when he’d contemplated 

asking friends to kill him—just so that he would never again have to face Appius, 

whom he always felt present in their maker-child bond.  Those had been Eric’s darkest 

days.   
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 But he’d lived on. 

 Eric had intuited that Thalia and Olaf would be even more vulnerable than he 

had been—at first—because they had not been allowed to follow any of their own 

inclinations as long as they’d been vampires.  Moreover, Adelphius had not been one 

for exhibiting restraint; thus, his children had not learned any.  When they fed, they 

killed.  So subtlety was not a skill they’d practiced.     

 Nor was glamour. 

 Therefore, like their maker ought to have done, Eric taught Thalia and Olaf how 

to function as successful vampires.  He taught them all that he’d learned about battle.  

He taught them how to feed without killing and how to glamour.  He helped them to 

hone their individual vampire skills—flight and stealth in Thalia’s case and diplomatic 

acumen in Olaf’s. 

 Eric also introduced his “adopted” children to monarchs and other important 

vampires whom the older Viking had judged as honorable.  In other words, he taught 

them the value of cultivating relationships with the kinds of vampires that their makers 

had avoided.     
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 When Eric felt that Thalia and Olaf were ready to leave his side, he traveled with 

them to Sweden, where he’d cultivated a good working relationship with Queen 

Innogen, whose life Eric had once saved.  He asked only two things of the queen: that 

Thalia and Olaf be allowed to live in Innogen’s realm for as long as they wished and 

that Appius and any of his other children not be allowed to settle there.   

 Innogen had 

welcomed and employed 

the siblings.  Indeed, Olaf 

had eventually risen to 

Innogen’s second.  

And—when his queen 

had fallen in battle two 

centuries before—Olaf had avenged her and had taken over her rule when Innogen’s 

child, Madeline, had asked him to. 

 However, long before that time—when Eric had first left the siblings in 

Innogen’s realm—he’d required a vow from them both: that they would never try to do 

for him what he’d done for them. 

 In other words—he asked the siblings to swear that they would never go after 

Appius Livius Ocella. 

 When Olaf and Thalia had tried to resist making such a vow, Eric had played the 

“maker card.” 

 He could not compel them, for—of course—he was not their actual maker.  
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But—in all the ways that mattered—he had become their true maker.    

And that was—in so many ways—much more powerful than a command caused 

by a maker’s blood. 

 Therefore, the vampire siblings had relented to Eric’s orders.  Thalia, especially, 

had had a difficult time making that vow, for she’d already been planning to hunt 

Appius.  But she respected Eric enough to promise, nonetheless. 

 Olaf, like Thalia, would have died to try to kill Appius for Eric—if his mentor 

hadn’t forced their promise.  Hell!  He’d held so much respect for Eric that he’d asked 

permission to make his own surname Erickson—once last names were necessary for 

operating in the world!  

 Olaf sighed and ran his hand through his medium-length blond hair, a habit still 

held over from his human days.   

Eric had never explained how he’d managed to kill Adelphius, but the siblings 

knew that it involved Eric allowing Adelphius to use him.  Likely, Eric had pretended to 

be just as pliable as he’d been when Appius was present to command him. 

 Still—Adelphius was so much older than Eric.  And—even mid-sex-act—

Adelphius was ever wary of a possible attack.   

 Because he’d made many enemies.     

Perhaps, the gods had been aiding the Viking.  Perhaps, it was destiny that 

Adelphius die that night.   

 Perhaps, it was dumb luck.  
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 One thing was for certain; Eric refused to allow Thalia or Olaf to seek out similar 

danger with his own maker, though the siblings knew that Eric would have rested 

infinitely easier knowing that Appius was finally dead.    

 Though he’d never told them the how, Eric had told Olaf and Thalia the why of 

his actions against Adelphius.  

 “I cannot kill Appius,” he’d explained.  “But Adelphius—I was not commanded 

not to kill.”  

 Olaf smiled as he recalled his sister’s resolution after Eric had left them in 

Sweden’s court.  She’d, unsurprisingly, recognized the loophole that she and Olaf could 

arrange for Appius to be killed—even if they couldn’t do it themselves.   

 She spent many years looking for a way to accomplish that goal.  However, the 

worm had always been crafty enough to implant himself into one “unfriendly” court or 

another.  And—inside those courts—he had protection.   

 Olaf shook his head.  After coming to know many honorable monarchs over the 

centuries—and after having been one himself—he would never know how or why 

Appius had been accepted by any king or queen, but eventually Eric’s maker settled 

into the Russian court, where Adelphius’s own maker, Brutus, had become king.   

 Olaf cringed.  Thankfully, Appius’s maker, Calinius, had been slain well before 

Olaf had been turned.  And—even more welcome—had been the fact that Brutus could 

not control his child’s children.    

 Still, that had not stopped both Olaf and Thalia from fearing ever meeting their 

grandsire, who had—by a stroke of good luck—been in Africa during their entire 
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“lives” with Adelphius; that luck had prevented both of the siblings from ever 

encountering Brutus.  According to Thalia, Seamus had had the “pleasure” of meeting 

their grandsire once, and he’d practically convulsed anytime that Adelphius had 

mentioned Brutus’s name. 

 Appius stayed in Brutus’s court/nest for many centuries and eventually served 

the Russian human monarchy, which was how he’d been able to turn the brat Alexei 

Romanov before he died.   

 Olaf scoffed as he thought about all the reasons why a hemophiliac ought never 

to have been turned!   

  Despite this, for many years after the “final” deaths of the other Romanovs, 

Appius and Brutus had worked together to teach Alexei to function as a successful 

vampire; of course, they’d needed to work together to hide the young one’s “mishaps” 

as well.   

 Thank the gods—Brutus had been slain the decade before! 

 Rumor had it that Alexei had gone on a rampage that included his “daddy’s” 

benefactor. 

  Not surprisingly, Brutus’s replacement as king had been no fan of Appius and 

his youngest progeny, so they’d been expelled from the Russian court.  

 After that, Thalia had come to Sweden for a visit with Olaf, and they’d—once 

again—tried to come up with a plan that would result in Appius’s death, one that 

would not require their direct involvement. 
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Unfortunately, by then, Appius had already traveled with Alexei to South 

America—where Thalia and Olaf had limited contacts.  Still, the Swedish king promised 

his vampire sister that he would keep his ear to the ground concerning Appius’s 

dealings in Europe.  On the other hand, Thalia traveled to settle into Area 5—Eric’s 

territory—so that she could keep an eye on their friend just in case Appius decided to 

travel north to the United States.  

Olaf frowned.  Eventually, of course, Appius and Alexei had moved on to the 

North American continent, and they had wreaked their own particular kind of havoc 

onto Eric’s life.  Thalia, not surprisingly, had continually studied Appius for 

weaknesses when he was in Area 5.  And she’d almost managed to track him to his 

resting place before his spawn had done any harm. 

Luckily, the situation had “resolved” itself because of Eric’s bonded and pledged 

(at least Sookie Stackhouse and Eric had been bonded and pledged at the time of 

Appius’s very welcome demise).   

Olaf had rejoiced for his friend when he learned that Appius was no more, and 

then had cried for him when Thalia told him about the ensnarement Appius had crafted 

with Freyda before he died.  Olaf had offered to stake the Oklahoma queen or to give 

Eric asylum.  Thalia, too had volunteered to slay Freyda.   

But Eric had been insistent that the siblings do nothing.  At first, he’d tried to 

find a way out of the contract.  But eventually he’d resigned himself to becoming 

Freyda’s consort.   
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Later, Olaf had learned from Thalia that Sookie, the object of their “true” maker’s 

love, had broken their blood bond. 

With it, she’d also broken a part of Eric. 

To add insult to injury, she’d also used a magic fairy love token, a cluviel dor, for 

the benefit of another man.   

Olaf had been tempted to kill Sookie Stackhouse for that.  However, Thalia had 

assured him that Eric would never want that—despite the pain the part-fairy telepath 

had inflicted upon him.   

Indeed, according to Thalia, Eric had agreed to become Freyda’s consort without 

a continued legal battle only after doing everything he possibly could to ensure that his 

former bonded was protected. 

To ensure that she could keep her freedom. 

“Freedom,” Olaf whispered.  It seemed that Eric had not lost his inclination for 

fighting for the freedom of others—even when he could not enjoy his own. 

Still—if Eric had been another vampire, Olaf would have questioned him for 

doing anything for the “mostly” human woman who had rejected his blood and then 

failed to save him from 100 years of semi-slavery.     

But the younger Viking did not question his savior, his mentor, his father.  

Instead, Olaf simply made clear that Eric would always have his unrelenting support. 

One month earlier, Olaf had heard from Eric for the first time since his elder had 

become the consort of the Oklahoma queen.  
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Eric had asked the Swedish king to arrange that his properties in Sweden be 

transferred to Sookie Stackhouse’s name—without leaving a trail (or requiring an actual 

signature), of course.  He’d also asked Olaf to give Sookie and her children asylum in 

Sweden indefinitely.   

“Seven years after his relationship with the telepath had ended,” Olaf muttered 

to himself and to the empty room that he’d been inspecting.  “They are not even his 

children,” he added. 

But none of that had mattered.  The tone of Eric’s voice had told Olaf all that he 

needed to know.  No matter what had occurred—or what would—Eric would always 

love Sookie Stackhouse. 

That he would always fight for her freedom.   

Even with that tone, however, Olaf had been working himself up to question his 

chosen “maker” for the first time—to ask Eric a simple question:  Was he sure that 

Sookie was worth the effort?  But—even from thousands of miles away—Eric had 

intuited just what Olaf intended to ask.  And he’d needed only a four-word sentence to 

make his one-time ward understand and hold his tongue. 

“Sookie is my Thalia,” Eric had said. 

Olaf closed his eyes and thought about the woman he’d loved for so long. 

“Thalia,” he whispered. 

The woman he would always love—no matter what occurred.   

She had once been his unobtainable fantasy. 

She was still his dream. 
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Eric had certainly freed Olaf, but the Swedish king was well aware that Thalia 

had saved him from perishing long before that.  Having killed his own family, Olaf had 

felt like surrendering to the dark, but he could not surrender his soul to Adelphius—not 

as long as Thalia lived.   

Olaf had cared for his human wife, as any Viking did for a strong woman who 

functioned as his helpmeet.  However, his heart had not been stirred by love until he’d 

died and known the vampiress who should have “made” him. 

Yes—there had been a “pull” between them. 

Always.   

And, learning that Eric compared what he felt for Sookie to what Olaf felt for 

Thalia had spurred the younger vampire into doing all that he could for the telepath 

and her children.  

After all, Eric had always done whatever he could to encourage the obvious 

connection between Olaf and Thalia. 

After Eric had freed them, it had not taken long for Thalia and Olaf to come 

together physically—to join their bodies as Olaf had always fantasized they would.  

And that connection had been all that he’d desired.  

Yet Thalia had held back. 

Even though Thalia stayed in Innogen’s court with Olaf for almost twenty 

years—sharing his bed—she’d held back. 

Always. 
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Every time he’d broached the topic of them as a couple, she’d asked him to give 

her time. 

So he’d held back. 

Every time Olaf had longed to exchange blood with Thalia—to form a bond (or 

at least a blood tie) with her—she’d held him off. 

So he’d held back. 

One night, Olaf had woken up to find her packed. 

She told him that they needed to part ways and to seek their own lives.  She 

promised that the goodbye she was telling him would not be forever. 

He’d held back his tears until she’d been gone. 

True to her word, Thalia’s goodbye had not been forever.  Every decade or so, 

she would show up in Olaf’s life and stay there for a while—sometimes an hour, 

sometimes a night, sometimes a week, sometimes a month. 

Every time she came, they would join their bodies.   

They would join their lives. 

But—always—she would hold back. 

And then she would leave, promising to return to him when she was able. 

As much as it hurt being without her, Olaf knew that Thalia did spend all of the 

time that she was capable of spending with him.  Indeed, he didn’t blame her for either 

her absences or her holding back.   

Thalia had been with Adelphius for much longer than Olaf had been, after all.  

And she’d reacted to their maker by shutting down her emotions—at least as 



 
402 

completely as she could.  Indeed, after Adelphius had died, she’d had an extremely 

difficult time acknowledging that she could even still feel. 

In truth, Olaf knew that she was afraid to feel. 

But he was not about to throw that fact in her face.  All he could do was to be 

available and to make it clear that he loved her and wanted her. 

Always. 

And, of course, he could wait for her to heal. 

He had no doubt that she was worth being patient for.   

Oh—Olaf Erickson was neither a saint nor a monk!  He fucked plenty.  And he 

fed with zest and gusto.   

He’d been living his life as loudly as his vampire sister enjoyed living hers 

quietly. 

Indeed, the siblings were opposites in many ways. 

But Olaf knew that he and Thalia were complements in the ways that mattered. 

Just as he knew that—one night—he and Thalia would come together and stay 

that way. 
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So—when Eric indicated that his heart was as “lost” as Olaf’s, the Swedish king 

had immediately begun overseeing renovations on Eric’s—now Sookie’s—estate on a 

small island about 30 kilometers from Stockholm.  

Eric had bought 

the land upon which 

the estate stood 

centuries before—from 

Innogen herself.  The 

house and outbuildings 

had been 

commissioned much 

later—about two decades before the time of the Great Revelation (right after it became 

quite clear that it was inevitable that vampires would be “coming out”).   

Eric had always been quite practical.  He’d wanted a secluded place where he 

could hunker down and hide out if the shit hit the fan.  Accessible by no roads, the 

island could only be reached by boat or the little helipad in a clearing at the end of the 

landmass.  The house itself was quite modern-looking, boasting huge windows with 

views of the water and woods.  Indeed, there were so many windows that it would 

have been the last place that anyone would have looked for a vampire!  
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However, under the surface level was an even larger space.  Indeed, Eric’s “lair” 

boasted five large bedrooms with connected bathrooms as well as an office and a large 

common area.  The upper area of the house included four bedrooms, three bathrooms, a 

large living room space, a huge kitchen, and a more intimate family room.   

As for renovations, Eric had asked Olaf to make sure that the master bedroom on 

the main floor was made light-tight and that the master bathroom underground be 

outfitted with a working toilet.  He also asked that the common room in the lair be 

sectioned off to include a small kitchen fit for human needs and that the office in the lair 

be made state-of-the art.   

The other renovations to the home had been more superficial.   
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The kitchen had been inspected by a trustworthy human—one who was 

glamoured to forget the location of the home.  Items needed in a “human” kitchen, such 

as dishware, cooking utensils, and small appliances were purchased.  Olaf also decided 

to replace the larger appliances with newer items.   

