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Chapter One – Miss Stackhouse, I presume? 

SPOV 

You’re ready for this. 

At least that was what I kept telling myself when in reality I was nervous as hell and could only 

hope, that after spending my lifetime hiding my secret from the world, it wouldn’t show on my 

face. 

Telepathy had been my first secret. I’d been miserable as a child thanks to what I’d thought of 

then as my curse, but now that I had better control of it I viewed it as my ace in the hole. It had 

been hell when I was younger. Hearing every thought going through everyone’s head and then 

realizing no one else could hear what I could, left me feeling frightened. I’d felt like a freak and 
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back then my only option was to become introverted. Shy to the point of becoming practically 

mute, even around my family because I was never really sure the words I heard were spoken 

aloud unless I was staring at their faces. Even then it was sometimes difficult to understand what 

they were saying, hearing the echo of their thoughts combined with their spoken words. It wasn’t 

until Jason and I had gone to live with Gran after our parents’ untimely death that things began to 

change for me. Now that I was older I realize I must have dreamt it all, but be it an angel sent by 

God or just my subconscious mind, I would always be grateful to Claudine. 

She’d started coming to me at night not long after we’d moved into the old farmhouse and told 

me she was my fairy godmother. I’d filled the time in my self-imposed seclusion reading books 

and as a child I didn’t think to question her claim. 

If Cinderella could have one, then why couldn’t I? 

She had an ethereal beauty not quite of this world and wore shimmery gowns that appeared to be 

straight out of a Disney film, but it was the love I felt in her presence and the lack of hearing her 

thoughts that made me believe back then that she truly was heaven sent. I missed my parents 

more than anything and other than my Gran, they had been the only ones who loved me and with 

whom I always felt protected. Claudine gave me that same feeling – like she was my kin and 

would keep me safe – so I latched onto her side every night when she showed up. At first she 

would only hug me and whisper soothing words as I cried – both for the grief I was still going 

through over losing my parents and for the guilt I felt over finding solace in her arms. After a 

time, she began telling me fantastical stories of fairies and elves – of hard fought battles with 

creatures like vampires – and even went so far as to include me in them telling me I was secretly 

a Princess of the Sky Fae. 

I didn’t believe her of course. Even then I knew what I was – an orphan who was fortunate 

enough to have a loving grandmother to take me in, but I still enjoyed hearing I was something 

special. 

I’d begun looking forward to her visits. She didn’t come to me every night, but on the days that 

were especially hard for me she was always there to wipe away my tears. On one night in 

particular I’d been very upset and even with all of her comforting words, it took me most of the 

night before I finally told her why in a whisper. I’d never told anyone this secret. It was my 

biggest and most guarded one, but it was also the one doing me the most harm – both physically 

and emotionally. I was afraid she would be angry. That she would think less of me. That she 

would tell me how awful I was and that it was all my fault. I feared hearing her say what I had 

done was bad – bad enough that she wouldn’t come to visit me anymore and when I told her of 

my Uncle Bartlett’s visit earlier that day, she was angry – lethally so, but I quickly learned her 

anger wasn’t directed at me. When I found out the very next day Uncle Bartlett had strangely 

been mauled to death by an animal in his own home the night before, I was relieved. 

If not a little concerned I had somehow wished his death. 

When Claudine came to me the following night, a part of me knew she had been responsible, 

although I couldn’t quite figure out how or why. But I didn’t ask for, nor did she offer, an 



explanation. It was enough for me to know in my heart she was my protector and on that night 

she began teaching me how to build up shields in my mind to shelter myself from everyone 

else’s thoughts. I found out I could hear her thoughts if she pushed them into my head, so we 

practiced every night for weeks. I barely slept at all in that time, but each morning before she 

would leave me she would give me a hug that infused me with energy, giving me the strength to 

be able to get through the coming day. Instead of feeling jittery like caffeine or sugar would have 

caused, it left me feeling like I’d just woken up from the most restful sleep and that, in 

combination with my new shields, helped me to begin to flourish. School was no longer a 

nightmare and I could finally concentrate in class. Hugging Gran would only give me comfort 

when I no longer had to hear the pity she felt for me every time I touched her. 

It was nearly a year later when Claudine came to me for the very last time. Her visits had become 

fewer and far in between, but in that time I was thriving in school. I had more friends than I 

could count now that shielding my head had become almost second nature, but I was still sad to 

see her go. She told me that her work with me was done for now, but that she would always be 

keeping an eye on me. She’d said she would always come to me in times of trouble when I truly 

needed her, but she had taught me all that she could for now. And when she left me for the final 

time that night, the tears I shed were only because I knew she was right. I didn’t need her like I 

once had and even after she was gone it didn’t really feel like it because I didn’t have the same 

ache in my heart as when my parents had died. 

And I truly believed she would always be there if I needed her. 

The introverted little girl I had once been grew into a confident young woman. I drove myself – 

pushed my limits to succeed in every goal I set for myself to the point I felt there was nothing I 

couldn’t overcome on sheer determination alone. I still had my telepathy of course and Claudine 

had taught me to use it whenever I saw fit, but it was no longer a hindrance in my life. She taught 

me to view it as a gift and in my mind was no different than someone having a photographic 

memory, so why wouldn’t I use every advantage available to me? 

The FBI recruited me during my senior year at Tulane. I’d been studying to become a lawyer – 

my gift would be a definite advantage in the courtroom – and while my stellar academic record 

was a motive for their interest, what I came to later find out was that wasn’t necessarily what 

they viewed to be my greatest asset. 

It was my youth and physical appearance. 

The only reason I even entertained their initial proposal was because of what I heard in their 

thoughts. They wanted me to go undercover to try and infiltrate Northman Enterprises and felt I 

was the perfect candidate. I was smart and had the educational background to back it up, but 

what tipped the scales most of all was that I fit Eric Northman’s type to a tee. I had nothing in my 

background to indicate I had connections to law enforcement of any kind, but just to be on the 

safe side they paid me off the books. Technically my name couldn’t be found in any payroll 

system of theirs and instead they set up payments through a shell company that went straight into 

another offshore account that couldn’t be traced back to me. I kept my part-time job working at 



the college library and lived within those means, so any investigation he did into my background 

would show I was just another college student on the verge of graduating. 

His background prior to arriving in New Orleans from Europe years earlier was spotty, but 

everything that could be found checked out. He was an orphan who made his own way by 

making well-minded business choices and stock market predictions. Ten years earlier, at the age 

of twenty-seven, he invested that money into owning and operating what was now the most 

successful casino in the entire state, along with a few lesser known but profitable businesses, 

some of which specialized in technology. He paid his employees generously with great benefit 

packages, so they all loved him and were loyal to their core. He paid his taxes every year and 

donated millions to local charities, benefitting many in the surrounding area. He hosted benefits 

for cancer stricken children and even had a wing at the local hospital dedicated to him thanks to 

his efforts. He was known as Louisiana’s ‘hottest catch’ because of his wealth and good looks, 

but that was only the public’s perception. 

Privately, the FBI believed him to be Louisiana’s most prolific serial killer. 

Over the last several years multiple unsolved homicides began springing up in the southern part 

of the state. People from all walks of life, both men and women with seemingly nothing in 

common other than their untimely death, were being found in back alleys and bayous. The only 

thing they all seemed to have in common was the fact their bodies had been left drained of blood. 

The FBI had unofficially dubbed the killer The Vampire for that very reason. 

Seventeen had been found in all over the last four years which wasn’t very many homicides for 

an area that spanned roughly a hundred mile radius, but at the center of that circle of death was 

Northman’s casino, The House of the Rising Sun. Every employee had been checked out. Every 

alibi  and every time clock punch was put up against each victims’ time of death, but no one 

employee stood out until an ATM camera  had captured one of the victims’ final moments in the 

dead of night in downtown New Orleans. The killer’s movements were too quick and the time 

lapse camera’s footage too grainy to be definitive, but a single overly pixelated video still 

appeared to show none other than Eric Northman himself at the scene of the crime. There was no 

way to confirm if any of the victims had been guests at his casino thanks to the volume of 

tourists that streamed in and out of there on a daily basis, but it was certainly possible that was 

where he found them at. 

Odder still, the man was only ever seen at night. Every appearance made by him was during the 

hours of darkness, with his upper echelon of employees tending to whatever business could only 

be conducted during the day. His private cell phone came from one of his own technology firms. 

It was encrypted and impossible to trace. The only way to contact him was through his office 

which was more secure than Fort Knox, so the bureau had yet to find a way to plant any listening 

devices where we could hear what was going on. When prodded by journalists as to his 

whereabouts whenever he’d skip attending luncheons held in his honor by prominent business 

men he’d jokingly, if not somewhat chagrinned, would explain he was a night owl and for him to 

try and get up while the sun was still in the sky was akin to waking the dead. 



The newspapers jokingly called him The Vampire too. 

It only added to his aura of mystique. It seemed everyone wanted a piece of him – to get close to 

him, but none so far had succeeded. The women he would be seen leaving with from the club in 

his casino were all beautiful; all blond; and all very much still alive the next day. He kept the top 

floor penthouse suite to use as his own private residence, but the agents sent into the casino to 

observe him reported he always took them to another room within the casino’s hotel. We 

assumed he would return to his floor sometime later, but the women were always seen by the 

next morning unharmed and they never returned. Even if he wasn’t all that great in the sack, I 

found it hard to believe that none of them hadn’t wanted a second shot at trying to land the man, 

but that seemed to be the case. The bureau always kept a tail on the women in the weeks that 

followed, but they merely returned to their normal lives having no contact with Northman again. 

There were only two people who had gotten close to the man and were the only ones in his inner 

circle that we knew of. His lawyer, Desmond Cataliades, was one and was someone whom I 

admired thanks to his talent in the courtroom. Aside from dealing with whatever legal business 

that came up, he personally dealt with vetting all of Northman’s personal staff, which essentially 

only consisted of one person. He was the only other person who seemed closest to Northman – 

be it in a professional capacity versus personal – despite his title. That man was his personal 

assistant, Bobby Burnham. 

Robert Francis Burnham was a graduate of Tulane University as well. His parents Martha and 

John Burnham still resided at his childhood home in a middle class suburb just outside of 

Shreveport, but the FBI’s research suggested he was estranged from them. Burnham lived alone 

in his own suite at the casino’s hotel provided by Northman as one of his job perks. He had no 

friends, no social media accounts, and no debt. He had no hobbies or known interests outside of 

his work for Northman Enterprises and was almost as much of an enigma as Eric Northman was 

himself. 

The FBI had secretly been working on doctoring a more lascivious background for Mr. Burnham 

– one that would enable them to steal him away under the guise of The Patriot Act. He would’ve 

been kept in isolation long enough for Northman to have no choice but to fill Burnham’s position 

with another qualified candidate – me – but those plans were derailed when Burnham himself 

was killed in a car accident two weeks ago. A Mack truck had run a red light in broad daylight 

killing Burnham instantly, but now I was poised to step into his vacated position if all went 

ahead as planned after my final interview with Eric Northman himself tonight. 

Mr. Cataliades had done the initial pre-screening, but I couldn’t get anything from his thoughts 

other than static. I’d run into similar situations before where some people’s thoughts were harder 

to read, but I still put on my best smile, incorporated the manners ingrained in me by my Gran, 

while maintaining a professional confidence that meant to portray me as the perfect candidate for 

the position. The bureau was able to find out who the other applicants were who had made the 

final cut, so after a few clicks of a mouse back in Quantico, I was ahead of the pack when their 

backgrounds were made just a little more tarnished. 



A faulty credit rating or previous criminal history were definite no-no’s for Northman’s personal 

staff. 

