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*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books Season 1 of TB was Book one of 

SVM with only a few exceptions.  I will spoil only what is relevant to the tale.  Bill did 

not stake Long Shadow, Eric did to save Sookie when she foolishly blabbed that the 

Fangtasia thief was a vampire. 

As for the rest, Bill pimped her out to work for Eric, and she let him. 

I hated that.  I like this better… 

  

You Are A Tourist 

“So, you see, Sookie, we really have no choice but to go.”  Bill looked at me with his most 

puppy of eyes after explaining that Eric had summoned us both to Fangtasia night after 

tomorrow.  I had quit listening half way through and just watched his body language.  As 

far as I could tell, it was true that Eric had summoned us and that we were going to 

answer that summons, but it wasn’t because he was afraid of Eric. 

I had let Bill claim me as his in front of those vampires at his house to protect me, and 

when I had met Eric I had proclaimed myself as his, again because of fear.  In Bill’s 

presence he made me feel like a giddy school girl, or at least how I had always imagined 

one to feel when I listened to their thoughts as they doodled some guys name on their 

notebooks at school. 

Outside of Bill’s presence and in my dreams it was a very different picture. Awake he 

was my savior but in my sleep he was my nightmare. I needed information.  Information 

that only another vampire could give me, and I only knew one or two other vampires. 

“OK, Bill. Thank you for letting me know. You’ll pick me up around seven then?”  He 

confirmed that and apologized again for the inconvenience of the Sheriff’s summoning. I 

waved him off, saying I was glad to help and I would see him then. 

As soon as I felt his void move back this his side of the cemetery I dialed the number for 

Fangtasia in the phone book and went to look for my shoes.  “Yes, hello.  This is Sookie 

Stackhouse. I’d like to make an appointment to talk to Eric Northman this evening 

about some business.” 
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When I arrived I was ushered into his office by Pam, the female vampire I met when Bill 

brought me here a couple of weeks ago. Eric was seated behind his desk, his hands 

steepled together in front of him.  He nodded at the chair in front of his desk and waited 

for me to put my purse on the floor and take a breath before I spoke. 

“Thank you, very much for agreeing to see me this evening, Mr.  Northman.”  He 

inclined his head to me, his face a mask of stone.  “Bill Compton came to see me this 

evening and said that you required my assistance with a matter here at the bar night 

after tomorrow?” Again, he nodded. 

“First, I would like to know why you wouldn’t ask me directly.”  This brought an eyebrow 

up and he looked at me with something almost like curiosity in his eyes. 

“Miss Stackhouse, when last we met you declared yourself to belong to Bill Compton.”  I 

took a deep breath. 

“Yes, I did.” 

“According to vampire custom when a human is declared to a vampire we would not 

communicate directly to them without said vampire’s permission.”  I thought that over. 

That made sense as to why it protected me from the strange vampires that had been at 

Bill’s house.  So, he was telling the truth about that. 

“I see,” I said nodding. “Then I understand why you would call Bill like he was my pimp 

and ask him to bring me down for the party.”  I think he actually nearly smiled at that, 

but in the end the stone was unmoved. I could feel his tension come down though as he 

sensed I was not here to refuse his request as he had perhaps first thought. 

“If I were not Bill’s, would that mean that according to vampire custom others could 

drink from me against my will?” 

“Not if I knew about it.” His tone was cold and I could feel his tension come back full 

force. “It is my job as Sheriff of this area to insure smooth human and vampire relations. 

The feeding from unwilling humans is officially not permitted.” 

“And unofficially?” 



“I can assure you that any infractions are punished swiftly and painfully.  Has something 

happened to you, Miss Stackhouse that I need to be aware of?”  He leaned forward now 

and I thought that this would be a hard man to lie to. I was also at once grateful that I 

had no intention of doing so. 

“If it had, should I report it to you? I ask because I thought perhaps you only received 

complaints from vampires on vampire matters.” 

“It is true that I usually only address vampire transgressions, but if a vampire has 

transgressed against you then I would like you to tell me.”  I thought that over. 

“Don’t think I am being a smarty pants when I ask this because that is not my intention 

at all.” He nodded still looking at me intently.  “How would I know that I had been 

‘transgressed’ against?” 

“You are not susceptible to glamour as I understand it, so your memory would be intact 

to recall all events with perfect clarity.” 

“Yes, but, sometimes everything is not what it seems.”  This time he did smile. 

“True.” 

“Again, not being a smarty pants, but when ya’ll came out of the coffin and announced 

that you were real you pledged to integrate yourselves into human society. To peacefully 

co-exist with us, but your customs of claiming humans is a holdover from before that 

announcement.  If you mean to co-exist peacefully, why do I need a vampire’s protection 

from other vampires?” 

He sat back, his hands still steepled in front of him.  “It will take some time to iron out 

the hiccups of integration.  Not all equally embrace mainstreaming as your Mr. 

Compton. Some prefer the old ways.” 

“Do you?” 

“I prefer my blood fresh from the vein, but I have never taken meal or anything else 

from one who was not willing.” 



“You are quite handsome, Mr. Northman.  I imagine it is not hard to find someone 

willing to care for you.” 

“That is a…interesting way of putting it, Miss Stackhouse.  Do you see it as ‘caring’ for 

Bill when you let him feed from you and take pleasure from your body?” 

“That is rather personal, but I did start this thread so, I will answer. Yes, I did see it that 

way.” 

“Did?” 

“I have questions now.” 

“Clearly.”  I saw something in him then. I don’t know how or why.  Maybe it was the 

slight upturn of disgust as he said ‘take pleasure’ or maybe it was just one of those 

moments of grace and insight that sometimes you have when you need it 

most.  Whatever it was I knew that Eric wasn’t a pleasure taker, he was a pleasure 

giver.  I knew beyond a doubt that he gave pleasure in return for feeding and that he 

prided himself on his prowess to provide that pleasure. He was a different sort of 

creature from Bill entirely. 

This vampire liked himself and his nature.  He embraced it fully and in doing so never 

doubted his desires or his capabilities. I had a moment of regret that I was not one to 

just go to bed with someone I was attracted to, that I required some kind of feeling to be 

involved to enhance the physical act itself. 

If that is true then how did I wind up in bed with Bill Compton? 

I covered my face in my hands, feeling sick to my stomach. I had no answer to that. 

“Miss Stackhouse, are you well?”  He sounded almost concerned. 

“I don’t think so.” 

“Tell me from the beginning, let me help if I can.”  I looked at him, measuring and 

wondering if trusting him would be the same mistake I had made in trusting Bill. In the 

end I decided that it wouldn’t be. It might turn out to be a different kind of mistake, but 



it wouldn’t be the same.  So I told him.  Meeting Bill, the silver, the draining, the 

beating, and the murder of the Rattrays and cover up that Bill had created. 

I told him that I had nearly died and that Bill had given me his blood to save my life and 

that since then I had no idea what was going on with me most of the time. I told him 

that I had entered into my friendship with Bill because I couldn’t stand to see someone 

be ostracized because they were different. I told him that I had saved him from the 

drainers because what they were doing was wrong. A question bloomed in brain. 

“Mr. Northman, if I had saved you from being drained, would you have offered your 

blood to me?” 

“Doubtful. I have not shared my blood with anyone but my child and my maker.” 

“So, your family then.  Blood is family?”  He nodded his mind racing.  “Then why would 

a stranger want to make me family?” 

“Why, indeed?” 

“How can I get his blood out of me?” 

“Why do you want to?” 

“I don’t trust Bill anymore.” 

“His blood will fade in time.” 

“Unless I am hurt again and he has to give me more.” 

“Do you think you will be hurt again?” I just looked at him.  I had no idea one way or the 

other but the odds had increased immeasurably since I had met Bill Compton.  “Miss 

Stackhouse, do you think that Bill will hurt you to get more of his blood into you?” Like 

he did before.  It wasn’t spoken but I heard it all the same. 

“I don’t know you, Mr. Northman, but I have trusted you a lot in coming here and in 

telling you this.  So, I am going to trust you further now. What is my recourse here? 

What do I do?” 



“Explain that, what are you asking me?” 

“I said I was his, but I don’t want to be considered his anymore.  If I break ties with Bill 

does that mean you will leap across the desk and bite me? Or that the lady vampire will 

when I go out to leave?” 

“Only if you wish it.  There is no forced feeding at Fangtasia or in my area that I am 

aware of.” 

“This thing you want me to do night after tomorrow.  Do you think you will need that 

kind of thing often?” 

“Perhaps.” 

“So, if I agree to work for you, without the pimp, when you need me, then can you 

guarantee my safety?” 

“Are you asking if the job comes with health insurance?” 

“I suppose I am.” 

“I am sure that something can be arranged.” 

“Then please call Bill and tell him that I don’t need him to bring me.  I will come on my 

own.” 

“And your personal relationship with Compton?” 

“I will inform him that I am no longer his when I return home.”  I stood then and picked 

up my purse. “Thank your time this evening, Sheriff Northman.  I will see you night 

after tomorrow.”  He rose as I left, perhaps the truest indicator that something had 

indeed changed from the time I entered his office. 
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I had read his accountant and his bar staff and so far no one knew who had taken the 

money from his bar.   I was disappointed at not being able to help him find the 



thief.  There was only one human left.  I was jumpy as hell, half expecting Bill to show up 

at any moment despite what I had been told when I arrived. 

“I explained to Compton that his services would no longer be required this 

evening.”  The way he said it told me that he had left no room for doubt in Bill’s mind.  I 

had not heard from Bill since my phone call to him the night before when I ended our 

association.  He had been talking when I hung up, but I had no interest in hearing 

anything he had to say.  The decision was made now and I would not be going 

back.  Just taking the action made me feel better than I had felt in weeks. 

With that done I had let my mind play over my conversation with Eric.  I kept coming 

back to my thought that he was a pleasure giver and to my everlasting shame I had spent 

too much time thinking what that could mean to a girl like me.  Having worked all that 

out before I arrived I was all business from that moment on. 

When they brought the last one and sat her down at the table I looked at the fang marks 

on her neck and the skimpy tube top and short skirt she was wearing. My eyes went 

immediately to Eric, I couldn’t help but think that he had left those marks on her. 

Seeing my gaze he shook his head slightly telling me that he was not the one who had 

done this to her.  I was relieved to know that. I took her hand and soon found out that 

she wished he had been the one to do that to her. She worshipped him, the ground he 

stood on and had from the moment she saw him.  She dressed this way hoping to entice 

him and couldn’t understand why he never chose her when he took women back to his 

office. 

For one horrible moment I saw that I had nearly been this woman.  If I had followed 

blindly behind Bill this would have very likely been my future.   A complete loss of my 

identity, of who I was and what I wanted from my life given over to the single pursuit of 

the attentions of one individual. In that moment I felt such pity for her that it overcame 

my listening to her and I had to close my eyes to shut out the things this woman had 

allowed to happen to her. 

In her memory I saw his looks of pity and disgust as she begged him, all recorded there 

in her mind even if she was not able to process them and realize her mistake.  He didn’t 

want a sycophant. He required something more. I opened my eyes and looked at him 

anew and with some wonder. 



I had been right to trust him as much as I had.  In her mind I saw that more clearly than 

I ever could in anything that he could have said or done. 

One of her thoughts cut into my reverie and pulled me back to her.  She knew who was 

stealing and it was a vampire!  “She doesn’t know anything,” I said out loud.  Thank 

God! He would kill me if he thought I betrayed him!  And just like that I knew which 

vampire.  I turned to Eric and saw that he was scowling. I guess if I had sixty thousand 

dollars and someone had stolen it from me and gotten away with it I would be scowling, 

too. 

Pam took Ginger away and I moved over to Eric, keeping Long Shadow in my 

peripherals.  “Mr. Northman, I am so very sorry I couldn’t help you tonight.”  He looked 

at me sharply.  I smiled slightly and tried to not feel so good about the fact that he got 

me so well. First with my unasked question and now with my unspoken truths. 

“I will see you home, Miss Stackhouse.” I picked up my purse and moved to the door his 

arm around my back, keeping himself between me and Long Shadow seemingly by 

circumstance.  He climbed into the passenger seat and did not speak until we were over 

half way to Bon Temps. 

“It’s a vampire, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, a male one from what I got out of Ginger’s mind.”  I felt his relief.  I suppose being 

robbed by family would really be the worst and I was glad that I could remove that 

concern from him.  He did not speak again until we were in my drive way.  I turned off 

the car and sat there, trying to find the way to ask what I wanted to know now. 

“The answer is yes, Miss Stackhouse.”  I jumped and looked at him sideways. 

“I didn’t even ask you anything yet.”  He laughed then, out loud like I thought he had 

wanted to when I saw him night before last. 

“Whatever you are going to ask me, I am sure the answer is yes.”  I bit my lip and tried 

not to smile at his boyish good looks when he let himself smile and relax.  I took a breath 

and got out of the car moving around to his side as he got out and shut the door 

quietly.  I didn’t want to go in yet. I leaned against the car and was relieved when he did 

the same. 



“Your world is very strange, Eric.” I said looking out into the night.  I saw him shrug and 

heard him shuffle his feet. 

“It’s all in what you’re used to.  Your world is strange to me as well.” I thought about that 

and then I shrugged, too. We were both more than the parts we played each day and 

each night. 

“But you don’t think I am a tourist in your world anymore after tonight, do you?” 

“How do you mean?” 

“Well, the first night we met you were on display for all the people who come to your 

bar.  You greeted me as you would any other gawker who passed by your throne on their 

way to somewhere else.  There was only something real in your eyes when you looked at 

me.” 

“And did that scare you?” 

“No, not really.  It made me want to stay and see what else I could find inside you.”  His 

lips curled up and I could hear his wheels turning. I groaned. “Don’t say it, please. 

You’re like a thousand years old, please tell me you have grown beyond the humor of a 

twelve year old!” He was laughing again. 

“Why, Miss Stackhouse, whatever could you mean?” 

I took a breath and did a passable impression of my brother, “Oh, I know what I would 

find inside you, if you give me half a chance!”  He was guffawing now and I had to admit 

that it was kind of funny.  “Do men ever grow up?” I asked trying to sound indignant 

and failing utterly. 

Quick like a snake he moved then, pinning me to the car as his lips crashed into mine.  I 

gasped in shock and when my mouth opened he attacked me with his tongue in the most 

delicious way possible.  When his arms came around me I felt completely sheltered and 

safe.  My arms moved around his neck and I just let myself enjoy his kiss.  I had been so 

right.  He was a pleasure giver.  When the kiss ended he pulled back rubbing his chilly 

nose to mine.  “They do when they find something worth growing up for.” 



He walked me to my door and kissed me again, softly, sweetly.  His hands on my back to 

steady me as I rose up on my toes to keep the contact with him as long as possible. 

“I will call you tomorrow night and we will make plans for that date you asked me on,” 

he said as he placed a soft kiss on my neck right under my jaw line. 

“I didn’t ask you out, Eric Northman!” I said my hands coming up to his shoulders. 

“Yes, you did,” he insisted still kissing my neck.  I closed my eyes and tilted my head to 

give him better access. 

“No, I mean, I might have before you told me that the answer was yes and I never got 

around to asking the question.” 

“MMMM,” he said against my neck. 

“So, if you are asking me out, Mr. Northman, then yes, I will go.”  He chuckled again in 

my neck giving me one last kiss before stepping back and bowing to me at the waist. 

“Let’s argue about it when I call you.” 

“I’ll win.  I am the most stubborn Stackhouse of the bunch so bring it on!”  It took him 

another fifteen minutes to leave as we bickered about who was more stubborn and who 

asked who out for a date.  Finally, he had to go and deal with Long Shadow, but he 

stopped at the bottom of my steps and looked up at me. “Thank you, Miss Stackhouse,” 

he said his deep voice filled with sincerity and warmth. 

“For what?” I asked, moving over to stand on the edge of the steps looking down at him. 

He smiled at me. 

“For not being a tourist.” 

~End~ 

 

 

 



Madness *One Shot* Set in Dead in Dallas- The infamous orgy scene. 

OOC/NC-17 

  

*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books when the maenad Calisto comes to 

town she demands tribute from Eric and if she doesn’t get it she plans to bring 

madness down on the residents of the Bon Temps area.  

When Eric and Sookie return from Dallas Bill leaves town again immediately and 

Sookie is trying to figure out who killed Lafayette Reynold.  She listens in on some 

patrons at Merlotte’s thinking of the late night orgies they have been having and 

believes that if she attends she can find out who killed her friend. 

 She calls Eric and finds out that he has delivered a white cow and other tributes to 

Calisto hoping that she will leave his area, and after she teases him about that she asks 

him to accompany her to the orgy for protection and that he pretend to be gay.  He 

shows up in head to toe pink spandex with aqua swirls.  They attend and he protects 

her from unwanted advances while she listens in on others in attendance. 

Eventually, they wind up on the hood of his car with him trying his level best to seduce 

her.  She wants to give in, but of course doesn’t, and then Bill shows up and then the 

maenad and calamity ensues. 

Personally, when he showed up in the pink spandex to help her I dropped the book and 

shouted to an empty room that she was out of her fucking mind if she didn’t love him 

back.  

This is my tribute to that Viking willing to put on pink spandex for the woman he 

loves… 

  

Madness 

I was feeling pretty good on the way to the cabin.  Aside from Eric driving like he was on 

his way to a fire and scaring the daylights out of me on some of the hair pin turns he 

took, I tried to stay focused on the good thing I was going to do tonight rather than 



where we were going to do it.  He had surprised me continuously tonight, first with his 

pink spandex outfit that left nothing to my imagination and then again with his 

confession of his constant thoughts of my mortality. 

Why on earth would Eric Northman be thinking of me dying? 

Before I could ask him we arrived at where I had picked up telepathically that the orgy 

was supposed to be happening.  He stopped the car in front of the dark cabin and I 

looked around.  No other cars were there, so I dropped my shields and 

listened.  Nothing. 

He looked at me eyebrow up.  “Don’t tell me I got all dressed up like this for nothing, 

Sookie?” I looked at him again and I couldn’t help but swallow.  Yep, still not looking the 

least bit gay, I thought as I surveyed the places that spandex was stretched to the limit 

on his hard muscular body. The man oozed sex out of his pores, its flavor was 

universal.  Tearing my gaze away I opened the car door to escape myself and shut it 

quickly to stand outside. 

The air was chilly and daisy dukes and tank top I had worn did nothing to keep the heat 

in.  He got out and came around to my side to lean his long frame next to me, completely 

untouched by the chill or decency, I thought as I tried ever so hard to find someplace 

else to look other than at his body.  “Maybe they’re late,” I offered, rubbing my arms to 

keep the circulation going as I shifted from foot to foot to burn off the nervous energy 

that was building up in me. 

It was starting to occur to me that asking Eric to come with me to an orgy in a remote 

location was probably not the best idea I ever had.  Or it could be, my evil little mind 

whispered.  I was so going to church on Sunday to pray.  I might even start now.  Oh, 

Lord, please- he cut me off before I could get to what I was going to ask, which was rude 

but not unwelcome.  I couldn’t tell how that sentence was going to end anyway. 

“Sookie, what’s going on? Did you lure me out in here in those…amazing shorts to have 

your way with me at last?”  His tone was light and teasing but I wondered if he was 

reading my mind now.  I was so nervous I blurted out the first thing I could think to say. 

“What would you do if you could read minds, Eric?”  He laughed softly, sliding closer to 

me. 



“You mean after I cleaned out the gambling establishments within a thousand mile 

radius?”  I rolled my eyes.  Of course he would use it to cheat for profit.  “I would find 

you and get all the answers to all the questions that plague my nights since you walked 

into my bar.”  Whoa!  I turned to face him and took a step back to distance myself from 

that unexpected honesty. 

“L-like what?”  I folded my arms closer to myself not sure if it was the cold or the shock 

that made me stutter.  He blurred away and was back before I could really tell he was 

gone with the full length coat he had worn over his spandex outfit and placing it around 

my shoulders.  “Thank you.”  He nodded and then posed his Play Girl body next to me 

again.  Was it just a coincidence that his maleness was so…so…on display? 

“Well, first, why haven’t you cleaned out every gambling establishment within a 

thousand miles?”  I rolled my eyes again. 

“That wouldn’t be right and you know it!” 