The Swede had overseen the selection of the large appliances himself, for he 

enjoyed studying the contraptions humans came up with!  Hell—when he was born 

(and then later “made”) things like refrigerators (or electricity, for that matter) were as 

far away from the human imagination as traveling to the moon!  However, now 

refrigerators did all kinds of amazing things!  Olaf had selected one that included a 

feature whereby 

Eric’s mate could 

speak and record a 

list of needed items 

as she thought of 

them.  Then, she 

could email that list to his second-in-command, Madeline (Innogen’s child), who would 

secure the items and arrange for delivery—since Sookie would not be leaving the island 

(at least not for such mundane things as grocery shopping) for the foreseeable future.   

Not as long as King Felipe de Castro or other enemies might be an issue.   

In addition to the kitchen, the bedrooms on either side of the master suite on the 

main floor were redecorated to be a nursery for an infant boychild and a bedroom fit for 

a preteen girlchild who enjoyed the color pink.  Via phone and email, Pam had worked 
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with Madeline to ensure that the décor was “correct” and that the needs of the 

children—clothing, toys, etc.—were adequately satisfied.      

“Adequately—hell!” Olaf laughed as he thought about how the two vampiresses 

had gone above and beyond. 

And then above and beyond that!  

Olaf had stayed out of that part of the renovations, but had been pleased by the 

results. 

If possible, the king’s heart would have quickened as he received a text from Eric 

announcing that his party’s helicopter would be landing on the island in approximately 

ten minutes.  Taking one more look around the large living room area to make sure 

everything was perfect, Olaf nodded with approval and then sped toward the helipad.  

 

“Is all well?” Olaf asked Ricca, who was waiting at the helipad when he arrived.  

The beautiful witch was the strongest of her kind that the king had ever known and one 

of the most trusted members of his retinue. 
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As Olaf was well over six feet tall, while Ricca was barely five feet tall, he had to 

look down to meet her gaze.   

It always struck 

Olaf just how stunning 

Ricca was, and the witch 

and the monarch had even 

enjoyed each other’s 

bodies occasionally in the 

past—though that aspect 

of their relationship had 

ceased as their friendship had strengthened.  Still, Olaf continued to appreciate her 

unique beauty.  Ricca’s hair was jet black and her eyes hazel, though when she was 

practicing her craft, they turned almost yellow.  She had a heart-shaped face and a high 

hair line; both features made her eyes even more prominent.  Moreover, her strong 

innate magic made her look much more youthful than her 36 years.   

Olaf had met the witch when she was 18 years old—through her mentor, Jasper, 

who had served him for many years.  In fact, Olaf had enjoyed a wonderful working 

relationship with the Mångata Coven for centuries—and, before him, the coven had 

worked for Innogen.   

The Mångata Coven had existed in Sweden for almost as long as Olaf had been a 

vampire, and—over the centuries—they had honed their craft, which was tied to the 
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power of the moon.  Indeed, the word “mångata” was the name for the trail of light 

created by the moon over a body of water.   

For almost a millennium, an individual who was “special” had been born 

amongst the coven’s ranks once in a generation.  It was said that this “special” witch 

could literally draw power from a mångata—thus the coven’s name.  This individual 

was mentored by the leader of the coven, whom he or she was destined to replace.  

Ricca was this “special” coven member for the current generation and had taken over as 

Mångata’s coven-leader six years before—when Jasper had proclaimed that she had 

surpassed him and was ready for the role.   

For as long as the group had existed, the Mångata Coven had been pacifists at 

their core, practicing “white magic” only.  They excelled in protection and cloaking 

spells.  They could also shield themselves or those around them from offensive magic—

such as Fae or Dae “light.”  Indeed, even at that moment, the Swedish king was wearing 

a pendant that had been charmed to repeal spells of ill-intent.   

Of course, such a powerful coven risked being targeted by those who wanted to 

harness their power for less than honorable reasons.  Thus, the leaders of the coven had 

always tried to stay under the radar.  For this reason, they chose, early in their history, 

to link themselves with Innogen, who was known for her own fair-minded, ethical 

behavior.  In exchange for the coven’s service in matters of “white magic” only, the 

vampire monarch protected them so that no one could exploit their power.  Olaf 

maintained that commitment to the witches when he succeeded Innogen.   
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The Mångata Coven had already been helping Sookie Stackhouse’s family—due 

to a request that Eric had made of Olaf years before.  Fae scent concealment potions had 

been made for a cousin of Sookie’s, a young child named Hunter, as well as for Sookie’s 

daughter, Samantha.  Those potions had been given to the children in question without 

them knowing it in order to ensure two things: that they not be scented as “different” to 

vampires and that they could not be found by fairies who might torture them.  It was 

only after Thalia had told him about Neave and Lochlan’s treatment of Sookie 

Stackhouse that Olaf understood 

the second of Eric’s motivations 

for those potions.   

Ricca smiled up at Olaf, 

her eyes shining yellow, 

indicating that she was currently 

using her magic.  “You really 

need to ask me if all is well?” she commented somewhat sarcastically.  

The king chuckled.  “No.  I do not.  But—please,” he added with uncharacteristic 

nervousness, “indulge me, my friend.” 

Ricca rolled her moon-lit eyes.  “Fine, Giant,” she smirked, using the nickname 

she had given him almost two decades before.   

Given the fact that Eric was two inches taller than Olaf, the king wondered what 

she might call him—since she had a habit of nicknaming people she liked, and he had 

no doubt that Eric’s humor would appeal to the witch.     
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“The rest of the coven is at the Stockholm Airport—as you well know—because 

you arranged for them to be there,” Ricca reported wryly, her eyebrow having risen 

playfully.  “Neither they—nor the vampires you have there—detected anyone or 

anything following the airplane Eric Northman and his group arrived on.” 

“The jet itself was checked for surveillance devices?” Olaf asked.   

She rolled her eyes again, but nodded.  “Yes, and Russell Edgington has already 

departed for Paris with the rest of his party.  The flight reports have been altered to 

indicate that his plane was never even near Sweden.” 

Olaf sighed with relief—a human behavior he’d kept for almost a millennium.  

“This is your doing?” he asked as he gestured toward the thick fog that shrouded the 

sky. 

 Ricca shrugged.  “Yes.  Several others at the airport and I are controlling the fog 

right now.  I figured a fog layer would obscure the path of the helicopter once it took 

off.  And I will be able to detect anyone or anything following them here,” she added 

confidently.  “And, as you know, Caleb could fly that contraption of his through pure 

steel, given the acuteness of his senses, so a little fog will not bother him.” 

“Thank you,” Olaf sighed as he bent down to kiss Ricca on the forehead. 

“Stop worrying,” the witch chastised gently.   

 “I know.  It’s just . . . .”  His voice trailed off as he looked toward the foggy sky.  

He knew that his people were quite capable of ensuring the secrecy and security of 

Eric’s party; still, the Swedish king knew that he would not fully relax until his new 

residents were in his presence.   
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“I know,” she said indulgently—but kindly.  She was one of the few with whom 

Olaf had shared bits of his past, and those bits had included his telling her about how 

Eric saved him by killing Adelphius.  She also knew of the king’s love for Thalia, which 

was—ultimately—why Ricca had decided that continuing to be Olaf’s lover might 

cause complications.   

Simply put, Ricca was the kind of person who was compelled to seek a mate, but 

who would never settle for one with divided affections.  Olaf had respected that about 

her.  Indeed, he hoped that she would find the beloved she desired.  Ricca was open to 

that mate belonging to any category—vampire, witch, werebear (the most common of 

the two-natured in Sweden), shifter, demon, fairy, etc.  She was also not picky about 

gender.  She simply trusted that the fates would send her a mate when it was “time.”   

Olaf once again glanced toward the sky.     

“I understand why you are anxious,” Ricca said softly, squeezing his hand.  “It’s 

your family coming—at long last.  Do not worry.  As soon as they arrive, I’ll set a 

protection spell around this place that will keep out anyone with ill-intent.  And—at the 

next full moon, I will return to strengthen the spell with the help of the mångata.” 

“Thank you,” Olaf said sincerely.  “You know—I consider you family too, my 

dear friend,” he added. 

She chuckled.  “I’ve told you—I’m not letting you turn me.” 

The king laughed out loud, the tension in him melting away almost completely.  

Her “turning” was a long-standing joke between them.  In fact, Ricca was not averse to 
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the idea of becoming a vampire, but she liked to tease Olaf that his “fragile” ego 

wouldn’t be able to take it when she was the one giving commands to him.    

Given the strength of Ricca’s magic, she might very well give any potential 

maker a run for his or her money when it came to who was in charge! 

And she was also right that Olaf’s ego might not be able to take it.  Still—the 

Swedish king figured that it could be fun to find out.  “Well—if you ever change your 

mind . . . ,” he began. 

“You’ll be at least the fifth vampire I call,” she deadpanned.   

Olaf chuckled, even as his sharp ears picked up the sound of an approaching 

helicopter.  Reconnecting with Eric had been a wonderful prospect in and of itself.  But 

seeing Thalia again thrilled him down to his bones. 

He looked to the sky and smiled widely. 

If Olaf’s heart could have beaten, it would have been racing faster than the 

helicopter’s propellers. 

 

ERIC POV  
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Sookie gripped Eric’s hand tightly. 

So tightly that—had he 

been human—he would have 

needed a doctor to provide 

healing.  

“We really should have 

completed the bond before 

this,” she cringed as she shut 

her eyes tightly.  “You could have given me that comfort thing.” 

Eric didn’t want to belittle his beloved’s fear, but he couldn’t help but to chuckle 

at her.  “You did fine on the airplane,” he reminded. 

“No—she did not,” Pam said flatly.  “She just wasn’t gripping you hard enough 

to crack your hand bones on the airplane.  Now, she is.” 

“What?” Sookie exclaimed, 

horrified, even as she released Eric’s hand.  

Her eyes flew open.  “I broke your hand?”  

Eric gave his trouble-making child 

a sideways glare and then looked back at 

Sookie.  “A sprain is a more accurate 

description, and it will heal within moments.  So—do not worry,” he soothed before 

taking her hand back into his own.  “You can squeeze all you want.”   
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Sammy giggled from her seat on 

Karin’s lap in the co-pilot’s chair.  

“Mommy, don’t be scared!  Flyin’s so fun!” 

“Yes—flyin’ is fun,” Pam smirked.   

“Hey—can I fly the—uh—hell-

copter?  Since I’m in the copilot’s chair and 

everything?” Sammy asked excitedly. 

“No!” Sookie yelled out. 

“Next time,” the vampire pilot employed by Olaf said, chuckling at the little 

girl’s enthusiasm.  “When it’s less foggy.” 

Sammy’s mouth turned downward into a frown.  “But I wanna fly like Eric,” she 

commented. 

“Only a few—privileged—

children can do that,” Karin smirked, 

even as she looked over her shoulder at 

Pam.     

“You bi—,” Pam started. 

“Children present!” Sookie 

interrupted. 

“She started it,” Pam pouted, crossing her arms over her chest. 

“What’s a bi—?” Sammy asked. 

Sookie sighed but then cringed as the helicopter began to descend. 
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“All is well,” Eric assured, bending over to kiss his beloved’s forehead.  

“I’ll go slow,” the pilot assured. 

“No!  Go fast!” Sammy implored. 

“No!” Sookie exclaimed.  “Slow is good.  Very good!” 

The Viking chuckled, as he agreed that slow would be better—even offering that 

Matthew might be upset by a quicker speed. 

Of course, he was lying.  Matty was not currently conscious, but the Viking 

decided that supporting his woman was better for him than encouraging Sammy’s 

fancies—at least, for the moment.   

Sookie looked at Matty, who was cradled against Eric’s chest, which was where 

the infant had decided was his preferred sleeping place.   

“I wish I could be as peaceful as he is,” Sookie chuckled nervously, pulling down 

Matty’s blanket slightly with her free hand in order to better see his cherubic face. 

As if governed by magnets, Eric’s eyes traveled downward to look at his son as 

well. 

For—yes—Eric Northman did view Matthew Desmond Northman Merlotte as his 

child.  He couldn’t help himself.  And—more and more—Samantha was coming to feel 

like his daughter too.  Of course, Sammy had some memories of her real father, Sam 

Merlotte.  But Eric had already realized that it would just be a matter of time before she 

saw him as her “daddy.” 

It was a future that he greatly anticipated. 
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Sookie caressed Matty’s head gently, a big contrast to what she was still doing to 

Eric’s hand as the helicopter continued to approach the ground.   

“Aunt Karin, will you take me flyin’?” Sammy asked, completely oblivious to her 

mother’s plight. 

“If the witch says it is safe and your mother agrees,” Eric’s first child said evenly.  

“And if it is not too cold,” she added, her voice showing no emotions at all.  But Eric 

could clearly feel her affection for Sammy through their maker/child bond. 

“Cool!” Sammy exclaimed with a giggle, even as she continued to look with 

fascination at the control panel of the helicopter.  “I really hope I can fly one day!  All by 

myself!” 

Sookie chuckled and looked at Eric.  “You’ll have to get her helicopter lessons for 

her 18th birthday.” 

“Not before?” the Viking asked with a smirk. 

“No!” Sookie said quickly.  “But I don’t mind her flying with Karin as long as I 

get to fly with you every once in a while,” she added quietly. 

“I thought you were scared of flying,” Eric whispered into her ear. 

She shivered at his closeness. 
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“With you, I’d fly anywhere,” she smiled as she rested her head against his 

shoulder, clearly attempting to keep herself calm as the copter hovered above the 

ground. 

The vampire pilot, a 

handsome brunette named 

Caleb, smiled at Sammy. 

“Whenever I can, I’ll be 

happy to take you up in the 

copter, little one,” he said.  

“Even if you aren’t ready to fly 

the thing for a while yourself, you can enjoy the ride!” 

Eric laughed as Karin growled at the pilot, clearly indicating that the child in her 

lap was “hers.”  Eric couldn’t help but to wonder if Sookie understood just how 

protective over Sammy that Karin was. 

Of course, with someone nicknamed “the Slaughterer” as a bodyguard, Sammy 

would likely stay quite safe.       

“Cool!” Sammy exclaimed, ignoring Karin’s growl.  “I can fly lots of ways then!” 

“Of course, you will always be welcome with her, Slaughterer,” Caleb nodded 

deferentially. 

“What’s a slatterner?” Sammy asked, accidentally messing up the word. 

“It’s what I’ll become with anyone who has ill-intentions towards you,” my eldest 

said with warning in the pilot’s direction. 
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Eric laughed even louder, earning him a glare from no fewer than three pairs of 

female eyes.   