I was wearing a well-tailored red suit – intelligence suggested it was Northman’s favorite color 

on women – and my long blond hair was twisted into a sophisticated chignon on the back of my 

head. Every woman he selected from the club in his casino had the same physical appearance as 

me and I would use it to my advantage. 

Just like my telepathy. 

I would only use my looks so far of course – Mata Hari, I wasn’t, nor would I be having sex with 

the man – but that didn’t mean I couldn’t try and tempt him with something to look at while I 

watched his every move. Sex was a disaster for me anyway because my shields couldn’t hold out 

when my body wanted its release. The shields would go with it and I’d hear every thought going 

through their head and it wasn’t always flattering. 

Of course I hadn’t told my new employers about my little quirk – no sense in getting locked 

away in a padded room, but I had every intention of using it to solve the mystery of Eric 

Northman. I’d just figure out some other way to explain how I’d come across the information. 

I arrived fifteen minutes early for my interview, but Mr. Cataliades met me in the reception area 

just outside of Northman’s office at precisely five minutes to my scheduled 7:00pm appointment. 

“Miss Stackhouse,” he greeted me with a smile. “You’re looking well. I hope you’re not too 

nervous about your final interview with Mr. Northman this evening.” 

“No sir,” I smiled in return. “I’m looking forward to meeting him.” 

And having a good dig inside of his head. 

Even though we thought him to be a serial killer, I wasn’t concerned about my own personal 

safety. The bureau had trained me in hand to hand combat and I was an excellent marksman. Of 

course, I hadn’t brought my handgun with me for my interview – you never knew when you 

might be searched – but considering my scheduled appearance there was documented and not 

random, I wasn’t too worried. 

He showed me into the office, telling me Mr. Northman would be in shortly, and left me alone 

again shutting the door behind him. My eyes took in the room and I was surprised seeing the 

décor. For some reason I’d imagined something similar to an investment banker or Wall Street 

broker’s office. Lots of metal and glass with sharp edges and screamed cold and uninviting. 

Instead what I found were floor to ceiling bookcases lining the walls, filled with what appeared 

to be first editions. The desk was huge, antique mahogany if I had to guess, and hand carved. A 

large leather sofa sat facing two matching conversational chairs, but what drew my eyes was the 

large sword hanging above the lit fireplace. 

It didn’t look decorative. 



The steel blade gleamed in the light of the room, but it had definitely been used in battle at some 

point in its history and a shiver ran down my spine while I tried to tell myself I was being 

ridiculous. 

The victims had been drained of their blood, not beheaded or run through by a sword. 

I eventually tore my eyes away from the weapon and tried to get my head back in the game, 

ignoring the itch I had to touch the spines of the books that were calling the bookworm in me, 

when my eyes glanced back at his desk. There were a few files stacked neatly in one corner and 

some loose papers in the center, so my ‘itch’ changed directions with me wanting to rifle through 

them. I was almost certain I’d be able to hear anyone’s footsteps approaching – the marble floors 

would give them away in a heartbeat – but something inside told me not to. 

And thank god I listened to my inner voice. 

I was still standing in the center of the room, exactly where Mr. Cataliades had left me, when the 

hairs on the back of my neck had just begun to rise and I jumped a mile high hearing a voice 

right behind me saying, “Miss Stackhouse, I presume?” 

So much for the marble floors giving someone away. 

On reflex I automatically jutted my elbow into the body behind me that was way too close in my 

personal space and whipped around in a defensive stance prepared to kick some ass, only to see 

the surprised – if not amused – expression on my would be boss/target. 

Eric Northman. 

“I’m so sorry,” I exclaimed while my hands automatically fluttered over his previously starched 

and now rumpled thanks to my elbow in his sternum button up shirt. “You surprised me. I didn’t 

hear you come in.” 

The apologetic look on my face was genuine when I finally looked into his eyes. He appeared 

unharmed – the same couldn’t be said for my bruised elbow – but when I tried to reach into his 

mind to see what he must think of me, it hit me. 

I couldn’t ‘hear’ him at all. 

Chapter Two – Too Tempting 

EPOV 

As I stared at the image of my office on the large flat screen monitor in my bedroom, I only had 

one thought. 

She was tempting. 



Too tempting, but considering the other candidates were disqualified for one reason or another, 

in reality she wasn’t just the top contender. She was the only contender. I had personally 

researched and handpicked the applicants myself, weeding out the ones who were overqualified 

or who had questionable references, wanting someone fresh – someone who was bright and who 

I could mold into the type of assistant I required without having to break them of any habits 

they’d already formed from working in a similar type of position. I also wanted someone new to 

the world of business, someone who didn’t have any connections that would only make me 

worry about their loyalty. 

I liked that she was smart and given her part time work at the university library, it was easy to 

read the awe on her face now as she strained her eyes to read the titles lining my bookshelves 

across the room. I liked her looks even more, but that was more of a drawback than an advantage 

and one that would’ve likely had me dismissing her to select an equally qualified candidate had 

there been one. Physically, it was as if she’d been personally molded to my preferences. Fair 

haired and blue eyed, soft and curved as a woman should be, but strong both in body and 

personality. Her aspiration to become a lawyer gave me a small clue into her personality – she 

was argumentative and likely opinionated. 

 I looked forward to verbally sparring with her. 

More so than all of that, I would’ve look forward to fucking her if I wouldn’t have to glamour 

her on a near daily basis as it was just for her to fulfill her duties as a vampire’s day person. 

Acquiring things I couldn’t afford for her to remember like bagged donor blood was only one 

item on an ever growing list, so glamouring her to forget feedings as well would only make her 

mind that much more spotty. 

And the telltale signs her body would give her, telling her she had been thoroughly fucked, would 

be impossible to hide. 

Staring at her now I had to keep repeating to myself that I was hiring her for her mind, not her 

blood or body, but it wouldn’t be the first time I’d had to deny myself. I’d gotten quite good at it 

actually and when I met up with her in just a few moments, I planned on glamouring her to be 

sure she was who she claimed to be and hadn’t been sent as a spy from another area. 

It wouldn’t be the first time to happen and I hadn’t survived for a thousand years for nothing. 

My previous assistant’s death had been aggravating. Likely more so for him, but I’d put a lot of 

time and effort into Burnham’s training. My plans had been to ‘retire’ – from human eyes at least 

– leaving him in charge of the day to day operations, and removing myself from the public eye. It 

was only a matter of time before my un-aging appearance would be questioned – plastic surgery 

just wasn’t that advanced – but if my casino continued to flourish, I could merely reinvent 

myself. By changing my name and altering my appearance enough, I could reemerge twenty-five 

years from now, just when Burnham would have been ready to retire, and could reclaim the reins 

under the guise of being my own son. 



Now I would have to start over again – not for the first time in my long existence, but it was still 

just as aggravating. I’d been forced to rely heavily on Cataliades in the days that followed 

Burnham’s death thanks to my untimely infirmity. I’d known the demon lawyer for centuries and 

trusted him with my business dealings, but his heritage left him immune to my glamour and 

trusting him with my own wellbeing had been a difficult pill to swallow. I’d had no choice and 

was only thankful I hadn’t misjudged his loyalty. 

And his discretion. 

I finally tore my eyes away from the screen and threw my suit jacket on, stepping out of my 

penthouse suite where I’d been forced to remain in seclusion for the last ten days. I’d been able 

to stay on top of things – in my casino at least – thanks to the surveillance system I had in place, 

but the injuries I’d suffered in ridding my area of Malcolm, Diane, and Liam had taken me that 

long to heal from. Bagged donor blood didn’t allow for me to heal as quickly as blood from a 

live donor would have – too many nutrients were lost in the process – but it was enough to 

slowly restore my strength and I’d had no choice otherwise. I’d been too weak to go out hunting 

and knew better than to reveal myself in that condition – even in my own domain – so I’d been 

forced to remain hidden away, feeding only from the blood brought to me by Cataliades from the 

local blood bank. 

I was anxious to return to my normal life – anxious to return to the city streets. When the cat’s 

away the mice will play and since I hadn’t been available to patrol my area for nearly two weeks, 

the mice were likely having a field day. I’d been monitoring the news and internet for signs of 

poachers, but it was impossible to ascertain if the slight rise in vehicle fatalities had been purely 

coincidental. 

My instincts told me they were not. Automobiles exploding on impact weren’t as common as the 

nightly news portrayed them to be as of late. 

Our kind couldn’t afford any mistakes – anything that would warrant unwanted human attention 

to our very inhuman lives – which was why I’d gone after Malcolm’s nest. They’d been warned 

when they first settled in my territory. A warning they chose to disregard. They were sloppy and 

took too many risks, leaving behind evidence that could have ultimately led the humans to 

suspect our kind did in fact exist among them. It took me some time to track them down once 

they realized my threat had not been an empty one. I preferred to work alone, but there were 

others of our kind who gladly pointed me in their direction. They too saw the folly of their 

actions and wanted no part of their fate. I could attribute seven deaths in total to the three of them 

over the previous two years and I made sure they paid for their carelessness with their lives. 

I’d settled in this area close to a hundred years earlier and my businesses were flourishing so I 

wanted to remain for as long as possible, but in the digital age of smart phones with instant 

access to the internet, we all had to work that much harder to remain undetected. Our kind had no 

true hierarchy. There were no kings, queens, emperors or presidents. Instead the strong ruled the 

weak and at over a thousand years old, there were very few who were stronger than me, but none 

of them resided in the southern half of Louisiana I had claimed as my own a century earlier. 

Those who agreed to remain in the shadows and follow my finite set of rules were free to settle 



in my territory with no dispute from me, as well as having my protection should the need arise so 

long as they remained loyal. 

And those who didn’t either moved on or suffered their true deaths. 

The number of vampires in my area numbered less than twenty at the moment – some of which I 

employed at the casino, but it fluctuated given that most of us led a nomadic lifestyle and with 

the rising human population we tended to spread out that much more. Even a number as few as 

twenty vampires living and working so closely together without fights continually breaking out 

was nearly unheard of anywhere else, but I took my job seriously. Not as a casino owner or 

businessman, but as a protector. 

By protecting the humans from our kind, I protected our kind from being found out. 

Glamouring the human to forget and healing their puncture marks meant feeding didn’t 

necessitate killing. 

It was my number one rule. 

But many of my kind were sadistic. They enjoyed being the predator and used great zeal in 

hunting their prey. It was undeniably a part of our nature, but we could control it – especially as 

we got older. Truthfully, I didn’t care what they did, but if they were in my territory they would 

follow my rules or suffer the consequences. 

Their fuckery threatened my own survival and that was unacceptable. 

It took a lot of effort on my part to keep my true nature hidden as well and I had to constantly 

remain aware of my surroundings – to be cognizant of those whose attention I’d garnered and 

erase the details I didn’t want known from the minds who held them. It was a never ending 

battle, but it was a necessary evil. 

And I was nothing if not a survivor. 

I hadn’t even known what I was when I’d first risen from the earth a thousand years earlier, 

alone with nothing more than the burning fire in my throat. On instinct I’d sought out and 

drained three men who’d set up camp a few miles away before I’d even realized what I’d done or 

that it was their blood that I craved and which had put out the fire. My last human memory was 

of traveling home from a neighboring village and approaching an injured man lying on the 

pathway, but beyond that there was nothing but darkness until I rose alone in my new state of 

being. There was no one there to tell me what I was or to teach me what to do, with me having to 

rely on instinct alone in order to survive. I thought perhaps I had angered one of the Gods and 

seeing the remains of the dead men surrounding me, I knew I couldn’t return home. I couldn’t 

put my remaining children in danger because I was undeniably dangerous, so I took off running, 

away from the only home I’d ever known. I found out quickly that my speed and senses were 

heightened as I tore through the woods, staying off of the known pathways, and traveled 

distances I knew from experience should have taken days. That first night seemed to go by in the 



blink of an eye and yet was possibly the longest of my existence. But the instinctual fear I’d felt 

with the coming dawn had me clawing my way back into the earth I’d risen from and as death 

took me for a second time at sunrise, I realized then what I was. 