“I know no such thing, Sookie.  Right and wrong are such human notions.  Is it right that 

gambling establishments take advantage of those who have gambling addictions and 

lose everything they own because they are not able to stop themselves?” 

“Well, no, but-“ 

“But nothing.  There is only live or die and everything in between is nothing but degrees 

of comfort.” 

“The world doesn’t work that way!” 

“Of course it does.  Are you a better person because you work a minimum wage job in a 

bar and come home with your muscles tired and aching every night with barely enough 

to pay your bills each month?” 

“I can take care of myself!” 

“I didn’t say that you couldn’t, but you didn’t answer the question. Does it make you a 

better person?” 

“Yes, it does!”  I hissed at him. 



“Oh, that is prideful, Sookie.  In your way of belief isn’t that an affront your deity?”  I 

stopped.  Was he winning this argument? 

“Stop twisting my words, Eric! You know what I mean!”  He leaned in closer then, and I 

felt myself flush at his closeness. 

“I have no idea what you mean, Sookie.  That is why I would read your mind.”  Son of a 

bitch!  I jerked his coat tighter around me and looked around again wondering where all 

these orgy people were already.  I couldn’t leave before I tried to find out who killed 

Lafayette but if they didn’t show up soon I was going to flounce off and walk the hell 

back home.  Who did he think he was twisting me up like this? 

“You wouldn’t like what you find in there,” I hurled at him, trying to put him on the 

defensive and get me off of it. 

“I think I would.”  He sounded so confident I was starting to wonder if he knew 

something I didn’t. 

“Shows what you know.”  God why did he always turn me into a twelve year old?  I had 

seen other kids act this way toward each other when I was in school and when I had 

listened to their thoughts I had seen that they actually had crushes on each other and 

didn’t know how to- 

HOLY FUCK! 

Sorry, God.  Yep I was definitely going to church on Sunday. 

Did I have a crush on Eric Northman?  I was supposed to be taken.  I was supposed to be 

with Bill.  I was supposed to be…catching a murderer, not out here analyzing my feelings 

for Eric. 

MY FEELINGS? 

Oh, Lord, please- 

“Sookie, are you all right?” Again, he cut me off.  Again, I was grateful because I still 

hadn’t figured out how that plea ended and it felt like it had gone even further in 

whatever direction it was headed in before. 



“Why do you think about my mortality?”  He leaned back and I was pleased to see that 

my question had wiped the smirk off his face. 

“I rarely meet a breather who is as interesting as you are.” 

“You mean one you can use and take advantage of.”  I had him now. 

“Now who is twisting words, Sookie?  And just who is out here in the middle of the 

woods doing who a favor?” Damn he was good at this! 

“You just think that cause I got beat up and nearly raped and almost shot.” 

“I think you just answered your own question, Little One.”  That was new. 

“What question?” 

“Why I spend so much time thinking on your mortality.”  If I admitted defeat would he 

let me out of this gracefully? I sighed.  Probably not, he seemed to be having way too 

much fun for that to happen.  But wasn’t I having fun, too?  Not like knee slapping, bend 

over holding your belly fun, but I felt energized and challenged.  That was in its own way 

exhilarating. 

Exhilarating, adjective, making one feel very happy, animated or elated.  Thank you 

Word of The Day calendar.  So, I was twelve and I found Eric exhilarating.  Great. I 

could add to that that I had been stood up for an orgy and now I was alone.  In the 

woods.  With a guy who exhilarated me. 

Did Bill exhilarate me? 

“Do I exhilarate you, Eric?”  Whoa, where the hell did that come from?  He blinked at 

me and was silent a moment before he crossed his arms over his chest and stood a little 

taller, leaning a little less.  Body language told me I hit a nerve. I had learned about that 

from watching people as I read their minds.  Almost always when they crossed their 

arms they were feeling defensive about something.  Wait, he feels defensive because I 

exhilarate him? 

“Yes.” 



“Well, don’t hurt yourself there.”  He always had plenty to say when he was pressing the 

advantage on me.  Let me hit a nerve and he goes all one word answery. 

“I said, yes, Sookie.  What else do you want?”  I crossed my arms and realized that now I 

was being defensive. Crap. 

“I want to know why it bothers you so much.” 

“Well, I want to know why you feel defensive when I ask you what you want.”  Damn, the 

Viking could read body language, too. Figures. 

“ARGH! Can’t I have any advantage at all in this crazy conversation with you?” I 

stomped a few feet away and turned my back to him while I seethed over being beaten at 

my own game again.  Oh, Lord, please- 

“You have too many already.” Oh, that was IT! I turned and marched right up to him, 

my finger in his face huffing and puffing like I was going to blow his freaking house 

down. 

“I have no advantages! None! You stand here in front of me saying…words…and…and 

twisting mine….and looking like….I just want to…and I can’t…even and 

you…just…I…just want….to….ARGH!!”  I was shaking all over and jabbing my finger 

right in his face like I was trying to stab him into submission by will alone when his 

hand came up slowly and took hold of my finger gently and brought it to his mouth. 

I wanted to pull away.  I wanted to scream some more.  I wanted to be something more 

than a twelve year old with a raging crush that she was emotionally unequipped to deal 

with but I wasn’t going to get what I wanted.  Then he sucked my finger gently, moving 

his tongue against it and looking at me like he wanted to eat me and he wasn’t going to 

take time looking for a spoon.  When I felt my stomach muscles clench and dampness 

bloom between my thighs the fight just went right out of me. 

When he released my finger I realized I was moving my own mouth in motions that 

followed his and I pursed my lips together trying to get a grip when he kissed my finger 

softly and asked me in his sexiest tone, “You just want to what?”  When all else fails, 

resort to the truth. 

“I want to know why I want you so damned much.” 



“So then you wish you could read my mind, too?” 

“More than anything.” 

“Ask me.  I will tell you anything about me or us that you want to know.”  He was still 

holding my finger but had made no other moves to touch me.  For some reason that 

made me want him to touch me where as if he had taken the liberty I would have shoved 

him off.   Did someone drop me on my head when I was little? 

“Why do you use sex for everything?”  His eyes opened wide and he looked at me like I 

slapped him. 

“Explain that, please.” 

“Every time something meaningful happens or could happen you go all kissy face and 

Captain Yield to Me.  You push me so I will push you away.  Why?” 

“I do not do it so you will push me away.  I do it so that you know that I want you, and 

you will pull me closer.” 

“And this works with the other women in your life?” 

“There are no other women in my life.” 

“Yeah, pull the other leg.” 

“I don’t understand what pulling your legs will do, but if this will clarify for you that I 

find you desirable I will comply.”  I rolled my eyes. 

“It’s in expression.  I don’t believe you.  I have been to the bar.  I have heard the 

thoughts of all the women you…” 

“Fucked and fed from?” 

“Yes!” 

“And in all those thoughts am I ‘Captain Yield to Me Kissy Face’?” 

“No.” 



“Because I am only like that with you.” 

“But that doesn’t make any sense, Eric!  You could have anyone you wanted!” 

“Apparently not.”  He sounded sad and disappointed.  He let my finger go and after a 

moment he stood up straight and looked around the clearing outside the empty 

cabin.  Oh, Lord, please- “We should go,” he said cutting my thoughts off again.  I 

reached out and put my hand on his arm, he looked at where I was touching him but did 

not look back up at me again. 

“Tell me why you want me, Eric.”  He stood there a long moment and I thought that he 

would just walk away and get in the car again.  I thought he was going to say nothing, 

but instead he must have realized the same thing I had earlier.  When all else fails, fall 

back to the truth. 

“Because…you exhilarate me, Miss Stackhouse.” Oh, Lord, please let him be telling me 

the truth. 

Next thing I knew my arms were around his neck and I was kissing him then, like I had 

always wanted to do.  Once I surrendered to it there was no stopping, no place to stand 

there was only more kissing this unbelievably gorgeous man.  At some point he moved 

us around and laid me across the hood of his car, placing himself between my 

legs.  Spandex did nothing to hide how he was feeling or to keep him from knowing that 

I was feeling it, too. 

I thought I heard something in the woods at one point but I let it go and focused on what 

was happening here between us. If there was danger Eric would protect me like he 

always did.  A moment later what had been burning desire became an inferno inside 

me.  He felt it too, and his hips started thrusting against me. 

When I broke the kiss to pull off his pink tank top he stilled and looked at me.  His fangs 

were down and he looked dazed.  “Not like this, Sookie, not here.”  I was touched but I 

knew that if we left to find a more practical place this moment would slip past us.  I 

didn’t want that to happen. 

“Shut up and let me exhilarate you, Captain Kissy Face.”  He growled and let me do 

that.  Twice.  I’m pretty sure we dented the hood of his car.  I was totally sure that I 



didn’t care either way.  When we were finished he helped me dress and then carried me 

around the car in his arms, putting me in the seat and kneeling down at my feet for a 

moment inside the door.  He looked at me with such warmth and love that the twelve 

year old inside me suddenly knew exactly what do. We leaned out and kissed him with 

all the passion that he inspired in us.  He kissed my forehead and then shut the door 

gently before walking around the car to his side. 

I laid my head back on my seat and let the stupid smile I had in my heart come up to my 

face.  When he got in he gripped the steering wheel making it creak. There was 

something on his mind. 

“What about Bill?” he finally asked, clearly dreading the answer.  I had pushed that out 

of my head but I knew it was something that would have to be dealt with.  I already 

knew what I was going to say as soon as he got back to town. 

“I will tell him that he…no longer exhilarates me.”  He smiled and let go of the wheel, 

leaning over quickly and nearly kissing the pants off me again.  I was gasping for air 

when he let me go and started the car, peeling out of the yard and back onto the road 

like he was in a race.  This time I just laughed because I knew he would not let anything 

happen to me. 

As we drove away I heard someone in my head.  It took a moment for me to realize it 

was the maenad Calisto.  Tell the Viking that was a fitting tribute, and I will be leaving 

at sunrise. 

Oh! Then she…oh my!  I started laughing thinking of the show she had just gotten.  He 

looked at me and wanted to know what was so funny.  I would tell him later.  He would 

probably be relieved that he didn’t have to haul anymore live stock to the country. 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 



*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books Eric followed Sookie to Jackson to 

watch over her as she tries to save Bill from his maker.  Bill had left Sookie to Eric to 

care for and returned willingly, not knowing that she was going to torture and betray 

him to the Vampire King.  Eric has enlisted Sookie because if he does not retrieve Bill 

Queen Sophie will punish him for Bill’s loss. 

In the course of the story Sookie is staked in the club when she tries to save a vampire 

from a member of the Fellowship.  Badly wounded, Eric takes her to Russell’s mansion 

where she oversees her healing from the wound and then offers her his blood to make 

her strong enough to find and save Bill who they know is being held somewhere on the 

estate.  

In the book, they are interrupted by Bubba before they can consummate their budding 

interaction, and the blood he gives her leaves him aroused and unsatisfied while she 

runs away as soon as she has his blood. 

I hated that. I like this better.   

Bleed For Me 

  

I made him bleed for me.  It was the first thought I had when I awakened in his arms, 

his cold flesh pressed to mine, his knees resting at the back of mine.  Spooned around 

this strange savior who wore my crescent shaped wounds with a smile.  I had pierced his 

flesh as he sought to heal mine.  I had made him bleed for me. 

It was all a jumble in my brain.  Club Dead, the dance, the stake, his blue eyes telling me 

I never had to let him go.  I never had to let him go.  More importantly he had never let 

me go.  Not once, not at any point, not even when my nails had dug into him breaking 

the skin and in telling me that I never had to let him go wasn’t he saying that he would 

never let go either? 

And here he was, warming himself on me like a reptile in the sun, his hand on my belly, 

his hard chest against my back, not sleeping.  No, he didn’t have to sleep.  He didn’t have 

to stay.  He didn’t have to do anything…but he had done it all. 



I closed my eyes as if that would stop the show my brain insisted on flashing on the 

walls of my cranium.  I had seen heartbreak in other’s minds.  I had felt it with them, a 

voyeur in their lives.  If I were honest I used them to fill in for the things I didn’t 

have.  The things that I either couldn’t have or wouldn’t let myself have. 

Bill was handsome, and quiet and gone.  Bill was gone.  I had declared that his maker 

should die because she betrayed him.  Did Eric connect those dots and realize that what 

I was saying in my rage and suppressed tears was that all betrayers should die, and that 

now by his very actions Bill had numbered himself among them? 

Bill had betrayed me. 

I had nearly died tonight because I had let myself get swept up my anger at his betrayal 

and in my need to look him in the eye and ask him why.  Why, Bill?   Was it something I 

did?  Something I didn’t do?  You were the first man I ever let myself love and you 

betrayed me.  What did that say about me? 

Nothing, a harsh voice that sounded nothing like me intoned in my brain.  You have 

watched people fuck each other over for a quarter of a century for no good reason at 

all.  His betrayal says nothing of you at all.  It’s all on him.  I gasped at the realization 

that the voice was right causing the vampire behind me to stir and pull me closer to 

him.  It felt good to be close to someone strong, and Eric was certainly that.  Strong, 

smart, resourceful, conniving, opportunistic and despite the odds he had proven again 

tonight that he was someone she could count on.  He placed a soft kiss on my bare 

shoulder. 

“What happens now?” I whispered into the dark room, not moving.  At first he didn’t 

answer me and I wondered what he was thinking.  Then he sighed, something he might 

have picked up from me. 

“Now, I give you my blood to make you strong for what you must do this night.” 

“Save Bill.”  I said, because that was why we were here.  Again, he hesitated, and this 

time I rolled over in his arms to face him.  His face was a shadow from the moonlight 

coming in through the window but I could feel him struggling, though to speak or not to 

speak I could not be sure.  I was never sure with Eric.  He was blunt and direct to the 



point of pain, but he usually meant more than the surface of his words conveyed.  He 

challenged me to keep up, to see, to know.  I loved him for that. 

I loved him for seeing that I was more than some country bumpkin from the back waters 

of Louisiana.  He didn’t have to do that either, but he did, and in my own way I loved 

him for that.  It was a feeling like no other to be seen for what you were, and a feeling 

beyond words to be appreciated when the secret truths of you were seen.  He did that.  I 

loved him for that. 

It wasn’t school girl love with flowers and dances and shy kisses in dark corners.  No, 

despite him being a creature of the night he drug me away from the shadows and dared 

me to stand in the spotlight of his eyes and see myself.  He dared me to love and accept 

myself.  Sometimes it even worked, and for that I loved him, too.  I loved him like 

family.  I loved him like blood. 

“You lied to me,” I told him, as I looked into his shadowed face.  His mouth quirked up 

one side, his patented Eric Northman scoundrel ‘you got me’ look. 

“Probably,” he said still not pulling back from me, he was close enough to kiss, meaning 

he wanted me to kiss him. 

“You said you would be my friend until it placed you or those who serve you in danger.” 

“Yes,” his voice was deep and he was nearly whispering now himself. 

“What you did tonight, helping me when I was staked and bringing me here put you in 

danger.” 

“Yes.” 

“Why?” 

“When I said that to you there was no way I could know that you would volunteer 

yourself as a Fellowship target in the middle of vampire and werewolf club.” 

“Then clearly you have not been paying attention.  Isn’t that kind of thing why I am here 

in Jackson in the first place?” 



“Is it?” he asked, leaning in closer to my face.  I could feel the pull of his desire like a 

magnet to my own.  I was ever so fucking tired of talking.   Words meant too many 

things and I just didn’t want to think anymore.  I fell into his lips with my own and 

answered him in the truest way I could. 

I had no fucking idea why I was here.  Vengeance?  To help a friend who had not been 

one to me?  To help him avoid being punished by the Queen of Louisiana?  To die as I 

nearly had tonight?  I rolled against him then, deepening my kiss and winced when I hit 

the stake wound.  I pulled back gasping and reaching reflexively to the wound. 

I had nearly died tonight. 

“Here,” he said, shifting in the bed to rest his back against the headboard.  “Come and 

let me give you blood.” I closed my eyes.  Let me bleed for you, I heard again in my 

mind. I turned to look at him, my breath halting a moment when I saw him captured in 

a beam of moonlight. 

His beauty hard and piercing making me think for all the world that he had posed like 

that on purpose.  Then I realized that what I was seeing was simply that the night loved 

him, too.  It held him close and turned his sharp edges into cutting tools that were 

beautiful and deadly.  All the world conspired with Eric Northman to convince me that 

he was something I had never seen before and would never see again.  If I had told he 

would have laughed and probably agreed.  Perhaps some night I would tell him, just to 

see him smile. 

“Promise me something,” I whispered as I watched the moonlight kiss his golden hair 

and force shadows down his face from his sharp Viking nose. 

“If I can,” he said immediately.  Hedging his bets but longing for truth, if it was his to 

give.  I was getting good at reading the layers of Eric. 

“If we survive this you will explain this world of the supernaturals to me so that I can 

avoid more stakes, dodge more bullets with better choices and know… better whom I 

might trust?” 

“Do you trust me, Sookie?”  His tone was so hopeful I felt my heart ache for a different 

reason for the first time in days.  I wanted to wonder why it mattered, but clearly it did, 



so the why was irrelevant.  Still, I had learned something since all this started.  I felt my 

mouth go up one side and I gave as good as I had gotten. 

“I trust you until it endangers myself or those I care for, Eric.” 

“Then you need not worry about me, Sookie.”  Somehow, I knew that already, but it was 

really good to hear him say it.  His hands slipped down to pull me up gently between his 

legs, my back to his chest. 

“I won’t always understand, will I?  The things you do?” 

“Probably, not at first anyway.” 

“But you will promise to always explain?” 

“Do you promise to always give me a chance to explain?” he asked against my neck, 

placing a soft kiss in my skin.  I opened my mouth to say of course but this was 

serious.  I planned to hold him to his promise and therefore he had every right to hold 

me to mine.   I leaned and turned to look him in the eye.  The moment felt big and thick 

between us. 

This was the beginning. 

“I promise.”  I saw his eyes rim with red and I thought for a moment that he might 

release a tear, then he blinked and it was gone.  He would bleed for me in other ways. 

“Then I promise, too, Sookie.”  The moment burst and I let out a breath that I did not 

know I had been holding.  He looked at me sharply, studying my face in detail not 

moving as I caught my breath and got myself under control.  There were miles to go 

tonight.  Things we had to get through for these promises to mean anything.  He was 

thinking the same thing I realized when he touched my face and said it was time for me 

to heal. 

I had tasted his blood in Dallas when I sucked the bullet out for him.  The experience 

had left me rocked to the core.  That sip of him had awakened something in me that had 

been asleep my whole life. I felt it roll over in the depths of me, and then settle as though 

disturbed from its slumber by a dream.  Would more of Eric wake it up? 



“What if…”I stopped unsure how to say this to him?  I licked my lips and tried 

again.  “What if I am more than a telepath, Eric?”  It was the first time I had asked this 

question so I was asking myself as much as I was asking him. 

“You are more than a telepath,” he reassured me immediately. I raised an eyebrow in 

the face of his confidence, waiting as promised for him to explain.  He said nothing else 

and knowing that time was against us I decided to take the compliment and let it pass 

for now.  I didn’t know for sure that anything was going to happen and I had to heal in 

order to get out and finish what I had started. There was no other choice for us right 

now. Words and warnings of potentials would change nothing.  I turned and settled 

back against him.  I heard his fangs come down and then he bit his wrist and brought it 

to my lips. 

The first taste of him was…calming.  Cool confidence spread through me, erasing my 

slightly aching head and my doubts.  Another taste and I felt him run through me to the 

wound on my side, all his magic gathering there, making me tingle from the inside 

out.  He moaned behind me then and shifted his body.  I could feel him becoming 

aroused and in turn so did I. 

I took another pull from his wrist and felt him travel straight to the wet heat growing 

between my legs.  I rubbed them together, pushing my hips down on the bed seeking 

something that was pressed to my back throbbing.  He moaned again and I felt his other 

hand slip down between my legs and under my panties, rubbing through my slick folds 

hitting just the right spot almost immediately.  I pulled harder at his wrist and rubbed 

myself against his long fingers, needing more of him. 