“What?” Eric asked innocently.  “There’s already a huge moat here,” he winked, 

gesturing toward the water circling the island.  “Beyond that, I’m happy for all the help 

that I can get keeping Sammy’s suitors at bay.” 

“What’s a suitor?” Sammy asked. 

“I didn’t mean,” stammered Caleb.  “Of course—Samantha’s a beautiful girl, but 

. . . ,” he paused awkwardly, clearly uncomfortable with how the conversation had 

turned.  “I’m not offering—uh—to be her suitor!  It was a . . . .  That is to say my interest 

here is in someone else; I mean—uh—that kind of interest.”  He glanced nervously 

toward Karin, who raised an eyebrow at him. 

Eric rumbled with laughter as Karin realized where Caleb’s romantic interests 

were actually targeted upon her!   

Whether Karin was intrigued by his “interest” or simply amused by his 

backpedaling remained to be seen.  But her growling had stopped. 

“Quit while you’re ahead,” Eric cautioned the innocent pilot.  “The estrogen is 

strong with this bunch,” he added, doing his best Star Wars impression. 

“Eric!” Sookie chastised.  “What do you mean by that?!?!” 

“I mean that I’m extremely grateful for Matthew,” he responded with a smirk. 

Sookie smacked his shoulder affectionately.   
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“What?” he questioned with false innocence.  “I’m already horribly 

outnumbered,” he observed, looking around the helicopter even as it touched gently to 

the earth. 

Between Sookie, Karin, Pam, Thalia, and Sammy, the Viking’s life was very full of 

women!   

“Well—there’s another man!” Sookie gasped somewhat breathlessly as she 

looked out the window. 

Eric followed her eyes and growled as he saw—and felt—Sookie’s reaction to 

Olaf.  Oh—the rational side of him knew that he had no reason for concern.  Sookie 

loved him.  Of that, he was certain.  Indeed, she was moving toward sharing her whole 

life with him, and they were already planning to be married, bonded, and pledged!  She 

was not the kind of person to stray either, but she was a normal female, and Olaf was—

even Eric had to admit—an attractive male.   

Still—he didn’t have to like Sookie’s “panting.” 

When he looked back at Sookie, however, she was no longer checking out the 

male vampire that he had “adopted” long ago.  She was looking at the female sibling of 

that vampire. 

Indeed, Sookie was regarding Thalia with clear concern in her eyes.  The elder 

vampiress was growling—slightly—and her fangs were down. 

Before Eric could step in, however, Sookie resolved the problem on her own. 
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“Message received!” the telepath said quickly.  “That Viking’s yours.  This one is 

mine,” she added with a nervous laugh as she poked Eric’s arm.  “I wouldn’t have it 

any other way!  I was just appreciatin’ the view.” 

Thalia frowned.  “I am sorry.  I have no claim on the King of Sweden.”  She 

paused.  “But—you are right—Olaf is,” she paused again, “noteworthy in appearance.” 

Eric snorted out another laugh.  Thalia was lying to herself if she really believed 

she had no claim on Olaf. 

“Noteworthy?  Whatever, Thalia,” Pam intoned, voicing Eric’s own disbelief of 

Thalia’s words—and making fun of her understatement.  “I might prefer women now, 

but even I can recognize that you are both lucky bitches,” she snarked, even as the 

helicopter’s propellers began to slow down.   

“A bitch is a female dog!  Or werewolf!” Sammy announced proudly from 

Karin’s lap.  “But it’s not a word to say in plite sitey, Auntie Pammy,” she added 

seriously. 

“Polite Society,” Sookie corrected.  “And that’s right, sweetie,” she chuckled 

lightly before looking reprovingly at Pam. 

The subject of “Appropriate Language to Be Used around Children” might as 

well have been a class that Sookie had been teaching “Auntie Pammy” since she had 

joined Eric, Sookie, and the children in Mississippi.   

Pam rolled her eyes, even as she refrained from opening the helicopter door until 

after the propellers had stopped.  Normally—Eric knew from experience—his younger 

vampire child would have burst out immediately upon landing, but she was clearly 
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thinking of the children’s comfort and safety.  Thus, Eric figured that she would soon 

develop the “safety measures” regarding language that Sookie required as well.  

Indeed, already, Pam had limited her usage of “fuck” and other raunchier words 

around Sammy, though she had made her opinion known that Matty was “too fucking 

young” to understand anything anyway. 

Of course, Sookie hadn’t been around when she’d sung those words to the 

infant—set to the tune of “Old MacDonald” no less. 

Eric smiled to himself as he recalled his child’s special lyrics.  “Matty’s too fuckin’ 

young to understand ‘fuck’—E-I-E-I-fuck, and on his farm, he had a duck—E-I-E-I-fuck.  With a 

fuck-fuck here and a fuck-fuck there.  Here a fuck.  There a fuck.  Everywhere a fuck-fuck . . . .”   

Clearly, at least two of his children were still in the “baby steps” stage. 

 

SOOKIE POV 

 It would have been difficult not to appreciate the handsome vampire that was 

waiting for them to exit the helicopter.   

 Though a bit shorter than Eric, the man she knew must be King Olaf was just as 

broad and muscular as Eric, clearly having earned his impressive physique when he 

was a human—likely through hard work and swordplay.   

 She sighed, thinking of Eric’s body—and wondering when she’d get to see all of 

it again.   

 Thalia growled.  “I’m picturing Eric naked!” she yelped out when the vampiress 

looked at her as if she might attack because she could smell Sookie’s sudden arousal. 
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 “Why?” Sammy asked, her little face twisted into a confused, sour look. 

 “He needs a bath!” Sookie quickly answered, barely avoiding giving herself a 

face-palm for voicing her thoughts out loud in front of her daughter.   

 Eric, of course, chuckled loudly. 

 And preened a little.   

 “Very, very dirty,” he whispered in Sookie’s ear, causing her to shudder.    

The telepath slapped his arm playfully and then looked at Thalia cautiously.   

Clearly, even though the vampiress denied it, Thalia was quite possessive of Olaf, 

and Sookie couldn’t help but to smile at the flash of love in Thalia’s eyes as she turned 

her gaze back to the Swedish king.   

Eric had told Sookie that Olaf was originally from a village nearby his own—

though Olaf was about a century younger than her Viking.   

 She’d been a little surprised to learn that Olaf was Thalia’s vampire “brother.”  

Thalia was older than both Olaf and Eric—but Sookie wasn’t sure by how much.  Eric 

had told her in confidence that Thalia and Olaf’s maker, Adelphius, had been even 

worse than Appius—an idea difficult for Sookie to fully believe, given how horrible 

Appius had been!  Eric had also told his soon-to-be re-bonded that he’d killed 

Adelphius and had taken Olaf and Thalia under his wing for a while—which was why 

he trusted both of the siblings completely.   

 Sookie didn’t understand everything about the relationship between the three 

vampires, but it was clear that Eric’s relationship with Thalia was like a brother and 

sister—a human brother and sister (without all the potential romantic “issues” that 
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vampire siblings often experienced).  As odd as it might have sounded, Eric seemed to 

view Olaf as both a brother and a son.  And, clearly, Thalia loved Olaf—as way more 

than a sibling! 

 Given the look that the Swedish king was returning to Thalia—a gaze that 

seemed to burn through the windows of the helicopter—Sookie was pretty sure that the 

feeling was mutual. 

 Sookie found herself sharing a secret smile with Eric.  He had told her that he 

strongly desired for both Olaf and Thalia to take firm hold of their happiness—

preferably together.  He’d let on that Thalia, still, suffered from the emotional scars 

etched upon her by her maker hundreds of years before.   

 Sookie knew that Eric, too, had scars from what Appius had done to him—even 

after the Roman was finally dead.  She just prayed with every fiber of her being that—

with time—all of the dominos that Appius had set into motion (including de Castro) 

would be destroyed.  But, even if they never were, she vowed that Eric would never be 

without her or the children—their children. 

 At that thought, a spike of guilt surged through her.  Sam—not Eric—was 

Sammy and Matty’s father.  And Sam had disliked Eric—at least on the surface.   

 “Are you okay?” Eric asked with concern, clearly sensing her feelings through 

their blood tie.  In contrast to how she’d reacted when they’d had their first bond, 

Sookie looked forward to being able to sense his feelings as well. 

 She nodded.  “I’m fine,” she answered truthfully, even as she shoved away her 

guilt.  The telepath had already committed to ensuring that her children learned about 
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their biological father.  She had stories that she would freely share.  And Eric supported 

her need to do that.  She’d decided, too, to be upfront with her children—at least once 

they were old enough to understand—about her true feelings for Sam.   

 She had loved Sam Merlotte, and he had loved her.  Their love, however, had 

never been balanced—though she’d cared too much for the shifter to lie to him about 

her true feelings.   

 At least once she’d realized what those feelings were. 

Sam had been a trusted friend and companion.  Being with him had been 

comfortable and—frankly—preferable to being alone when she thought that Eric was 

truly out of her reach.  For Sam’s part, he’d accepted that she could never feel for him 

the way that she’d felt for Eric.  He’d loved her despite that disparity.  And he’d made 

the choice to accept what she could give, though Sookie knew that her refusal to marry 

Sam “officially” had hurt him. 

However, by then, she had known without doubt that there was only one man 

she wanted to marry officially—in both his world (again) and in hers. 

Eric Northman. 

She’d just thought it would be impossible to do either, and—truthfully—Sam 

had been the next best thing: a friend she could count on for companionship, family, 

and common purpose. 

 But Sookie did not want a “half-love” to be what her own children experienced.   

 She didn’t want them to settle. 
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 Of course, sooner or later, Matty would pick up those feelings from Sookie’s 

mind—as he would discover that she loved Eric much more than she’d ever loved Sam.  

She wondered if her son would have questions or concerns about that.  However, as she 

looked at the infant cradled comfortably against Eric’s chest, she somehow doubted it.   

 Matty, too, seemed destined to love the vampire more than the shifter.   

 Sookie just hoped that he never felt guilt about that fact.  Looking at Sammy in 

Karin’s arms, she did not worry about her girl so much.  Sammy processed the world in 

compartments.  Sam, her “daddy,” was safely stowed in a set of memories that Sammy 

would forever treasure.  Sookie knew that well, for she’d seen them all—seen just how 

Sammy’s mind worked.  However, Sammy had also begun “constructing” new 

compartments for Karin, Eric, Matty, Pam, and even Thalia.   

 Considering her daughter’s mind, Sookie entered it for a moment and then 

chuckled softly as she “overheard” Sammy wondering if she could do anything to get 

Karin to “date” Caleb, the helicopter pilot, because she liked him and intuited that 

Karin did too.  Indeed, the young shifter was already using her instincts to pick up on 

the slightest of body language (even vampire body language).  Her mind was currently 

processing all that she knew about Karin and comparing it to what she’d learned during 

the short amount of time she’d known Caleb.   

Proving that she was still a child despite her complex thought processes (much to 

Sookie’s relief), Sammy finally made her decision based upon how good Karin and 

Caleb’s names sounded together.  In that moment, “Karin and Caleb were sittin’ in a 

tree,” in Sammy’s mind. 
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Thank God Pam couldn’t hear it! 

 Sookie chuckled again; the telepath had to appreciate Sammy’s structured mind 

and the fact she could process so many varying thoughts at once.  Maybe her daughter 

had managed to inherit some aspects of telepathy after all—even if she couldn’t directly 

read minds.   

 “What is it?” Eric pushed. 

 “Sammy would have made one hell of a telepath,” she whispered. 

 “You’ll have to tell me why you’re thinking that later,” Eric requested. 

 Sookie smiled and nodded, as she undid her seatbelt and watched as Karin 

undid the one she’d stretched across herself and Sammy.  Sookie smiled at the pair.  

Indeed, the two had bonded in a way that went well beyond blood.   

 Sookie found herself wondering if Karin had ever had or wanted children.  She 

shrugged to herself, deciding that it didn’t matter now; given the fact that Sammy had 

inherited her mother’s stubbornness, Karin no longer had much choice in the matter, for 

Sookie had heard from Sammy’s thoughts that the infamous assassin was well on her 

way to becoming a “second mother” figure to her daughter.   

Sookie could have been jealous of her daughter “claiming” another mother, but 

she had the luxury of her telepathy with her daughter.  Thus, Sookie knew that 

Sammy’s love for Karin had not lessened her love for her mother.  And Sammy was also 

beginning to love Eric, too.   

 Sookie smiled at that thought.  Her little girl was what Sookie would term a 

“sensitive pragmatist,” astute enough to recognize what was occurring around her and 
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understand innately how to adapt; perhaps that was the shifter in her.  However, 

Sammy also longed for attention and affection.  Sookie knew from Sammy’s thoughts 

that she realized that her mother’s affections would now—by necessity—be split 

between herself, Matty, and Eric (not to mention the others in the forming “family”).  

However, instead of allowing herself to become hurt that Sookie’s time would be 

divided, Sammy had simply decided to claim “extra” people too. 

 First on her list had been the vampiress who was currently holding her. 

 As a bonus (at least in Sammy’s head), Karin did “better” voices than Sookie 

when she read bedtime stories—as long as no one else was around.   

 Indeed, to Sammy, Karin was a boon!  And she more than made up for Sookie’s 

now-divided attentions.    

 On the other hand, Sammy had already decided that Matty could have Pam—

mostly, at least.   

 She wasn’t sure about Thalia, but figured she might share her with Matty. 

 “May I have your telephone number?” Caleb asked Karin, even as he turned 

slightly in his seat and offered the vampiress an amazingly charming smile.  The pilot 

had dark brown hair and beautiful blue eyes with a twinkle in them.  He was also 

extremely attractive, though somewhat boyishly so.  

 Sookie might have been interested—if not for the Adonis, whom she happened 

to love with her whole heart, who was shifting carefully in his seat so that Matty 

wouldn’t be awoken when they left the helicopter. 
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 Yep—Sookie was 99.9999% sure that no man would ever compare favorably 

against her Viking. 

 Oh—who was she kidding?  She was 100% sure! 

 Karin looked at Caleb sideways.  “Why would you need that?” 

 “To—uh—set up flight lessons—for Miss Samantha,” he smiled.  “And you—of 

course,” he added, his tone slightly lower and his meaning clear. 

 Karin looked Caleb up and down for a moment, clearly assessing him—judging 

his worth. 

 “I already know how to fly,” she responded flatly. 

 “Teach me your way and I’ll teach you mine,” Caleb suggested, undeterred.   

 “Please!” Sammy piped in.  “I really wanna learn to fly—lots of ways!” 

 Sookie stifled a laugh as her daughter mentally determined that Caleb was 

certainly worth “collecting” too—but mainly because of his helicopter. 