A monster. 

I’d traveled in the shadows for years, only rarely coming across others of my kind and would 

often be forced to fight them to the death, while marveling over my wounds healing right before 

my eyes. I learned there were other kinds of monsters as well. Ones who changed into wolves, 

tigers, and all other types of animals, as well as another type of monster whose kind were just as 

beautiful as any creation of Michelangelo’s. 

Their viciousness only made their blood that much more appetizing. 

However my greatest lesson learned in those early years was that while I was not isolated in my 

inhuman state, I was veritably alone. 

I eventually learned the name for what I was – Vampire. They were not a part of the folklore of 

my human ancestors I’d learned as a child, but I’m certain some of my own actions, brought on 

by my youth and lack of control during my earlier years, helped in the creation of our myth in 

other cultures. As humans became more civilized, so did we and skirmishes between our own 

kind lessened. I learned from other vampires, whom I later came across in my travels, the very 

basics in how I came to be this way. They told me about the magic our blood possessed and the 

effects it could have on others. But I had no clue as to who my Maker was, or what had happened 

to them, nor had I ever made a vampire myself. I never felt ‘the pull’ – as it had been explained 

to me – nor did I feel another’s presence in my blood. 

I had been alone from the start and to this day, I remained that way. 

I only learned I could fly in my first confrontation with a small nest of vampires when my 

instincts took me into the sky. As I grew older and more disciplined, I found I could be around 

humans again without being a danger to them. I learned to blend in with them and practiced 

using my glamour and restraint when feeding. The human population wasn’t as big back then 

that we could afford to kill so many of them when wars, plagues, and a harsh existence were 

already taking their lives as well. Now however, unless you wanted to feed on the disease-ridden 

homeless or drug addicted dregs of society, restraint still had to be practiced because humans 

noticed when other worthwhile humans went missing. Their numbers far outweighed our own 

and as long as we practiced care when feeding, we could remain hidden in the shadows. But that 

didn’t mean all of my kind held my same beliefs. 

Malcolm, Diane, and Liam were prime examples. 

And then there were always other vampires who wanted power – who were greedy for what 

others had and had no qualms with trying to take it by force. But I was old enough that very few 

challenged me and those who had were nothing more than ashes now. My survival depended on 

keeping my nature secret and technology both helped and hindered that process, but I had no 



choice but to adapt. It was the key to my long existence and my only priority. I would do 

whatever needed to be done in order to survive. 

Including denying my urge to feed from my voluptuous new assistant. 

I could smell her scent before I ever entered the room and I suddenly wished I’d had more than a 

few bags of A positive for dinner. She was absolutely mouthwatering and my fangs were itching 

to come down, but I stayed them. 

Somehow. 

My office was directly beneath my suite with a hidden door that could lead from one floor to the 

other, but I rarely used it. I didn’t necessarily want my comings and goings public knowledge, 

but the less I had to hide, the better and as I entered the room my thoughts immediately reverted 

back to how lovely she was – even more so in person – and quite amusing as well. 

If an elbow to the sternum could ever be considered amusing. 

Her mortification was quickly overtaken by a look I couldn’t quite decipher, but when she said 

nothing further after her horrified apology, I hoped to calm her nerves by smiling and offered, 

“It’s good to see you have quick reflexes. Perhaps we could put you in charge of making our 

daily deposits. The robbers wouldn’t stand a chance.” 

I made a show of rubbing the spot on my chest she’d just assaulted, but at least my joke seemed 

to snap her out of her thoughts. She quickly flamed just as red as her sinfully tight suit, but just 

as quickly she straightened her posture and neutralized her expression as she thrust her right 

hand out, saying with sincerity, “Mr. Northman. It’s very nice to meet you and, again, I 

apologize if I hurt you.” 

While she’d been easily startled – I took the brunt of the blame for that considering I’d been too 

distracted by her scent to remember to make noise as any normal human would have – I was 

impressed by her ability to quickly move past it. In addition to her beauty and intellect, she had 

an air of confidence and charismatic charm about her that Burnham lacked, so my aggravation 

over having to start back at square one with a new assistant no longer felt like it was such an 

imposition. 

Wanting to know more of her true personality, I didn’t want to glamour her just yet, so instead of 

taking her offered hand and revealing my cold skin, I got out of it by jokingly holding my hands 

up and asking, “Are those registered as lethal weapons? I fear you have me at a disadvantage, 

Miss Stackhouse. I am unarmed.” 

Her fading blush re-bloomed on her cheeks, only enhancing her already heady scent, but she 

dropped her hand and softly laughed out, “As a matter of fact, they are. I’m not required to work 

weekends, am I? That’s when I do my Superhero gig – saving innocents, kicking butts, and 

taking names.” 



The thought of her body encased in nothing but spandex made my cock twitch. 

I walked at a human pace – albeit a quick one – behind my desk to sit down and hide the 

growing affect she was having on me. I motioned for her to take a seat in the chair across from 

me, shaking my head with a false seriousness, and saying, “Unfortunately weekends are our 

busiest time, but if you’re out and about on an errand for me and see a wrongdoing, I suppose 

you could take your break and save the world.” She smiled even wider in return and while I 

knew I shouldn’t, I couldn’t seem to help myself when I smiled back at her and added, “Do you 

wear your costume underneath your clothes? I see no cape.” 

Or panty lines. 

I really needed to stop thinking about what may or may NOT be under her clothes. 

“I do, but capes are so last year,” she laughed again and I found myself entranced by the sight. 

“Phone booths to change in are hard to come by these days though. If only strippers danced in 

power suits, then maybe I could find ones with Velcro seams.” 

Reeeaaalllyyy… 

Thoughts of her lithe body contorting around a pole – my own was jutting towards her at the 

very moment and would gladly extend her an open invitation – made it a Herculean effort to 

keep my fangs from snapping down. The crotch of my pants was nearly a lost cause as well, but 

somehow I managed. 

Barely. 

“Consider the use of my personal tailor as one of your job benefits. You can use your corporate 

card to purchase as much Velcro as you’d like,” I found myself offering, but seeing her eyebrow 

rise up had me adding, “You know, for the benefit of humanity.” 

Thankfully she laughed again and it only put me more at ease around her. I would hate to have to 

glamour everything from her and seeing that she had a sense of humor compatible with my own 

made me look forward to finding out what else we were compatible in. 

But I really needed to stop thinking about me being IN her. 

“You’re speaking as though I already have the job. Aren’t you going to interview me first?” she 

asked still amused. There was something in the way she looked at me – other than the obvious 

chemistry between us – something in her eyes that told me she was puzzled about something, but 

I attributed it to my own odd behavior. Normally I didn’t show this side of myself to others and 

never to a human unless I planned on fucking them and then glamouring them to forget it. But 

then again, I’d never had such an immediate reaction to a human before either. My own charm 

came in handy when dealing with the public, but there was something about Miss Stackhouse’s 

personality that brought it out of me. 



Almost as if I had no control to stop it. 

And it suddenly made alarm bells ring out in my head. 

Chapter Three – He’s a serial killer, not your soul mate 

SPOV 

Shit! 

What did I do? What did I say? Did I overplay my hand? Not play it enough? 

He didn’t give me very much to go on. Maybe – I realized – I relied on my telepathy a bit too 

much, but while his expression remained neutral, behind his eyes there was a firestorm. There 

was a depth to them that I’d noticed right off the bat. One that belied his age and physical 

appearance. While he didn’t look a day over thirty, his eyes looked like they’d witnessed many 

more years than that. Maybe it was from growing up as an orphan. Maybe it was from having no 

one but himself to rely on to get where he was now. The fact that I knew for a fact he had no one 

close to him – no one he trusted enough to keep in his inner circle – may have made me soften 

towards to him because thanks to my gift I was exactly the same way. 

Stop it Sookie! He’s a serial killer, not your soul mate. 

Alleged serial killer, my inner swooning heart declared. 

Still not your soul mate, my inner bitch snarled, stomping all over her Hallmark moment and 

ground her into dust underneath her shoe. 

There was obviously enough chemistry between us to make the Mythbusters’ guys have 

geekgasms, but I shook off my erratic thoughts and refocused myself on what I knew for sure. 

And all I knew for sure was that one minute we were going along just fine with our little flirty 

banter and then from out of nowhere he looked…suspicious? 

I refocused my head trick as well, straining to hear anything of the man’s thoughts, but there was 

still nothing but silence. I had been grateful when he made a joke at the start considering I knew 

my face was giving away my surprise at not being able to hear him. It’s not like it hadn’t 

happened before – once before – but considering where I was and who I was speaking with, it 

almost made sense for it to happen now of all times. 

The only other time my gift had failed me had been a couple of years earlier. I’d stayed late at 

the library on campus cramming for a midterm, so the streets were pretty bare by the time I 

headed home. Claudine had taught me well when I was a child so I could block thoughts at will 

with very little effort, or I could listen to any and every little thing I wanted to. But as a general 

rule, if I wasn’t trying to concentrate on someone, I kept my shields at a half power of sorts. My 



mind would cast a net of about a hundred yards in every direction, sifting more for the emotional 

intent of anyone around me than their actual thoughts, just to be on the safe side. 

The last thing I wanted was to star in my very own slasher film playing the part of the screaming 

college co-ed. 

On that night I hadn’t picked up any ill-will from anyone, but what gave me pause was when my 

shields ran over a bump about fifty yards behind me – like driving over a rock in the road. It had 

never happened before so I automatically turned to see what could be the cause when I saw him. 

If I hadn’t felt him there I never would’ve seen him. The man – I could only guess based on his 

size – was standing in the shadows and even though I couldn’t see his face in the darkness, I 

somehow knew he was staring right at me and it caused a chill to shoot its way down my spine 

with the hairs at the nape of my neck standing on end. 

‘Danger!’ my instincts screamed. 

‘Be careful Sookie. Keep moving, but don’t run,’ my inner Claudine whispered into my ear. 

I hadn’t felt that way since my Uncle Bartlett’s final visit, but that little realization was all it took 

for my feet to move a little faster. I figured that was also the reason why my mind conjured the 

voice of my childhood protector. I wanted to run. I wanted to be Usain Bolt’s twin sister and 

make a go for the gold, but I listened to imaginary Claudine and didn’t run. My instincts told me 

that it would only make things worse, so I hoped and prayed I was just being a silly bitch, having 

watched one too many B horror films, and power walked towards my dorm. I didn’t turn back to 

look at him again, but I didn’t need to. With my Sookie Satellite Radar System staying locked 

onto his bump in the road behind me, it only made my heart pound all the faster when it told me 

he was moving two and three steps closer with every single step I took. Just when I thought I 

couldn’t hold back from bursting into an all-out sprint, I ran into a bunch of my classmates 

stumbling out of the local pizza place. And he fell back a step. And then another, until he finally 

moved back far enough to blip off of my radar completely. 

And I never went to the library alone after dark again. 

But back in the here and now, Northman was still staring at me like he was trying to read my 

thoughts, so I finally broke the awkward silence by giving him what I hoped was a friendly look 

and prayed he was still in a jovial mood when I asked, “Or, if you don’t have any questions for 

me, should I just tell you a little bit about myself?” 