His blood was on fire now, the tingling replaced with a burn that was consuming me. I 

could not get close enough to him to satisfy this need.  I closed my eyes and focused on 

his touch, pressing back to his chest harder raising up slightly to let him slide a finger 

inside me.  I felt my panties rip and I heard other clothing come off as well and then I 

felt him at my entrance, not pushing in but waiting.  He was waiting to see if I wanted 

him.  Still sucking his wounded wrist I leaned forward just a little and felt the head of 

him slip into my tight entrance. 

He followed me, leaning to keep as much of him as possible pressed to me.  I let go of his 

wrist with my right hand, still holding it with my left, and brought it up to the back of his 

head, pulling his face to my neck as I worked him into me deeper below.  He was buried 



completely inside me now, but only his fingers were still moving on my clit.  His face 

rubbed back and forth on my neck as he inhaled deeply over and over taking me into 

him. 

His fangs slipped into my neck as his fingers brought my release to fruition and I came 

around him over and over squeezing him so hard inside me that it made him moan and 

rock his hips as he now pulled at my neck in time with me on his wrist.  He felt amazing 

and I had a fleeting thought that I hoped I felt as good to him as he did to me. 

“You do,” he whispered to me as he pulled back licking my neck.  “You feel perfect, 

Sookie.” He thrust into me and I pulled away from his healed wrist moving his hand to 

cup my breast through my bra. He burrowed into the garment with his large hand, 

breaking the straps as he squeezed my soft breast, teasing my nipple with his thumb. 

He picked me up just enough to turn me to face him then, but not enough to dislodge 

him from my wet heat.  I placed my legs on either side of his and slid all the way back 

down him, bringing my arms up around his neck as his hips thrust into me. 

When I opened my eyes I was shocked to see tears of blood streaking his face.  I leaned 

into kiss him, licking the taste of his passion from his lips as he held me in the cold steel 

band of his arms.  “You feel so good,” I told him as he moved his hands to my hips and 

started pulling me down as he thrust up. 

“So right,” he said back, his eyes open and staring at me like he had never seen me 

before. I could see my glowing reflection in his eyes just as I came for him again.  I’m 

burning up, I thought as the waves of pleasure swept through me. 

No, I have you, I heard him reassure me just before he surrendered, his large body 

shaking in my arms as he came again and again. 

Sookie, you are glowing!  He was in awe.  I opened my eyes and looked down.  I was 

still in orgasmic bliss so panic was beyond me at the moment, him too it seemed. 

“You are so fucking beautiful,” he whispered to me as the glow started to fade. 

“Not yet,” I told him, sounding like I knew what I was talking about.  “But I will be 

someday.  Someday I will be strong and better and beautiful because of you, 

Eric.  Because you bleed for me.” 



He kissed me than, one last breath of air before we had to get dressed, save Bill and try 

to get of Mississippi alive. 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Reflections 

  

Sookie was looking out her frost covered window as the sun set on December 30th.  She 

felt like crying but if someone had asked her she would not have been able to tell them 

why.  If anyone had been there to ask her she might has smiled and tried to dismiss their 

concern, because that is what she had done in the past.  “I’m fine,” she would say and 

smile her Crazy Sookie smile.  “It’s nothing,” she would say and then ask a question 

about them and just like that the topic was changed.  For just a moment anger bubbled 

up in her throat, burning like indigestion. 

“It’s nothing,” she whispered to her reflection in the frost covered window.  It was 

supposed to snow tonight.  “I’m fine,” she told her reflection ignoring the tears in her 

eyes that were threatening to spill just any second.  I will not cry over William 

Compton! She swore to herself.  I will not give him the satisfaction of knowing how 

much I have missed him since he left me for his maker.  She would not because she was 

not sure it was true. 

She missed having someone to care for, and aside from her Gran and Jason there had 

only been Bill.  Gran was gone, and Jason was off being Jason and Bill was…not 

here.  She turned from the window and looked at her empty house, a reflection of her 

empty heart.  Who would she love now? 

Is having Bill better than having no one?  She fell on the sofa and wrapped herself in 

Gran’s quilt as she thought that over.  It was a distraction.  Bill was a distraction from 

her loneliness.  He had been since the night of her Gran’s funeral when she had run to 

him thinking that he could fix it somehow.  That she could shove him into the hole in 

heart that was all she had left. 

“I’m fine,” she whispered to herself again, not even realizing she was speaking out loud 

to her empty house, her empty heart.  Unexpectedly Eric Northman’s voice whispered in 

her mind. 

“What you need, Miss Stackhouse, is a little excitement in your life.” 



“Pfft,” she answered him out loud.  “I’ve had too much excitement!”  Catching herself 

she covered her mouth and wondered if she was losing it.  Glancing around she realized 

that even if she was there was no one here to notice.  Which, of course was the problem. 

You couldn’t be more wrong, Eric, she thought this time, taking a deep breath and 

reaching for her tea that was steaming on the table.  The problem is that I have had too 

much excitement!  As she sipped her mind played back over how much her life had 

changed in the past year since she had met Vampire Bill at Merlotte’s. 

Beaten up, nearly killed, she had killed.  She had killed. 

I told you fangers were nothing but trouble, Sook! Jason intoned in her head.  She 

grimaced as the burning sensation of anger flooded her chest again. 

“You don’t get to tell me squat, Jason Stackhouse!” she shouted to her empty living 

room, the crackling fire her only answer.  She half expected to hear Gran chastise her for 

the outburst, but there was nothing.  She was relieved and disappointed.  After a 

moment she continued her musings. 

Even if Bill were here, he would want her to do something or be something that she 

didn’t want to or couldn’t be.  She wasn’t a perfect Southern lady!  Something that he 

couldn’t manage to appreciate despite her nature having saved him more than 

once.  He was ungrateful and that was the kindest way to put it! 

“He is unworthy of you, Sookie.”  Eric again.  Argh! Why was she thinking of the Viking 

tonight?  She had not heard a peep from him since they had gotten back from Jackson. 

“Well, you did rescind their invitation to your home,” she whispered into the quilt.  You 

did this, Sookie, there is no one to blame but you!  And there comes the tears 

again.  They were both right here and you threw them out!  She covered her face 

thinking of the look on Eric’s face as the magic swept him out her door for what could be 

the last time. 

“What if Eric never comes back?”   The first tear slipped down her cheek, and she 

wondered if perhaps that was what was really bothering her.  Not Bill, not Gran, not 

Jason, Eric.  What if Eric never came back?  Her chest seized.  “I’m fine,” she said and 



then felt the Crazy Sookie smile spread over her face, the surest indicator that she was 

anything but fine. 

What if Eric never comes back?  

She saw him then, in the convenience store proclaiming her as his future lover.  He had 

to come back to make that prophecy true, didn’t he?  Her mind turned to what had 

happened at Russell’s when he gave her his blood and had been overcome with his 

passion for her, spilling against her back as he held her close to him.  He hadn’t asked 

her what she was feeling, but since she had just taking a heaping helping of him, he 

could tell right?  He could feel that she was…that she…he knew that she wanted him in 

that moment, didn’t he?  Sure she had run away, but he knew….Oh, God, he had to 

know, right? 

Sitting up now, a look of fear and understanding dawning on her face.  He had to know 

that was why she had rescinded his invitation, right?  Because her head was stuffed 

with cotton and her heart was confused and broken and despite that she still wanted to 

make his prophecy come true. 

He knew that part of her had always wanted him, didn’t he?  That was why he was so 

insistent that someday she would yield to him, as he called it. 

“Well, how the heck could he know when I just figured it out?”  Her chest was burning 

again, and the tears were slipping down her burning cheeks.  She had been so 

foolish…so childish.  She covered her face with her hands and let the tears come.  She 

cried for her infantile behavior, for being a coward and hiding behind the vampire that 

clearly no longer wanted her from the one that clearly did. 

“I’m fine!” she said to no one.  “I’m fine!”  Except that she wasn’t and now it might be 

too late to ever be fine again.  He had taken care of her when everyone else had fled and 

left her to bleed to death from being staked.  He had taken care of her in Dallas, cleaning 

her wounds and calming her when she made it back to the hotel. 

He had taken care of her. 

And she had pushed him away again and again.  



“Because I take care of people. I don’t know how to let people take care of me!”  I don’t 

even know what that would be like! She thought furiously now rising to pace, running 

away from the only person left, herself. 

“I know how to love.  I don’t know how to be loved,” she whispered the fire, stopping in 

front of it as if it could burn away her faults and foibles.  “Who I am I kidding?” she 

asked the fire.  “Someone like Eric could never love someone like me.” 

Someone like me…who am I? She asked herself.  I am strong.  I am brave.  I am fair, 

even if people are not fair to me.  I am…Sookie…and he proclaimed me as his future 

lover.  He wants me, does that mean he could love me?  Before she could answer she 

heard him again. 

“You don’t get to decide what intimacy is for someone else.”  Her knees gave way and 

she sat down staring into the fire letting herself see what it could be like to be Eric 

Northman’s lover.  His kindness and gentle touch as he cared for her.  The warmth of his 

smile when she said something unexpected and pleasing, his solid and dependable form 

and presence in her life. 

Oh, Sookie.  You fucked up.  You ran away from something before you even bothered to 

find out what it could be.  You made all his decisions for him!  What was the worst that 

could have happened?  That you wind up alone?  Isn’t that what happened 

anyway?  Only when you ran away you created a circumstance where that could be 

only outcome.  

She felt sick now.  Confronted by her own cowardice on a cold winter night between 

Christmas and New Year’s, she was overcome by her disappointment in herself.  Her 

hands come up and she wrapped her arms around herself, imagining for just a second 

what it would be like to have Eric here, sitting behind her.  How he would pull her back 

against his chest and whisper something provocative in her ear before he turned out the 

lights and took her to bed to bring his prophecy to life. 

Maybe it’s not too late, she thought as the images faded from her mind.  Maybe he will 

come back.  Maybe we still have a shot at that kind of time together.  

After a few moments she rose from the floor and picked up her cup taking it slowly to 

the sink turning off lights as she went.  The cold wind was blowing outside and it made 



her shiver.  She stopped at the window one last time, looking out into the night and 

wondering what he was doing right at that moment. 

I will tell him, she thought, the next time I see him I will tell him that I am sorry for 

everything.  I will ask him for another chance.  I will not be afraid.  

“I’m not fine,” she said to no one before she turned off the last light and climbed into 

bed.  Her last thought before she drifted to sleep was that her chest no longer burned 

with anger, instead she felt the butterfly wings of hope spread in her belly as she thought 

of what might happen the next time she saw the Viking. 

~The End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



For those not familiar with the books, after her house nearly burns down, Sookie calls 

Eric for help with her friend Tara who has fallen in with a bad vamp named 

Franklin.  He has traded her away to another vamp named Mickey as they often did 

before the Great Revelation.  Eric still wants to know what happened when he stayed 

with her and she has refused to discuss it with him to this point.  Seeing his advantage 

in her needing a favor he agrees to help her if she tells him what transpired between 

them.  Reluctantly, she agrees.  He comes to her, she tells him, enjoying that he can’t 

remember their time together.  

He gets on knees for her, and muses out loud that perhaps his life would be easier if he 

ended her here and now, kissing her softly in between words that not even she feels 

threatened by.  When Mickey the trouble vamp shows up outside her room she tells 

Eric they have to stop and he says, “No,” kiss, “no”, kiss. 

From there it all goes to hell and the moment is lost. I hated that. I like this better… 

 

All Alone 

  

People think that time is a constant.  That it never changes its tempo or its beat, ticking 

consistently and regularly though everything around it changes.  Those people have 

never opened their doors to a man like Eric Northman. 

My heart stopped, time stopped and in this frozen still I realized that I was completely 

full of shit.  I knew what he was going to want when I called him for help.  I could have 

called Bill, I could have called Sam, fuck I could have called the Chuck Gathers and the 

action news team at Shreveport channel 6 news but I had called him.  I knew he would 

want me to tell him what happened, more than that I knew he deserved to know.  I had 

lied to myself about him being the only place I could go for help because I had missed 

him.  I needed to see him.  I needed him right here with me because without him I felt so 

all alone that I couldn’t stand it. 

I had kept myself surrounded by people but it had only served to highlight that he was 

gone from my life. I had feared he would be when the spell was broken and I had run 



from that. I had been running from that at a break neck pace since that moment he had 

come into my kitchen asking me what he was doing there. 

I knew he would get his memories back.  I just never fucking figured that the price 

would be the new ones he had made with me.  His time with me, that bubble of love and 

safety had not merged with his other memories, instead that pocket universe we shared 

had ended for him.  It had not ended for me. I was stuck there.  Playing those moments 

over and over the things he said and the things he did.  The things we did. 

I spent my time when I could look at it thinking he was lucky, that I was protecting him 

from feeling what I was feeling.  I knew he would want those memories back for this 

favor I was asking.  I had maneuvered him and myself into this moment because I could 

not be in this pocket universe all alone anymore. 

Tonight, again, I had nearly died.  Shot by some crazy lunatic who could not face the 

truth of her existence.  My first thought when I hit the ground bleeding was 

regret.  Regret that I had not told him the magic and wonder of those few days.  Then I 

felt shame for being someone that I didn’t like.  That was just my pride and the price of 

that was too high.  If I had died tonight he might have never known what he had hidden 

so well from himself about himself.   Something that by some twisted hand I had been 

allowed to see, to feel and to love. 

I had loved him.  He had loved me.  In a world so full of hate and darkness love was the 

one light that could heal it all and I was foolish and wrong to curse that light and 

stumble through the dark. 

“You have to invite me in, Sookie.”  Time was moving again, at least for him and he was 

reminding me that he had never been invited here.  I heard something more in his 

words.  I heard that he wanted to come in from the rain and the doubt of not knowing. I 

held out my hand and said what I had wanted to say for weeks now. 

“Please come in, again, Eric.”  He took my hand and stepped into the room.  I closed the 

door and turned to face him, to face myself.  “Please take a seat.”  He sat down on the 

small love seat and I sat next to him wincing at jarring my wounded shoulder.  His eyes 

at once landing on my face, gauging my pain but he did not speak.  Once I settled and 

the pain went to a dull ache I took a breath and faced him. 



“You want to heal me, but you don’t know why.”  His eyes widened slightly but he didn’t 

speak.  “It’s because of what happened, when you were with me.  You took care of me 

then and though you may not remember it, part of you wants to do it now as you did 

then.” 

“Yes,” he said quietly. 

“I cared for you, too.  I picked you up in the side of the road at two in the morning.  Your 

feet were torn and you were so lost.”  He leaned closer then, listening as if I were 

speaking the secrets of the universe.  I suppose I was, just not this one. 

“You didn’t know me, and you were scared, but you didn’t show it.  I know because you 

climbed in bed with me that night and I held your hand.  It put me at ease, too.  I felt the 

tension leave you as well.  That small thing made everything all right enough in your 

new world for you relax and have at least a moment of peace.”  He took my hand again, 

perhaps trying to recreate the feeling.  I would have thought it impossible until it 

happened.  The tension drained from me as he touched me, with this new memory in his 

arsenal. 

His touch had purpose and meaning and reassured me that this was right.  I felt him 

relax as well and knew that some of the magic from our little pocket of time was seeping 

out around us.  “Just like that,” I said looking at our hands in wonder.  I let myself enjoy 

it a little before I went on.  There was still so much to tell. 

“You wondered and asked me if we had been lovers because you could feel me in your 

blood.  I explained the things that you knew already about how that came to be and that 

you were not my lover.  You were uncertain of things, not knowing who you were, but 

seemed comforted by the fact that the old you had wanted me as much as the new you 

did.  It…comforted me, too, to know that the essential Eric was still in there, 

somewhere.” 

“You were so open and sweet.  You sensed that I needed you and you came to me in the 

shower after a really crappy day.  You washed my back and waited for me to decide if I 

would have you.”  I stopped there, lost in that moment, my most favorite of memories. 

“And did you choose me, Sookie?” 



“Yes.  You letting me decide without all the smartass remarks blinding me to your 

goodness and your desire to be wanted in return tipped it for us.  Your actions showed 

that you cared for me and I was able to finally see what that meant to me.”  He sat back 

slightly then, absorbing my words, tasting them. 

At last he knew we were lovers. 

“You shared blood with me?” he asked still looking at our hands. 

“Several times.  A lovers exchange you called it.” 

“I could feel that our connection was strong when I awakened that first night.” 

“That would be why.” 

“Did I please you, Sookie?  Were we good together?” 

“The best, even you said so.  Of course, you couldn’t remember anything else, so I won’t 

hold you to that.” 

“What else did I say?” 

“That you would bring me to your side and all that owe fealty to you would also owe it to 

me.”  He exhaled then, showing more than anything else the impact of my words…his 

words.  “The night before we fought the witch you said that we could leave, skip the war, 

and come back here.  That you would care for me and we could spend our nights 

knowing each other’s bodies in every way.” 

“That sounds like marriage,” he said quietly. I smiled. 

“That’s what I said.” 

“But you turned me down?” 

“You weren’t you.  I wanted it. I had come to care for you more than even I knew at the 

time but it would not have been right to make that decision for you, or to allow you to 

make it when you had no idea what you would be giving up.” 



“Perhaps I did know.”  He looked at me then, pinning me with his stormy blue gaze. 

“Perhaps I was thinking about what I would be giving up to go back after our time 

together.”  I blinked, shocked.  I had never considered that. 

“I thought when you got your memories back and could really make a decision about 

what you wanted that you could decide then, but…” 

“The witch wasn’t done, yet. Even in death she plagued me with her spell and the loss of 

the time I had spent with you.”  I smiled a little thinking how he had put it so 

well.  “Why did you call me tonight, Sookie? 

“Because you said you wanted to know and because I needed to tell you.  I almost died 

tonight and I realized that if I did you would never know what happened.  It felt so 

wrong to leave you like that, but also, I didn’t want to be trapped in these memories 

alone anymore wanting something that I could never have.  At least now you’ll know 

why I might morph into an uncontrollable bitch monster when I see you with someone 

else.” 

“Because you will be jealous?” 

“Oh, yeah.”  My eyes were watering now but I made it stop and pressed it down.  I didn’t 

want his pity.  I couldn’t stomach that. 

“Jealousy, it is a bad thing to feel.  I have some experience with it.”  I nodded, keeping 

my head down as I tried to get my emotions under control.  “I have felt it eating away at 

me since the first time I saw you on someone else’s arm.”  My head jerked up.  “I wanted 

you that first night.  Since then it has only grown in depth and dimension until there is 

little else that I can think of.” He slid toward me then and at the last moment to his 

knees on the floor so that he could come up between my legs directly in front of me, 

pressing his body to mine.  His face was a hair’s breadth from mine.  His eyes drilled 

into me as he spoke. 

“You are so much trouble, Miss Stackhouse.” 

“I could…I could say the same about you, Mr. Northman.”  I think I quit breathing. 

“Do tell,” he said leaning in and kissing my neck softly. I closed my eyes and tried to 

remember that I knew words and was fully capable of speaking them. 



“You sweep in and turn m-my life upside down.  You show me the things that I have 

wanted for so long and then you take them with you when you go.” He kissed my neck 

again and I felt myself aching in new places from the memories he conjured. 

“I didn’t choose to go.”  I took a deep breath and my uninjured arm came around 

him.  “I didn’t know I was leaving…so much behind.”  He jostled my wounded arm then 

and though I managed to not show the pain he must have felt it because quick like a 

snake he was back in front of me, his gaze filled with concern.  “Will you let me heal 

you?” 

“A lover’s exchange?” His eyes fluttered partially shut and he looked so happy I expected 

him to purr any moment.  Instead he sat back down next to me and pulled me into his 

lap carefully settling me before offering me his bloody wrist.  I melted back into him, so 

solid behind me, so dependable, still caring even with a thousand years under his belt. 

Moments later I was healed and he was kissing my neck again, taking deep breaths in 

my hair.  “Your scent haunted me,” he whispered.  “I was covered in you when I woke 

up.  Every bit of me was marked by you in some way.”  His mouth moved around to my 

ear.  “I knew we had been lovers, my Sookie.”  I moaned softly and shifted in his lap 

completely seduced by his tone and now his honesty. 

“Why didn’t you just tell me then?”  His large hand came up to cup my breast. 