 Karin’s mouth turned up into a little smile for Sammy.  “Give me your number,” 

she told the charming vampire pilot.  “I have yet to secure a phone here.” 

 Caleb seemed to be doing a mental fist-pump, even as he smoothly pulled a 

business card from his leather jacket.   

 Sookie’s attention was shifted from her daughter’s little sphere to her son’s as 

Matty sighed loudly and then made a sucking noise.  Though the infant was still asleep, 

Sookie knew that wouldn’t last long.  

 “He will need to feed soon,” Eric whispered as he opened the door next to him to 

get out—since the propellers had finally stopped.   
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 Sookie nodded in agreement.  Given the fact that Matty had slept throughout 

most of his first airplane flight and then throughout all of his first helicopter journey, 

Sookie figured he deserved a good meal.  Of course, she attributed that sleep to the 

vampire who was holding him.  As soon as he’d risen, Eric had kept Matty safely in his 

arms throughout their trip—except for the few times during the long, international 

flight when Sookie had taken him for a feeding or a diaper change.  

 Regardless—one truth was unmistakable to Sookie.  Both of her children had 

fallen in love with vampires.  And she couldn’t have been happier about that.  She’d 

been lucky in that Jason and she had grown closer than ever during the years—at least, 

since he’d settled down with Michele.  However, there was a part of her that would 

always wait for the other shoe to drop with her brother—as much as she hated to think 

that. 

 But—once bitten, twice shy was right.  Jason had let her down before.  Hell—

she’d had to break a man’s hand because of him!  And—even lately—she knew that her 

brother hadn’t necessarily wanted to be around her much.  Once Sam died and Jason 

viewed Sookie as a “widow” (even though she’d not been officially), her brother had 

felt tremendous “obligation” toward her and the children, but every time he looked at 

Sookie, he was reminded of what he might lose if Michele died before him.  Sookie 

knew that his thoughts were natural, but she didn’t want to be thought of as a chore 

either! 
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 For this reason, she loved the idea that most of her immediate family members 

would now have thoughts that she could not hear.  And Matty would have the luxury 

of growing up around vampires, who would offer him peace as well.   

 Moreover, she knew that both of her children would find protection and 

unconditional loyalty from their vampires.   

 She smiled as Eric offered her his hand to help her from the helicopter. 

 Immediately, a jet of air brought with it King Olaf, who bent to his knees in front 

of Eric. 

 She hadn’t expected that and jerked a bit in surprise. 

 “Rise—you dumbass,” Eric chuckled good-naturedly. 

 Olaf did as instructed, a smirk on his extremely handsome face.  “Just 

demonstrating respect for my elder.” 

 Shaking his head, but with clear affection in his eyes, Eric disengaged his hand 

from Sookie’s so that he could link arms with Olaf—as she had seen in movies about the 

warriors of old.  The telepath couldn’t help but appreciate the fact that the warriors in 

front of her were anything but fiction. 

 Speaking of warriors, Thalia had been the last to disembark from the helicopter; 

she now spoke from behind Olaf.  “This sausage fest will begin to fester if you two 

don’t reign it in,” the elder vampiress intoned. 

 The Swedish king closed his eyes, and a beautiful smile formed on his lips.  

“Sister!” the large vampire enthused, dropping Eric’s arm like a bad habit and rushing 

over to pick up Thalia into an embrace. 
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 Sookie heard the petite warrior vampiress hissing as if angered by the contact, 

yet—at the same time—Thalia gripped her vampire brother closer. 

 “It is good you are here,” Olaf said—just loudly enough for Sookie to make out—

even as he put Thalia back onto her feet.   

 “It is pleasant to see you as well,” Thalia returned a little awkwardly.  It was 

clear to the telepath that Thalia was about as comfortable with “some feelings” as Eric 

had been when she’d first met him. 

 “Gee!  He’s almost as tall as Eric!” Sammy said of Olaf as Karin carried her 

toward Sookie; by then, Eric had already reclaimed the telepath’s hand. 

 “Olaf, let me introduce you to Sookie and the children—my family,” Eric 

practically gushed, causing Sookie to feel warm all over at the pride—and the love—in 

her vampire’s tone.   

 

RICCA POV 

 Because of her magic, Ricca was able to sense the magic in others.  She also had 

the ability to sense strong emotions—even in vampires. 

 Her dearest friend, Olaf, the King of Sweden, was currently filled with joy as he 

embraced his vampire sister. 

 Ricca couldn’t have been any happier for Olaf.  The witch knew that, whenever 

Thalia was not with him, he longed profoundly for her presence—longed to be complete.  

Ricca just hoped that Thalia would finally—this time—stay permanently with Olaf. 

Stay in Sweden and embrace her future. 
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 Judging by the way their auras seemed to meld together, it was clear to the witch 

why Olaf missed Thalia so much when she was away from him.  They were soulmates.  

Ricca would be very surprised if the suffering was not even more profound for Thalia, 

given the fact that staying away from her soulmate must have been a struggle in and of 

itself.   

Even at that moment, the witch could sense the elder vampiress’s hesitation—her 

guilt—which battled with her desire to fully open her heart to love. 

 Ricca sighed.  To love was a risk.  And—from what she knew of Thalia and 

Olaf’s early vampire existences—to love had also meant to suffer.  Thalia had endured 

more time with their maker, Adelphius.  And, as an empath, Ricca knew that one 

moment of “bad” could overshadow a thousand moments of “good.”   

 Olaf had also confided that he would never have been selected by his maker if 

Thalia had not felt a pull towards him; that certainly explained the guilt Thalia was 

experiencing. 

 Ricca frowned at the tragedy of the situation.  At some level Thalia clearly 

blamed herself for all of Olaf’s past suffering, and to see him had to be painful for her.  

On the other hand, the pull that had once drawn her to turn Olaf and become his maker 

was still very much present.  Indeed, Ricca had rarely seen a stronger connection; she 

could only imagine what it would be like if the two bonded!  

 She considered for a moment.  Perhaps—a tiny bit of help was all that would be 

needed to ensure that Thalia could finally overcome the bad memories that were clearly 

holding her back.   
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Just a teeny tiny nudge. 

Ricca smiled to herself as she began inventorying what would be required for a 

love potion.  Oh—the witch was not in the practice of brewing potions that would alter 

personality or character; she felt that such spells were unethical.  But she had used—

and would continue to use—her magic to help others. 

 Or—in this case—to bump away the darkness that clouded the eyes of the 

warrior vampiress.  

 Thalia had suffered for too long.  So had Olaf.   

 That decided, Ricca turned her attention to the rest of Olaf’s “family”—an apt 

word considering his feelings about them.  Eric Northman was an impressive vampire!  

Ricca was immediately attracted to him, but his aura was undoubtedly tied to Sookie 

Stackhouse.  Indeed, the witch could sense a blood tie (a twice-tie, if she was not 

mistaken), but there was much more connecting the handsome vampire and the part-

Fae telepath than blood.  There was deep love.  Deep commitment.  Deep trust.  It was 

lovely to witness. 

 Their connection was slightly different from what Olaf and Thalia shared, but 

certainly no less profound.   

 Ricca closed her eyes and took in the power—the pure magic—emanating from 

those around her.  To come into contact with one set of soulmates was rare enough.  To 

be near two sets of soulmates at the same time was practically unheard of! 

 The witch exhaled even as she made plans to incorporate the energy generated 

by the lovers into her protection spells.  She’d not been counting on that element—
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though she was happy to have it.  Of course, she had been counting on using the innate 

magics of the island’s occupants in her spells.  

 So that Ricca could better prepare, Olaf had told her “what” Sookie and her 

children were on the Supernatural spectrum, though Ricca could now sense their 

natures for herself.  Indeed, her senses picked up more than she’d been told—much 

more than the people involved likely knew.  

 “Ricca, come meet everyone!” Olaf smiled in invitation after his own 

introductions to Sookie and her children had been completed.   

 “Karin,” Ricca nodded respectfully at the vampiress as she approached the 

group.  She had known Karin the Slaughterer for almost a decade—ever since Olaf 

employed her to “take care of” an elusive rogue vampire who had plagued the 

Scandinavian nations for decades.   

 Ricca had enjoyed the vampiress’s company and dry humor. 

 “Ricca,” Karin returned with a slight bow, even as she shifted a little shifter in 

her arms. 

“You’re pretty,” the little girl said to the witch. 

“Thank you.  You are too.  You must be Samantha,” Ricca smiled.  

“Sammy,” the girl corrected.  “Only Aunt Karin calls me Samantha, but I like 

that ‘cause she’s special.”   

“Yes.  I can tell she is special to you.  I am Ricca,” the witch grinned.  

“You’re a witch—right?” the little girl asked.   

Ricca nodded. 
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“Mommy’s friend Amelia’s a witch,” Sammy said thoughtfully.  “She’s not 

always nice though,” she added as Ricca noticed both Eric and Sookie tense up a little.  

Clearly, there was a story there.  And—since it involved another witch—Ricca would 

need to hear it. 

“Do not worry.  I am very nice,” Ricca said matter-of-factly, “especially to those 

with strong and good souls—like yourself.”   

“Do you know Caleb?  That’s his hell-copter!” the girl remarked.  

“Yes,” Ricca returned with a little laugh. 

“Hey, Caleb?” Sammy asked the pilot, her face twisting a bit as if she were trying 

to solve a complex math problem.  “Why haven’t you flown away yet?”  

The pilot chuckled.  “Well—you all are too close to the helicopter to start her up.  

Plus, Ricca needs me to be here when the protection spells are set so that I can continue 

to land the helicopter here.” 

“Really?” Sammy asked Ricca. 

“Yes,” the witch nodded.  Indeed, there would be multiple layers to the 

protection spell.  Primarily, only those who were included in a “blood-spell” would be 

able to step foot upon the island.  Other people could be added as needed, but each 

living member of the core group would need to be in “agreement” about the invitation 

to join the spell.  The more magical beings in the initial core group, the stronger the 

protection spell.  She smiled to herself.  Indeed, the protection spell she would be 

creating would be the most powerful one she’d ever constructed, given the presence of 

vampire, Fae, shifter, werebear, Dae, and witch blood.   
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Of course, because some Supernaturals would not need to “step” upon the land 

in order to wreak havoc, Ricca was also constructing another spell that would prohibit 

anyone of ill-intent from coming within a half kilometer of the island—whether by 

water or air.  Given the fact that Caleb would be both transporting the family—when 

they left the island—and delivering provisions such as food, he would need to be a part 

of the blood-spell.  Also included in the spell would be Olaf’s second-in-command, 

Madeline, who was currently waiting on the mainland.  She would be transporting, via 

boat, two werebears, who would be living in the guesthouse on the island and guarding 

the family during the day.   

However, Olaf had asked that an ill-intent spell be constructed first—before the 

werebears were brought to the island.  He trusted them.  Hell, they’d been vital 

members of his own daytime security team for years!  But he figured that their ability to 

pass the ill-intent spell “test” would be yet another assurance for Eric and his family. 

Also, Ricca knew that the telepath intended to “read” the werebears—as yet 

another layer of security. 

Given what the family had gone through during the previous years, Ricca could 

not blame them for their caution.  Indeed, for this reason, she’d left her own mind fully 

open to the telepath—in case Sookie felt the need to look into her thoughts. 

Ricca did not mind.  

“Did you know that Caleb’s gonna teach me to fly his hell-copter?” Sammy 

asked Ricca, breaking the witch out of her reverie. 
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“Helicopter,” Sookie correctly.  “And not until you’re older,” the mother 

clarified. 

Sammy shrugged.  “Yeah—but till then, he’s gonna take me flyin’!  And Karin 

can fly too!” she added excitedly.  “And she’s gonna take me flyin’ too!” 

Ricca smiled.  “Little one, you will be able to fly without either of them sooner 

than you think.” 

“How?” the child questioned with awe. 

“Your familiar—it will be a golden eagle, an impressive bird of prey,” Ricca 

shared with a wink.  “And an excellent choice!” 

“Really?  Um—what’s a fami-lar?” the child asked. 

“It’s the animal that you will be drawn to shift into,” Ricca smiled. 

“Like your daddy was a dog,” Sookie helped the child to understand. 

“Really?  Cool!” enthused Sammy. 

“How do you know?” Karin asked the witch with curiosity.   

“I can sense it,” Ricca responded.  “It is part of my magic.” 

“A premonition?” Eric Northman asked, even as Ricca turned her attention 

toward the impressive vampire. 

The witch shook her head.  “Not quite, but similar.  I can look at a two-natured 

being, even from birth, and know whether they will shift and what their familiar will 

be.  It is a glance—I suppose—at what is to come.” 

“Wow!  That’s cool!” Sammy enthused.   
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“It is,” the witch agreed before Olaf officially introduced her to Thalia, Eric, 

Sookie, and Matthew.   

“Do you know if Matty will shift?  I mean—I can’t sense that he will—but his 

thoughts are a little—um—redder than usual,” Sookie asked somewhat shyly, as if not 

wanting to take advantage of Ricca’s gift. 

Given what the telepath must have experienced with her own gift, it made sense 

that Sookie would be sensitive about the gifts of others.  Indeed, her aura practically 

yelled out that Sookie was both tolerant and conscientious of others’ needs.  Thus, the 

witch felt inclined to like the telepath already. 

“Redder?” Ricca asked Sookie. 

“Yeah.  Weres and shifters—any of the two-natured really—their thoughts are 

tinged with color, and I hear them differently than humans,” the telepath clarified. 

“Interesting,” Ricca smiled.  “You can hear me—yes?” 

Sookie nodded.  “You’re not as loud as some witches I’ve known, especially 

Amelia,” she said, again tensing up a bit.  “But I can hear you.”  She smiled and subtly 

glanced in Olaf and Thalia’s direction, signaling unspoken support for the “love 

potion” idea Ricca planned.  “Witches are a little different from humans though.” 

“Really?” Ricca asked with interest. 

Sookie nodded.  “It’s hard to explain, but it’s like witches are different versions 

of the mirrors you might find in a funhouse.  Sometimes the thoughts are bigger—

louder.  Sometimes they’re curvy.  Yours seem really focused in the middle and then 
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fuzzier at the edges—as if you are thinking lots of things at once, but concentrating 

mostly on the middle thought.”  She shrugged. 

 “I would love to speak with you again about this,” Ricca smiled.  “I have not had 

the pleasure of meeting a telepath before—at least not one who was willing to discuss 

it,” she added with a smirk. 

 Sookie nodded.  Since she’d learned that her telepathy came from the bit of 

Desmond Cataliades’s blood within her, she’d found out that many demons guarded 

the secret of their telepathy. 