He didn’t say anything and instead silently stared at me like he was looking at an alien. Or a 

unicorn. A unicorn who’d stolen his pot of gold from the end of the rainbow after I tricked his 

leprechaun and bested his pet dragon in a fight to the death with Excalibur – of course after I’d 

taken it from King Arthur when he’d pulled it from the stone. 

Did that make me the Queen of England? 



In my nervousness, I proceeded to have a case of the verbal shits and offered, “Well, you already 

know about my secret superhero gig. I also brake for squirrels and stop to help turtles cross the 

road. Raw apples make my teeth itch, but I can gorge on an entire apple pie and feel nothing but 

my own happy gluttony.  I prefer cotton over silk and beer to champagne, but I aspire to own my 

very own Aston Martin V12 Zagato one day and I intend to work hard to get it, so my blue collar 

preferences are in direct contradiction to my ostentatious choice in automobiles.” 

My nervous smile was met with stony silence and my inner bitch rose up shaking her fist and 

caused my mouth to continue on with, “I don’t like pompous pricks whose only achievement in 

life is being born with a silver spoon in their mouth and I’d just as soon shove it down their 

throat than stroke their overgrown ego or anything else on them, but I can put on a dog and pony 

show when necessary. I have a perverse liking to men who only talk to my chest because they 

think being a natural blond with a big rack is all I have going for me. It makes knocking them off 

of their pedestal and onto their ass all the more gratifying. It’s better than any orgasm. And I 

can’t stand someone who’s two-faced. Have the balls to say it to my face or don’t say it at all.” 

My uneasiness had morphed into anger the longer he sat there simply staring at me without a 

word and I’d ended up arguing against every little thing I thought he was thinking about me. 

I officially sucked at keeping my cool.  

And possibly keeping my job with the FBI, never mind THIS job. 

His only tell had been a slight upturn at the corners of his mouth at my tirade before he finally 

shifted in his seat with his eyes never leaving mine and I felt a sudden pressure in my head as he 

asked, “Why are you here?” 

I ignored the foreign pain and fought the urge to flinch from the intensity of it, instead keeping 

my expression neutral as I replied, “To interview for the position of your personal assistant.” 

And gather the necessary evidence to see if you’re a serial killer. 

That pressure only intensified and it was a struggle to keep from showing the effects of it, but he 

didn’t seem to notice and only asked, “For whom else do you work?” 

Oh shit. 

Did he know? Had this all been an elaborate ruse? There were five agents in the casino down 

below waiting to see me walk out of here unscathed, so I used that false sense of security to wrap 

it around myself like a blanket. A lot of good they would do me if he decided to attack me right 

here. 

My bruised elbow already told me I didn’t stand a chance. 



My migraine was only getting worse with every second that ticked by, so I cocked my head to 

the side like a dog hearing a squeaky toy and answered, “The college library, but my job there 

ends when I graduate at the end of the week.” 

He continued to count my eyelashes while I threw wishes at falling stars hoping that he bought it. 

I still couldn’t hear a thing from his head and when I tried to reach out beyond the room we were 

in with my gift, all I could detect were three more bumps and a few red hazy thoughts that I’d 

run across before. We were twenty floors up from the casino floor, so I was too far away to pick 

up anything else and figured my own nervousness was likely the cause. After all, I was still 

technically a co-ed and he could probably have me screaming in seconds. 

If I was in a cheerleader outfit and we were under the bleachers at homecoming, our B movie 

horror flick would be complete. 

After what felt like forever he finally sat back and held his tented fingers in front of his face. I 

ignored how big his hands were and what that might possibly tell me about other parts of his 

anatomy, when my migraine suddenly disappeared and he got down to business saying, “You’re 

hired. You’ll need to schedule an appointment with Mr. Cataliades to go over your contract and 

I’ll expect you to start on the Monday following your graduation. I’ll provide you with a suite 

here for you to live in and a car to run errands. You’ll also be given a laptop and cell phone that I 

expect you to carry with you at all times. This position has no set hours. You’ll be expected to be 

available when I deem it necessary, but I won’t give you more than you can handle and you’ll be 

paid generously for your time. I work nights, but I won’t expect you to work the same hours I do. 

I’ll meet with you each night to discuss your assignments and I’ll leave instructions for you with 

tasks to complete during the daytime before I retire.” His face adopted an utter seriousness to his 

expression when he leaned forward and said, “I expect complete discretion and loyalty, Miss 

Stackhouse. Will that be a problem?” 

My migraine was back, but it wasn’t as bad as before, so I didn’t show any change in my 

expression when I calmly answered, “No. No problem at all, Mr. Northman.” 

I knew how to keep secrets. I just wouldn’t be keeping his. 

He seemed satisfied with my answer and my relief must have done away with my headache 

because when he smiled, I couldn’t help but return it. 

“Very well Miss Stackhouse. I’ll see you on Monday.” 

I nodded and stood up at his dismissal, crossing the room and had my hand on the doorknob 

when I heard him call out, “Oh, and Miss Stackhouse?” 

When I turned I saw another amused smile playing on his lips and without looking up from the 

papers on his desk that seemed to now have his attention, he said, “I have an aversion to silver – 

spoons or otherwise – and I too am a natural blond. All over.” 

Oh boy. 



Pretending the sultry timber of his voice didn’t make my pantyless state all the more troubling 

was a lot harder than hiding my former migraine. 

If I stood there for too long he’d see the evidence of it running down my legs. 

If he was the killer we were looking for, he definitely had the Ted Bundy charisma working for 

him. Even knowing what he was suspected of doing, I couldn’t stop my own physical reaction to 

him, but I was good at hiding things. My telepathy made me a pro at it, so without missing a beat 

I simply responded without thought, “Good to know. As your new personal assistant, I should 

know all of your personal information. Likes. Dislikes. It’s all in the details and I’m very detail 

oriented.” 

Wait! What? When in the hell did I get a sex kitten voice? And why did I think NOW was a good 

time for it to make its debut? 

He may have growled. Or the sound may have come from my nether regions because apparently 

I now had sex kitten claws, but I retracted them as best I could and darted through the door 

before they could make a move for his scratching post. 

Bad Sookie!  

Bad. Horny. Sookie. 

Stupid sexy serial killer. 

Alleged serial killer. 

Shut up horny Sookie! 

I passed by the three other bumps on my radar on the way to the elevator in a lustful haze and 

saw the cause of the red tangle of thoughts was coming from the man now seated at the desk in 

the outer office. I was forcing air in and out of my lungs like a Lamaze champ all the way to the 

ground floor, but when I finally emerged from the elevator, my anxiety at least had faded away 

and I was once again picking up everyone’s thoughts. Hearing the relief of one of the agents 

who’d spotted me coming out of the elevator made me keep my eyes on the floor so I wouldn’t 

give anything away and instead I moved my purse from my left shoulder to my right, giving 

them the signal that all went well and I had gotten the job. 

The bureau was paranoid about being discovered by Northman. He seemed to always find and 

then subvert every surveillance measure they’d used previously, so I was more or less on my 

own. They wouldn’t contact me, nor would I contact them directly unless I had cause to do so, 

and instead I’d report to them weekly by leaving them messages at our designated drop point. An 

agent was already in place working at the nearby coffee shop and I would drop notes or anything 

else that was useful, like a data stick, into the tip jar when getting my caffeine fix. Other agents 

would take up surveillance in the casino to watch my comings and goings to make sure I was still 

okay, but for the most part it would be all up to me. 



No pressure there. 

I had enough confidence in myself to get the job done and it was with that frame of mind that I 

whipped out my soon to be replaced cell phone as I stepped out into the night air. It only rang 

once before I heard the now familiar voice answer and I found myself smiling as I said, “Mr. 

Cataliades? It’s Sookie Stackhouse. I need to make an appointment to see you. It seems I got the 

job.” 

Inappropriate tongue lashing elbow to the sternum and all. 

It would be interesting to say the least. 

Too bad my new boss was also my assignment. 

That would’ve been interesting as well under any other circumstance. 

The throb in between my legs turned my smile into a scowl and I ignored Mr. Cataliades long 

enough to once again remind myself – I wasn’t Mata Hari. 

Or was I? 

I guessed only time would tell. 

That or my death by firing squad. 

Chapter Four – My very own Mata Hari 

EPOV 

If she hadn’t turned around and darted through the door when she did, she would’ve seen my 

fangs snap down, having no more control than a teenage boy popping wood upon seeing his very 

first Hustler magazine. It had been difficult enough hiding not just my desire, but my awe at her 

angry rant and I found we had something in common. 

We both hated silver – spoons, at least, in her case. 

But smelling her arousal wafting towards me was like nothing I’d ever experienced and had been 

the final straw in my losing battle of keeping my fangs retracted. Her scent was altogether 

different than most humans – lighter, sweeter – but nothing I had a reference for and if the scent 

of her pussy had me salivating, I could only imagine what tasting her blood would be like. 

I may have growled at the prospect – either one. Pussy or blood, I’d be content. 

Still, my lack of control was embarrassing. 



No sooner had she left than I’d spun around and pulled up the casino’s surveillance system, 

watching her make her way down the hall. Oddly worrying over her wellbeing when she 

appeared to nearly be hyperventilating in the elevator and then feeling a wave of relief when she 

looked to be back to normal once she stepped out. Almost as relieved as when her answers under 

my glamour hadn’t given me a reason to suspect she was my very own personal Mata Hari. 

Although she could be compared to the sun. 

It was the Indonesian translation for ‘sun’ – or more literally ‘eye of the day’ – and while I 

certainly appreciated her sun kissed skin and the radiance that seemed to emanate from her 

being, I wouldn’t have been able to ignore a double agent sent to spy on me. Pulling her under 

my spell had felt differently too, like her mind was stronger than most and put up a resistance my 

glamour. I appreciated that quality – not many humans had a strong will – but I pressed harder 

until I was certain no human could withstand the effects and was pleased with the results. 

However it taught me I would have to be sparing when choosing to glamour her. The strength of 

her will would make it more difficult and I knew too much interference from me could alter her 

brain to the point she could turn into a Renfield – something I didn’t want – so I would have to 

save it for the big things. 

I was old enough that I didn’t need to feed often and there were plenty of weak-minded women 

willing to entertain me and unknowingly feed me. The injuries I’d suffered recently happened 

few and far between – my own ego had been my downfall in believing they would be of no 

consequence. It was what had allowed Malcolm to stab me in the back with a silver blade, 

narrowly missing my heart, as I ended both of his nest mates. But it had done its damage before 

he too was ended and had the added effect of bringing my ego down a notch. 

I wouldn’t make the same mistake again – at least not for another five hundred years or so. 

I wouldn’t need bagged blood often, so I could omit that from her duties for now. Burnham’s 

mind had been easy to take hold of, so out of my own laziness and growing apathy towards the 

meals on heels who would circle me like buzzards the moment I stepped into the casino’s 

nightclub, I had him keep my refrigerator fully stocked with bagged blood at all times. My cause 

to glamour her tonight wasn’t trivial in the least. My concern for knowing beyond a doubt I had 

her utmost loyalty was crucial because she would have access to areas no other being had access 

to. 

My resting place. 

The room I died in for the day was, and would remain, secure from her entry, but she would need 

access to the main living areas in order to complete some of her tasks. Gathering and then 

returning my laundry and dry cleaning, among them. None of the other staff could enter my suite 

without me there and since I wasn’t a slob, I only required housekeeping to come in one night a 

week to clean. 

But thoughts of Miss Stackhouse in a French Maid costume flitting around with a feather duster 

in hand made me rethink their usefulness. 