“I was waiting for you to decide if you would have me.” 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 



*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books at this point in the story they have 

been to Dallas and Jackson.  They have saved Bill and Sookie has become an official 

friend of the Shreveport Pack, Alcide’s pack.  Eric has blackmailed Sookie into telling 

him what happened, but he does not remember himself.  Sookie has met John Quinn at 

pack event coordinated by the company he words for and he has asked her out on a 

date.  Eric has had Pam call Sookie and ask her to appear at the bar on Friday and she 

tells Pam that if he wants to see her he can ask her himself, but she has plans 

anyway.  Pam presses her and Sookie reveals that she has a date.  Of course, Eric 

shows up to see what is happening for himself. 

She tells him about her date and that it is none of his business because he has not 

expressed any interest in her.  He makes a poor showing of explaining why her choices 

do impact him, falling back to that he has bedded her, and given her his blood and 

helped her…financially, and finally  that she is part of his retinue.  She tells him to 

shove it up his retinue, or words that effect and then leaves him standing on the porch 

as she heads off into the night with Quinn. 

Eric’s final words in this scene are, “This woman has been mine, she will be mine 

again!” 

This is a request from duckbutt60 and not something I had originally thought to do, so 

thank you for that! The idea gave me not only a cool banner but a cool story idea. 

Knowing the future for Eric and Sookie, I hated this scene.  I like one better…. 

  

I Will Not Let You Down 

  

There is a tiger in the halls of my mind… 

“Sookie, look at me, lover.” He stopped moving and grabbed my head.  “Come back to 

me, Sookie!  Be here with me now! Please, we have so little time and I miss you so!”  I 

wanted to cry because he had said what I was always thinking, reassuring me that we 

were indeed in this together. 



“But, Eric, what if”- 

“No, not going to happen!” He swore to me fiercely that I couldn’t help but believe 

him.  He moved in me again then, commanding my attention back to him in a new 

way.  I gave into him and attacked his lips like I might never see them or him again.  A 

very real possibility if we were not able to stop what my keen eyed Viking had seen on 

the horizon. 

Things had changed for us the night he came to ask me what happened between us in 

the time he stayed with me.  After I told him he had healed my wounds and then set 

about healing my broken heart.  We had but a few days of peace and joy, so short a time 

that no one knew about it but the Viking and myself and then I had met John Quinn at 

the pack event. 

Maybe it was Eric’s blood that made him so easy to read, maybe I was just always 

supposed to know but Quinn was here to scope out Louisiana for a takeover by the 

Nevada vampires. 

“Everyone knows that Arkansas is weak,” Eric had explained to me when I shared this 

with him.  “Sophie thinks to land grab as she works this alliance out with Threadgill, but 

it will leave her weak and exposed to try and cover so much territory if she proceeds with 

this marriage.  Mean time DeCastro sees another valuable gambling state that he could 

add to his roster and new participants in The Pit.” 

“The Pit?” 

“Yes, DeCastro runs fighting matches for supernaturals in his area.  Not all the 

participants are willing and not all of them owe him debt as the Tiger is rumored to.  He 

takes them, Sookie.  Those not strong enough or allied strongly enough to have 

protection are gobbled up as fodder for his profit.” 

Immediately, I thought of Sam, and Alcide’s pack, and  Calvin Norris’ panthers.  They 

wouldn’t stand a chance against what Eric was describing.  “We have to stop them!” I 

told him standing and pacing as I tried to work out what a single telepath and a 

thousand year old Viking could do alone. 



“The Queen is determined to see this union through and refuses to listen to even her 

most trusted council.  She has eyes only for Arkansas and has not looked to the west for 

dangers that will surely follow.” 

Soon after we realized how deep we were in trouble when Quinn approached me on 

behalf of our Queen to recruit me for the upcoming summit to be held at Rhodes. As a 

bonus Quinn offered himself as my escort not only for the event but for an evening out 

to become more acquainted with me.  I had accepted, not knowing what else to do and 

then contacted Eric.  It was pure luck that I had called him from Merlotte’s and not from 

home because we found out that night that my house and phones were bugged.  A gift 

with purchase for the repairs after the fire. 

We decided to trust no one but each other and play up the ruse that her strongest 

warrior was addled over his unsuccessful pursuit of yours truly.  “This will put them at 

greater ease over me and free me up to strike from the shadows.” 

“But Pam, Pam should know right?”  He had thought that one over and decided that it 

was best to leave her even in the dark.  If his own child expressed concerns about his 

lack of focus it would cement the case and make him and Louisiana seem much more 

vulnerable than we actually were. 

“It all hangs on you, my lover,” he had told me when we met in the woods on my 

property, a safe distance from the listening devices that now made my home a war zone. 

“No pressure,” I said sarcastically suddenly so afraid that I wasn’t sure I could move 

from the spot. 

“Sookie,” he said, going to his knees at my feet and taking my hands in his.  “If there 

were any other way to do this-“ 

“But there isn’t.  I know that.” 

“The very thought of any man putting his hands on what is mine is almost more than I 

can stand!” his fangs came down, showing his deep hatred of this plan.  I was right there 

with him, but this was about more than just us.  This was about saving the innocent 

from the slaughter that would surely come if Nevada took over our area.   I knelt down 

in front of him then, scared for me and for him.  I looked at him in the streaky 



moonlight and then I kissed him, running my fingers through his hair as he did me 

when he was in the grips of passion.  He let me press him down to the ground and take 

him in all the ways I needed him, taking back control only when he whispered his love 

for me in my ear and pierced my skin with his fangs. 

It was those rare and fleeting moments when I was just a young woman in the arms of 

her vampire lover that gave me the strength to do this.  He was mine and I would not 

lose him!  I would not let him be executed in take over nor would I let myself become the 

pet of a vampire king. No fucking way was that ever going to happen. 

As we had planned Eric had Pam call me to come to the bar  and I said my lines, 

pretending to be uninterested and uncaring that the man I loved was summoning me to 

his side.  Offering the final bit at the end that would seal this path we were on. 

“If Eric wants to see me tell him that he can tell me that himself!” 

His hand slipped down and banished all other thoughts from my mind.  Thoughts of 

losing him, of what we were doing drove me to new heights as I tore his back and rode 

him like I could break him and then keep him by my side to heal. 

His head went back, fangs down fully as I tore his flesh and came screaming his 

name.  He let me, bearing the brunt of my pain and love like the strong noble man he 

was, had always been. When I quieted he laid me down and then loved me deep and 

slowly, looking into my eyes, whispering his heart. 

“You will always be mine, Sookie.  I will always be yours.  If you could see into the heart 

of me you would know that there is a temple in mind with an altar set for you.  I will not 

let you down.  I swear it!” 

We found our release together and for a few moments the world was as it should be with 

just the two of us.  We had been meeting in an old abandoned church.  He would slip out 

when he could and pick me up off the side of the road after my shift at the bar.  I had 

seen far too little of him in the past weeks but when we did see each other we tried our 

best to make up for lost time. 

“Someday, all the time will be ours, my Sookie,” he said kissing my head and holding me 

close. 



I closed my eyes and saw the Tiger again.  My date was tonight.  Our “show” was 

tonight.  After he left me this morning I had no idea when I would see him again, and we 

had to go in just a few minutes.  I could feel the dawn coming and I resented it with 

every fiber of my being. 

I dressed that night for Eric.  Tight black dress, black pumps, my hair down and shiny as 

he liked it when we made love. Quinn would think whatever Quinn would think and I 

hoped it worked to our advantage. I had a moment looking for my pumps that I nearly 

fell to the floor and cried, but the knowledge that somewhere someone was listening 

helped me keep it together. 

I kept it in, thinking of all the ways I would vent that frustration when the time was 

right.  This was my world now and it was savage and violent and terrifying.  So be it! I 

thought, feeling savage and dangerous myself.   I wasn’t going down without one hell of 

a fight! 

When the knock came at the door just after sunset and just before Quinn was due to 

arrive I swallowed the lump in my throat and put my hand on the door, hesitating but a 

moment. 

Here we go, I thought swinging the door with a smile on my face. 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



A/N - For this not familiar with the books this scene takes place at the hotel in Rhodes 

where Queen Sophie’s right hand man Andre sweeps Sookie away and tries to force his 

blood on her after Russell’s wedding, which Eric had officiated.  He is still wearing his 

long black ceremonial cape from the event when he feels her distress and shows up to 

offer a bond with himself, as “the lesser of two evils.”  He tells Andre that Sookie and he 

have shared blood before, and that they have been lovers.  He does not mention that he 

does not remember this time with her and only knows because he forced her to tell him. 

He does not confess how much it bothers him to not remember what they were or what 

they shared. 

  

Just before the trip to Rhodes, Pam pays Sookie and visit and asks her to have mercy 

on Eric because he is distraught about not being able to remember what happened 

between them when the witch took his memories.  Eric interrupts that visit to ask her if 

she has chosen the Tiger (Quinn) as her mate and kisses her before he disappears into 

the night.  

  

In the book she specifically tells him, as she grudgingly agrees to accept him that there 

will be no sex when they bond and she is dismissive of his efforts to protect her from 

Andre’s gaze with his long cloak.  Her mind is on Quinn and how she feels betrayed by 

vampires that she had helped.  Her mind is not on Eric, and I wanted to change that.  I 

wanted her to be smarter and see what he was offering her, the value of it, and how 

much it must have cost him to expose himself like that and offer to intervene on her 

behalf with Andre. 

  

This is how I always thought that scene should have gone... 

  

  

Brutal Mercies 



  

…have mercy on Eric, Sookie.  Please… 

  

Have you chosen then…? 

  

Who are you, Sookie? 

  

A victim…a fool…a player…Wait, was I playing?  His beautiful lips were moving as he 

looked at Andre and bargained for my soul, I knew that.  On some level I heard that.  On 

every level I felt that.  It was me, he was me…there was we. 

  

Eric and I were we in a way that Bill and I never were, and Quinn and I never could be. 

  

…have mercy…Pam whispered to me just as Eric looked at me and raised his eyebrow 

waiting to see if I would choose him or accept Andre.  What had seemed so difficult and 

confusing just a moment ago was now suddenly clear, like a sunny meadow once the fog 

was blown away.   I had been worried about how to make it work with Quinn and lost in 

the difficulty of that proposition, feeling again the things I had felt with Bill at the end of 

our relationship. 

  

It shouldn’t be this hard. 

  

And then there was Eric.  You have chosen then? 



  

If time had been mine I would have stupidly left this gorgeous man here while I went to 

find Quinn and explain how wrong we had been about our relationship.  I would tell him 

that I understood now why it was so hard between us.  It wasn’t meant to be.  That I had 

clarity now and I could see that I was using him. 

  

Quinn was my rebound from a lover who had abandoned me and another who had 

forgotten me entirely.   I was using him to soothe my aches.  Explaining first would have 

been the right thing to do, so I would have tried to end things with Quinn before I 

turned back to Eric and tried to start things in the right way. 

  

But really, what the fuck did I know about the ‘right way’ to do anything?  My role model 

was a self-involved southern debutante who threw love away with both hands to chase 

some man that she only wanted because he didn’t want her.  She lied to herself and 

called it a challenge, but it was really her ego driving.  Everyone had to adore Scarlett, 

and woe be unto the conquered masses of adorers.  She lost her Rhett by shoving him 

away. 

  

Now, I stood here before my undead Rhett, his eyebrow up in askance, hoping that I 

find him at least more acceptable than Andre. Oh, Eric, how sorry I am that this is even 

a question in your heart!  My protector was standing right here before me, and while I 

had no choice but to deal him first, I didn’t want another choice. 

  

For a split second I wanted to hug Andre for hamstringing me so, but feared it would 

derail the intercession that Eric had just risked so much to offer.  Later, I thought, after 

Quinn I will send Andre and the Queen some flowers as a thank you for placing me 

where I wanted to be even though I was too foolish to see it until now. 

  



“I know what I think this means, Eric, at least to me, but what does it mean to 

vampires?  To you?”  His other eyebrow went up and hope flared in his eyes as he looked 

down at me.  This wasn’t the time, but it was the only time we had.  He growled softly in 

his chest. 

  

“It would be a permanent bond between us, never to be broken.  Always we would be 

connected, able to …feel each other.”  I stepped closer and took his hand, running my 

thumb over the back of his large palm. 

  

“Like this?” I asked softly, loving how his fingers threaded through mine without 

hesitation or thought; they knew home. 

  

“More,” he said, coming closer to me now, his voice going deeper. 

  

“My anger?”  He nodded, looking deep into my eyes.  “My choices?”  His face went stony 

blank and he squeezed my hand slightly before he got himself under control and nodded 

again. 

  

“You have chosen then?” he asked as he had a few nights ago.  Looking into his eyes I 

tilted my head to the side offering myself to him.  His back was to Andre so he didn’t see 

the mix of desire and emotion that covered Eric’s face.  He didn’t see Eric’s hand 

tremble ever so slightly, but I felt it.   He spoke to Andre over his shoulder. 

  

“I would like to complete the bonding privately.” 

  



“No.  Do it here.  Do it now.”  Eric looked at me begging me to understand.  I shook my 

head slightly and stepped closer my hand coming up to his face thrilled to see his eye 

lids flutter slightly at my touch.  I knew what I wanted now.  I just had to find the spine 

to say it.  Standing tall, and looking deep in his eyes I told him, not bothering to whisper, 

because really what was the point? 

  

“I want…” I stopped and licked my lips.  “I’ve missed…”  I stopped again, hearing my 

blood pounding through veins so loudly it almost drowned out the sound of my own 

voice.  Eric was leaning closer to me, pressing in to make sure he heard every word I said 

as though his life was depending on it and maybe, just maybe it did.  “You,” I finally 

managed to get out, praying that the Eric who always got me, got this and understood 

that I was asking him to help me forget where we were and remember where we had 

been. 

  

“That’s how it was when…?” this time his voice trailed off, leaving me to get it and 

understand that he was asking if this is what it was like when he was not himself.  Did 

we care for each other like this before?  I nodded. 

  

“And more,” I added sliding my arms around his solid form unable to suppress the 

sounds of pleasure and sighs of contentment that bubbled out of me from being in his 

arms again.  He held me but a moment before his hands pulled the hood up on his long 

black cloak and then pulled it out to cover me as well.  I was touched by his 

thoughtfulness.  My hand came up to his face.  “Always?” I asked him to make sure that 

he was sure.  I could be a hand full even on a good day. 

  

“Always,” he said and then he swooped in with cloak covered arms and kissed me.  My 

arms slid up under his, my palms coming to rest on his back.  His hands came up under 

my hips, lifting me up as he pressed me back against the wall.  My legs helping by 

wrapping around his hips, placing him right where I wanted him most.  To reassure him 



of that my hands slipped down to his perfect bottom and pulled him against my hot core 

while at the same time I deepened the kiss and thought all the things I longed to be 

brave enough to say.  Things that no doubt I would get to in the span of “always”. 

  

I have missed you more than you could ever know…If you ever lie to me I am going to 

drag you out in the sun and tan your hide!...You feel so good…If you cheat on me I will 

cut off your Gracious Plenty!...I want you inside me when we bond, Eric…If you betray 

me I will stake you!...Teach me how to be someone I can be proud of…If you leave me 

again after this I will hunt you down and shoot your kneecaps out with silver 

bullets!...Teach me how to let someone love me… 

  

I was a tumbling mass of emotion and maybe he couldn’t read my mind, but he could 

feel the tears sliding down my face as I ground my hips against his hard shaft, 

whimpering for his touch.  He could feel my need, both physical and emotional in our 

blood tie.  He could feel me suffocating as the Sookie I had been gave up the ghost and 

the Sookie I wanted to be dived into him like he was the ocean. 

  

His fingers slipped between us and were moving between my thighs, making me ready 

as he had those few precious nights we shared.  The cloak protected me from Andre’s 

eyes but the sounds I was making as I surrendered to Eric’s touch were still painting a 

clear picture of what was happening between us.  I was appalled only in the truth that I 

didn’t care. 

  

For so long I had lived my life like other people thought I should.  It left me beat up and 

alone.  Now…now I was for once going to do just exactly what I wanted to do.  It might 

work out, it might not, but it would be easier to pay for if I picked out something I 

wanted instead of what everyone told me I should want.  If this went south I would pony 

up. 

  



He removed my panties with a flick of his wrist and then I felt him, hard and pulsing at 

my entrance.  “Yesssssss,” I whispered in his ear, as I tugged his long blond hair under 

the black velvet hood.  Eric groaned and swiveled his hips, working into me inch by 

precious inch as I latched on and sucked his neck, leaving a hickey.  I hardly cared, he 

would heal in no time, and the feeling made him crazy, just it had before, increasing the 

speed of his hips. 

  

He rested his forehead against mine for a moment when I was fully impaled on his thick 

hard cock, back pressed to wall, legs locked around his hips, forbidding him to leave me 

until he had provided the satisfaction he promised himself capable of in every word and 

deed. 

  

When his hips pulled back and I felt the length of him rising out of me I wanted to beg 

him not to leave me, beg him to press me hard against the wall and push as deeply into 

me as he could until he touched all the places in me that felt like they belonged just to 

him.  Mindless of pride and subterfuge when I felt him almost completely gone from me 

I clutched at his head and whispered into his ear.  “Make me yours…” 

  

His hands pressed against the concrete wall on either side of my head as he held my 

body with his against the wall.  He was thrusting into me deep and hard and I was 

grateful, perhaps for the first time that I had some extra padding on my hips and that 

my frame was solid.  Nothing less could have taken what he was giving as he 

surrendered to his passion. 

  

His face captivated me, and while he gave my body everything it could ever have wanted 

it was his face that fed my heart.  It was absolutely crystal clear in the look on his face 

that he was as swept away by what was happening between us I was.  I pulled his lips to 

mine and opened my mouth like I was going to eat him and felt him press further into 

me where we were joined below making me whimper. His hands came up under my hips 



pulling me onto him, opening me to him in a new angle that sent me right over the edge 

in just a few strokes. 

  

His fangs slipped into my neck while I convulsed between his body and the wall, my 

head finally falling to his neck where I tore into him with my blunt teeth gulping him 

down, set on fire by his still hard cock stretching my tight core around him and his cold 

blood setting my throat ablaze as I swallowed him.  Any moment I expected him to 

explode inside me, I needed him to do it, but his hips slowly stopped moving and his 

kisses became softer as  he licked my wounds closed and rested his head on my neck 

taking in deep breaths of my scent. 

  

I could feel him so contented.  Right there, right in that moment, he felt exactly as safe 

and cherished in my arms as I did in his.  More than ever I wanted to give him the same 

pleasure that he had just given me.  He wanted me, of that his new swirling emotions 

mixing with mine told me that with perfect clarity.  They also told me that he wanted to 

protect me.  He wanted to take from Andre’s prying gaze and finish what we had started 

here now that the requisite blood sharing had been completed.  I tugged his hair and 

brought his gaze to mine. 

  

I was done pretending. 

  

“I love you,” I mouthed the words silently to him, still hid from Andre’s view.  I didn’t 

care that he was there.  It’s not like they all wouldn’t know we had had sex, they were 

vampires, sniffing, smelling, nosy, gossipy vampires.  I couldn’t do anything about that, 

but what I felt, what I had to say, that was for Eric alone.  “Make me yours,” I said again, 

out loud as I had before and when he thrust into me again I thought I would die right 

there in his arms.  I was still sensitive from my last orgasm, and I was stretched around 

him so tightly in his swollen state that I could feel every bump and ridge of his flesh as 

he rocked into me, focused only now on making me his. 



  

He had shivered inside me when I told him I loved him.  I was shivering his arms now, 

panting, moaning and sweating against the wall as he fucked me deep, hard and fast, 

unable to hold himself back anymore.  Feeling his passion spill deep inside me sent me 

over the edge in his arms again and I bit his neck again taking another pull of his blood 

and was rewarded by feeling his cock jerk inside me as he came again. He groaned and 

shuddered between my thighs, pressing his whole body against mine. 

  

He kissed me softly, slowly and then he raised me off him and gently set my feet on the 

floor.  He straightened my clothes and kissed me one last time before turning back to 

face Andre with a flourish of his long black cloak. 

  

The hall was empty.  At some point, Andre had left us.  I looked at Eric and thought 

about making a joke, something to break the tension.  Then I realized that I didn’t have 

to do with him.  I didn’t have to be funny.  I didn’t have to be anything but Sookie, and 

he was fine with that.  I pulled him down for another kiss, and then hugged him. 