“To answer your earlier question,” Ricca began, “your son will not shift.  The Fae 

magic within him is not quite enough to provoke his shifting, though I can sense that he 

is part shifter and will have heightened senses because of it.  He is, however, like you—

a telepath,” she added.  “Moreover, I can sense the Fae strongly in you both.” 

“So he’s got the spark thing,” Sookie said with a nod—as if she already knew he 

did, but appreciated the confirmation. 

“Oh—yes!” Ricca confirmed.  “For as little Fae blood that is inside of either you 

or your son, it is surprising the amount of Fae magic that has manifested!  However, 

your telepathy is Dae, and I sense that magic within your son as well, though it is not in 

your daughter.” 

“But I can fly,” Sammy piped in, “so I don’t need it!” 

“No—you do not,” Karin agreed. 

Sookie chuckled at her daughter and then looked back at the witch.  “Do you 

know why there’s more Fae magic than expected in me and Matty?” 
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Ricca considered for a moment.  “My gifts cannot tell me for certain.” 

“Is it because I’ve had Eric’s blood?” she asked.  “And because Matty’s 

breastfeeding?” 

“No,” Ricca said with certainty.  “The magic in you both is innate.  More likely, it 

is because you are from a strong line of fairies.”  She smiled.  “Fairies of the air—if I am 

not mistaken.” 

“You aren’t,” Sookie confirmed. 

“No wonder your daughter craves flight—despite not having a Fae spark,” Ricca 

winked at Sammy before looking back at Sookie.  “Tell me—what other skills have you 

manifested?” 

Sookie shook her head.  “Huh?  Other than my telepathy?  None.” 

“Would you like to develop some?” the witch asked matter-of-factly. 

Sookie’s eyes widened.  “Wait!  What?  How?” she asked. 

“I could help,” Ricca responded as if the answers to all of Sookie’s questions 

were self-evident. 

“How?” Sookie asked again.  “Really!” 

Ricca chuckled at the telepath’s reaction.  “I can help to draw out the dormant 

magic in others—to strengthen what is already present.” 

“Ricca is quite accomplished,” Olaf said with affection. 

Glancing at Thalia, Ricca was pretty sure that the vampiress didn’t enjoy her 

beloved praising another woman. 
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Ricca smiled.  That settled things!  Thalia would definitely be getting a love potion 

the very next night! 

“We should speak of this another time,” Eric said cautiously.  “When there is 

more time.”  

“And when I’m not so jet-lagged,” Sookie added with a giggle.  “And when I 

have a better understanding of what might change about me!” 

“You’d consider it?” Eric asked her quietly, clearly surprised. 

“Anything that makes us stronger,” Sookie said, leaning against his frame. 

 “I can give you a tea for the jet lag,” Ricca informed. 

 “Now—that—I will accept immediately!” Sookie grinned. 

 “Shall we go to the house so that the children can be settled in and Ricca can set 

the first protection spell?” Olaf asked. 

 There were nods all around. 

 “But the little witchy hasn’t met me yet,” a wry feminine voice said. 

 Ricca turned around and gasped as she noted a beautiful vampiress leaning 

casually against the helicopter.  The witch wasn’t often at a loss for words, but she was 

in that moment. 

 Something inside of her was instantaneously pulled toward the vampiress, 

whom she knew must have been Eric’s second child, Pamela. 

 “I am Pam,” the vampiress said, even as she pushed away from the helicopter 

and approached Ricca.  “And you are the tastiest-looking thing I’ve seen in a long 

time,” she purred. 
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 Ricca blushed.  “Care to find out how tasty?” she asked. 

 Pam laughed loudly. 

Eric cleared his throat—clearly a signal that any “tasting” needed to be done 

when kids weren’t present. 

 However Ricca—her eyes still locked on Pam, who was licking her lips—was 

hopeful that “alone” time would happen between her and the lovely vampiress sooner 

rather than later. 

 

KARIN POV 

 Samantha was in her bath with Pamela overseeing.  Normally, Karin would have 

supervised the event herself—as she’d done for the past several nights and anticipated 

doing for many upcoming nights—for Samantha enjoyed hearing a story during her 

bath-time.  The vampiress also wanted to ensure that any slipping would not result in 

the child being damaged.  A story seemed a small price to pay for safety. 

 Pamela had promised to make sure the child stayed safe, and Samantha had 

begrudgingly agreed upon the different bath-time storyteller—but only for one evening 

and only if Karin promised a bedtime story. 

 Karin had agreed, anxious to speak with her maker and his mate.  Indeed, she 

had been contemplating her topic for more than one night, but she’d not known how to 

broach the subject.  However, she now felt that the time was right. 

 “Samantha fears the blood-drawing,” Karin opened the conversation as she 

entered the family room to find Sookie nursing Matthew and Eric looking on with awe.  
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They were currently alone in that room.  Ricca was setting the first layer of the 

protection spell, which involved ill-intent.  Thalia and Olaf were likely fucking in one of 

the sound-proof rooms on the basement level, given the looks that had been passing 

between them earlier.  And Caleb, the pilot who had proven somewhat interesting to 

the seasoned assassin, had been sent by Ricca to distribute the Fae-magic-infused soil 

brought from Sookie’s home in Bon Temps to various locations around the island. 

 Indeed, given the strength of the Fae magic on the Bon Temps property, Karin 

would not be surprised if lush vegetation began to grow on the island, though there 

was already quite a bit of foliage there—despite the fact that Pamela had referred to the 

island as a “windy shithole” on more than one occasion. 

 Of course, Karin had already gauged the small island for cover and had 

determined what would be the safest outside areas for Samantha’s playtime.  Having 

worked in Sweden before, the vampiress had no doubts of Olaf’s witch or her spells.  

And werebear guards would always be on patrol on the island during the daylight 

hours.  However, human rifles could now propel bullets very long distances, and Karin 

would not risk Samantha through carelessness. 

 “Sammy’s always hated needles,” Sookie sighed.  “Though her last shot was 

more than two years ago, she still remembers it.” 

 “The medical personnel harmed her?” Karin growled. 

 Sookie chuckled.  “They didn’t mean to.  She just doesn’t like needles,” she 

shrugged, “so you’ll need to prepare yourself for her cryin’ when her blood is drawn.”  

The mother sighed, obviously mentally preparing herself as well. 
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 “I will do it,” Karin said.  “I can be gentler than the witch.” 

 “Ricca suggested we bring Ludwig here,” Eric informed.  “She can take the 

children’s blood and will stay to be a part of the blood spell,” Eric added.  “Usually, 

even a witch’s magic cannot keep her out of a place, but I want to be sure she can come 

to the island in case of emergency.  Plus, Ricca is confident that Ludwig’s presence will 

add much strength to the spell.” 

 Karin nodded.  “That is good.  Ludwig will be able to draw the blood better than 

even I could.  Yes—that is best.  I will, however, stay with the child to offer support.” 

 “Thanks,” Sookie smiled.   

 “I would also like to take the opportunity to exchange blood with Samantha,” 

Karin added somewhat pensively.  “I am aware that you two have discussed Eric 

exchanging with her and Matthew so that he can track them.  I would like to exchange 

with Samantha as well so that I can better track and protect her.” 

 “You understand that you will be able to feel her emotions,” Eric commented. 

 “And a kid’s emotions are all over the place?” Sookie added. 

 “I have considered this decision carefully,” Karin stated.  “It would be an honor 

to guard Samantha.  Of course, I vow to not take her blood again.  Thus, if I ever have to 

give Samantha my blood to heal her, no permanent bond will be formed.” 

 “You honor us with this offer,” Eric said with a nod of his head. 

 Sookie looked at Eric and then at Karin.  “Thank you, Karin.  I couldn’t think of 

anyone who would do a better job looking out for Sammy.  And—you’re right—while 
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she’s a child, I wouldn’t want her to have a bond with a vampire.  But—after she’s 

eighteen—it’ll be her choice whether she does and/or whom she chooses.” 

 Karin nodded.  “Thank you.  It pleases me that I will be able to feel Samantha’s 

mental state and find her.” 

 “But—uh—won’t the tie lose its power over time?” Sookie asked both vampires.   

 “A little of my blood from time to time will prevent that,” Karin said.  “I will not 

need hers again.” 

 “Okay,” Sookie smiled, shifting Matthew to her other breast. 

 Karin continued to stand before the trio on the couch, looking more uncertain 

than before. 

 “There is more?” Eric asked. 

 Karin nodded.   

 “Is this about the fact that I haven’t formally asked you to stay with us?” Eric 

asked.  “You should be able to sense that I want you to stay with us very much, though 

I will understand if you become restless—or if you are already restless.” 

 “No!  I am not restless.  On the contrary, I wish to dwell here for the foreseeable 

future,” Karin responded quickly. 

 “Then what troubles you?” Eric asked his eldest child. 

 “If Samantha is injured beyond what blood can heal . . . ,” she began. 

 “You want to know if she is to be turned?” Eric asked. 

 Karin nodded as Sookie visibly tensed.   

 “I will do all that I can to make sure she remains safe,” Karin swore to Sookie.   
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 “I know,” the telepath whispered, forcing a little smile. 

 There were several silent minutes between the three of them.   

 “Sookie,” Eric finally said, his voice barely audible to the telepath, “I need to 

know the answer to Karin’s question too.  And in regards to Matthew as well.” 

 Sookie sighed deeply.  “I don’t want either of the children to be turned while 

they’re still children,” she said, brushing away a tear.  “It wouldn’t be right.” 

 “And once Samantha is not a child?” Karin asked. 

 Sookie frowned as she held Matthew closer.  “When she’s a woman, Sammy will 

make that decision for herself—just as Matty will when he’s older.” 

 “The definition of adulthood is not the same for you and me,” Karin said 

cautiously.  “I must know how old Samantha needs to be before she can make that 

decision—if she is mortally injured.” 

 “You want to be her maker?” Eric asked.   

 Karin inhaled the first breath she’d consciously taken for decades.  “I want 

Samantha in the world.  If that necessitates my becoming her maker, I will consider it an 

honor, but I will respect the need to let her grow into womanhood first.” 

 Sookie brushed away a few more tears.  “How about we play this by ear.  I’m 

guessing that—no matter what time or culture they were born into—kids have always 

developed at their own paces, at least to a certain extent.  I have a feeling we’ll all know 

when Sammy’s reached the stage when she could be a successful vampire if she chooses 

that path.  And I feel that we’ll know with Matty too,” she finished quietly, clearly 

hoping that an emergency “turning situation” never arose. 
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 Karin nodded in understanding.  “With your permission, I will ask Ludwig to 

take slightly more blood than the witch requires so that I do not have to take it directly 

from Samantha.  Then, I will mix some of my blood into a cup of juice.  As long as there 

is not much delay between the drawing and drinking, the tie will form.” 

 “You have my permission,” Sookie said. 

 Karin looked to her maker.   

“You do not need mine,” Eric said. 

 “Yes she does; Sammy and Matty are yours,” Sookie said gently, but significantly, 

even as she reached to take his hand. 

 Eric appeared to have something stuck in his throat for a moment. 

 “You have my permission as well, dottir,” he said somewhat gruffly.   

 Karin turned to leave. 

 “Can you glamour her?” Sookie asked.   

 “To not feel pain or fear the needle?” Karin asked. 

 Sookie nodded.  “Yes.” 

 “I am capable of glamouring the two-natured, but—if you allow—I would like to 

offer her the choice,” Karin responded. 

 “So that she can learn to face and conquer her fears,” Eric smiled at his child, his 

pride in her evident. 

 Karin nodded.  “A pinprick is a small thing, and I would not have Samantha 

fearing such a thing in the future—or counting on glamour to stifle her other fears.  
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But—if she is not ready to face that lesson—then I will ensure that she feels no pain or 

fear.” 

 Sookie handed Matthew to Eric to burp and then righted her clothing before 

standing up and approaching Karin.  Without a word of warning, the telepath 

enveloped the vampiress into a hug.  

 Karin accepted the embrace awkwardly, her arms still at her sides and her eyes 

upon her maker, who was lightly patting Matthew’s back and smiling at the scene 

before him. 

 “Sammy already loves you so much,” Sookie said, her voice thick with emotion, 

as she finally disentangled herself from the uncomfortable vampiress.  “And I couldn’t 

be more grateful that you’re here for her—that you’re stayin’ with us.” 

 Karin bowed her head to the telepath since she didn’t know what else to do.  “I 

will see to my charge then,” she said before leaving the couple and infant alone.  

 Eric’s eldest child took stock of her current status.  If she hurried, she could still 

salvage Pamela’s story, which she’d been monitoring.  Unfortunately, the story had 

included no particularly noteworthy parts; Karin just hoped that Pamela honed her skill 

before Matthew required stories. 

 But Karin the Slaughterer didn’t intend to allow Pamela to practice much on 

Samantha, lest the child become bored, fall asleep, and drown in the tub! 

 

ERIC POV 
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 Eric gazed out the large windows of the family room.  He couldn’t help but to 

smile as he noticed the swing set/jungle gym that he’d asked Olaf to have installed in 

an area of the yard that couldn’t be seen from the sea.  Just as he’d asked, it even had a 

special swing that could hold an infant.  He knew that Sookie would be pleased as well.  

Speaking of the telepath, after taking Ricca’s “miracle cure” for jetlag, Sookie had 

felt rejuvenated and decided to take a shower.  Though Eric would have liked to have 

joined her, he’d been happy with the task of putting Matty into his co-sleeper and 

lightly patting his back until he went to sleep—which took only a few minutes.   

Then, to avoid the temptation of the naked, wet, and alluring siren in the 

bathroom, the vampire had decided to see if Olaf had “come up for air” yet.  (Or—more 

accurately—see if Thalia had let him up.)  So far, neither had appeared, so Eric had 

spent his time taking in the small and large changes Olaf had made to the house and 

grounds in order to ensure that the estate was suitable for Sookie and the children.  The 

swing set was just the last noticed in a long list of changes—some requested by him and 

some initiated by Olaf—that the vampire was certain would work well for his family.  It 

was safe to say that Eric was well-pleased. 

So far, Sookie and Samantha had loved the house as well—at least what they’d 

seen of it!   
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 Sammy had skipped around with joy as she’d explored her pink-heavy room.  

Pam and Olaf’s second-in-

command, Madeline, had 

been responsible for the little 

pink paradise.  Sookie had 

been pleased that a desk and 

schooling materials were 

included in the room.  

Indeed, she intended to begin homeschooling Sammy on January 10, which was when 

the Bon Temps school system was due to reopen.  Of course, Sammy would also be 

benefitting from several vampire tutors, including Caleb, who—as it turned out—was a 

mathematics whiz.   