I continued to follow her progress, noting she didn’t bother to lift her eyes from the floor as she 

made her way outside. I had outdoor cameras as well that monitored all four sides of the casino 

along with the roof, so seeing her pull out her cell phone had me calling up another window on 

my computer. I’d begun tracking the calls of all of the applicants as soon as they submitted their 

resumes to see who, if any, were disingenuous. The final five had wiretaps recording their every 

call and hidden GPS tracking devices placed on their cars, but both would be moot once she 

started working for me. Her new cell phone was from my own private technology firm outfitted 

with levels of encryption that made it impossible to trace. 

At least by anyone other than me. 

I knew from memory she mostly called her grandmother and occasionally her brother with a few 

casual acquaintances sprinkled in between, but I smiled seeing who she was now calling. 

Cataliades. Her initiative only confirmed my feeling that she would be a good fit. 

And I could likely go mad wondering how else she would fit me well. 

Like an obsessed stalker – protector, my mind attempted to ease my own self-loathing at my 

actions – I kept watch of her until she finally drove away in her car. 

Her. Piece. Of. Shit. Car. 

It was a box of rust with speckles of yellow paint holding it together. I knew she had a vehicle, 

but I hadn’t seen it before now. I also knew she didn’t come from a family of means, but instead 

had worked hard to earn herself a full scholarship to Tulane. She would be graduating on 

Saturday with Summa Cum Laude honors – no easy feat – and she’d spent what little free time 

she had away from her coursework working at the campus library. Instead of partying and 

blowing her earnings on booze, her bank statements told me she lived like a pauper and chose to 

send every spare penny back home to assist her grandmother who’d raised her after her parents 

died when she was quite young. 

Even knowing all of this, I was still shocked seeing what she entrusted her life to in order to get 

from Point A to Point B. 

It was distressing. 

I immediately called up another window on my computer and began typing in the details of what 

I wanted. I found the model and color I required in Los Angeles, so I had more than enough time 

to have it shipped to New Orleans before Monday. The company car I’d planned on assigning to 

Miss Stackhouse to use was similar to the one Burnham had used – a Mercedes sedan. 

Only a newer model than the last and free of the Mack truck imprint left behind on the old one. 

It had been an afterthought – a luxury car befitting the status of my personal assistant. One that 

had fit Burnham’s elitist personality well – almost as well as the stick up his ass – but now that I 

knew a little bit more about Miss Stackhouse, I could no longer picture her in it. 



Never mind what I imagined would fit very well when stuck into one of her many orifices. And if I 

pictured it too often it would necessitate I change my pants. 

With that done, I noted that according to the tracking device on her soon to be junked car she 

was indeed headed back towards her campus home, but now that my lovely new assistant was no 

longer there to distract me with her beauty, scent, or amusing diatribes, I had nothing left to do 

but get to work on the things that had piled up in my absence. Not my casino’s business, which I 

had tended to via the computer in my suite, but my other business. 

As the self-proclaimed ruler of the Southern Louisiana vampire population. 

I wasn’t the only one to have made such a claim. I knew of another who’d staked Las Vegas as 

his own and ruled with an iron fist and yet another who’d claimed all of Mississippi as his 

personal boy toy sanctuary. There were smaller territories scattered around, depending on the 

human to vampire ratio of the population, but those were the largest in proximity to my own. 

De Castro and I would clash eventually. He was too greedy and too power hungry to be able to 

sit idly by and watch me make millions in the casino industry without trying to put his hand in 

the pot. 

And for his troubles, he would lose it. 

I wasn’t worried though. He and his army would likely pass through Stanislaus’ territory in order 

to reach mine to launch his offensive, so I knew I would get fair warning before they ever 

stepped foot onto Louisiana soil. 

Because many of us still led nomadic lifestyles, it wasn’t unusual to have new vampires moving 

into and out of my area at any given time. It normally didn’t take long for the incoming to have 

learned of my rule over the area, as well as my requirement they come see me to be given the lay 

of the land and the strict laws I governed by, but occasionally I would have to seek them out on 

my own. If and when they agreed to abide by my terms, I used my money and influence to make 

their undead lives easier as well. It wouldn’t do for them to be caught by humans any more than 

allowing them to drain the population at will, so I kept tabs on their security, monitored their 

established identities, provided references for them if they had need when seeking a new job or 

residence. And in return – aside from their adherence to my rules – all I asked was to be given 

notice when they moved on as a courtesy. It was one that would garner them favor should they 

decide to return. 

On tonight’s schedule was a newcomer – Mickey Callaghan – a common enough name and one I 

wouldn’t bother researching because in this day and age, the one thing all vampires had in 

common besides their dinner was the ability to change their identity – or steal one if necessary. 

According to his paperwork he’d made his way to New Orleans from Chicago over the last six 

months, never staying in any one area for more than a few weeks. Reading it tickled something 

in the back of my mind, but I couldn’t nail down a cause. Perhaps because I had been settled in 

the same area for over a hundred years I’d lost my wanderlust long ago, but I knew younger 

vampires often didn’t have the means or wherewithal to survive in one area for long. 



Or survive at all for that matter. 

No sooner had I set his paperwork aside when my intercom buzzed with my Were assistant’s 

voice coming through the speaker announcing Callaghan’s arrival. He slinked into the office a 

moment later, looking as though he would be auditioning later on that evening for the part of the 

stereotypical ‘bad guy’. Slicked back hair sat atop his slim frame with narrowed shoulders 

poking through the drape of his ill-fitted suit. His long fingernails were nearly as sharp as his 

facial features, but then I supposed we all couldn’t be Louisiana’s Hottest Catch. 

Another innate ability vampires rose with was the capacity to be able to sense when another of 

our kind was older than themselves. Of course it didn’t stop some from believing them capable 

of besting one who was more powerful – my own ego included me among them – so I waited 

silently with nothing more than a stony expression aimed his way to see if he would challenge 

me. Just by looking at him I knew he was no more than a century old and why his Maker had 

chosen him for a child was completely lost on me. But then, I had yet to find anyone I would 

want to either condemn or gift with immortality. 

Oddly enough, Miss Stackhouse’s face came into my mind once more. 

I pushed it right back out. 

It had been Thalia who had discovered him skulking around the city limits three nights earlier 

and informed him of his need to seek an audience with me. She had the personality of a rabid 

Tasmanian devil and had been prone to aggressive behavior in the past, but she had tamed 

somewhat over the years and now that she could settle in one area she had shown marked 

improvement. She had proven her loyalty to me and abided by my rules, so I tolerated her 

presence. 

And she sated her occasional need to hunt for her prey two states over, so I had no cause to 

reprimand her. 

To hunt was an instinctual compulsion that couldn’t be ignored by the very young and one that 

never truly left us, but it could be overridden with the proper willpower and motivation. The 

willpower they would have to find for themselves, but I provided them with the motivation to 

stay on course and sated my own need to hunt by pursuing those who broke my laws. 

My eyes never strayed from Callaghan’s, but before long all I could see was Miss Stackhouse. 

She intrigued me in all ways. It had been quite some time since anyone had held my interest and 

she had far surpassed all others, but getting a glimpse of her fiery spirit had me looking forward 

to making her angry in the future. 

And making her aroused would be even better. 

“They said I needed to come see you?” 



A full five minutes had passed with him under my scrutinizing gaze, all while I passed the time 

fantasizing about my new assistant, before he finally flinched by asking his question. So I left 

him dangling in silence for two more before I deigned him with an answer. 

“Indeed.” 

His youth showed in his inability to remain still. He was cagey and couldn’t refrain from 

needlessly shifting his weight from one foot to the other. 

If he could sweat, it would be pouring off of him. 

“Uh…” he eventually stammered. “I uh…I heard that you’re in charge around here and that if I 

wanna stay, I need to talk to you.” 

While watching him squirm was amusing, he wasn’t nearly as entertaining as my previous 

appointment. 

I probably could have dragged it out even longer, but I was already losing interest, so I had 

mercy on him and put an end to his anxiety. 

“Yes, I am in charge. If you find that unpalatable – leave. If you want to remain in my territory, 

you will abide by the rules I have established. Rule number one – you will not kill any humans in 

my territory. If you don’t like it – leave.” His eyes gave away his surprise, but I knew it was an 

unusual request. 

I also didn’t give a fuck what he thought about it. 

Moving on. 

“Rule number two – You will always glamour and then heal your meals. If I see so much as a 

pock mark on the neck of anyone, I’ll be coming to see you first. But don’t mistake me for 

criminal forensic specialist or even a court of law. I’ll rip your fangs from your mouth to gauge 

whether or not they are the offenders and if so, my justice will be swift and there will be no 

appeals. It will have been your last meal. If you don’t like it – leave.” 

He swallowed hard, but ceased his shifting feet and only nodded that he understood, so I 

continued on with, “Rule number three – Consider it a blanket clause. You will do nothing that 

will put yourself – and thereby our kind – under the scrutiny of humans. If you put one toe out of 

line – leave one ‘i’ un-dotted or one ‘t’ uncrossed – and risk our exposure, I will end you. Do. 

You. Understand?” 

Another swallow. Another nod. 

And back to shifting his weight. 



“If you choose to remain, I will make sure your home is outfitted with a state of the art security 

system. If you have need of a home, I will help you find one. If you have need of employment, I 

will find you work. All I ask in return is your abidance of the rules I have just outlined and your 

unwavering loyalty to me. For that you will have my protection from others who would do you 

harm as well.” 

I let him mull over my demands for all of ten seconds. 

“Your decision.” 

Another swallowing nod. 

“Say. It.” 

“Yes…uh…yes sir. I agree to your terms and I want to stay,” he stuttered out. 

He smelled of sex and blood – a female. Not an unusual occurrence for our kind, so I asked, “Did 

you come into my territory alone or do you have a pet as well?” 

Also not an unusual occurrence. Many of my kind took to keeping pets for easy access to blood 

and sex, glamouring away their memories until they tired of them. 

I found it to be the lazy way out and hadn’t kept one since the mid-1300’s. It had been necessary 

at the time when it seemed nearly every human in Europe was succumbing to the Black Death. 

“No,” he quickly answered. “No pets.” 

I motioned for him to sit down before I actually managed to get seasick for the first time in a 

thousand years thanks to his constant swaying and gave him a stack of paperwork to fill out. He 

needed a job and considering I still had that niggling feeling in the back of my head, I decided to 

employ him at the casino where I could keep a close eye on him. He had, however, obtained a 

home. I would’ve put more thought into how he’d acquired one so quickly if I hadn’t recognized 

the address as that of a vampire who’d left my area a couple of years earlier. The nomadic ones 

often swapped homes since secure resting places were few and far between in normal dwellings, 

so I didn’t bother questioning him over it. Since so much time had passed, I informed him I 

would have my assistant drop off the necessary paperwork at his home for the security system to 

be upgraded. He’d need to be there to obtain the new codes and have his retinal and fingerprint 

scans done, but that would have to be scheduled later on. For now my security firm of Weres 

were working on upgrading the system at my casino and wouldn’t be free for at least another ten 

days. 

But thinking of my new assistant in regards to the new twitchy vampire in my area, I added one 

more rule. “My personal assistant, Sookie Stackhouse, is mine. You will not approach her for 

any reason that isn’t business related. You will treat her with the same respect you show me. If 

you attempt to glamour her for any reason, you’ll lose your eyes and then your life. If you 

attempt to feed from her, you’ll lose your fangs and then your life. Do you understand?” 



My eyebrow arched at his silent nod to which he mumbled out, “Yeah…uh…yes, I understand. 

She’s yours.” 

My cock twitched just hearing it. 