  

“I will tell the Tiger,” he said sounding triumphant as he kissed the top of my head. 

  

“We will tell Quinn.  He will never believe just you.”  His hand rubbed my back. 

  

“I don’t care what he believes.” 

  



“It’s a small world, Eric.  Who knows when we might see him again and perhaps even 

need to call upon him for assistance?”  He growled softly and kissed my forehead again 

before starting to move us toward the nearest exit. 

  

“There is a dance later,” he said in my ear as we moved through the door. 

  

“Will you save one for me?” I asked him, my arm around his waist as we walked down 

the hall.  He stopped suddenly and turned to face me, looking shocked. 

  

“This is really happening, isn’t it?” His hands came up to my face, his eyes demanding 

that that I tell him the truth.  I probably would have taken it the wrong way before the 

bond, but now I could feel his happiness growing at the prospect of us sharing this blood 

bond.  “I’m not dreaming, Sookie?” he pressed me to answer, demanding that I give into 

him. 

  

“Shall I tell you all the things that I find completely insufferable about you, Sheriff 

Northman? Would that reassure you that I did indeed just moments ago, ‘yield to you’?” 

I teased in my best tone of anger and disappointment, which lasted all of ten second 

before my smile took over and made him blink as if the sun had risen in the hotel hall. 

  

“Yes, please tell me each one, loudly and in excruciating detail, Miss Stackhouse,” he 

said, before he smiled back at me, his arm sliding around me again as we went down the 

hall.  “And I will save all my dances for you, from here on out,” he whispered in my ear 

before planting a kiss on my cheek. I giggled and took a deep breath before trying to 

sound serious as I spoke. 

  



“The first thing is your enormous-“ 

  

“My enormous what?” he pounced, the devil dancing in his eyes. 

  

“Mouth,” I finished, pursing my lips to keep from smiling. 

  

“Shall I show you what it is for, my lover?”  I stopped and turned to him. 

  

“Yes, do that.”  I was half messing with him and half serious.  In for a penny, after all. 

  

“Now?” he asked bouncing on his toes in anticipation. 

  

“Yes.”  His cry of delight made the doors in the corridor open and guests glance up and 

down the corridor to see what was causing the disturbance, but my lover swept me away 

at blurry speed to his room to capitulate to my demands. 

  

This being bonded thing might be even better than I thought. 

~End~ 

 

 

 



Fix You- *One Shot* Set in Dead To Worse/OOC/NC17-   The scene in the 

Corvette when Eric drives her home after meeting Niall for the first time.  

  

*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books shortly before Nevada takes over 

the state Niall calls Eric up on the phone and asks him to bring Sookie around for a 

meeting because she is his fairy great granddaughter.  Eric agrees to bring her and 

finds himself completely overwhelmed by the scent of her fairy relatives when she exits 

the restaurant and he drives her home.   On the way back to Bon Temps they are pulled 

over by a cop for speeding.  Before the cop comes alongside the car she reads his mind 

and realizes that he is about to try and kill them. 

 Eric saves her by covering her with his body and then he lays waste to the would be 

assassin hastily disposing of the body and pressing Sookie against the side of the car 

and kissing her passionately.  She responds to this kiss whole heartedly but they realize 

that are making out at the murder scene so they get back in the Corvette and hurry 

home. 

 When they arrive at Sookie’s the bullet is exiting his neck and he is in some pain from 

his wound.  He asks her for blood and she tells him no, that he can handle it and if he 

really needs something he can stop at Merlotte’s for a blood on the way home. 

 I hated that.  I like this better…. 

  

Fix You 

“Sookie, I’m hurting…Can I?” He leaned over and brushed his fingers over my 

neck.  Consciously, I separated the desire to touch him from the words he had just 

said.  He had been bold, rude, suggestive, and arrogant in the time that I had known him 

but not once had he confessed anything like weakness.  No, that’s not right.  Even now 

he is not weak, he is vulnerable. 

“Can you, I dunno, turn the bond down on low or something?  I want to see what I am 

feeling, not what you’re feeling.  Can you do that for just a minute?”  He looked at me 

sharply and suddenly I felt a drop in how much I desired him.  Not a complete removal 



of my desire for him, just the strength of it dropped to a level that matched what I 

remembered from when he stayed with me. 

Since he didn’t remember any of that, at least as far I knew, then I could be reasonably 

certain that this was all me, wanting all of him. I also noticed that I missed him, that I 

had somehow just adjusted to being tied to this man and now when he dialed it back a 

notch it was noticeable that he was not with me.  I didn’t like it, and that surprised me. 

He gasped then, and I turned his head to see the bullet he had taken for me working its 

way out of neck slowly, his blood dripping down his neck and onto his collar.  The 

thought that someday that blood might run out spurred me into action. 

Surprising even myself with my agility I made it over the barrier between our seats and 

into his lap at once grateful and annoyed for the black slacks I had selected to wear 

tonight.  He moaned again, not completely in sexy joy at his new lap full of fairy.  I felt 

his hands come to rest on my hips and my hands went to his face.  “I nearly lost you 

tonight!” I sounded angry, but it wasn’t at him, it was at myself for being so fucking slow 

that I didn’t get it until now. 

He had been so glib about it all. Kissing me on the side of the road like he had all the 

time in the world, putting me on the defensive and keeping me distracted from the fact 

that as soon as I had warned him about the enemy approaching he had shoved me to the 

floor and covered the window with his back to shield me. 

He gasped again, and I swear in the moonlight I saw him go even paler than 

normal.  “Don’t you ever do that again!” I shook his face to make him hear me.  He 

opened his mouth to speak again the look on his face unreadable but I cut him off using 

my hand to guide his mouth into the side of my neck.  I felt him open the bond back up 

between us, he blew through me like a truck. 

“My lover,” he whispered to my ear, “May I touch you, pleasure your body to ease the 

sting of my fangs?”  I licked his blood from the wound in his neck, he had to come first 

now, figuratively speaking. 

“Later,” I assured him, pressing his head down again.  “You need this now.  Let me fix 

you, Eric.”  He moved my body against his hard length that now rested in just the right 

spot as I heard his fangs come down and felt them hesitate for just a moment before 



they bit down.  He moaned as he sucked my neck, thrusting his hips into me, his hands 

squeezing my breasts in time with his mouth and his hips.  I just held on as the mix of 

sensations and the desire in our bond and in my body pulled at me. 

He stilled beneath me before either us got to the top of the mountain we were climbing, 

pulling me tight against him and pressing his bloody lips to mine.  I could feel how 

much he wanted me and curious as to how it felt to him I froze completely still in his 

arms and thought of the sweet tingly feeling he gave me throughout my body.  I closed 

my eyes and imagined him moving in me as he had when he had stayed here and let him 

feel exactly what his touch had done to me in those few nights in January.  I stopped 

when I realized he was shaking in my arms. 

“W-what was that, Sookie?” he asked me, his hands coming to rest on my shoulders as 

he stared at me in the dark car. 

‘It’s how you make me feel when you touch me, Eric.  When you move in me, deep and 

slow, when you tear down all my walls and make me fly apart in your arms.  Could you 

feel it?” 

“Oh, yes,” he pulled me down to kiss me again now and I let him, I let him feel what he 

did to me, and before too long I felt it coming back at me.  So, this is what you do to him, 

I thought as my body responded, readying itself to help my bonded and myself to release 

this tension that was building between us.  Every kiss, caress and whisper took us 

higher, and I just wanted him. 

I had rarely ever been as brave as he was tonight.  I had never willing made myself 

vulnerable to Eric Northman.  It was a gesture I needed him to know that I 

appreciated.  I needed him to feel like he could do it again.  My hand slipped down to the 

side of his leather seat and experimented until I found the power button that laid him 

back as far as he could go in his seat.  Then I found the other button that lifted the seat 

itself, tilting his hips back at an angle, positioning him perfectly between my legs.  Last I 

got the third button to push out the lumbar support, I had fiddled with mine earlier and 

found the shifting felt quite pleasant on my lower back. 

He didn’t need lumbar support, but he had it, so why not use it? 



I pulled his shirt up slowly, trailing kisses on his chest thinking to him how much I 

needed him with each kiss.  Then I removed my own top and bra, letting him see me 

with his perfect vampire night vision.  I said something when his lips closed over my 

nipple but I don’t know what it was, some mindless entreaty that he go on, which he did 

for some time until I reached down and opened his jeans, tugging at the them to come 

down and leave only his skin for me to touch. 

He helped me get my slacks down.  I surprised him by slithering to the floor with them, 

careful to avoid the steering wheel as I rested my palms on his thighs and looked at him 

from behind his ready cock.  He was so ready that it hurt me to look at him like this.  It 

also made me feel powerful, and beautiful, and desired.  I reveled in that before I 

pumped his length in my hand a few times, making his hips thrust up for me just 

seconds before I slipped the tip of him into my mouth. 

He pressed his shoulders back on the seat, making it creak and groan as he tried to lift 

his hips higher and get more of his thick length into the heat of my mouth.   I pushed 

him back down with hands while my tongue swirled around the head of his cock.  I could 

taste him leaking onto my tongue as he got harder in my mouth. 

Not thinking I pushed my desire to him and I rolled his sensitive flesh in my hand while 

I sucked him harder and took him deeper into my mouth.  I was rewarded when his 

hands came to my head and he thrust into my mouth, and came on my tongue, 

whispering my name. 

I climbed back into his lap then and kissed him as I rocked on him, his hand slipping 

between my thighs, grunting deep in his chest when he found me soaking wet and 

dripping on his fingers.  I felt him line his still hard cock with my entrance and as he 

slipped inside his hand came up to tug my nipple while his tongue dueled with mine. 

I took him all the way in and then swiveled my hips in slow clockwise circles, rubbing 

every part of him against every part of me.  I shook in his arms, moaning in his mouth 

when I hit nine o’clock and the special place there that he had found when last I was his 

lover.  He felt my wetness increase from the touch of him deep inside me and he 

endeavored to make nine o’clock come again and again.  I lost the battle to hold on, to 

lead this charge, to have him surrender to me because when nine o’clock came the 

fourth time so did I.  Loudly, and with such an intense pleasure I felt my bones leave 

me.  He held on a few moments longer filling me again and again until his soft grunt and 



my name filled my ear as he gave himself to me completely.  I wanted to move and help 

him but it was just beyond me to move at that moment. 

He was softly kissing my neck when I opened my eyes a few minutes later.  He felt me 

stir.  “I will do it again,” he said softly in the dark steamy haven of his Corvette.  “I will 

do it every time anyone tries to hurt you.  I will do until I can’t do it anymore.” 

“Why?” I asked his neck, letting my arms hold him tighter, pretending I could keep him 

there and safe. 

“You’re important to me, Sookie.” I sat back, a different kind of fire in my veins now. 

“Then I need you to let you be important to me!  I need you to not be so cavalier about 

things.  I am mostly just human, Eric.  This world of violence and mayhem that you have 

known for so long, it’s all new for me! I don’t take it all in stride like you do, so when 

you’re acting all clever and hot I think everything is fine and go have my 

meltdown.  Stop being so fucking nonchalant all the time!” 

“I was not nonchalant when the attacker tried to shoot you!” he said almost snarling at 

me. 

“No, I mean after that.  You were kissing me acting like everything was all hunky dory 

and it wasn’t! You were hurt and you hid it from me! You could be sliced into tiny pieces 

and you would still be acting like everything was fine and trying to get in my pants!”  He 

chuckled then and it only made me madder.  I grabbed his ears and brought his face to 

mine.  “I am not kidding around, Eric!” 

“Ow!” he said bringing his hands up to mine to relieve the pressure I was applying to his 

ears. “I wasn’t laughing at you!”  He pulled my hands down and held them between 

his.  “I promise, I wasn’t laughing at you, Sookie.” 

“Then what is so all fired funny, buster?”  He sighed and rested his head against mine 

for a minute. 

“You never noticed before.” 

“What?” 



“You were not angry over my protecting you from Long Shadow, or in Dallas in 

or  Jackson or in Rhodes or any other time I have ever risked my life for yours.  You 

never noticed before, so…I didn’t expect it to be any different tonight.”  I sat back and 

looked at him. 

He was right.  I had not noticed before.  I felt hollowed out inside and then the hole in 

me started to fill with shame at how I had treated him.  How I had refused to look at 

him, to see him from the very beginning.  From the moment he had looked at me in 

Fangtasia I had shut him down and closed him out. Filing him in some drawer of my 

mind where he could be easily categorized and referenced. 

Eric Northman lived under the label scoundrel, liar, manipulator and operator who only 

wanted one thing from me.  I expected him to be glib.  So much so that I couldn’t see 

anything other than what I expected to see. 

But…I had just given him what I had decided he wanted from me.  Like a teenager at the 

drive in I had jumped his bones and here was holding my hands and telling me that he 

would die for me.  As the realization hit full force I coughed out a sob and covered my 

face in shame unable to look at him any longer. 

I was a complete idiot.  I wanted to be independent on my own large and in charge of my 

decisions and I wanted to be in a relationship at the same time.  I wanted to be with 

someone who put me first and didn’t think that anyone ever did because I was looking at 

everyone but the one person who was actually doing that all the fucking time. 

I was impossible and couldn’t even stand myself most of the time, but he could stand 

me.  He protected me when I couldn’t do it for myself.  I had filed it away as him 

protecting an asset but he wouldn’t die for asset.  He would protect it but it would not let 

it jeopardize his very existence.  He would let an asset go and move on. 

If he were what I had labeled him to be he would have dumped me in the gravel of my 

driveway, thrown my clothes out at me and spun rocks in my face on his way back to 

Shreveport to carve another notch in his headboard.  Instead he was here…still 

here…saying he would be here as long as he could be. 

He waited patiently while I got myself together and helped me find my pants and get 

them on by maneuvering me around like I weighed nothing at all.  When I was finally 



covered I opened his door and climbed out.  When I turned the look on his face was one 

of pained disappointment and that broke my heart all over again.  Taking a deep breath 

I held my hand out to him.  He looked at it and then at me, his eyebrow coming up. 

“Would you like to come in, Eric?  Maybe stay the night?”  He remained still but I saw 

him tense up. 

“What about your roommates?  They don’t like me very much.” 

“They can like it or they lump it and find some other place to live.”  He smiled a little 

and then took my hand rising gracefully to stand beside me. 

“Wouldn't you be lonely if they moved out?” he asked looking down at me with an 

expression I didn’t understand.  I turned it back on him. 

“Will I?”  He smiled then. 

“No, I don’t think you will be.” 

He was right, as he often was.  I wasn’t the least bit lonely after that night. 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Memories *One Shot*/Set between From Dead to Worse & Dead and 

Gone/OOC/M for language 

*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books, Sookie has ended her relationship 

with Quinn and has just saved Eric and DeCastro from being murdered by a 

remaining member of Sophie’s regime by running over the vampire with her car.  Eric 

has recovered his memories of their time together when he was under the witches spell 

but has been kept too busy by the Nevada take over to truly address this with Sookie. 

He tried the night of the takeover when they all came back and she dismissed him out 

of hand, quite coldly, saying that now was not the time to drag that all up again. 

Again, I hated that.  I like this better. 

This is set three nights after she has rescued Eric and the King. 

  

Memories 

I had known he was coming.  I had felt it for days building in the air around me like 

lightening about to strike.  I had thought it would feel…scary or dreadful 

maybe.  Instead each minute that ticked past after he made his decision carried the 

weight of peace and contentment.  Eric was coming, and it just felt…right. 

I cleaned my house, I washed my clothes, I set everything to rights and I focused on the 

glowing sense of peace in my heart.  I would finally get to say all the things I needed to 

say and then I could move on.  I could leave that time we had together behind me, and 

my anger over losing it as well.  It would be painful to talk about, and devastating to 

acknowledge at long last, but still, when I cut into the wound and let the poison run out, 

after the bleeding, after the pain there would be such peace and relief on the other side. 

After setting everything on what would be our stage perfectly I went to do the same for 

myself.  In the shower as I washed my hair I let myself slide into remembering him here 

with me.  I avoided this bathroom almost religiously since his time here, using the one 

downstairs as often as I could and always to shower.  I had even spent the first month of 

his absence in baths, unable to feel the water on my skin without longing for his touch to 

follow it. 



Eventually, I got around it, but I had never gotten over it.  There was just too much loss 

at the end of what had been the happiest moments of my life to ever get over.  If I had 

tried I would have fallen in completely and lost myself.   As it was it had been close 

already. 

I wanted to be comfortable in my own skin tonight, so I wore my favorite t-shirt and 

blue jeans.  I left my shoes off, because I hated shoes.  I had always hated shoes.  I 

needed to touch the ground with my feet whenever I could.  I made myself a hot cup of 

tea because I wanted something to do with hands both before he arrived and after.  I 

turned on the stereo and put on one of favorite CD’s, a mix of David O’Dowda. It set 

exactly the tone outside that I felt inside me. 

I knew he would be here around 6:30.  I never questioned how I knew.  I just did, and 

the knowing felt good.  Being certain of something in my very uncertain world was just 

fucking excellent.  I warmed a blood for and him and had just placed them both on the 

coffee table when he knocked at the door.  I ran to it, toward him, toward this reckoning 

that I wanted every bit as much as he did.  That I needed every bit as much as he did. 

“Eric.” 

“Sookie.”  I shivered when he said my name and looked at me with his stormy eyes.  He 

had flown here, I could tell because his hair was disheveled. He was arranging it back to 

its proper place when I opened the door.  Flying, what would that be like?  Before I 

realized it the words on my mind were out my lips.  It was going to be that kind of 

evening. 

“I wish I had asked you to take me flying sometime.” He stopped, his face blank but I 

could feel him now and inside him was the same mix of sadness and regret that clogged 

my own veins.  The combined weight of our regret made it hard to breathe as it pressed 

in on my chest. 

“Would you like to go now?”  He opened his arms to me.  I smiled and stepped back so 

he could enter.  We both knew we had missed our chance for such childish delights.  For 

tonight, for this one night, I was going to be the grown up.  I could do it for just a few 

hours.  That is how you grew up, right?  You just pulled your big girl panties up and did 

it?  You put away childish things and childish dreams and tried to think of someone 

other than yourself for a time.  Maybe a few seconds at first, maybe whole minutes 



where you stepped out of yourself and thought about things from someone else’s 

perspective. 

If you tried hard enough you might even get to whole hours when you knew that you 

were not the center of the universe.  I was determined to do that tonight, to give him 

what seconds, minutes or hours I could conjure from beneath my childish self and offer 

them to him. 

I had to finish this right.  If it was over I couldn’t change that, but I could see it out with 

dignity and grace.  That would let me look back on this with some sense of pride and 

kindness, rather than seeing it as just another mistake in a long line of mistakes that 

pushed me along.  I wanted to chart my own path and the beginning was here tonight. 

He sat down on the sofa his long legs and large frame taking up more than half of it.  I 

folded myself into the cushions, bringing my bare feet up to place my knees in front of 

me, one arm over the back the other reaching for my tea which I balanced on my 

knee.  Then I looked at him again. 

This will be the last night I ever see you, I thought as I sipped my tea and gestured 

toward his warmed and waiting bottle of blood.  He nodded, acknowledging my offer but 

did not pick it up.  “You knew I was coming.”  It wasn’t a question. 

“I could feel you from the moment you decided to come here.” 

“Our bond is strong, Sookie.” 

“Yes, it is.”  I balanced the tea on my knee again and rested my head on my hand 

propped on the back of the sofa.  I had pulled my hair up in messy bun and I felt it shift 

a little as I tilted my head.  I felt completely at peace and utterly certain in this 

moment.  I paused to savor that feeling.  It wasn’t something that I had experienced 

before.  From that position I let the words flow out of me, each one feeling more right 

than the last. 

“I owe you an apology, Eric.  When you told me you got your memories back I did not 

treat you fairly.  I have no excuse for being such an ass to you, but I did think I had my 

reasons.”  He moved to speak but I went on quickly not giving him the chance.  “I didn’t 

really of course.  Treating anyone that way is wrong, you most of all because of all that 



you…that we had been through.”  I took a deep breath and looked at him.  He had 

slipped off his leather jacket when he came in and was in one of his black tank tops, his 

long legs in his usual black jeans and his boots.  He must have dozens of those outfits, I 

thought as I sipped my tea again.  He did not try to speak again in the silence of my 

pause, he only stared at me as intently as I was looking at him, waiting. 