 In fact, Eric was already anticipating that Caleb might become a resident of the 

island—at least if the pilot had his way.  The Viking could tell that Caleb very much 

appreciated any view involving Karin.  And—given the fact that Olaf would likely 

move in (at least, unofficially) thanks to Thalia’s presence, the helicopter would be 

needed almost nightly to take Olaf to his “official” residence or offices since the 

Swedish king did not have the ability to fly.   

 Of course, Olaf would probably prefer to get his nightly rides from Thalia. 

 Speaking of “riding,” Olaf and Thalia finally entered the family room, looking as 

if they’d both been well-ridden (and put away wet).   

 In other words, it was clear that they’d both enjoyed a hard fuck! 
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 Luckily, for Sookie and the children (and even most of the vampires), Eric had 

made sure that all of the rooms in the underground section of the home were as 

soundproof as was possible.  Still—the Viking (because of his advanced age and 

heightened senses) had heard quite a bit of the vampire siblings’ “re-introduction” to 

each other. 

 Apparently, Thalia was a goddess. 

 And Olaf was a stallion. 

 Eric tilted his head and regarded both of them.   

 “What?” Olaf asked. 

 “You do sort of look like a horse,” Eric grinned. 

 “And you look like an ass,” Thalia declared, even as she moved to the opposite 

end of the room from Olaf.  It was clear to Eric that the Swedish king didn’t like the 

physical separation. 

 Eric regretted teasing them, for the last thing he wanted to do was to provide any 

“reason” for Thalia to want to leave.  Of course—it wasn’t as though Thalia was a prude 

about sex.  However, she was reticent about acknowledging (even to herself) just how 

much she enjoyed it with Olaf. 

 “The house is perfect,” Eric complimented, changing the subject. 

 “Sookie is pleased as well?” the king asked with a genuine smile.    

 “She salivated over the kitchen,” Eric chuckled, “despite it’s being quite modern 

in style.”   



 
452 

 

 “She does not enjoy the modern?” the Swedish king asked.   

 Eric shrugged.  “It is not that—just that she is accustomed to a more traditional 

style.” 

 “Things can be changed,” Olaf said quickly. 

 “That will not be needed.  As I said, Sookie loved everything.  I believe that she is 

anxious to try out the new style, though I know that she will soon add many personal 

touches.” 

 Olaf nodded.  “As she should as mistress of the house.” 

 Eric smiled at him.  “Sookie asked me to reiterate that you are welcome to stay 

here anytime you want—for as long as you want—but I know you already know that, 

bror.” 
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 Olaf glanced at Thalia before replying.  “Thank you, my brother.  I hope to do 

just that—at least until you are all well settled in.” 

 Eric smirked and nodded, not believing—for a moment—that Olaf actually felt 

the need to “settle” him into his own home.  No, the Swedish king would be staying 

mostly for Thalia.  Eric couldn’t help but to hope that Olaf and Thalia would finally 

settle things between themselves. 

 Eric heard Dr. Ludwig knock on Sookie’s bedroom upstairs.  He listened as the 

diminutive doctor informed Sookie that she was there to take Matthew’s blood for the 

spell.  Eric prepared himself to go to his son immediately if he began to cry. 

“Did you notice the glass?” Olaf asked, breaking Eric from his thoughts, though 

the elder Viking kept listening. 

 “I did,” Eric responded.  “Vampire safe?  Throughout the entire house?” 

 “Yes,” Olaf responded with a smile.  “The rays that are damaging to vampires 

are the only ones kept out.  I thought it would be a nice surprise for you.  Your Sookie 

and her children can keep the sun, and vampires old enough can enjoy the light of it 

too.  I have the glass installed in some of the chambers of the palace and have 

thoroughly enjoyed the sunrise and sunset again—even though they cannot be enjoyed 

in their totality.” 

 “I look forward to it,” Eric said sincerely.  “But what of the expense?” he asked, 

his voice somewhat chiding.  “This home has many, large windows.” 

 “The cost was not as much as it would have been if I didn’t know someone 

heavily invested in the technology,” Olaf chuckled. 
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 The elder Viking laughed as well.  “That someone being you?” 

 Olaf nodded.  “Of course.  You taught me—well—how to seek out my 

investments.” 

 Eric regarded the glass that would allow him to safety see the sun again.  He’d 

first seen the technology in Rhodes.  “I wish I’d thought to invest in this,” he mused, 

even as he thumped the glass lightly.  

 “Says the vampire who owns 25% of TrueBlood and 15% of Royalty Blended,” 

Olaf returned.   

 “That’s not public knowledge,” Eric smirked. 

 “And—knowing you—it never will be,” Olaf laughed.    

 “The windows won’t affect Sookie and the children’s ability to,” Eric paused, 

“enjoy the sun?”  

 “Not in any way they will notice much,” Olaf replied.  “I have been told that it 

will be like looking out the tinted windows of a car to them.  Their eyes will see the 

outside world as if through almost clear glass, but—looking at the glass from the 

outside—it will look dark.” 

 Eric nodded.  “Still bullet-proof?” he asked cautiously.  Given the number of 

large windows the house had, he felt the need to ask. 

 “Of course,” Olaf returned.   

 “Thank you,” Eric said sincerely.  “This gift is unexpected—and perfect.” 

 Olaf smiled a little wider, clearly happy to have pleased his mentor.  
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 “The children’s rooms?” the Swedish king asked.  “Did Sookie find them 

satisfactory as well?  Did 

Samantha approve of her space?”  

 “Sammy is very well 

pleased with her room,” Eric 

smiled.  “And Sookie cried and 

expressed milk when she saw the 

nursery for the first time.” 

 “Human reactions are so odd,” Olaf commented with a frown.  

 “Indeed,” Eric agreed.  “But she said it was normal for nursing mothers when 

they felt great emotion.  I was quite pleased with the nautical theme of the nursery.” 

 “But you didn’t express milk—I bet,” Thalia intoned. 

 Ignoring his vampire sister, Olaf grinned.  “Perhaps we can teach the boy to sail 

properly.”  

 “With only the stars to guide him,” Thalia smirked with a roll of her eyes. 

 “Of course!” Olaf winked at her.  “The stars are all that is needed for someone 

who knows what they’re doing.” 

 “And his sister will be soaring above him,” Eric said with a proud smile.  “They 

will command the skies and the seas.” 

 “No pressure,” Thalia said drolly. 

 It was Olaf and Eric’s turn to roll their eyes.   
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 “They will be asked to do nothing that they do not wish to do,” Eric said 

fervently, feeling extremely protective in that moment.  Indeed, he never wanted his 

children to be forced into any action or behavior. 

 “Except for their studies,” Sookie chuckled as she walked into the room, drying 

her hair with a towel.  “That 

bathroom is amazing!” she 

gushed as she sat on the couch.  

“Thank you so much for all 

that you’ve done to get the 

house ready, Olaf!” 

 “That was the one room 

that did not need to be 

changed at all!” Olaf laughed.  “That one,” he said, pointing toward Eric, who was 

making his way to sit next to Sookie, “has always insisted upon the best when it comes 

to a bathroom.” 

 “Well—I have no complaints,” Sookie smiled, nestling against Eric once he was 

settled.  

 “Matty?” the elder Viking asked her.  

 “Still sound asleep in the co-sleeper—thanks to you,” she smiled.  “Thanks for 

thinking of the co-sleeper, by the way.  I think that’ll work out really well.” 

 Eric bent down to gently kiss her forehead.  “I figured it might be your 

preference since you kept him in the bed with you in Jackson, but the traditional crib 
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will be available in his room as needed, and there is a cradle in the living room, as well 

as other infant seating and sleeping options throughout the house.” 

 “One of the humans in my employ swore by something called a bouncy chair,” 

Olaf informed.  “One of those and several other unopened items you might desire for 

your children have been placed in the large closet in the utility room; feel free to look 

through them and determine what you will need.  The werebears can assemble items as 

needed, and—of course—Caleb can bring anything that might have been missed.  The 

boxes and larger luggage that arrived with you on Russell’s airplane will be transported 

by boat to the island tomorrow night.  Caleb has already brought in the smaller bags 

that fit on the helicopter.  In addition, the items shipped from your residence in Bon 

Temps will arrive within two weeks.” 

 “Hmm?” Sookie asked, turning to Eric.  She knew, of course, about the items 

she’d quickly packed before she’d left her home, but she’d not known that Eric had 

arranged for her other possessions to be shipped as well.   

 “The werepanthers from Hotshot cleared out your brother’s home and shipped 

everything to him in Indiana.  I also asked them to discreetly pack up the rest of your 

and the children’s clothing and personal items—as well as clear out your refrigerator 

and such.  Moreover, they will be looking after your home—though I am relatively 

certain that the protection spells placed by your Fae kin will hold.  Your furnishings and 

appliances have stayed in Bon Temps, but anything you want can be shipped.  And—of 

course—anything you don’t need that was shipped can be stored here; there is a large 

outbuilding for storage,” Eric informed. 



 
458 

 “Thank you,” Sookie whispered, leaning up to kiss him. 

 “I am sorry that I did not tell you before, min kära.  I received the email 

confirmation of the shipping status of your possessions only while you were in the 

shower,” Eric said softly. 

 “They will be arriving by freighter so that their origin can be completely 

untraceable; that’s why they will take two weeks,” Olaf explained. 

 Sookie smiled softly at her vampire and then looked at Olaf.  “Really—thank 

you—both.  It’ll be nice to have our things.  But everything here is amazing already!” 

 “And you haven’t even seen Eric’s lair yet,” Olaf winked. 

 “Is that the light-tight part of the house?” Sookie asked. 

 “Thanks to Olaf, the whole house is light-tight!” Eric smiled. 

 “But—uh,” Sookie stammered, looking at the large windows in the very room 

they were in, “there are windows everywhere!  Big ones!”

 

 Olaf chuckled.  “Technology!” 

 “It is quite wonderful,” Eric agreed.  “The windows here are similar to those in 

the hotel at Rhodes, though I believe the technology is even better nowadays.” 
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 Olaf nodded.  “Yes.  After Rhodes, the glass was improved so that even most 

vampires could not shatter it.  Lower grade explosives could not damage the windows 

either.” 

 Recalling Rhodes vividly, Sookie questioned, “But what if a vampire needed to 

break the glass?  You know—to toboggan down a building or something?” she 

mumbled. 

 Eric chuckled.  “I believe I could still break through.” 

 Olaf nodded in confirmation.  “The windows’ strength is measured in a number 

that corresponds roughly to vampire years.  And various strengths are now available.  

The ones in this home are Strength-9.  That means that a vampire 900 or older could 

likely break them.  And it would take something akin to a direct hit from a rocket 

launcher to breach them from the outside, but—even then—they would shatter 

similarly to a car window.  Of course—I would not advise breaking them,” he smirked.  

“If there is danger—the lair would be a much better place to go.” 

 “It is reinforced to keep out unwanted vampires and fairies.  It is also fire-proof,” 

Eric responded to Sookie’s unspoken question.  “Just about indestructible.” 

 “And Ricca has added spells to enhance its impermeability as well,” Olaf 

reported.  “Oh—and there is now a back-up ventilation system—since I knew that 

humans might need to use the space for an extended period.” 

 Eric nodded.  “Thank you, bror.” 

 Olaf nodded in return, clearly pleased by his mentor’s approval. 
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 Sookie nodded and smiled.  “That’s great!  But I’m glad the kids and I won’t 

have to live down their normally.  It’ll be nice to have windows and you!” she sighed 

happily as she wrapped her arms around Eric and leaned against him.   

 “How’d Matty do with the blood drawing?” Eric asked; he’d not heard a peep 

from his son when Ludwig had been with him, but he wanted to make sure that all had 

gone well. 

 “He slept right through it,” Sookie chuckled.  “In fact, I was more upset than he 

was.” 

 Karin entered the room.  “How’d Sammy do?” Sookie asked nervously.  Indeed, 

Eric knew that Sookie had had a difficult time staying away from her daughter when 

Ludwig had gone to her room.  However, the mother knew that her own nervousness 

would do her daughter no favors; she also knew that Sammy would not be reticent 

about asking for her if she needed her. 

 “It went well.  Samantha chose not to be glamoured,” Karin responded evenly.  

“The blood-drawing was unpleasant for her, but she endured.  I also explained about 

the blood exchange between the two of us.  She was pleased to drink her juice which 

contained my blood,” Karin said, clearly pleased as well.  

 “The tie has been formed?” Eric asked. 

 Karin nodded in confirmation.  “Right now, Samantha is peacefully asleep; I left 

her cuddled next to the plush toy she favors,” she added. 
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 Eric smiled.  That toy—a yellow rabbit—had been a gift that he’d basically 

smuggled to Sookie when he’d learned about her first pregnancy.  Ostensibly from 

Pam, the toy had been given while Eric was still trapped as Freyda’s consort.  

 When he was forbidden from having any interaction with Sookie. 

 Caleb entered the room next, his eyes lingering on Karin as he did so.   

 She did not fail to notice, nor did she seem to mind his gaze.  

 Moments later, Pam and Ricca arrived with one more of Olaf’s vampires—a 

petite woman with strawberry blonde hair: Madeline.  Eric knew that Olaf’s second-in-

command was the only vampire in Olaf’s retinue—other than Caleb—who knew of the 

island and its occupants.   

 At over 600 years old, Madeline was the older of Queen Innogen’s two children.  

Olaf had offered to serve Madeline if she chose to become queen after her maker’s 

death, but Madeline had not felt ready to be a queen.  According to Olaf, the vampiress 

still preferred working behind the scenes as much as possible; indeed, Madeline’s 

vampire gift related to her stealth.  Eric knew that Olaf had vowed to turn over the 

Kingdom of Sweden to Madeline if ever she wanted it, but there was no indication that 

the vampiress would be taking him up on that offer any time soon.   

 When he’d visited Olaf, Eric had met Madeline several times and had even 

bedded her once, but the Viking did not fear that the vampiress would stir up any 

problems.  Madeline was completely loyal to Olaf and the sexual encounter that Eric 

had had with her had been five decades before and quite casual.  Eric knew that Olaf 
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viewed Madeline as a sister and had—at her request—been training her to be a warrior 

since the time of Innogen’s death. 

 Unfortunately, Madeline blamed herself for her maker’s demise; however, 

instead of succumbing to sorrow, she’d taken steps to better protect her current king.  

Of course, no one else blamed Madeline.  Innogen’s killer had been older than 

Madeline, and the child had almost died from her own blood loss on the night her 

maker had been murdered.  Also, Innogen had purposely not trained her dottir to be a 

warrior.  On the contrary, she’d striven to give her an “easy” life—since her own 

existence had been very difficult.   