It twitched again when I sent out a mass email to the vampires in my area informing them of my 

new Number One Rule – Sookie Stackhouse is mine – before I gathered the completed 

documents from him and called Clancy to my office. His red hair and quick temper gave 

evidence to his Irish heritage and since the name Mickey Callaghan was as Irish as a Shillelagh 

stick, I thought it would be a match made in heaven. 

Or the resulting brawl would be entertaining at the very least. 

Clancy managed the bars, so I told him to start training Callaghan as a bartender and put him on 

the schedule. Once they were gone, I went over the books and then took a stroll downstairs to the 

club to look for my nightly meal. It had been more than ten days since I’d had fresh blood, but I 

soon found I was repulsed by every woman that approached me. They were too thin. Too heavy. 

Too tall. Too short. Too blond. Not blond enough. Most of all, it was their odor. None of them 

smelled appetizing at all and it took going through the room and scenting them all to realize what 

the problem was. 

None of them smelled anywhere near as good as my new assistant. 

The one I swore I wouldn’t feed from. 

I didn’t know if I was angrier at her for ruining the others’ appeal or at myself for making the ‘no 

feeding’ rule to begin with. Instead of forcing myself to feed from any of them I took to the skies 

in the dead of night to survey my territory. The rushing of the night air felt good against my skin 

and I took my time flying in a wide arc over the city with my eyes seeking out the secrets in the 

hidden darkness of the streets and alleyways. 

Perhaps it was the close proximity. I chose to believe that probable lie than admit to any other 

reason being the cause when I found myself hovering over Tulane University. 

Specifically, the dorm building I knew to be the residence of one Sookie Stackhouse. 

I tried to minimalize my presence there by telling myself the college campus was a virtual buffet 

for my kind and I was only doing my duty by monitoring those below. But it was as if a higher 

power was calling me out on my half-truth because I found myself scouring the parking lots from 

above and getting edgier by the moment when there was no yellow speckled rust box to be 

found. 

Once I was certain it wasn’t anywhere within a reasonable walking distance, I flew back towards 

the casino taking the likely path she would have traveled on her way back home, looking for her 

car. It wouldn’t surprise me if she’d been stranded. I would be more surprised if she hadn’t been, 

but she – like it – was nowhere to be found. Even as I made my way back to my office, forcing 



myself to walk at a human pace, I tried to reason that perhaps she’d just gone shopping. Or for a 

bite to eat. 

Or perhaps one of my kind had gone shopping for a bite to eat and chose her for their meal. 

I would kill them. Revive them. And then kill them again. 

I’d never given anyone my blood before, but I knew the effects. Even with just a few drops, I 

would be able to sense her proximate location and emotional state. 

Was I really considering it? 

Yes. 

It was no different than outfitting her with an alarm for her car; a security system for her home. 

She was my asset and it was my duty to protect her. 

I ignored the fact it was an unprecedented step and that it took the notification of the local police 

to inform me my previous assistant was dead. 

The difference was already crystal clear. Learning of Burnham’s death had merely aggravated 

me because of how his death affected me. My time; my energy – wasted. Not knowing Miss 

Stackhouse’s whereabouts or current state of health was grating on each and every nerve ending. 

If I hadn’t known for a fact Callaghan was currently learning to make a Bloody Mary at that very 

moment, his head would be the first one I removed in my search for her. 

It wouldn’t be necessary, but at least it would ease my tension. 

As soon as I was in my office I pulled up the GPS tracker for her…car…and saw she was still 

traveling. 

Far far away. 

Not in a distant galaxy, but she was now in the northern half of Louisiana. 

Out of my territory. 

Where being mine and having my protection would mean nothing to anyone who came across 

her. 

I knew she came from a shithole town in Renard Parish, but nothing of her previous monitored 

calls, emails, or texts led me to believe she would be going home so soon before her graduation. 

Everything had said her family would be traveling to New Orleans to attend her graduation. 



Knowing the advanced age of her grandmother I couldn’t help but wonder if perhaps her health 

had unexpectedly failed. I didn’t like the thought of my…Miss Stackhouse having to grieve her 

matriarch, but I knew all too well that nothing lasts forever. 

Well…almost nothing. 

Going back to the site tracking her phone calls I saw she’d received one not long after her 

discussion with the demon lawyer ended. I recognized the number as belonging to her brother 

and I prepared myself for having to contend with a sorrowful assistant come Monday when I 

clicked on the icon to listen to their conversation. 

J – “Hey Sook. You heard from Tara?” 

S – “Not for a couple of weeks. Why?” 

J – “Ain’t nobody can find her. We’re hopin’ she took off with that new sugar daddy o’ hers, but 

it ain’t like her to disappear without tellin’ nobody.” 

S – “What ‘sugar daddy’? She didn’t tell me she was seeing anyone.” 

J – “Beats me. Some new fella she’s been seein’. Nobody’s met him, but he got her a new ride. A 

Camaro. Candy apple red. She said it was funny because of his name and all.” 

S – “What’s his name? Has anyone tried to find him?” 

J – “Don’t know where to look. All’s I can remember is it had somethin’ to do with apples… 

Hey, Sook? Do ya think you can come home? You know…and do your thing?” 

Thing? What ‘thing’? Did he expect her to elbow everyone in her path and then knock them on 

their asses for talking to her chest? 

S – “Of course. My classes are over and I’m already in the car, so I’ll just head on home now. I’ll 

be there in a few hours.” 

J – “Thanks sis. Now you be careful, ya hear? And I’ll be waitin’ at Gran’s for ya… Oh hey! I 

remember his name now. Mott. Like the applesauce. Franklin Mott.” 

Franklin Mott had moved from my area two years earlier and I know he resided at times in both 

Dallas and Mississippi after leaving New Orleans, but I had no clue as to his whereabouts now. I 

wouldn’t care now if I didn’t know Miss Stackhouse was about to go searching for him. 

But recalling the address of my newest vampire resident, I knew where I would start 

investigating. 

S – “Okay Jase, I’ll see you soon and we’ll figure out where to go when I get there.” 



The line went dead after that. Just like I would be in less than an hour. It was too late for me to 

try and fly there, but even if I did it wasn’t like I could just land on her doorstep and offer her my 

assistance. 

It annoyed me to no end. 

I decided to take my annoyance out on Callaghan and as a bonus, find out Mott’s last known 

location since Callaghan was currently residing in Mott’s home, but by the time I made my way 

back down to the bar he was already gone. 

Of course he was. Dawn was less than an hour away. 

And as I later died for the day, the fact Miss Stackhouse was already several hours away from 

me and unknowingly searching for a four hundred year old vampire who had possibly abducted 

her friend, bothered me like nothing else I could ever recall. 

Chapter Five – Hoohah, is that you? 

SPOV 

Truth be told, I wasn’t worried about Tara at all. She was impulsive, but she had a good head on 

her shoulders and I wasn’t all that surprised she hadn’t mentioned her new boyfriend the last 

time we’d talked. We’d grown apart over the years I’d been away at college, but I would always 

love her like a sister no matter what. And as her sister, she likely knew if she’d told me about a 

new boyfriend who had bought her a fancy sports car, I would call it like I saw it. 

Hussy. 

With love of course, but a hussy just the same. 

The real reason I agreed to a six hour drive with no argument was because I needed the time to 

clear my head. Returning to a noisy dorm surrounded by horny co-eds all trying to graduate with 

Summa-them Cum Loud honors would do me no good in the state I was in. 

Which was horny. 

Even worse, I was only horny for my new pseudo-boss/target. Nowhere in any of the training 

they provided me could I recall any mandates specifically stating I could not have sex with a 

suspect. Surely having a Suspect-With-Benefits situation would be frowned upon. 

But it wasn’t like I was going to call my FBI boss and ask either. 

It felt so weird to be so physically attracted to someone who in my mind was likely a monster. 

Anyone who could kill so many people without rhyme or reason was a true psychopath. 



So why was I hoping he was just as aggressive in between the sheets? 

Because I’d been taken over by body snatchers. Obviously. 

Stop picturing Northman snatching you up and doing things to your snatch! 

Ugh. A six hour drive just wouldn’t be long enough. 

By the time I reached Bon Temps, I was mostly back to normal. At least my girly bits had 

stopped throbbing every time I pictured the man. And true to his word, Jason was waiting on me 

at Gran’s when I got there. Pulling countless all-nighters studying at college had helped me stay 

awake for the drive, but I wasn’t surprised to see he was already asleep on her couch and I didn’t 

have the heart or the energy to wake him up. 

I had two days before I’d have to go back to New Orleans. I didn’t give a rat’s ass about 

attending graduation – thousands of cheering heads battering against my shield and eardrums 

were a still a bit much for me – but I had to meet with Mr. Cataliades on Friday afternoon to sign 

my contract and get the key to my new suite at the Rising Sun. 

Should I call my FBI boss to let them know where I was? 

I had my cell phone in hand and was already dialing when I stopped myself from hitting send. 

The other agents had seen me leave the casino unharmed and they had stressed I shouldn’t call 

them unless it was a life or death situation. 

I doubted they’d give a rat’s ass about Tara’s missing ass either. 

Decision made I set my phone aside and changed out of my red suit into a pair of sweats and t-

shirt from the stash of clothes I’d kept at Gran’s. As I was hanging it up it dawned on me how 

similar the color was to Superman’s cape. 

“Super Sookie to the rescue,” I chuckled to the empty room. 

The sun was just coming over the horizon by the time I crawled into my childhood bed, but even 

in the abyss of sleep I couldn’t escape Eric Northman. I didn’t even think it was odd he was 

flying with a red cape flapping behind him and a giant letter ‘E’ on his chest. 

It was déjà vu all over again when I found myself on the highway headed back to New Orleans 

two days later. True to form Tara had shown up the day before looking dazzling in her fashion 

plate outfit huffing she was a grown woman and to back the hell off. Her new beau – ‘Nunya’ I’d 

been told when I asked about him – had taken her to Jackson for a few nights of dancing at some 

big deal nightclub and she even laughed that I should have been with her because the DJ had 

played the song we’d danced to in our high school talent show. I could see from her thoughts that 

he was older, maybe in his late fifties or early sixties, and figured that was why she didn’t want 

to introduce us to him. I couldn’t judge her for it. If they were both happy with their arrangement 

then who was I to say it was wrong. Hell, if anything I was a little jealous. 



Not for the money he spent on her, but for the sex. 

Whenever she daydreamed about him it had been so great that her thoughts went completely 

hazy at the big m-O-ment. 

Lucky bitch. 

I tried to set those feeling aside. I tried to tell myself that I had a lot going for me. 

I was Super Sookie. Sort of. 

But the fact remained that I lamented over the thought of living the rest of my life alone. I 

couldn’t be with a man that way without hearing every blasted thing going through their heads 

and it only made me think about one man and my inability to hear him at all. 

I wanted to tie him up with my lasso of truth. Find out he wasn’t the killer and then fuck him to 

death. 

Maybe New Orleans had a Superhero Sex Shop? 

Dreaming about Eric Northman’s pipe was a pipe dream in every way. I’d been nervous as hell 

meeting up with him, but I had no doubt once I got more comfortable in his presence I’d start 

hearing him like everyone else. He consumed my every thought since I’d walked out of his 

office and it only made me wonder how the other women he’d been with had been able to go 

back to their lives instead following him around like a puppy dog nipping at his heels. 

Lord knew I wanted to chew on his stick. 

It got so bad there were a few times I’d woken up in the middle of the night drenched in sweat 

from the things he’d done to my body in my dreams and I would’ve sworn I saw him hovering 

outside of my bedroom window. But I’d only have to rub my eyes and he’d be gone again. 