“I had tried so hard to forget, you see.  To press all of it down until I could get past it that 

I couldn’t face you bringing it up again.  That and I wasn’t ready for you to tell me that 

now that you knew how you felt in that time you knew it was a big mistake.”  He moved 

then and I was sure he would say something now so I hurried on.  “I had never felt like 

that before, you see?  That time with you was so unlike anything I had ever known 

before that even though I couldn’t look at it directly I couldn’t bear for you take it away 

from me either.  That was why I couldn’t let you speak that night.  I said it all very badly 

and I am sorry for that, but I wasn’t ready to face it then.” I let out a shaky breath 

focusing on making myself not cry on keeping my voice steady and on keeping this 

moving until the wound was open all the way. 

“I am ready now.  I am ready to accept that you do not love me.  I am ready to accept 

that I am only asset to you that you need to keep in order to maintain your standing with 

the new King.  I am ready to accept that if you had been in your right mind here for 

those few days you might still have tried to get into my bed, you always made that desire 

plain, but you would not have been so…open with me because that is not who you are. 

“You are the vampire Sherriff of Area Five and you do not open yourself up to feel 

anything.  Maybe because you don’t want to, or maybe because you can’t.  The way you 

were with me then…it’s not your fault that I let myself pretend that you cared for 

me.  That you genuinely cared about my brother getting his fool self abducted.  That you 

needed anything from me other than comfort because your world was upside down.  I 

did all that, and for a moment it…” I could feel the sob pressing to get out as I went on 

laying myself bare, but I pushed it back down hard, swallowing. 

I would not be weak, goddamnit! No, not now. Not halfway through what must be done! 

“For a moment it was everything I had dreamed of in my secret heart of hearts.  To have 

someone to care for me, who wanted me to be theirs.”  I could stop the sobbing but only 

because I let the tears run free now.  I let them go and felt the pressure ease in my chest 



enough to take a ragged breath.  Just a little more I told myself.  Just a little further and 

then he can go and I can cry this out and leave this behind me.  Just a little more. 

“I did that, not you.  It was so wrong of me to pretend like that, to let myself get swept 

up in dreams while your world was falling apart and you were just looking for anything 

to hold on to.  I am so, so sorry, Eric.  You deserved better.  You deserved better then 

and you deserved better when you remembered what had really happened.  I’m sorry I 

wasn’t strong enough to give it to you then.  I hope…I hope that me saying it now makes 

up for it all at least a little.” 

I had been looking in his eyes the whole time I spoke, begging him to believe me, 

begging him to hear me and I suppose begging him to take it easy on me when he finally 

told me what I knew was coming. He had every right to be angry with me and the way I 

had behaved toward him.  I had hidden too long in my paltry justification that what I did 

was acceptable because he was not always an honest man himself, failing to see that my 

actions had nothing to do with his.  I could hardly hold the measure of rule on his 

behavior when I was so willing to treat him reprehensibly in his darkest moment.  I set 

my tea back on the table and looked at him, still refusing to wipe my tears and holding 

the sobs inside me.  Just a little  more and I could let go.  He would be gone soon. 

“So, you can go now, Eric.  I am sorry, but I know that after all this you don’t really want 

to stay.” I didn’t move, I was holding myself together with threads. He could see himself 

out.  I expected him to leave in flourish, free of this crazy telepathic barmaid once and 

for all.  I didn’t know I was holding my breath until he spoke. 

“Well, thank the gods you got all that figured out.”  His tone was sarcastic and cold and I 

saw my worst fears coming at me.  He was going to take his pound of flesh before he 

left.  It wasn’t like I didn’t think it could happen.  I would have to go a little further, but I 

had earned his ire, so I would take it.  Let him speak his piece and then he would go.  I 

let out a shaky breath and braced. 

“I mean really, Sookie.  It was all so terrible for me here with you here being kept safe by 

you, being welcomed into your bed and experiencing the most incredible sex of my long 

existence was something that you should apologize for.  Do it again.” I dropped my 

head, resting it on my knee as he went on. 



“You got it all so wrong, woman.  Did you manage that alone or did you call in some of 

you idiot friends to help you put together this montage of self-blame and bullshit?”  My 

head jerked up and I saw him sliding toward me inch by inch on the sofa as his eyes 

burned blue fire.  I opened my mouth to speak but he cut me off this time.  Again, I 

guess I had it coming. 

“If I had retained my memories I would have married you, right then.  What I shared 

with you was as real for me as it was for you.  I would not have taken it away from you, 

silly woman.  I would have spent every minute between then and now showing you that 

it was real.  That I was real. That we were real.”  He reached me then and his hand 

slipped up behind my head his fingers tangling themselves in my hair.  “We 

are still real.  Just as real as we were then, except that I know now the full range of my 

power, of my authority and of my love for you.  Stop trying to push me away and hold 

onto me like you once did.  Believe in me as you once did and see that there is nothing I 

have not done or would not do for you!” 

My knees parted as he leaned into me and pressed his lips softly to mine.  His kiss called 

to mind the memories of our nights together.  Passionate soft kisses that burned with a 

hot passion that belied his chilly lips.  He pulled me to sit on his lap as his hands pulled 

down my hair and he pressed his chest to mine.  “I have missed you so, even when I 

didn’t know what I was missing and now that I do, nothing means anything without you 

at my side.” 

That did it.   His words knocked loose the sobs in my chest and I threw my arms around 

him and buried my face in his shoulder as my brain spun around in crazy circles making 

the room spin with it.  I closed my eyes and  held on to him like I had once before so 

long ago when I let myself believe that he would always be there to steady me.  As I cried 

out all my pain on him be soothed my back with his large hands and whispered to me in 

a steady stream his memories of everything. 

“You were so tired but you stopped for me.  You brought me home and your strength 

and confidence in me gave me strength and confidence in myself.  You took care of me 

and the first thing I thought was how I wanted to be the one taking care of you, Sookie. 

“When you told me that I had made you work for me I understood why you were not my 

lover and I vowed that if you would give me a chance, I would work to be the kind of 

man who deserved that chance.  That I would cherish you.  I cherished you, Sookie every 



moment that I was here, and every moment since I got my memories back.  I have 

cherished you.”  I held him tighter then, really bawling feeling like I could never stop 

this river of tears that might have started over him, but his words were touching wounds 

and scars that predated my knowledge that he even existed.  I had never been cherished 

before.  Until he said, I didn’t even know what it was, let alone that I needed it and 

wanted it desperately. 

“The first time I kissed you, oh I remember that first kiss here in your house.  It was 

beyond words.  I have no way to tell you what that was like for me.  It was holy and 

profound.  It was my first kiss and it was everything a kiss should have been.”  His voice 

was getting lower now and I had to struggle to hear him over my crying, but I forced 

myself to quiet because I needed to hear him. 

“Now I remember each and every kiss that I have ever had in my long life and still it is 

the kiss by which I measure all others. Even if you never kiss me again and make me go 

tonight and I never see you again it will be the kiss by which all others are measured as 

long as I walk the night.”  Unable to speak and ask him to stay I locked my arms tighter 

around his broad shoulders and pulled my legs in tight around his waist.  I had thought I 

was ready for him to disappear into the night forever, but if he left me like this now I 

was sure it would kill me.  All the poison was running out of me through my tears and I 

was feeling lighter by the second as he healed me with his words. 

“I long for those care free times here with you.  I liked my life before, I thrilled in the 

political games and intrigue of vampire aristocracy but now, it makes me tired and I 

resent it because it always seems to serve no purpose but to take me from your side.  I 

don’t want to do it anymore without you.  That is why my first thought the night of the 

takeover was to come to you.  To protect you above all others, Sookie.  So that if I met 

my true death your face would be the last thing I saw.  Nothing meant more to than you 

then or now.  Nothing.”  His last words were a whisper into my neck and they made me 

shiver in his arms. 

I could feel the truth of them and his love for me in our bond.  It was so strong that I 

wondered at how I had not felt it before.  It was too big and bright and strong to hide.  I 

quieted in his arms, feeling his love for me, and I for the first time thought of my love for 

him.  How I had let myself believe we might have a future in those moments when I let 



myself love him.  He sighed contentedly as my love washed over him validating I 

suppose his rightness in opening his heart to me tonight. 

I was out of words.  I used them wrong more often than not so I followed the feeling in 

my heart and pushed it out him, begging him to see and understand that I had thought I 

was setting him free of an unwanted obligation when this night had started, and that 

now I knew how wrong I had been.  I wasn’t unwanted. I wasn’t an obligation. 

I wiped my tears now and sat back to look in his eyes.  He looked at me as he had that 

night when he had first made me his lover and I had to close my eyes because it hurt in 

the core of me to see my strong Viking so open and bare before me.  I kissed his 

forehead softly and then moved on to his cheeks, moving slowly, holding my lips to his 

face until I needed to move on and worship another piece of this beloved man.  When I 

finished I sat back again, my small hands on his long graceful neck. 

“Thank you,” I whispered to his lips just before they pressed themselves to mine.  He 

melted me like butter on griddle, sizzling puddles of kissed Sookie running down him 

lap.  He possessed me completely with his mouth and his hands and I lost all sense of 

myself as I had promised to do at the beginning of this evening.  There was only him for 

me, and his need and I could feel how much he needed to be reassured as he had just 

done for me. 

I lacked his competence with words so I offered myself to him, holding nothing back 

now.  I opened the bond between us and let him feel what he meant to me.  From the 

groans and shakes that passed through and from him I could tell that he had heard me. 

“Take me to bed, Eric.  Love me like we have all night.” 

“Like we have every night,” he answered as he picked me up and spirited me 

away.  Tomorrow there would kings and ships and sealing wax.  Hell, there would 

probably even be a shifter walrus, knowing our luck, but there would also be us.  That 

made everything possible and nothing impossible in every tomorrow that was to come. 

~End~ 

 



*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books, this is set after she has been taken 

by Neave and Lochlan and carved up like a Christmas turkey.  Eric has healed her 

physically but she is still emotionally damaged from what transpired at the hands of 

her Fae cousins. 

 Eric’s maker Appius is in town, and he is keeping Eric and away from Sookie.  We 

may get to that later, but for now Alcide has taken Sookie to a pack meeting and 

drugged her to stand in as shaman.  Hey, from a dipshit wolf’s perspective the only 

difference between a telepath and a shaman is the money he saved by using a friend. 

 This book was tough for me for a lot of reasons.  Number one of which was Sookie’s 

consistently off the chart level of self-involvement.  I thought this would be a good time 

to show her things from a perspective other than her own and ask the questions that 

Erics’s pride keeps locked deep inside him. 

  

Jesus For The Jugular 

 When we don’t know what to call a good thing happens to us we fall back to saying it 

was a miracle.  When we don’t know what to call a bad thing that happens to us we fall 

back to saying it was a nightmare. 

The difference between the two is perspective. 

I had thought Alcide was my friend.  When I realized he had drugged me in his clumsy 

efforts to make a telepath into a shaman I saw clearly through my hazy vision that he 

was not.  He had done this to me for his gain, not for mine.  He had done this because he 

knew that never in thousand years would have I had said yes. 

I stood there by the fire shaking inside and outside as the stars moved over my head.  I 

could feel the earth moving beneath my feet!  It was an odd sensation that at once elated 

and terrified me.  It lent itself to the notion that at any moment I might fly off the skin of 

this world into the dark night forever.  I closed my eyes, raised my arms out straight and 

welcomed it. 



I had never done drugs, I rarely even drank.  It was too hard to keep my shields up when 

my inhibitions went down.  I had, however, seen what alcohol and drug induced 

euphoria looked like in the mind of another. 

There was a complete sense of connection and disconnection, of being apart and a part 

at the same time.  Somewhere around the bonfire that pack had going someone started 

banging on drum and my body fell into its slow sexy rhythm moving with the world as it 

spun. I was wide open and unable to shield myself. 

I expected to hear the thoughts of the pack, and they were there, a dull roar under the 

beats of the drum that called my hips to follow its steady beat.  I found something else 

though that was louder, or maybe it found me. 

Child, you should not be here, the voice said sternly.  There was also love it in 

though, like a father to a daughter who had done something that she should have known 

better than to do.  My body was still dancing, but my mind was flying. 

I didn’t mean to. 

 No matter.  You are here.  Ask your questions. 

If Alcide had told me that he planned to do this then I might have asked him what his 

purpose was, what questions he had for me to ask.  He did not.   So, I asked my 

questions, ones I didn’t even know I had. 

Will there be peace for me? 

Child, you are so young.  There is no peace except in the quiet moments you 

carve from the chaos as you live out your existence on this plain.  

Then my life will always be this?  I showed it then, this voice the things that had 

happened to me.  Bill, the Queen, the bonding, my abduction and torture, asking if this 

was to be all I was to know. 

 And more, the voice responded and before me flashed Niall, as he had been at the 

restaurant, but in this place I saw his true face and recoiled from it.  I had loved him 

instantly because of his beauty.  Beauty that had been a lie I could not see until now.  I 



saw him and Claude digging through my house looking for something, their true faces 

shining through as they ransacked my family treasures. 

Destroyers! I called out. 

Seekers, the voice answered and showed me a small green glowing object that rested in 

my hand.  Cluviel dor, the voice said. A love wish.  As soon as the words were spoken 

my heart called to Eric. 

I saw him kneeling before his maker, Appius who had I met just a few nights 

before.  Then I saw so much more than I ever wanted.  I felt his pain as his maker forced 

him to do things that no one should ever be forced to do!  You will divorce the human, 

Appius said as he closed his eyes in pleasure over Eric’s ministrations to his body.  You 

will marry the vampire queen of Oklahoma. I command you! 

No! I called out.  I will kill you Appius! 

Cold laughter boomed out.  Ask me again child if this all your life will be!  My 

images came back to me then, Bill, the Queen, my abduction and torture, ending this 

time on Eric bonding to me in Rhodes. 

Will you save your lover? 

Yes! 

 Will you kill for your love? 

Yes! 

 Will you die for him as he would for you? 

YES!  This time the stars above shook with the power of my answer. 

Then open your eyes child!  See the chances before you and be only weak 

when there are other options left. Love is a gift! 

Love is a gift, I repeated. 

 Love is a wish! 



Love is a wish, I repeated. 

Do you see? It asked me. 

Yes! 

Then open your eyes. 

What? 

 OPEN YOUR EYES AND SEE! 

I fell to my knees tripping over my own feet.  The impact made me open my eyes and I 

saw Alcide watching me, waiting for my proclamations as pack shaman, his eyes greedy, 

beady and dark.  The only friendship between us had been from me.  I turned from it 

closing my eyes again, only to face Niall again in the restaurant. 

Would you like me to kill this vampire for you? His eyes the same as Alcide’s behind his 

beautiful fake human face. 

Can I stay with you, cousin?  Claude asked smiling as inside he rubbed his long clawed 

hands in glee.  Power, his mind chanted, power! 

Hands were grabbing me then, pulling at me, pulling me down, breaking the skin and I 

screamed reaching for something to hold on to.  At first there was nothing and 

then…there was Eric lifting me up and holding me tight as he always did. 

Lover, what is wrong?  You must tell me! 

 Everything has led to this! The voice intoned again.  A necessary preparation to 

make you strong! To make you ready! 

Ready for what? I asked holding on to Eric like a lifeline. 

“To fight for what you love,” the voice spoke through Eric.  “You know now that there is 

nothing your vampire will not do for you!  What will you do for him?  Will you bleed for 

him as he has for you?” 



“Yes,” I said kissing the Eric that held me in his arms.  “Yes,” I said again as I heard his 

fangs come down and felt them pierce my neck as he held me gently, reverently in his 

grasp.  I was his life and he was mine. 

I felt in my hands then the small green compact, the cluviel dor. 

Love is a wish, the voice said again, and then everything turned to black. 

When I awoke I was on the ground, retching from the poison that Alcide had given 

me.  As soon as I could move I thought of my beautiful Eric and knew that I had to go 

him tonight.  Now. 

“Sookie!” Alcide shook me, “What did you see?” 

“Love is a wish,” I told him then I struggled up from the ground and into the night to 

find my lover. 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



*SPOILERS*  For those not familiar with the books Sookie is not happy with the bond 

and feels as though Eric uses it to manipulate her into feeling things that she would not 

feel under ordinary circumstances.  At this point in the story they are in a relationship 

though she stubbornly refuses to leave her home in Bon Temps to be nearer to him 

where he can protect her from their many enemies.  

Earlier in the story she had asked her witch friend Amelia to find a magical way to 

sever the bond between her and Eric so that she can get back to being herself.  Nothing 

happens with that for several books and then out of the blue Amelia shows up with a 

spell to undo her connection to Eric.  She has Amelia perform the spell without even 

talking to Eric about it.  Once it is complete he calls her on this way frantic because he 

thought she was dead and she tells him what she has done.  He is so angry that he tells 

her he can’t talk to her right then and he will call her later. 

After the fact, she does seem to regret at least not telling him in advance but shows 

little remorse about the loss of the bond itself, though she knew almost nothing about 

it.  

I hated that.  I like this better. 

Thousand Miles 

  

I hit the door of Fangtasia like the hounds of Hell were on my heels. He has been sitting 

on his throne but rose immediately and moved to my side so fast I could not track 

him.  He loomed over me, seeming to grow larger than his usual height, looking at me 

with concern on his face.  The moment his hands touched my shoulders I closed my eyes 

and let out the breath I had been holding. 

“Sookie?  What’s wrong?” He shook me a little to make me answer.  I opened my eyes 

and looked at him, really looked him for the first time since I don’t know when and I felt 

a tear slide down my cheek.  Immediately, his thumb wiped it away.  Then I was in his 

arms and we were out the door and into the night sky.  He held me close and whispered 

soothing things in my ear as I held on to him tighter than I ever had before. 



He took me into his house as soon as we landed in the yard and carried me to his large 

plush sofa keeping me in his arms and on his lap.  “Tell me,” he pleaded into my hair 

and I swallowed the lump in my throat and looked for the words to express what I was 

feeling. 

“I need to know something.”  I looked up into his stormy blue eyes. 

“Anything,” he said sincerely and waited for me to go on. 

“Tell me everything about this bond between us.”  I surprised him. 

“Has something threatened you?” He hissed at me, his fangs coming down at the 

thought of someone trying to hurt me. 

“No, maybe.  I don’t know.  I have a chance to break this bond and I almost did it tonight 

without talking to you.  I…realized that before I did that I wanted to understand what 

this truly is, this connection between us.” 

“You no longer wish to be bonded to me?”  In split second he had gone from vicious 

protector to broken hearted lover.  A few words had completely crushed him.  I had 

completely crushed him.  My hands went immediately to his face and I turned in his lap 

to face him, needing to feel him close. 

“I don’t know. I don’t know what it means really.  I need you to tell me.”  He fell back 

against the cushions and closed his eyes, clearly trying to reign in his stormy emotions. 

He sat there completely still and I started to fear that he would push me off his lap and 

tell me to fuck off. 

“Eric?” I asked, my voice shaking. 

“I forget how young you are, lover.  I forget that you don’t know the things I take for 

granted.”  I nodded, not really agreeing, because I didn’t know for sure what he was 

talking about, but wanting to encourage him to go on.  I needed him desperately to go 

on.  “I was afraid that you would come to hate me for what happened in Rhodes.” 

“I don’t hate you, Eric.  Never that.  I just don’t understand what this all means and you 

never explained it.” 



“Don’t you trust me to know what is best?” His eyes were open now and I felt naked and 

alone even though he was right there with me. 

“I trust you to keep me safe, when you can.” He twitched beneath me and I felt like I had 

staked him in the heart.  We had not healed from the time I had been taken and Victor 

had silvered him to keep him from my side.  His disappointment in his failure to protect 

me hung about his like a cloak of miserableness. 

I should have been more aware of that but I had been caught up in trying to survive 

myself and had nothing left to give him as he mourned.  I was mourning, too.  It was a 

wound that we shared and he had given me everything he had not taking the time to 

handle his own emotional fall out.  The fact that he still carried it with him was evident 

when he was not able to meet my gaze. We would get to that, but first I needed to know 

about this bond. 