 But life was never easy—as Madeline had learned in the hardest way possible 

when Innogen had been killed.  

Caleb was Innogen’s younger child and had been turned only weeks before his 

maker had been slain.  Eric knew that Olaf had fostered Caleb for several years, just as 

Eric had once mentored Olaf.   

“How goes the kingdom?” Olaf asked Madeline with a smirk.   

Madeline smoothed down her hair, which had become slightly disheveled 

during her boat trip from the mainland to the island.  “It’s quiet tonight,” she said with 

a respectful nod.  “However, earlier this evening, I did deny one check in,” she added. 

“From whom?” Olaf asked. 

“A vampire named Stephen—from Crete,” she emphasized. 

Eric and Olaf exchanged a long look. 

“Cyril’s child?” Eric asked. 
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Having learned of Eric’s older “brother” during the past several days, Sookie 

tensed. 

Madeline nodded.  “Yes, I believe—based on his age—that Stephen belongs to 

Cyril.” 

“Why did he say he wanted 

to settle here and what cause did 

you give for denying him?” Olaf 

enquired. 

“Stephen claimed that he 

wished to relocate temporarily to 

Stockholm for business, but he supplied no proof that he had any current business in 

Sweden,” Madeline replied.  “Then, he demanded to meet with you—tonight,” she 

added with a smirk. 

“Did he indeed?” Olaf asked, suddenly in “king mode.”  Eric had to admit that 

he was intimidating in that moment. 

Madeline nodded.  “Stephen wasn’t pleased when I told him that—only if the 

correct papers were filed—a meeting would be arranged.  At your convenience, of 

course.” 

“And in the meantime?” Olaf asked his second-in-command. 

“He’s being followed.  I informed him that he either needed to file the proper 

paperwork or leave within the week,” she informed. 

“Who do you have on him?” Olaf asked. 
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“Gretchen.  And Sy.” 

Olaf chuckled loudly, looking at Eric as he did so. 

“What’s so funny?” Sookie asked with confusion. 

“Gretchen is only a mediocre tracker,” Olaf responded.   

“Why assign her then?” Sookie frowned. 

“If I am correct, Olaf is employing a strategy I taught him,” Eric smirked. 

“A strategy you and I used many a time,” the Swedish king chuckled. 

Eric nodded. 

“Huh?” Sookie asked. 

“Stephen is old enough to know that he will be tracked.  He will certainly 

identify Gretchen,” Olaf explained.  “Meanwhile, Sy will be the one truly keeping an 

eye on him.” 

“Won’t this Stephen be suspicious if the tracker isn’t good?” Sookie asked, still 

confused. 

Eric leaned over to kiss her forehead. 

“Your mate has excellent strategic instincts,” Olaf smiled at the telepath, clearly 

impressed by her question. 

“I told you,” Eric agreed before turning his body to face Sookie.  “If I am correct, 

Gretchen is often used to track vampires of whom Olaf is not actually suspicious.” 

The king nodded in confirmation.  “She is.” 

“And Stephen will know that?” Sookie asked. 
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“Not initially.  But he will make it a point to learn about the one tracking him,” 

Eric informed. 

Olaf smirked to match Eric’s.  “In my younger years—right after Eric took me 

under his wing—I wasn’t exactly stealthy.” 

“You had good instincts though,” Thalia defended.  “And you improved.” 

“Yes,” Olaf smiled at her.   

“So, Thalia, did you and Olaf ever track people as a team?” Sookie asked.  “With 

Olaf being the one caught and you being the one who wasn’t?”  

“On occasion—for Queen Innogen,” Thalia said, even as she nodded her respect 

to first Madeline and then Caleb, both of whom still mourned the loss of their maker. 

“And, as I indicated, Eric and I used the strategy quite often during our years 

together,” Olaf smiled.  “I have become better at stealth throughout the years, but I 

could never hold a candle to either Thalia or Eric.  Or Madeline—though she is younger 

than I.” 

Sookie giggled.  “Well—I trip over my own feet going upstairs half the time!  So 

I’m not exactly an expert at stealth either!” 

After smiling (and discreetly nodding in agreement) with his beloved, Eric asked 

Madeline, “Is there any indication that Stephen knows we’re here?”  
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“None,” the vampiress answered with confidence.  “However, there is an 

indication that de Castro is looking for you and that Cyril is helping him.  Sweden is 

merely one of the places they’re looking.  King de Castro appears to be sending many of 

his agents and allies to seek you out, and your relationship with Olaf is well-known, so 

it would make sense that someone checked here.   

After Stephen appeared, 

I inquired elsewhere—subtly, 

of course.  Cyril and his 

younger child Tamryn were 

spotted in Tokyo.” 

“Tokyo?” Sookie asked 

nervously. 

“I spent a good deal of time in the court of the Japanese king, Haruto, before 

coming to America,” Eric shared.  “Kenshin?” he asked.  “Have you contacted him?” 

“The new king of 

Oklahoma?” Madeline enquired. 

“Yes,” Eric confirmed.  

“Though our friendship may not 

be well-known, Cyril or de Castro 

might know of it—especially 

given the fact that I was 
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responsible for bringing him to Oklahoma in the first place.  Kenshin ought to be 

warned to be on the look-out.” 

“I will see to it,” Olaf indicated.  “But I do not like that Cyril is involved.  

Stephen is an annoyance—to be sure.  But he is comparatively benign.  Cyril and 

Tamryn are both cut from the same mold as,” he paused and glanced at Thalia, “our 

makers.”   

Eric, too, glanced at Thalia with almost parental concern in his eyes.  For her 

part, Thalia was looking anywhere but at the two vampires who had witnessed—and 

shared in—her suffering.   

“Do you have word about any other potential spies?” Eric asked Madeline. 

Madeline nodded.  

“Mirabel, de Castro’s new 

second-in-command, was 

spotted in Mississippi, though 

there is no reason to suspect that 

she learned anything about your 

time there.  I have already 

contacted Russell Edgington and 

Bartlett Crowe in Paris.  The Indiana king wishes to relay to Miss Stackhouse that her 

brother and his family are secure and currently operating under aliases.  They have 

Were guards during the day and a vampire guard at night.  There is no indication of 

trouble for them.” 
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Sookie breathed a sigh of relief next to Eric. 

“Anywhere else?” Eric asked. 

“Texas, California, England, and Spain—that I have learned of so far, but I have 

been checking mostly in regions where I know you have extensive contacts,” Madeline 

reported.  “In fact, your contacts will likely know more, but I figured you might not 

want to involve them at the present.  I haven’t yet been able to contact the monarchs of 

Texas or California because of the time difference, but the werebears in Sweden have 

their own networks and were able to contact their allies in those states.” 

“You are thorough,” Eric complimented. 

“I learned from the best,” Madeline said, glancing toward Olaf. 

“As did I,” the Swedish king grinned, looking at Eric. 

Eric nodded at his one-time “student.” 

“So—we-re bein’ hunted,” Sookie commented with a sigh. 

“We knew that would happen,” Eric reminded, even as he gave her a comforting 

kiss on the forehead.  “We just didn’t know Cyril would be involved.” 

“All the more reason for the protection spells,” Ricca said with a reassuring smile 

toward Sookie.  “The first one has been set already, and—as I’m sure you realized—the 

werebears got through with Madeline.  They are currently waiting to be introduced to 

you.” 

“Do you hear them?” Eric asked Sookie. 

The telepath closed her eyes and nodded moments later.  “Yes.  Their minds 

aren’t too difficult to read.  Daan and Salma?” she asked. 
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“Yes,” Olaf confirmed.   

Sookie nodded.  “They just introduced themselves to Dr. Ludwig.  The doctor’s 

asking for their blood for the spell.  They’re 

both glad that there’s gonna be a strong 

protection spell here, but they think that—if 

Olaf is gonna be here often—another guard 

or two is needed—for daytime.” 

The king chuckled.  “Your skill is 

truly wonderful.” 

Sookie shrugged.  “Sometimes.  

One thing’s for certain, Salma and 

Daan are extremely loyal to you, King 

Olaf—and protective of each other 

too.” 

Olaf smiled.  “Just Olaf is fine.  

And they are siblings.  Their family has served me for many years—since their 

grandparents were their age.”  He looked at Eric.  “I would have already assigned more 

guards to your family, but I didn’t want to draw too much attention to this place.” 

Eric nodded.  “That is wise.  But we must all be very careful to ensure that no one 

finds this place.” 
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“Yes.  Even after Stephen leaves,” Olaf agreed.  He looked at Ricca.  “Your 

comment about Samantha changing into a bird of prey gave me an idea.  I think we 

should employ Megan—if you feel she is 

ready.” 

“Megan?” Sookie asked. 

Ricca nodded and smiled proudly.  “A 

werehawk.  She was found abandoned when 

she was only two or so, and my coven took 

her in; in fact, she was raised by my parents.” 

“So she’s your sister,” Sookie smiled. 

“Yes,” Ricca agreed.  “Sisters are what 

we are to each other.  In addition to her ability to shift, Megan’s learned a little magic 

here and there, but has yet to have an assignment because she turned eighteen only a 

month ago.”  The witch considered for a moment.  “That being said, I think this 

assignment would be ideal for her.  She could learn from Salma and Daan.  However, I 

would want to stay here with her,” she said, glancing at Pam.  “And I would ask that 

she be given the night hours off so that she could fly to see our parents as she wished, 

for she’s never lived away from home.” 

 “You would stay here?” Olaf smiled at the witch with surprise. 

 “For a while.  If I am welcome,” Ricca nodded. 
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 “Of course!” Sookie said with a wide grin.  “I’d love company in the daytime—

adult company, that is.  And I can already tell that you’re family, so your sister will be 

too,” she added emphatically. 

 Ricca smiled.  “Thank you, Sookie.” 

 “Speaking of company, would you like a nanny?” Olaf asked.  “Eric was 

uncertain about whether you would require one.” 

 Sookie’s head immediately began to shake.  “No—but thank you.  Since it looks 

like Eric and I will be sort of stuck here most of the time for the foreseeable future, I’m 

lookin’ forward to bein’ a stay-at-home mom for a while.  I mean—I’m sure I’ll get stir 

crazy eventually, but looking after two kids and enjoying my first real winter will be 

nice.”  She chuckled.  “Or at least an adventure.” 

 Ricca laughed as well.  “I could continue to alter the weather a bit—if you like?” 

 Sookie shook her head again.  “No.  I don’t think so.  I do appreciate that you—

uh—made it warmer tonight, though.  Gettin’ from the airplane to the helicopter wasn’t 

fun!  When Eric told me you’d be doin’ a weather spell here, I couldn’t have been 

happier!  Heck!  It felt like a cool Bon Temps night once we got here.” 

 Ricca grinned.  “It’s not a difficult spell—at least not if it is temporary in nature.  

Let me know if you get homesick for warmer weather.” 

 Sookie smiled widely.  “I will!  But, actually, I’m lookin’ forward to enjoyin’ the 

snow with the kids.  And Sammy runs warm—probably because she’s half shifter.  I 

think that—once she’s here for a while—she won’t ever wanna leave!”  
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 “Nor should you ever go,” Olaf piped in, his voice booming with happiness—

and hope.  “Even after the whole de Castro thing is done, I truly wish for you all to stay.  

You could be a lord or just a private citizen,” he added, looking at Eric. 

 “A lord?” Sookie asked. 

 Eric nodded.  “It’s like a sheriff.  And—honestly—I would have become that for 

Olaf as soon as he became king—if I could have.  Hell—I considered it every time my 

contract with Sophie-Anne was up, but with Appius still here on the Continent . . . .”  

The elder Viking stopped midsentence, but no one in the room asked him to complete 

it, for all knew that he’d left Europe so that he could be further away from his maker.   

 “Well,” Sookie sighed, leaning against Eric in a comforting manner, “now you 

can go anywhere and do anything, but I honestly can’t think of a more beautiful place 

to put down roots.  And,” she waggled her eyebrows at him, “there are long nights in 

the winter.” 

 “But short ones in the summer,” Olaf reminded.  “Of course, that’s why I have 

my deal with King Frankin.”   

 “Frankin?” Sookie asked. 

 Olaf smirked.  “The King of South Africa.  He often spends Swedish winters 

here, and I often spend South African Winters there, for we are both spoiled by long 

nights.  With the technology available today and the loyal allies I enjoy,” he added, 

glancing at Ricca, “a monarch doesn’t even have to be in his or her country to govern it.  

And—trust me—Frankin would welcome you as well,” he nodded toward Eric and 
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then Sookie.  “His enemies have always been mine, and mine have been his, so he 

would ensure that you enjoyed safety in his nation.”  

“Speaking of enemies,” Ricca sighed, “I need to know all that I am up against 

before I construct the main protection spell—the blood-spell.  The more specific 

information I get, the better it will work.  Plus, I intend to strengthen it at the next full 

moon.  To do that, I’ll need to be informed of all your enemies—not just the vampire 

ones.” 

“A vampire king and one of Appius’s kids out to get us isn’t enough?” Sookie 

asked with a frown. 

“A witch was mentioned earlier,” Ricca said pointedly.   

“Amelia,” Sookie sighed.   

Ricca nodded.  “Yes.  And I need to know why you cringe at every mention of 

her name,” she prodded gently. 

“Pam and Thalia were the ones who learned of Amelia’s betrayal,” Eric informed 

as Sookie turned away to wipe some tears from her face. 

“She was important to you,” Ricca commented. 

Sookie nodded.  “It was difficult for me to make friends because of my disability.  

I managed only two growing up: Tara and Lafayette.  Lafayette was killed—murdered,” 

she shook her head, “almost a decade ago.  Tara—well—she had a wild streak.  She 

hooked up with a vampire,” she paused, “for the danger of it.  The first vampire she 

was involved with, Franklin, seemed okay at first, but he passed her on to Mickey, and 

he was bad news.” 
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Eric nodded in agreement. 

“Salome’s child?” Olaf asked. 

“Yes,” Eric confirmed. 

“I have heard—even from this far—that he was wild and cruel.  That he ought 

not to have been turned,” Olaf said. 

“Was?” Sookie asked. 

“The takeover,” Eric informed.  “Mickey was with Salome when de Castro’s 

forces invaded.  She wasn’t keen on handing over her casino.” 

“She was killed?” Sookie frowned.   

“Yes—and her child,” Eric relayed. 