Stupid Sexy Superhero/Serial Killer. 

Gran had been excited to hear about my new job. Not my secret job with the FBI, but my job 

with Eric Northman. I felt bad lying to her, but I couldn’t risk telling her the truth and worry she 

might slip and tell Jason or worse. 

Maxine Fortenberry. 

I assuaged my guilt by telling myself she’d understand once she knew the truth and would 

forgive me. 

But I prepared myself for a Gran whoopin’ anyway. 



I noticed during my visit that she was moving around a lot slower. Her joints were stiffer and she 

had difficulty sitting for too long, standing for too long, or taking more than ten steps without 

having to stop and ‘let her bones rest.’ I worried knowing she was getting up there in age and 

convinced her that she didn’t have to come to New Orleans to attend my graduation. A six hour 

car ride would be awful for her and plane tickets for both her and my brother just weren’t in the 

budget. I’d just as soon have my diploma mailed to me and she put up a good argument with me 

over it, wanting to see her grandbaby graduate from college, so I pulled the guilt card and quietly 

told her how being in that big of a crowd would make me miserable. It was a true statement and 

while we didn’t talk about my gift often, it was always there in the background, like the scent of 

baked goods in her kitchen. 

A constant presence that didn’t need mentioning. 

Finally she agreed, so now I planned on spending the weekend moving into my new suite after I 

met with Mr. Cataliades that afternoon. I didn’t have much more than shorts, tees, and 

sundresses at Gran’s and I didn’t want to meet with him dressed in any of those, but I’d gotten a 

few new outfits from Tara’s shop while she called me a dumbass for driving all the hell the way 

back home to look for her dumbass. 

Like any good sister would. 

So I was in a pair of charcoal gray slacks, a black blouse that wrapped the girls up nicely, and a 

pair of black heels when I met him in Northman’s office at four o’clock on Friday. He was 

pleasant as always, but stayed on point. It was good to see me and I looked lovely. Read this. 

Initial here, here, and here. You’ll be paid this. Do you have any questions? Sign here. 

It was like speed dating. 

Once I’d signed my life away – I very well may have since I didn’t read a word of the contract; 

the FBI would get me out of it if Northman’s prison sentence didn’t do the job – he handed me a 

laptop, cell phone, and keys to my new suite and company car, telling me I would find it in the 

parking garage next to Mr. Northman’s designated parking space. 

La di da. Have a nice day. Don’t let the door hit ya where the good lord split ya. 

Good to see you too, Mr. Cataliades. 

His brain was impossible to read, but what I was able to hear was more like static or white noise. 

I’d run across it a few times – one of my law professors in college was the same way – and I 

figured they just had stronger brain power. It made sense to me since they were obviously 

brilliant in what they did for a living, so I didn’t think anything about it. Once I was shuffled out 

of the office like a deck of cards at a poker table downstairs, I climbed into the elevator and 

stared at the key to my new suite to see what floor button to push. I knew Burnham had lived on 

the tenth floor, halfway in between Northman’s office and the ground floor, so I expected the 

same. Instead I saw I had suite 2002. 



Northman’s penthouse was on the 21
st
 floor, one floor above his office. 

On the 20
th

 floor. 

I hit the button to open the doors and stepped out again feeling confused. I hadn’t seen anything 

indicating there would be suites on this floor, so I walked back to the reception area and asked 

the man sitting behind the desk, “Umm…excuse me, do you know where I can find suite 2002?” 

I bet he hired her for her tits. Now it makes sense why he claimed her as his. 

What the fuckity fuck? 

His thoughts had that same red tinge I recognized from before, but I heard him clear as a bell and 

before I could go all ‘When Sookie’s attack’ on him, he pointed to his left and said, “Through 

that door, down the hall,” and went back to his work without any more acknowledgement. 

Well, fuck you very much. 

I took my booty of electronics and marched my booty through that door and down the hall, 

coming to a stop at the only door to be found. 

Suite 2002. 

There was another elevator located just across from it which would be handy for avoiding 

fuckity fucks, so I put the key in, waited for the beep, and walked in. 

To heaven. 

The door was the only thing to resemble a hotel because the inside was decorated like a fancy 

shmancy high rise condo. High ceilings and floor to ceiling glass windows made up two of the 

walls, giving me a breathtaking view of the city, with the requisite balcony and sitting area for 

me to lounge on like I actually belonged in a place like this. Another wall had an honest to god 

wood burning fireplace already lit and was surrounded on both sides with bookcases filled to the 

brim. 

Like the book whore I was, I dropped the laptop onto the couch – it was leather and smelled like 

it had been made from cows that spent their lifetime dining exclusively on one hundred dollar 

bills – and ran towards my crack fix. First editions. All of them. Classics as well as lesser known 

titles by some of the greatest authors of all time. 

If I kept my nose in a book, it could be a very long time before I gathered enough evidence to 

convict Northman. Long enough for me to get through them all, at least. 

Hmm… 

No…no…that would be wrong. 



Another unwritten rule in the FBI, I was sure. 

Tearing myself away from them – I didn’t dare touch them and wouldn’t until I’d sealed my 

hands inside of food saver packets to keep my greasy mitts from blemishing the pages – I toured 

the rest of the place and found a galley kitchen just as fancy as the living room. The bedroom 

was fit for visiting royalty and the bathroom – well…let’s just say heaven can be found on earth. 

And it was currently residing in my huge kick ass tub. 

I left the laptop and grabbed my purse, shoving my new phone and key card into it, and took off 

for the elevator so I could grab my shit from my dorm room and move the hell in. With my luck, 

I’d find Northman killing his next victim tonight and wouldn’t have the chance to enjoy my new 

temporary digs, so I wanted to move in now now now. I jumped into the elevator – conveniently 

already waiting for me – and pushed the button for the garage level figuring I’d use my new 

company car to move my stuff. I expected to be getting something similar to Burnham’s sedan 

and wanted the extra room so I’d only have to make one trip. 

I was jumping on the spot anxious to get a move on when I realized I was the only one moving. 

The elevator wasn’t. I looked around, not wanting to go ask Mr. Fuckity Fuck how to work the 

damn elevator when I saw a slot for a key card with the instructions written above it. 

Insert card here. 

So I did. 

And then the elevator began moving. 

And I danced in celebration. 

I wasn’t sure where Northman’s parking spot was actually located in the garage, but I was sure I 

could find it. 

Because I was sure it would be lifted up on its own throne so it could glare down at all of the 

other lesser cars with mocking disdain. 

I knew from the Bureau he had a shit ton of cars – each worth more than my lifetime’s wages 

combined – so I wasn’t sure which one would be in the garage, but I didn’t have to look far. As 

soon as the elevator doors opened I saw it. 

Not his car, but I’m sure it would be there if I could tear my eyes away from what was parked 

next to it. 

A red Aston Martin V12 Zagato. 

Son. Of. A. Bitch. 



My feet were glued to the spot they stood on – no longer bouncing and happy – and remained 

that way long enough for the elevator doors to close again. 

I closed my eyes. 

Took a deep breath. 

And hit the button to open the doors once more. 

Yep. It was still there. 

Pissed. That was the only word to describe what I felt in that moment. He’d ruined my dream by 

giving me my dream car to drive. Not only had I not earned it, but looking at it now all I saw was 

a two hundred thousand dollar lie covered by a shiny red paint job. Even if my name wasn’t on 

the title and I did ever manage to buy one on my own, I wouldn’t now because all I would be 

able to see was the lie. 

His. Mine. Ours. 

It was all one and the same. 

Fuck him. 

I wasn’t officially on his payroll until Monday, so I didn’t have to drive it right now. Besides 

that, I’d be able to fit more shit into my own car than the one mocking me from its parking spot 

with its come hither chrome and promises of new car smell. 

Fuck that. 

I ignored it all and went back to my dorm taking my own car and stayed there until Monday. I 

didn’t have as much stuff to move once I sold all of my used textbooks back to the campus store, 

so it was easy to bring everything with me when I returned to the Rising Sun around noon. I 

hadn’t even bothered to turn on my Northman bat phone until then either and saw I had a 

message waiting from the man himself. 

‘Meet me in my office at 7:00pm Monday.’ 

Yes sir. Thank you Sir. Care to destroy any more of my dreams, Sir? 

At least my anger had tamed my horniness for the man and the only dreams I had of him had me 

running him over in my former dream car. I don’t know why I was so pissed about it, but the 

only thing I could come up with was the fact it was the only ridiculous dream item I’d ever 

wanted. I hadn’t been kidding when I’d said I had blue collar preferences, but that car was my 

one little fantasy ticket item. One that I wanted. One that I wanted to earn on my own. To drive it 

now – or worse; to enjoy driving it now – would make me feel, well…like Tara. 



A hussy. 

With no love. 

Northman wasn’t my sugar daddy. He was my target, suspected of god-awful crimes against his 

fellow man, so how could I let myself enjoy something I’d wanted for so long when he was the 

one providing it to me? 

I couldn’t. 

So I ignored the stunning view and book crack when I brought my things into my temporary 

home, taking more time than necessary to put my things away. When I was done, I avoided the 

heavenly tub as well and took a shower to remove the grime and sweat from my skin, so I could 

change and meet Mr. Serial Dream Killer promptly at seven. 

It wasn’t like I had far to go to meet him considering I was just down the hall and through that 

door from Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s desk and his office, so when the clock struck 6:59 I finally left the 

suite. Even then I was early so like a stubborn bitch I waited until it was precisely 7:00pm before 

I knocked on his door. 

“Enter.” 

So I did. 

And my irrational inner tantrum took a major hit. 

Instead of being dressed in his usual business attire, Northman was leaning against the front of 

his desk wearing a black button up shirt with the top three buttons undone. 

Seeing it, I nearly came undone. 

I also nearly came. 

Not that the chest porn showing through his shirt wasn’t enough to make my ovaries buckle, but 

he’d paired the shirt with a pair of black leather pants and motorcycle boots. 

Tight leather pants. 

So tight, if I stared hard enough, I could probably make out the faces of his future great-

grandchildren. 

They were that tight. 

Tight like my now clenching hoohah. 

“Miss Stackhouse.” 



“Mr. Northman.” 

Me. Him. Us. 

There we were. A clenching hoohah plus baby face pants. 

I refused to continue solving that particular equation because I already had a sneaking suspicion 

what that would equal. 

“Those clothes have to come off.” 

What? Hoohah, is that you?  

My thighs automatically cinched together to shut her the hell up, with my startled eyes stopping 

their count of the future little Northmans within his pants, and back up to his face. It was then I 

realized it wasn’t hoohah speaking at all. I only knew because I watched his lips move and the 

same voice formerly recognized as hoohah added, “Tonight we’ll be taking a tour of the casino, 

bars, and my nightclub. You should be dressed appropriately.” 

He gestured to a garment bag draped over the couch in his office – the couch which was no 

doubt made up of the siblings of the couch in my suite – but he remained standing where he was 

as I asked, “What? Is that for me?” At his nod, I added, “How do you know what size I wear?” 

He pushed off from the desk and slowly stalked forward until there was hardly any space in 

between us. Leaning down he inhaled deeply before breathing out over my face, “I too am very 

detail oriented, Miss Stackhouse. I am sure it will fit.” 

Fuuuck me…I had a feeling we weren’t talking about clothes anymore. 

And fuck me for no longer being able to decide if that was a good thing or a bad thing. 

Chapter Six – BOOM! 

EPOV 

I reviewed the video surveillance on Friday evening upon rising anxious to see her reaction to 

getting her dream car, but it wasn’t at all what I expected. She oozed hostility from the moment 

her eyes had landed on her new car, but I couldn’t fathom why. 