“Eric, I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean that the way it sounded.  I meant that you believe you are 

doing what is best for me, in your opinion.  I am asking you to help me form my own 

opinion by teaching me the things you take for granted.”  After a moment he shook off 

his melancholy and looked at me. 

“Close your eyes, Sookie.”  I wasn’t sure what that would do, but what the hell.  I did it 

and waited.  “Listen, not with your ears but with your whole body.  Take some deep 

breaths and clear your mind.”  His hands came back to my waist, supporting me and 

then pulling me into his arms again so that I could rest on his chest.  “Let all the tension 

leave your body and believe that right now, you are in the safest place you could be.  No 

worries, no concerns, no doubts.  There is only you and you are floating in a sea of 

warmth and comfort.” 

His voice was so soothing and hypnotic that I felt myself doing as he said, growing more 

and more relaxed and in tune with myself as the moments passed.  “Now, focus on your 

heartbeat and listen.”  At first there was only the soft beat that filled me and then I 

thought I heard something else under that.  Something that sang with a crystal melody, 

sharp, clear and beautiful.  As I focused on it the sound became clearer and I felt myself 

floating toward it wanting to be closer. 

Outside I snuggled deeper into my vampire, moaning softly in pleasure and 

contentment.  “That sound you hear, Sookie, visualize what it looks like and describe it 



to me.”  His voice sounded so distant and yet it was inside me as well.  I heard myself 

answer him, but my words sounded far away and slow to my ears that were focused on 

the sounds I was following. 

“It’s like…a thousand crystal bells, playing all at once.  It’s strong and unbreakable and 

yet so fragile that one wrong move would shatter it.”  I could see them then, refracting 

light like prisms as they played.  They went up into the sky until I couldn’t see them 

anymore.  They were incredibly large, each one the size of my house or bigger but I knew 

somehow that was just the way I was seeing them.  It was all about perspective.  “Follow 

them, Sookie. Let yourself go and follow them to where they take you.” 

I felt my body rise up and wind around them, spiraling into the sky, through the clouds 

and into somewhere else entirely.  I could still hear them and still see them but I shifted 

focus to look for where the crystal path led.  I gasped when I saw him, floating in the 

night sky, the crystal bells leading right to my Eric.  His arms were floating akimbo and 

his eyes were closed with the most peaceful look on his face. 

If the bells had been the size of my house, this floating image of my vampire lover was 

the size of Louisiana itself.  I felt my heart double pump as I beheld his beauty in this 

place.  In the night sky it seemed he wore a crown made of the stars themselves and I 

felt tears come to my eyes.  He was so beautiful! 

Suddenly his eyes opened and he looked down at me, so tiny in comparison to his 

gargantuan form.  The warmth of his smile was a thousand suns and when he held his 

arms open to me I moved toward them like a compass to true north.  I belonged there. 

When I felt his arms close around me I realized that I was now the same size as him and 

when I looked down I saw that the spiraling path of crystal bells actually started in my 

chest and ended in his.  In them I could see galaxies spiraling, planets and suns and 

supernovas that winked and then blinked out as though eons had passed in a less than a 

second. 

When he pulled me against him the bond ignited as it pressed between us and the flash 

of light was so bright that I tried to shield my eyes.  When I tried to look again we were 

wrapped around each other floating in space. 



“Our bond connects us to each other, but it is much more than that.  It connects us to 

everything, everything, Sookie, more strongly than ever before.  I can feel you, and you 

can feel me and we are no longer two, we are one.  One being with all of our gifts focused 

on piercing the darkness around us.  There is nothing we can’t do or be if we are 

together.” He swung an arm out the universe around us.  “Do you hate me so much that 

you would give all this up?”  I felt his pain in my chest and the sound of perfect crystal 

bells become chaotic and off key.  This was what discord in our bond sounded like. 

“I do not hate you, and don’t you ever say that to me again, Eric Northman!” the discord 

grew louder. 

“Then why would you think of leaving me?” Blood tears rimmed his eyes now and I felt 

my heart break as his pain washed over me.  I pushed it back.  I thought of him and our 

times together and pushed that back at him full force, fighting him in this new way to 

make him see the things that he would purposefully forget to make his case against me. 

I wondered for a moment if I could accidentally kill him with the force of my love. When 

I saw him shake at the onslaught of my emotions I pulled some of it back, wrapping my 

arms around him.  “I’m sorry,” I said into his hair as I held him to my breast and sent 

him soothing peaceful thoughts.  Slowly, the crystal bells found their rhythm again and 

resumed their beautiful melody.  When he was settled I went on. 

“I didn’t know about any of this.  I didn’t know we could experience anything like this.” 

“You were never open to it.  You immediately assumed the worst in Rhodes.  Since then 

you have fought me at every side, resenting me and the bond and pulling away from 

me.  It has been so painful, Sookie.  It was like having exactly what I had always wanted 

within my grasp and not being able to touch it.”  Darkness rolled through the bond then, 

burning anger and shards of pain and loneliness that once again sent the bells off their 

tune.    Immediately he looked at me, regret in his eyes again. 

“I’m sorry, Sookie.  I didn’t want you to feel that.”  I was gasping and still processing that 

storm that had run through me. 

“Why…why would you hide that from me?” 

“Isn’t that obvious?” 



“Oh, fuck you, Eric! You tell me that I can’t accept who you are and what is between us 

and then you set about hiding yourself from me taking away my chance to accept it at 

all!  You don’t get to have it both ways!  You are not alone in this anymore!  I am here, 

too and this is not just about your anymore, buster. It’s about me, too! Us!  Pick a side 

damn it and tell me what you want!” 

“I want you, foolish woman!  I have always wanted you! Before I even met you, you were 

what I would think of when I thought of what I needed to go on.” 

“Then stop hiding from me!” 

“I wasn’t hiding from you! I was…protecting you.”  His voice trailed off at the last part. 

“No wonder you were so angry at me.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Well, I may be young as you say, but I let my feelings out.  Loudly, and often.   I say 

whatever comes to my mind and do whatever I want.  You hold everything inside and 

pretend you don’t feel anything at all.   How you must resent me.” 

“You are too reckless, Sookie.” 

“Perhaps, but you are too repressed, Eric.”  The corner of his mouth came up. 

“Perhaps.” 

“If we are in this then we are in this.  You get heaping buckets of my crazy immaturity 

and I get your frustration and anger and we work through that together.  We get it out of 

the way and we know that despite our faults we are in this together.  I need that, or I am 

going to break this bond.” 

I felt his fear at my words, and then I felt him bring it under control.  I sighed. He wasn’t 

hearing me. 

“Tell me, Eric, don’t press it down.” 



“I don’t want you to end the bond.  It is not practical to leave yourself so exposed.”  I 

raised an eyebrow at him waiting.  He tried again.  “Being joined to you makes me feel 

alive again, Sookie.  Everything about you makes me feel alive again.  I don’t want to 

lose this connection with you.  This is just the beginning I think,” he said gesturing 

around again.  “There has never been a union like ours and there is no way to know what 

our limits are or if there are any at all.  I want to explore that with you.”  He kissed me 

then, and I felt the depth of his love for me sing in our bond.  It was the most beautiful 

sound I have ever heard. 

I opened my eyes in his lap and covered his face in kisses, baptizing him in my tears.  He 

undressed me slowly, reverently and when we joined  I saw the starscape of crystal bells 

again.  We moved in time with their tune and played our song all through the night. 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books, when Eric revealed that he did not 

come to save her when she was taken by the fairies because Victor Madden silvered 

him and held him prisoner, Sookie pronounces Victor’s death sentence.  Her vicious 

response was a surprise even to Eric, because it demonstrated a level of commitment 

to the supernatural life that she had held back from until that point. 

 He, Sookie and Pam plot to bring Victor and his entourage into Fangtasia for a one 

time only concert by Bubba, also known as Elvis, yes the real Elvis.  Their plan at the 

height of the concert was to take them all by surprise and kill them, hiding the evidence 

of Victor’s demise and lying to the vampire King De Castro.  *This was not only 

Sookie’s idea, but her plan right from the start* 

 Once the deed was accomplished, she punked out, crying about the murder of these 

vampires and her role in it, but mostly her disgust about Eric’s joy in his actions.  She 

didn’t seem capable of understanding why he would revel in killing someone who was 

not only draining him financially but also had prevented him from saving his blood 

bonded wife from hours of physical torture that left her body scarred despite copious 

amounts of his ancient healing blood. 

 By this point Sookie has broken her bond to Eric and has discovered that her telepathy 

comes not from the Fae but from the demon blood that Cataliades had fed her 

grandparents melding his DNA into their offspring.  *I think this denotes a level of 

intimacy that should have read like more than a tea party but we may come to that 

later in another story*  She also knows about the Cluviel Dor and Eric’s pending 

marriage and yet still can’t quite figure out what in the world to use a magic wish 

for…*eye roll* 

 I hated that.  I like this better… 

Vicious Traditions 

I made the best decision I could make at any given time based on the information I 

had.  

As far as shields go, even I knew that was pathetic, but still I clung to it when I got down 

deep in my thoughts and regrets about the path that led to this night.  This had been my 

idea, why was I lacking the faith of my convictions as I watched my plan come together 



flawlessly?  Eric was so fucking proud of me that I didn't even need a bond with him to 

feel it. 

Good thing, my nasty bitchy voice whispered in my head, ‘cause you threw that away 

like it was nothing! 

I tried, again, to argue that I made the best decision I could make because I needed to 

know that I loved him.  That I loved him, not the bond but the echoes of my own 

cowardice deafened me to my paltry reasons.  The hurt in his eyes when he came to me 

would be with me until the day I died. 

 Until the fucking day I died. 

Which could be today.  Either way, it would be sooner than Eric and so I couldn’t even 

feel justly punished because he would still be bleeding in his soul for our bond when I 

was returned to dust.  For that I was sorrier than any words could convey and I was glad 

at least that he couldn’t feel that.  He still loved me, no matter what damn fool thing I 

did and it made the hole inside me bigger, sucking at my soul. 

Of course he can feel that, idiot!  He has his own hole where you used to live inside him! 

Pam came out and signaled that Bubba was here and ready to work his black velvet 

magic that would allow us to end this thing with Madden once and for all.  Good, my 

voice chimed in again, when you are killing them, find a mirror you fucking coward 

and look at your true face.  See if you can stand what you see when your last excuse is 

stripped away! 

I turned from that voice and surveyed Fangtasia.  The vampire Disneyland had been 

turned into a quiet supper club where one of the greatest performers of all time would 

take the stage.   I smiled at my wit, I didn’t mean Bubba.  I meant myself.  I was such a 

fucking liar, but at least I knew I came by it honest. 

Oh, Gran, you fucking hypocrite! A lady does this and lady does not do that! You can’t 

accept gifts like that people will think you are a kept woman! 

Yeah, but if I had let my husband, my fucking HUSBAND love and care for me as he 

wanted to do I still wouldn’t have been the fucking colossal liar and cheat you 

managed to be, now would I?  Oh, how it galled me, fucking around on her husband 



and drinking demon blood like it was high noon tea!   I wonder if she yelled out “My 

stars!” when her fairy and demon lovers fucked her into oblivion? 

You cheated me out of so much, Gran, and I will never, ever be able to forgive you for 

that!  And your letter, your apology to me, your gift. Yyou had no problem with gifts, 

did you?  If just once I could have shut your lying voice up in my brain how different 

would my life be?  How much better?  You raised me when I had no one and I owe you 

for that, but only so much because you also hobbled me in the righteousness that even 

you couldn’t live up to.  

I looked at Eric across the room as he handled some last minute details before Madden 

arrived.  He offered me the world and I reduced him to the size of Bon Temps because 

you told me that is what a lady should do.  What in the holy crying fuck did you ever 

know about being a goddamned lady, Adele Fucking Stackhouse? 

I rose, clenching and opening my fists as I paced trying to reign myself back under 

control.  I was due this emotional release, but now was not the best time. 

Would they even have taken you, cut you, burned you if she had kept her legs together 

and not fucked a fairy? 

No, my rational mind rallied against my rage, but that is because I would not have been 

here at all.  Her husband could not give her children.  I took a deep breath and swung 

my arms out and back and forth trying to loosen my tension and find some place to 

perch inside my own head that these stones couldn’t reach me.  My fucked up psyche 

could throw them like a fucking professional pitcher, bruising me, making me bleed in 

psychic ways that no vampire blood could heal. 

Oh, you are her granddaughter aren’t you?  You spurn him when he calls you wife, you 

mock his love and devotion but let him tap a vein and you cling to him still unyielding 

as you drink.  How can you hate her and not hate yourself? 

“I do!” I screamed to myself, bending over to keep from falling over as the blood left my 

head.  I do hate myself, I finished internally, but it was too late.  Eric was already there, 

demanding to know what was wrong and how he might help.  He was always like that.  I 

was always a fucking fool. 



I stood and placed my hand on his solid arm to steady me, looking up into his eyes, mine 

more wide open than perhaps ever before.  “How do you do it?” I asked him.  His brow 

furrowed and I felt him reach for me in the ghost limb of our severed bond.  I nearly 

cried out at the phantom pain I felt in the heart of me. 

“Do what, Sookie?” 

“Always care?  Always reach out to me.  Help me.  Save me.  Love me.  How do you find 

the strength to always do it?”  He shook his head slightly not understanding me.  “I treat 

you so selfishly all the fucking time.  Still you never hesitate.  You shame me with your 

faith in me.” 

Shadows passed his face, and I could still sense that his regret at my abduction and his 

failure to rescue me.  We had cried it out.  We had fucked it out.  Tonight we would 

murder it out.  Would this third and final time pay for all and set him free from his own 

pain regarding that night?  He didn’t speak, but that was all right.  I knew that he could 

not tell me what was in his heart, not in a room full of minions who saw only the warrior 

Sheriff and not the man that I had been privileged to glimpse in nights of love drenched 

in moonlight. 

If I had been less my grandmother’s fake mini-me and more myself I would still be able 

to feel him and know beyond a doubt what I could now only suspect and hope. 

“They are here,” Pam said from beside the door ending our moment.  He looked at me 

sharply and I nodded to reassure him.  I could keep it together until this was done.  I 

could do that for him at least. 

Madden came in scenting the air like wild animal looking for a trap.  I smiled my best 

southern hostess smile, swallowed my bile and took his arm to lead him to the best seat 

in the house. I made small talk until Bubba came out and then I watched and I waited. 

Four or five songs into the set Madden literally placed his hand over his undead heart 

and sighed like a teenaged girl.  Any minute now I was expecting him to toss his panties 

at Bubba and stand up and jumping and screaming as he held his face in ecstasy.  It was 

time to make our move. 



I leaned over to Victor like I was going to whisper something to him about the 

performance.  He leaned over, eyes still fixated on Bubba. All the better, I thought as I 

slipped the silver dagger from my garter belt and shoved deeply into his throat right 

under his chin. “That’s for Eric!” I whispered fiercely as I twisted the blade and sawed it 

back and forth to inflict as much damage as possible. 

From the corner of my eye I saw Eric rise from the back like Death himself, moving 

swiftly and silently as he beheaded Victor’s crew.  Pam wrapped one’s neck in silver, her 

delicate elbow lady gloves protecting her skin as she popped his head off, mouth open 

fangs down to catch the spray.  She looked like the goddess Shiva with murder and sex 

in her eyes. 

Victor was clawing at me now, tearing my arms open as I held on and pressed the blade 

deeper. I punished him for my mistakes and my regrets.  His eyes found mine and I saw 

terror there.  “How long has it been since you were afraid Victor Madden?” I was smiling 

when I asked him and even through his pain he blinked at what would surely be my 

deranged face as I peered at him, covered in the jets of his blood. 

Eric came then, and jerked Victor from my arms starting what I had finished, first 

impaling him on his sword, raising him up with one arm to the ceiling.  “For my wife,” 

he ground out through his extended fangs.  Then in a movement so fast I could barely 

follow it he removed the sword, letting Victor fall and beheaded him before his feet 

could even touch the ground. 

His enemy defeated a Viking battle cry escaped his chest so loud my ears were ringing 

when he finally stopped.  Quickly, he looked around the room and finding that everyone 

of Victor’s entourage had been dispatched and that we had suffered no casualties he 

turned to me. 

Unbelievably, I was still sitting where I had been when this started, my arms bleeding, 

unable to move as adrenaline coursed through me, making me shaky and weak as shock 

set in right behind it.  We had won!  I almost hadn’t planned for that at all.  When I my 

eyes met Eric’s I raised my bleeding arms to him, welcoming him home. 

The moment he touched me I was lost.  “I’m sorry!” I sobbed into his chest. He was too 

excited to calm me, too battle crazed to be anything other than what he was at the 

core.  A conqueror.  He carried me away like the spoils of battle, away from the carnage 



and into his office.  I think Bill was in there, until he took one look at Eric and me in his 

arms and then he left.  That was the only part that mattered. 

There was no gentle loving husband in this room.  There was no sorrowful reckless 

wife.  There was a man who had fought and triumphed and the woman who welcomed 

him home from battle.  I was soaking wet in anticipation of what I had seen in his eyes, 

and naked a moment later when he thrust into me making me scream his name, making 

himself my new religion. 

My bloody arms went around his neck as he pounded into me, marking his face, 

marking him as mine with my sacrifice.  The last time he had asked, and I had 

grudgingly accepted, this time I didn’t offer him the courtesy, no was not an option. 

I tore into his neck, gulping him, not to heal my arms but to heal my soul. I sucked his 

wound in time with his thrusts and broke suction long enough to order him, 

“Drink!”  Snarling he tore into my neck and fucked me harder as we recreated our bond 

again. 

I let go when his neck healed and held onto him as he hitched me up around his hips 

and increased his speed to vampiric levels, still drinking me. “I love you, husband,” I 

said in his ear as I came around him inside me.  Again his Viking war cry filled the air as 

he filled me with his offering, still fucking me right through his orgasm and pressing on. 

We fell back on the couch, me riding his lap as he pulled me up and down, biting my 

breast to taste me again.  I tore into his neck again and with each drink I felt more than I 

had before of him.  Finally, he shuddered beneath me, like a horse ridden to exhaustion 

and pulled me down to his chest as he smelled my hair and licked Victor’s blood from 

my face. 

“You are my husband!” I said panting into his face as he licked me.  He made a growly 

noise of assent to my statement. 

“I will not share you!” Again, he made that growling noise that was going right to my 

core, making me want him again while he did that in my ear.  Feeling me clench around 

him still inside me he started moving slowly, stroking me deeply and bringing me to 

orgasm again in moments.  Keeping me there he folded me in his arms tight against his 

chest. 



“I have missed you,” he said to my hair.  I promised myself right then that he would 

never ever say those horrible words to me again.  He would never miss me again.  Ever. 

There was much to tell him about Gran and Desmond and me being a part demon, and 

then last but not least there was the love gift that I had inherited.  A magical wish that I 

would offer to my husband as recompense for the slights my Gran had unknowingly 

done to us. 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books Victor is now dead and De Castro 

has come to town to find out what happened.  Everyone is out to get a piece of the 

Viking, Freyda comes to stake her claim and Eric is forced by his king and is future 

queen to divorce Sookie.  Even Sookie gets in some digs before the credits roll on this 

one. 

Freyda also pays a visit to our dimwitted heroine, something that said more than 

anything else ever could have with regard to Eric’s feelings for her. 

 Eric tells her that no matter what happens in public it does nothing to change his 

feelings for her.  “She is the wife of his heart.”  She is then summoned to Fangtasia 

where Eric hands her back the blade she had given him when they married and just 

like that, they are divorced.  She is devastated, though I don’t understand why.  She 

told him repeatedly not to call her wife and denied their marriage for several books, 

but she was devastated when he handed her back the knife. *eye roll* 

 I hated that…I like this better. 

 (The song that goes with this one is one of my top 20 favorites.  I found it in the movie 

A Life Less Ordinary, which I highly recommend.  I was delighted to find it this 

morning on YouTube to share here.  I was in love when I heard this line… 

 “I’d rather drown than swim, if I can’t walk on water.” 

 Oh, pride, the downfall of us all…eventually.)  

Velvet Divorce 

Freyda was lovely, there was no denying that.  She thought she was better than me, and 

there was no denying that either.  The thing was though, she was here.  In my rundown 

house, sitting at my table speaking like blood wouldn’t run in her mouth about how I 

needed to think of Eric now and do the right thing. 