Sookie frowned.  “I never thought to ask.  I just never thought,” she sighed 

ruefully, before turning her attention back to Ricca.  “But my days of staying willfully 

ignorant are done.  As I was saying before, Tara was my one remaining childhood 

friend, but—after Mickey—she opted for ‘normal’ and settled down with a Bon Temps 

guy.  They had kids, but the more ‘normal’ they became, the less Tara initiated contact 

with me.  I tried to keep our friendship strong, and there were times during the last few 

years when I think we were okay, but—no matter how ‘normal’ I got—it wasn’t quite 

enough for Tara to be really comfortable.”  The telepath sighed.  “I guess I’m telling you 

all this so that you will know why I was so happy to have Amelia as a friend—or, at 

least, I thought she was my friend,” she ended as more tears fell down her cheeks.     

As Eric comforted Sookie, Ricca looked at first Pam and then Thalia.  “Tell me 

everything you discovered about the witch, Amelia.” 
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It was Thalia who spoke up first.  “Pam and I captured and questioned Luther, 

Queen Freyda’s Second-in-Command, who had also been Felipe’s informant.  He had 

been hiding in Bill Compton’s home.” 

“Bill Compton?” Ricca asked as she noticed Sookie flinch. 

“Another mistake I made,” the telepath squeaked out.   

“An even bigger one than Sookie thought,” Thalia said, though her tone was 

more compassionate than Eric had ever heard it.  Thalia and Pam had told him and 

Sookie the whole story of what had been found in Compton’s little “safe room” two 

nights before, but Sookie still felt Bill’s and—especially—Amelia’s betrayals acutely.   

“Let’s make a long story short,” Pam announced, sensing her mistress’s 

discomfort.  “Bill was a bastard.  Initially, he was sent to procure Sookie for the Queen 

of Louisiana, Sophie-Anne Leclerq.  His chosen mode of procurement was seducing a 

virgin.” 

“Pam!” Sookie yelled, even as she continued to wipe away stray tears.  “The 

short version of the story doesn’t need to include my sexual status!” 

Pam rolled her eyes.  “Of course, it does!  You were—for all intents and 

purposes—a unicorn in Louisiana!  Who ever heard of a 26-year-old virgin with tits like 

. . . .” 

“As Pamela was saying—in her short story,” Thalia interrupted Pam, “Bill 

insinuated himself into Sookie’s life at the queen’s behest.  However, he began to 

believe Sookie and himself to be fated.  Epically clueless and self-important, Billy boy’s 
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own ideals of honor included honesty toward only those who most wanted to use or 

harm Sookie.  He eventually worked for both Felipe and Freyda to undermine Eric.” 

“And he was a fucking douche,” Pam added. 

“That too,” Thalia agreed.  “But now he’s a dead douche,” she grinned.   

“Was the witch involved with this Compton?” Ricca asked.   

“Yes,” Sookie sighed, before taking a deep breath.  “I met Amelia in New 

Orleans when I went to settle my cousin’s estate.” 

“Her vampire cousin—Hadley,” Pam informed.  “Turned by Sophie-Anne after 

she told the queen all about her telepathic cousin.” 

“She was the catalyst for Compton seeking you out?” Ricca asked Sookie. 

“Yes,” the telepath nodded.  “It was during my trip to New Orleans that I found 

out he’d been sent by the queen—that, at least, his initial feelings were entirely fake.  

Amelia helped me get through that.  But—even before—she and I had been becoming 

fast friends—at least, I thought so.  She had turned her boyfriend into a cat and needed 

a place to stay.  I invited her and Bob to live with me,” Sookie relayed. 

“Bob was the boyfriend?” Ricca asked.   

Sookie nodded.  “And he was still a cat at the time.  Things seemed good 

between Amelia and me.  I mean—it really did seem like we were best friends.  

Eventually, Hurricane Katrina happened and displaced Amelia’s mentor.  Octavia lived 

with us in Bon Temps for a while after that.  In the end, I don’t think Octavia was too 

fond of me, but I don’t think she’d condone Amelia doing anything negative with her 

witchcraft either.”  The telepath shrugged.  “But what do I know?  Hell!  I knew that 



 
477 

Amelia was bisexual, but I never imagined she—uh—liked me like that.  And—um—at 

first—she seemed real tolerant of all people—vampires included.” 

“I even fucked her for a while,” Pam contributed. 

Ricca frowned at that. 

 “Don’t worry, doll.  That witch couldn’t find a G-spot with a map and a can of 

alphabet soup, but I’m betting you’d do just fine,” Pam flirted. 

 Ricca smirked. 

 “What is important to note,” Thalia said, thankfully changing the topic from the 

inevitable sex between the witch and Pam, “is that Amelia became enamored with 

Sookie and constructed spells to hide that fact.  She had relationships with others, 

including a male Were with whom she seemed serious, as a cover for her true 

obsession.” 

 “Which was me,” Sookie said, seemingly still dumbfounded by that idea. 

 “More recently, Amelia connected with Compton,” Thalia continued.  “They had 

a sexual relationship—though Amelia is married to Bob and has children with him.” 

 “The cat?” Ricca asked. 

 “He was eventually changed back,” Sookie informed. 

 “Anyway,” Pam sighed with a roll of her eyes, “cats aside, Amelia created a safe 

room for Bill in his home, placing a spell over it that even Thalia couldn’t detect.” 

 “In the safe room, Compton had equipment that monitored Sookie,” Thalia 

picked up.   



 
478 

 “He was a fucking stalker—a perverted one!” Pam added.  “He got as close as he 

could to her home and place of work.  He even had footage of Sookie fucking . . . .” 

 “I inferred that,” Ricca said, cutting Pam off—thankfully.  “And the witch?” 

 “She was on Bill’s side,” Sookie sighed.  “She wanted me to be with him again.  I 

think she figured that—if she couldn’t have me—she wanted someone to possess me 

that would make me miserable.” 

 “From the emails Amelia and Bill exchanged, it was clear that Amelia knew that 

Bill intended to help Freyda and de Castro fake Matthew’s death,” Eric informed.  

“Moreover, it was apparent that the witch encouraged Bill to steal the infant so that 

Sookie would be more—” he paused, a growl emanating from his lips, “more pliable in 

her grief.” 

“And, from what I could infer, it seems likely Amelia has had at least some direct 

contact with de Castro,” Thalia informed. 

 “So this witch is a threat,” Ricca stated. 

 “She could be,” Sookie said, her sorrow clearly showing in her eyes and in the 

tone of her voice. 

 “Is she the one who broke your blood bond with Eric?” Ricca asked Sookie 

gently. 

 “You know of that?” Sookie asked with a deep frown. 

 “Yes.  I told her—when I was giving her background information on your 

family,” Olaf said almost apologetically. 

 Sookie nodded.  “It’s okay.  And—yes—Amelia was the one.” 
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 “And she could transform humans into animals,” the witch mused.  “And she 

could hide her true thoughts from your telepathy.  And she could form a concealment 

spell that would fool an ancient vampiress.  These spells indicate great strength of 

magic.” 

 Sookie nodded.  “She always seemed pretty powerful.” 

 “But not necessarily in control,” Eric stated. 

 “And not always cognizant of the consequences of her magic,” Thalia added. 

 “Or perhaps too cognizant at times,” Eric mused. 

 “Was the strongest magic you witnessed her performing the breaking of the 

blood bond?” Ricca asked. 

 “Yes,” Eric responded quickly.  “By far.  I had not known such a thing could be 

done.” 

 A tear dropped from Sookie’s eye.  “It’s all my fault.  Back then, I wasn’t sure if 

my feelings for Eric were mine or from the bond.  I was stupid and asked Amelia to find 

a way to break the bond.  She did.” 

 “She enjoyed the pain the bond-breaking caused,” Thalia said with a deep frown.  

“That much was clear from her emails to Compton.  By then, the witch blamed Sookie 

for the death of Tray Dawson, the Were she’d been pretending to love.  And she also 

hated Sookie for not being able to love her.” 

 “Not that I haven’t wished Sookie was bi-sexual a time or two,” Pam intoned. 

 “Not helpful,” Karin chastised her sister. 
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 Pam ignored her.  “Anyway, the witch clearly has a gigantic grudge against 

Sookie.” 

 “But her obsession is much more disturbing,” Eric said. 

 “I couldn’t imagine she had anything to do with it at the time, but Amelia’s 

father tried to kill me several years ago.  I just don’t . . . ,” Sookie began.   

 “Now, we cannot be sure what lengths she might have gone to then—might still 

go to now—in order to punish Sookie for not returning her love,” Eric said, completing 

Sookie’s thought when the telepath could not. 

 “You do not think she would be above casting dark magic?” Ricca asked. 

 “No!” came the resounding answer from four people in the room—Eric, Sookie, 

Thalia, and Pam. 

 “Okay, then,” Ricca said with resolution.  She looked at Olaf.  “I’ll begin 

constructing talismans for them all tomorrow.” 

 “Talismans?” Sookie asked. 

 “To dispel malicious spells,” Olaf said, holding up the one that he was wearing. 

 “They take about three months to mature,” Ricca said.  “It would be better if you 

all stayed on the island—or at least very close to it—for that time period.” 

 Eric nodded.  “Then we will.  I already have my one remaining spy in Louisiana, 

Indira, keeping an eye on Amelia.  And—there is something else.  I believe Amelia 

knows of a spell that once affected me and ultimately caused much harm between 

Sookie and myself.  Worse, I believe she might have a copy of the spell-book of the 

witch who caused that spell.” 
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 “What kind of spell?” Ricca asked. 

 “It erased my memory and was designed to weaken me in one way when it was 

set and then in another way when it was lifted,” Eric reported, even as he glanced down 

at Sookie, who was still huddled in his arms. 

 “Amelia has Hallow’s book?!?” Sookie exclaimed as understanding dawned 

upon her. 

 Eric sighed and ran his fingers through his hair.  “I allowed Octavia and Amelia 

access to the spell book right before Rhodes—hoping they could restore my memory.” 

 “I didn’t know,” Sookie said, sounding almost haunted.  “Why didn’t you tell 

me?” 

 “I don’t know,” Eric said honestly.  “Maybe because neither of us was good at 

telling each other much of anything back then.” 

 There was quiet in the room for a few moments as the couple spoke promises 

with their eyes—promises to never allow themselves to get in their own way again. 

 “After Eric went to Oklahoma, I was going to have the damned spell book 

destroyed,” Pam relayed, breaking the silence, “but I decided to study it instead.  I 

don’t know; maybe I was hoping to find a miracle to free him.  What I did find was a 

spell regarding bond-breaking.” 

 “You think that Amelia used Hallow’s spell?  When she broke Eric and my 

bond?” Sookie asked. 

 Pam shrugged.  “Yes, but I cannot be sure.” 
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 “Do you have the spell book?” Ricca asked.  “If Amelia does have a copy of the 

book, then I might be able to use the original to engineer spells of defense against her.” 

 Pam glanced at Eric, who nodded.   

 “Yes.  I had some items shipped here.  The spell book was among those things,” 

the vampiress relayed.  “I believe it is already here.” 

 “Yes,” Olaf confirmed.   

 “Wait!” Did you say Hallow earlier?” Ricca asked Sookie.  “The Were-witch?”  

 “Yes,” Sookie responded. 

 “I heard of her even over here.  It was a good day when she was expunged from 

the earth,” Ricca commented.   

 Sookie chuckled. 

 “What?” Eric asked.   

 “It’s just that you Swedes speak English better than I do!  Even I don’t know 

what ‘expunged’ means!” Sookie admitted. 

 “To eliminate, min kära,” Eric said gently.  “And you will soon know Swedish as 

well as they know English.” 

 “I lived in the U.S. for six years,” Ricca explained with a smile, “between the ages 

of eight and fourteen.  That’s how I know it well.  My mentor wanted me to study with 

other witches, and my mother longed to travel.  We had fun, but we never made it to 

Louisiana.  Most of our time was spent in L.A.!” she added brightly. 

 Sookie nodded.  “Well—that explains why you speak so well.” 
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 “And being vampires explains the rest of us,” Madeline said kindly.  “We are 

good mimickers.  And blending in was quite necessary until a few years ago.  Daan and 

Salma can speak English, but you’ll notice that their vocabulary is limited—and their 

accents quite noticeable.” 

 “I do hope y’all will speak Swedish to me—once I start learning it,” Sookie 

smiled.  “And I’m sure the kids will pick it up even faster than I will.” 

 Everyone in the room quickly agreed to help Sookie and the children learn the 

language of their new country. 

 “Okay—well—let’s get this party moving along,” Ricca said, putting a bowl onto 

the coffee table.  She opened a vial of blood that Eric knew was Matthew’s and then 

took the vial of Samantha’s blood from Karin.   

 “Ludwig?” Ricca said in a normal tone, even though the doctor wasn’t in the 

room. 

 A pop was heard as the unpleasant physician appeared in the room.  Still—

Sookie welcomed her with a wide smile.   

 “Thank you so much for coming here—and for helping out with the spell,” the 

telepath said graciously.   

 “Yes—thank you,” Eric agreed after a nudge to the ribs from Sookie.   

 “My bill’s already on your kitchen counter,” Ludwig smirked at the vampire, 

even as she handed two vials of blood to Ricca.  “The werebears,” she commented, 

before holding her own wrist over the bowl.   
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 After Ricca poured in the werebear’s blood, she made a small slit into Ludwig’s 

wrist. 

Then, one by one, she made small incisions into the rest of the people in the room 

to collect their blood into the bowl.   

 Needless to say, no fang was left up by the time Sookie’s blood was drawn. 

 However, no one in the room even thought about drinking from her—except for 

Eric, of course. 

 He was thinking of little else. 

 “Down boy,” Ludwig intoned when she saw that Eric was panting.   

 “No—do not stop what you are doing,” Ricca quickly advised.  “Eric’s love for 

Sookie—his desire to use his blood to protect hers—is swirling powerfully around him.  

It will make the spell even stronger.”  The witch smiled, appreciating the sight that no 

one else in the room could see.   

 After adding her own blood to the mixture, Ricca closed her eyes and chanted.  

At that point, everyone in the room could feel the power of the magic in the air, and—

within moments—a sleepy-looking Samantha entered the room as if drawn into it.   

 Almost immediately, Karin had the child in her arms.   

 “Do you need your mother?” the vampiress asked. 

 “What’s happening?” Sammy asked.  “The magic spell?” 

 “Yes,” Ricca smiled after she’d finished her chant.  “Did you feel the spell being 

raised?” 

 Samantha, wide-eyed, simply nodded. 
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 “Were you scared, baby?” Sookie asked, coming over to her daughter. 

 Sammy reached for her mother, and Karin handed the little girl to Sookie. 

 “No,” Sammy said.  “I felt safe.  I felt,” she paused, “love.” 

 Ricca winked at the little girl.  “Then the spell worked like a charm.” 

 

The Gift Horse Series will continue with “Love(r) Actually.” 
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