People, and vampires, were funny like that.  Most of the time whenever they spoke they 

had already tucked the truth was far from their lips.  My first impulse was to say that 

Eric could make his own choices, but that was my pride.  If this creature thought I had 

to let him go to lose him, perhaps I owed more debt here than foolish pride can cover. 



“Surely,” she went on, “You can see what it would do for a vampire his age to raise his 

status to my consort in Oklahoma.  If you know anything at all you know he is far 

superior to role of Sheriff that his former queen and current king keep him locked into 

here in…Louisiana.”  I think the contempt splattered onto my foot when it dripped from 

her lips the floor. 

“Why not king?” 

“Whatever do you mean?” 

“Why are you taking Eric to be your ‘consort’ and not your king?  Surely, you can see 

that he is beyond being you boy toy.” She looked at me sharply then, something shifting 

in her eyes that had been hidden up to then.   I leaned into this beautiful killing machine 

and baited her some more.  “He is a good fuck, let me assure you of that, the best in fact, 

but he is more than cock for you to ride.  Surely, you can see that?” 

“What transpires between the Viking and myself is not your concern, human.” 

“Wife, I am sure you meant wife, and yes, that means it does concern me.”  Her fangs 

dropped and I quickly rescinded her invitation following her out to the porch standing 

in the door as she fumed.  “He chose me you know?  He did, not his maker, not his king 

and not any other person who is trying to make him take you.” 

“Bitch! I will kill you!” 

“Get in line,” I replied and looked down at my nails casually.  At this point she would be 

about fourteenth in a line of psychos gunning for me, most of which were my own 

kin.  She had fangs, and speed and strength, but so what?  I had Eric, and I wasn’t 

fucking letting him go! 

“I will make him divorce you, humiliate you and we will see who he chooses then.”  I 

looked back at her now and smiled at her.  She had just tipped her hand and didn’t even 

know it.  I could fight anything if I could see it coming and that bitch blew the horn to 

announce her plan. 

“If he really meant anything to you at all, you would be making him king.” 

“You know nothing of vampire politics!”  I nodded in agreement. 



“True, but I know the man, and you are selling him short.  I know that because I did it, 

too, but I won’t be any more.  Good night, your majesty.” 

32XXXXXXXXXXXX23 

Two nights later Eric shook me awake.  I pulled him into my arms.  I had missed him 

and I had so much to make up for that I hardly knew where to start.  After a moment he 

relaxed into me, sniffing my hair and rubbing my back soothingly as he purred against 

me. 

“Sookie,” he started but I shut him up with kisses.  He tried to pull back but I refused to 

give in.  He was not just going to pull away, walk away, and be away from me.  I felt him 

surrender.  I felt him come home to me and I worked to make this about him, telling 

him with wordless kisses and caresses that this thing between us was all that mattered. 

I laid him down on the bed and removed his clothes slowly, kissing and caressing him 

like we had all night.  Everyone punctuated with a soft whisper of, “I love you.”  When I 

slid up his body and took him inside me I saw the tears on his face. They were stark 

against his white skin.  As I worked him I leaned in and kissed him again, deeply and 

then I kissed and licked away his tears until his beautiful skin was pristine again. 

His hands came up to my hips pulling me down harder on his cock as he thrust up into 

me.  He sat us up never missing a beat and buried his face in my breasts, covering me 

with desperate kisses.  I could feel that he thought this would be our last time 

together.  I pushed it away and focused on making him come for me, wanting his mind 

and his body fully here with me in this last moment.  Not because I thought it was our 

last but because he was mine!  I would share him with no other ghosts in his mind. 

I pulled his head down to my neck and put my mouth in his.  Anticipating what was to 

come he started thrusting harder and faster, feeling so perfect and good that I could not 

stop myself from falling over the edge of bliss in his arms.  I bit down as I clenched him 

tight inside me, making him moan as he fisted my hair and sank his fangs into me.  I 

came again, flashes of his face dancing behind my eyes.  This will not be the last time, 

my love, I swore to him as he shook with pleasure and need in my arms, finding his own 

release as he sucked me into him deeper and deeper.  He became warm in my arms and 

I could only think of love as we licked the wounds we had made in each other.  Tonight’s 

just another kind for me, not all of them so easily seen, but still capable of being healed. 



We held each, not moving for what seemed a long time.  Rather than make him say it, I 

did it for him.  “She’s going to make you divorce me before she takes you.”  His arms 

tightened around me confirming my suspicions.  I hugged him back and kissed his long 

graceful neck softly. “Well, she’s going to try anyway.” 

“I can’t…I have no choice,” he said to my neck, his voice betraying his pain and regret.  I 

soothed him. 

“You will, baby. You will.  I promise.” 

32XXXXXXXXXXXXXX23 

Oh, Stackhouse, you gotta be outta your fucking mind! I thought for the twentieth time 

that day.  Each time I had chuckled and pressed on with my plans.  Eric had told me that 

I would be summoned to Fangtasia in two nights and he would return the dagger to me, 

effectively ending our marriage. 

It would be a velvet divorce, quiet, smooth and dark behind closed doors.  Years ending 

a moment that could not be taken back.  Maybe.  Maybe not. 

“We’re ready for you Miss Stackhouse.”  I nodded and rose moving to my seat and trying 

to blink in the brightness of the lights as my eyes adjusted. 

32XXXXXXXXXXXXXXX23 

I entered Fangtasia the next night with my head held high.  Pam met me at the door and 

hugged me tight.  I clung to her a moment needing her strength to see this through.  She 

didn’t know what was about to happen and I prayed that she would still be my friend on 

the other side of it.  I pulled back and looked at her. 

“Some people are on their way here to help me and Eric tonight.  Let them in.”  She 

looked at me but didn’t ask, she didn’t need to.  “It’s the best chance we have to get him 

out of this.  Please, Pam.  Please!”  She nodded and hugged me again. 

When I entered the office I saw Freyda on the couch and De Castro behind Eric’s 

desk.  Eric was pacing like a caged tiger, his gaze landing on me when I opened the door. 

He did not look happy to see me, but we both knew that I would come.  I had to, for 

more reasons than he knew but was about to find out.  He hugged me, which 



momentarily wiped the smirk off Freyda’s face, delighting me like a child with candy.  I 

hugged him back and told him I loved him. 

“Enough theatrics, Northman, let’s do this.  I will be taking the telepath with me tonight 

as soon as this is done.  I have waited long enough.”  Freyda cackled in glee.  Eric’s fangs 

snapped down and he turned to them in a blur placing me behind him. 

“NO!” his voice roared through the room echoing.  “We had a bargain!” 

“I don’t need to bargain with you, I am your king!”  Eric tensed in front of me, ready to 

attack.  I slipped my arms around him from behind and rested my cheek on his back. 

“It’s ok,” I whispered to him, praying that it was.  He stood a moment and then moved to 

the desk to pick up the wrapped bundle that I had given him in front of Madden not 

even realizing what it was I was doing.  He stopped in front of me and held it out.  I 

looked up into his eyes and smiled as I felt a tear slip down. I took a deep breath and 

then I placed my hands behind my back. 

“No.” 

“NO?” Felipe screamed out.  “Take the dagger now, I command it!”  Just then the door 

to Eric’s office flew up and in came Sara James, human interest anchor for Shreveport 

Action 6 News with her camera man Billy.  I had met them yesterday at the studio when 

I told them my story…when I told them our story. 

Sara held out her microphone and introduced her segment.  “This is Sara James 

reporting live in downtown Shreveport from the vampire bar Fangtasia.  I am here with 

the owner, Eric Northman and his human wife under vampire law Sookie Stackhouse.   I 

spoke with Miss Stackhouse in our studio yesterday and she shared with me that she 

was about to lose her husband due the vampire politics that surround their union and 

the plans of Nevada vampire entrepreneur Felipe De Castro and Oklahoma vampire 

Freyda Stalzgard. 

“We have just entered into the back office here as Felipe and Freyda try and force these 

two citizens apart.   Sookie, what’s happening here right now?” 



My eyes had been on Eric’s since the crew burst in and I had seen a kaleidoscope of 

emotions blow through them.  First anger, then fear, and finally amusement.  That one 

stayed.  I let out the breath I had been holding and turned to Sara. 

“Sara, I just refused to divorce my husband.” 

“What does that mean, explain it for our viewers?” 

“Well according to the threats that Felipe and Freyda have made against me I will either 

be killed, abducted or my closest friends and family will be killed or abducted.” 

“And yet, you still refuse to divorce Eric Northman?” 

“I would rather die his wife, than live a thousand years without him.”  He blinked back a 

tear then, amusement replaced with devotion in his eyes.  From behind him Felipe and 

Freyda rose to come and defend themselves from my accusations. Sara had done her 

homework based on what I had given her yesterday. 

“Now, see here,” Felipe started in, only to have Sara cut him off. 

“We have here Nevada resident Felipe De Castro who is currently under investigation 

for tax evasion and is a person of interest in several missing person’s cases in his home 

town of Las Vegas.  Mr.  De Castro would you like to comment on that?”  He shut his 

mouth as quickly as he opened it.  Sara turned to Freyda. 

“Ms. Stalzgard you are currently under investigation in Oklahoma for several vicious 

murders that took place on your property several months ago.  The authorities believe 

that they are vampiric murders and you are in violation of US law for leaving the state in 

the middle of that investigation.  Would you like to comment on that?”  Freyda smiled, 

trying to win the camera and the audience with her beauty. 

“The evidence is circumstantial at best and I have offered my full support to the 

authorities in locating the vampire responsible for these killings, if indeed one 

was.”  Light bulbs went off over my head. 

“You’re covering it up,” I said, mouth before brain as always.  Her eyes lasered to me 

cracking his fake mask as they did.  “You agreed to cover it up if Eric married you!” 



“No!” Freyda started to deny the charge. 

“So you don’t plan to marry Eric Northman?” Sara pressed her, the microphone right in 

her face and the camera zooming in. 

“I, yes…that is to say, I had hoped that we could come to an arrangement.” 

“An arrangement in which you forced him to divorce his current wife against his will.” 

“Not against his will, no-“ 

“Mr. Northman, do you want to leave your wife and marry this woman?” 

“No.” 

“Eric!” Freyda gasped pulling the camera back to her.  She was thinking fast and maybe 

her mouth got ahead of her brain, too because I nearly whooped with joy as she turned 

back the camera and said, “Mr. Northman is confused.  I have no desire to marry 

someone against their will nor to cause undue stress to Ms. Stackhouse and her family.” 

“You release your claim on him then?”  I pressed her.  We needed her to say it.  Out 

loud.  On live Shreveport television. 

“Yes,” she finally hissed, barely keeping her fangs up and hidden from the 

camera.  There was more commotion from the bar as the Shreveport PD came in to take 

Freyda into custody for leaving the state in the middle of a murder investigation that I 

was sure Alexi had been responsible for in the first place.  That was why Appius had sold 

his child into this farce of a marriage, to protect his second psychotic progeny. 

Making sure she got the full frame of Freyda being led away, in cuffs no less, Sara then 

turned back to the camera and smiled.  She could smell Emmy in the air like a vampire 

scents blood.  I had offered her a shot into the secret world of vampire politics letting 

her shine the light on the back room dealing that went on.  I had kept a lot from her, 

telling her just enough to make her my weapon and not the other way around. 

I had to keep some aces to hold the wolves back when the cameras went dark. 



“Well, this has been an eventful evening.  For the full story of Sookie Stackhouse and 

Eric Northman tune in tonight at 10pm for my exclusive interview with Miss Stackhouse 

where she tells all and takes us into a world where nothing is more important than the 

love she feels for her vampire.” 

~End~ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



*SPOILERS* For those not familiar with the books at this point Sookie has used her 

Cluviel Dor to save Sam’s life, leaving Eric with no other option but to marry 

Freyda.  They have a knock down drag out conversation at the hospital where Eric is 

forced to reveal that he had blackmailed Sam to stay away from her and that he had 

secretly been planning to turn her into a vampire thereby breaking his promise to her 

that he would never turn her against her will. 

Bill shows up to be the true friend that he has proven himself to be over and over (yes, 

that was sarcasm) by pointing out that she must love Sam because why else would she 

have chosen him over Eric.  She also finds out that Eric added another hundred years 

to his marriage for the promise that Freyda and Felipe will leave her to live out her 

mortal life in peace.  She is remarkably unmoved at his sacrifice. 

Freyda and Felipe agree with the stipulation that the human Sookie Stackhouse is 

barred from ever setting foot in Oklahoma, on pain of death, and that she will no 

longer visit Fangtasia again.  Eric sends his child Karin to watch over Sookie for the 

first year of his time in Oklahoma as his last order before he leaves, because he has 

also been barred from speaking with his children while he is serving as the Queen’s 

consort. 

I really, really fucking hated all of that.  I like this better…. 

  

The Demon Is In The Details 

After the latest knockdown drag out with Eric I did what any good redneck woman 

would do.  I went home and got dog drunk.  In vino veritas, or so they say and I looked 

hard for it, all the way to bottom of my glass, and then to bottom of the gin 

bottle.  Between the glass and the bottle I caught veritas in glimpses. 

I bled with you, not only from the pain but because of the love I have for you… 

But you left me… 

You are the wife of my heart… 

But you left me…. 



You are my bonded, of course you are mine… 

But you left me… 

Everyone left me.  They always left me.  I could run the long list but would it matter? 

The man who was supposed to live forever, who had promised to be mine for the rest of 

my mortal life had left me.  The rest seemed small in comparison. 

Don’t say that, we are not married… 

I pushed you away… 

You are mine… 

I pushed you away… 

You don’t own me and what I do is none of your concern… 

I pushed you away… 

Whatever happens in public it does not change the way I feel for you in my heart. 

I pushed you away…before you could leave me because I thought it would hurt less if I 

was the one who let the hammer down.  I believed that you would go and so I pushed 

you away…and you went.  I was wrong, it didn’t hurt less.  Nothing had ever hurt me 

more and I seen some shit go down! 

I pushed you away and you left me. 

I passed out crying over my stupidity and his last words to me, spinning them around 

and around with the actions he had taken to secure my future and they did not 

fit.  Nothing fit here.  Nothing would ever fit here again, because I pushed you away. 

32XXXXXXXXXX23 

The next day when I awoke with the worst hangover of my life I struggled into the first 

thing I could find and went on a quest for aspirin.  I couldn’t go to Wal-Mart, too many 

people, so I went to the small mom and pop on Main that had somehow managed to 

hang on despite the super store doing it’s very best to run them out of business.  My 



shields were decimated from the hangover so as soon as I saw my first person I was 

attacked by their thoughts. 

Her grandmother would be rolling over in her grave if she could see her now! 

Fucking slut, she likes to fuck them deaders.  She’s afraid of what a real live man can 

do. 

Fucking slut, she looks like she was rode hard and put up wet.  

I ran into the store and moved to the pain meds as fast as possible.  I thought once I got 

inside it would be better.  I was wrong. 

Tsk, Tsk, another wild night out with them bloodsuckers.  She looks like hell.  Bet she is 

here for iron pills so they can suck on her some more! Fucking leeches! 

Trash! 

Slut! 

Whore! 

Finally, turning to Mrs. Jenison behind the counter who was sixty-five if she was a day, I 

stared her down and reached for my aspirin.  When I approached the counter she looked 

at me with contempt, searching my neck with her cloudy cataract eyes knowingly, 

though there was not a bite to be seen. 

He must be biting her where it doesn’t show.  Whore! 

I managed to not say anything, I just paid for my aspirin and left only to be hit with 

more of the same outside.  By the time I got back to my house I was shaking.  My mind 

was racing.  How many times had I declared myself human as though it was something 

to be proud of?  The universe was punishing me now for my decisions. 

The universe had always been punishing me, and when it let up I was right there to fuck 

myself up in its place. 



NO MORE! I thought slamming my hands down on the steering wheel.  “Just no fucking 

more,” I whispered to myself.  “I can’t do this anymore.” 

I had acceptance once and I had pushed it away with both hands and then stood by 

while it was taken from me.  I had done a great disservice to someone who had cared for 

me as best he could, who put me first and who stood there patiently as I beat him about 

the head and face waiting for me to see him. 
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Desmond came the day after I called him.  I cut right to the chase.  “I am more than 

human.  I have the spark.  I want you to help me activate it and then teach me how to 

wield or put me in touch with those who can.”  He looked at me, and then he argued. I 

waited until he was done. 

“If you refuse me I will go to the crossroads and summon a devil.  This is Plan A, but I 

will take Plan B if you don’t give me what I want.” 

“Why would you sell your soul, child?” 

“Because it is all I have left to bargain with if you can’t get this spark thing going.” 

“But surely-“ 

“I am not fucking around here, Desmond.  You started this, you and Fintan and Adele.  I 

am asking you to help me finish it, and if you can’t or you won’t then leave now and I 

will move onto Plan B.”  He stared at me a long moment, no doubt reading my mind to 

see if I was serious.  He must had realized I was because he nodded and then slipped 

forward in this chair to take my hand. 

“You will need to drink my blood.”  I rose immediately and he stood, a confused look on 

his face.  “Sookie that is the only way.” 

“Sit down,” I tossed over my shoulder and kept moving.  “I’m just getting the knife.” 

32XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX23 



The tiniest drop mixed in wine had wrapped itself around my DNA and POOF! I was a 

telepath.  I drank half a cup full of Desmond’s impure demon blood and the world 

opened itself to me like a lover calling me home.  I slipped inside her and let the 

transformation begin. 

32XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX23 

When I rose a week later Desmond was sitting beside my bed.  I saw him with new eyes 

and went in to his mind like a hot knife into butter. 

She is more demon now than I am, he thought looking at me in wonder. 

“Let’s go see,” I said rising quickly and moving outside in a blur of speed that no human 

eye could follow.  By the time Desmond joined me I was hurling fireballs into the night 

sky laughing with glee.  At demon speed I moved around the yard, attacking a tree 

outback and making it explode into flames.   Desmond doused the fire with his magic 

before it could spread and I looked inside me to see what other handy little things I had 

picked up. 

Turning toward him I tackled him to the ground and held him there as he struggled.  It 

wasn’t easy but it wasn’t hard either.  As he struggled something primal came forth in 

me and I rolled off him as I felt my teeth grow sharp and my body convulsed sending out 

a beam of pure white light into the night sky. 

Fae light, I heard him think as he sat up beside.  She has the power of the Fae and the 

Demon active inside her now.  I stood and tried again to channel this light, attacking the 

same charred tree I had before, this time it exploded into a million pieces, like lightening 

had it hit it dead center. 

I turned to face him, my sharp smile on display.  He was on his knees in front of me, his 

face a mixture of terror and awe.  It would have bothered me a week ago.  Now I just 

accepted it and moved past him back into the house. 

There were a few things I would need, but not many.  The rest were memories I no 

longer wanted from a life where I had pretended to be something less than I was.  I left 

that night.  I didn’t look back. 
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I drove to the Oklahoma border and got a room at some dive motel to rest and change.  I 

didn’t sleep though, I was so alive it felt like I might never sleep again.  I sat on the bed, 

and waited.  Tonight I would enter the palace of the queen and offer Eric a choice that 

he didn’t have before.  If he still wanted me I would kill Freyda where she stood and 

then if Felipe gave me any problems I would burn his Vegas nest to the ground. 

If he wanted me. 

I pushed that thought away and focused on the importance of the offer.  He had been 

trapped and all his choices taken away.  He risked his very life to make sure that had 

never happened to me. I could do no less for him. Even if he no longer wanted me, I 

could do no less for Eric Northman. 

I smiled as I thought of how I would make my entrance, apparently having picked up a 

thing or two about dramatics from my vampire over the years.  He may not love 

anymore but I was sure I would get smile out of him when I blew in and looked at them 

all introducing myself before I let the fire and magic rain down on anyone who got in my 

way. 

“Howdy, ya’ll, I’m Sookie Stackhouse.  I’m what goes bump in the night.” 
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And so we come to the end of the one shots for SVM.  Thank you all for reading and for 

your wonderful comments and support.  In case you wonder what happens with them 

here after I can tell you that they do wind up together, eventually, but there is some 

stuff that happens in between, because if you thought she was a lot to handle before, 

well, you ain’t seen nothin’ yet.  :) 

 

 

~The End~ 

 