Was it the wrong color? 

Did she think she’d have to wait until Monday in order to drive it? 

It didn’t make sense, but after seeing her reaction to her new suite – the bouncing she’d done in 

the elevator was cum worthy – I didn’t think I would have to wait until Monday in order to find 



out. I planned on running into her at some point over the weekend, but I couldn’t because she 

wasn’t there. She’d taken her rust box and returned to her dormitory where she remained and it 

only served to frustrate me even more. 

Just like the woman glaring at her dream car on my monitor. 

I’d assumed she would move in right away. Using the limited knowledge I had of her likes – as 

I’d previously noted, the woman lived like a pauper and didn’t spend her money frivolously – I 

filled her suite with her drug of choice. Bookcases were constructed just for her and were filled 

with first editions that would make any English scholar weep. Her reaction to those had been 

gratifying, with her staring at them looking as though Saint Nicholas himself had come and made 

amends for his previous twenty-two year absence, before she flew out the door. I assumed to 

move in. 

My assumption only made me feel like an ass while she continued to frustrate me just as she had 

from the moment she’d first left my office. My no feeding and fucking rules had flown out the 

window like she’d flown out of my casino. And it was undeniable now. The evidence of my new 

obsession was overwhelming. 

I was guilty and there were no appeals. 

Exhibit A – Upon rising Wednesday evening I’d sought out Callaghan to ascertain the 

whereabouts of Mott. Either the sight of my fangs in his face was a scarier proposition to contend 

with or he held no loyalty to Mott. It turned out both assessments were true and he quickly gave 

up that as of late Mott had been spending time in Jackson. 

I broke his jaw as a reminder of what would happen if he gave up information about me so easily 

which brings us to Exhibit B. 

Instead of making my presence known to those in my territory – whom had seen neither hide nor 

hair of me in the previous eleven days – I took off for Jackson Mississippi, calling on Russell 

Edgington in his mansion of ill-repute. The gray haired Mott was not his type, but being 

Louisiana’s hottest catch had its benefits. He liked my look. I didn’t mind being looked at. That 

along with our mutual contentment with the current boundaries of our territories made us easy 

allies. I had Mott’s location within moments of my arrival and finding him with his new pet on 

the dance floor of Russell’s bar saved his undead life. 

Not that I had rights to dictate his hunting any longer, but I would’ve killed him just the same for 

causing my…Miss Stackhouse pain in any way and surely she would’ve been pained if her friend 

had been killed. He’d been told to return her to her home immediately and then glamour her to 

contact Miss Stackhouse the following day. I also let it be known his continued survival 

depended upon hers and then followed them to Bon Temps to be sure he would comply. He did. 

And since I was already in town… 



Exhibit C – The farmhouse had seen better days, but nothing had ever eased the tension in my 

body as did the scent of my new assistant wafting from her open bedroom window. I would 

chastise her for her complete disregard for her own personal safety if I could admit to being there 

at all. Or perhaps I would not because it was that small open window that gave me a glimpse into 

her head when in the middle of night, slithering through her sheets with a sheen of sweat pouring 

off her body and making her scent all the more appetizing, I heard it. 

“Errriic…” 

My head snapped up – as did my cock – and after reassuring myself she was indeed still asleep, a 

quick mental run through of all of her known associations concluded that yes, I was the only Eric 

in her life. 

She was dreaming of me and with the way she’d moaned out my name, I could only come to one 

conclusion as to what my dream self was doing to her. 

My responding growl was unintentional and had woken her. Also unintentional was when she 

saw me hovering outside of her bedroom window like the peeping Tom I was. Before she could 

finish rubbing the sleep from her eyes, I flew off and went to ground for the day, wondering if 

I’d ever be able to bury my own preoccupation with the sweet smelling blond like I’d managed 

to bury myself in the ground. 

Exhibit D – Her ancestral home had been in her family for one hundred and fifty years. Moving 

her family to my territory would not be an option since I doubted they only remained in the home 

out of necessity. Her ostentatious choice in automobiles aside, I had no doubt her roots remained 

firmly planted in that Renard Parish shithole and would remain that way until the Stackhouse 

family line had come to an end. I had no choice. 

I could blame her for forcing my hand. 

There were no vampires in that area – that I knew of anyway – but I did know Peter Threadgill 

had slowly been inching his way south of his Little Rock stronghold. He was still miles away 

from reaching Bon Temps, but if he were to learn of my new attachment to the area, he would 

move on it quickly. 

The upper hand – we all wanted it. 

Upon rising the next night, I first checked to make sure she had been notified of her friend’s 

reappearance. She had via text messages. 

S – “Hey Tara, it’s me. Call me or else I’m putting that picture of your drunk ass passed out next 

to the pile of dog shit in JB’s backyard on a milk carton.” 

Twenty minutes later… 



T – “You do that Stackhouse and I’ll make sure the picture of The Great Titty Escape from 

Spring Break makes its way onto the next milk carton. Why you thought those two pieces of 

gauze held together by dental floss would hold those puppies in, I’ll never know.” 

I made a note to glamour the girl myself to obtain that picture. 

So much to do, so little time. 

I took off for Little Rock. Threadgill would’ve shit himself if he could at the sight of me walk 

into nightclub. In his office, I verbalized my newly expanded claim on all of Louisiana. He 

expressed his disagreement, having already moved into the most northern areas. I showed him 

the error of his ways. 

Or rather, I held up his newly severed head and showed it to his second, Jennifer Cater, along 

with giving her my reassurance I wanted no part of Arkansas and she could retain possession of 

it. She agreed to see things my way, if only to continue to be able to see things with her head still 

attached to her shoulders. 

I emailed Russell and Stanislaus as well, not expecting any friction on their behalf and I was 

correct when they each emailed me back with similar sentiments. 

Stanislaus – Congratulations? 

Russell – Darling, if you wanted to get a little dirty, you could have stayed in Jackson instead of 

claiming a bunch of swamp land. 

Typical. 

Exhibit E – Instead of returning to New Orleans, my flight took me straight back to the cause for 

my newly expanded territory. In one night I’d doubled my claim, obtaining the entire state for 

the sole purpose of keeping her safe no matter where she hung her hat and as I watched her sleep 

for the second night in a row, I did something I had never done. Ever. 

I shopped for my personal assistant. 

Cars didn’t count, although her new car – which had been delivered to the casino that evening – I 

put more thought into than any of the others, but instead I shopped for things for her. 

Personal things. 

Things which any proper employer had no business shopping for. For their personal assistant, at 

least. 

Cocktail dresses. Evening gowns. Casual attire. Business attire. They would arrive by the 

truckload over the following days. I told myself they could be considered her uniforms to 

appease my inner pussy whipped-ness and continued to fill my virtual shopping cart. 



I would be even more appeased if I could fill her pussy instead. 

The verdict was officially in – Exhibits A thru E could only come to one conclusion. 

I was an infatuated – by all appearances, enthusiastically so – exhibitionist when it came to her. 

In more ways than one. 

But even that massively growing desire I had for her wasn’t why I was doing all that I did. 

Something about the way she carried herself – secure in her own skin despite not having much 

more in material things than her own skin to show for herself. I… 

I… 

I realized with astonishment I admired her. 

It was a feeling that came to me less often than the appearance of Halley’s Comet. 

She reminded me of myself in a way. In this undead life I’d had no one to rely on and had to 

forge my own way. I had to learn to survive on my own, so unlike many others of my kind who 

had a Maker at their side when they rose vampire for the first time. I taught myself to hunt. I 

taught myself restraint. I built my own fortune from nothing and then protected it from any and 

all who threatened me and mine. From what I could gather of her history, her grandmother had 

worked several jobs in order to make ends meet, so Sookie too would’ve had to learn many 

things on her own. She would’ve had to dedicate herself to her studies with no one to look over 

her shoulder, having nothing more than the desire to better herself as motivation. She had to keep 

herself on the straight and narrow and out of trouble, not giving in to the temptation of her 

friends’ and classmates’ youthful folly. 

It was admirable and she deserved a reward for her actions. 

And I felt I deserved one as well, which was currently hidden inside of the garment bag draped 

over my couch. 

My cock twitched in anticipation. 

“What…what’s wrong with what I’m wearing?” she asked after taking in a shaky inhale. 

Nothing except that it covers the answers to the secrets that can only be found underneath. 

She was wearing a sapphire blue dress and it made me jealous in the way it wrapped around her 

body like a lover’s embrace. It – like her – was beautiful and perfectly acceptable attire for my 

establishment and her station as my assistant. 

However it wouldn’t do at all for what I had planned later on. 



“Nothing at all – normally,” I told her truthfully. “What you’re wearing is fine for when you’re 

seeing to your duties as my representative, however this evening we’ll be on display for the 

general public. They come here expecting a certain…ambiance…and as an extension of me, 

your appearance should complement my own.” 

Regrettably she took a step back, distancing herself from me, and thereby robbing me of the heat 

which naturally emanated from her body. It had been five days. Five days of torment, with her 

body so close and yet just out of my reach. 

I struggled to remain still instead of snatching her body and plastering it against mine. 

Doe-like eyes – full of fire and incredulity – stared back at me as she asked, “You expect us to 

be…matchy matchy?” I smirked at her turn of phrase and an inelegant snort left her soft full lips 

at my nod as she added, “You’re not due to have any business in Hawaii any time soon, are you? 

I think matching luau shirts would be a bit much.” 

I added the destination to my quickly growing list of things to do if only so I’d get to see her in a 

bikini. 

One made of gauze and held together by dental floss, if I was lucky. 

A single eyebrow rose up – much like my cock at the thought – as I returned her smirk and 

asked, “Is that your way of telling me you want a lei? I assure you Miss Stackhouse, you have 

only to ask and you shall receive.” 

I hoped it was, as well as hoping she didn’t mean a lei of the flower variety. I knew I was 

pushing the boundaries of labor laws and such. Sexual harassment lawsuits were all the rage 

these days, but finding out what her reaction would be was worth the risk. 

And worth the possibility of having to glamour her to forget it. 

I watched her swallow the moisture pooling in her mouth while I scented the moisture pooling in 

between her other set of lips, but her face remained locked up before she unexpectedly laughed 

out loud. A long high pitched whistle soon followed and she ended it with a, “BOOM!” Seeing 

my confused, if not still amused, expression she offered, “You can’t even bring yourself to call 

me by my first name yet and I don’t have the proper training to deal with that poorly hidden 

ISD.” 

“ISD?” I asked aloud, not placing the acronym. 

She nodded, still laughing, and replied, “Improvised Sexplosive Device. I can’t possibly begin to 

even try navigating that double entendre landmine. Is there a bathroom around here or should I 

go back to my suite and change.” 

Forget changing. I wanted to make boom booms of another variety. 



Doubting that was an option – yet – I volleyed in return, “You could change here if you’d 

like…Sookie,” and took a seat on the couch to let her know I’d be more than happy to watch. 

She snorted again and grabbed the garment bag, saying, “My suite it is then…Mr. Northman,” 

but before she could get far I unnecessarily cleared my throat to regain her attention. 

Pointing at the door to our right, I said, “You can change in there.” 

She stared back at me suspiciously before finally entering the adjacent bathroom and I couldn’t 

hide my grin when I heard her yell out, “You have got to be kidding me!” 

She opened the door seconds later with only her head poking through, but before she could 

continue her tirade, I smiled back with, “I assure you, I am not.” 

If glares could kill, I’d be dead – again. 

I knew it wouldn’t be to her liking, just as I knew most everything else I’d ordered would be, but 

I wanted to see her in something dangerous. Forbidden. I had a feeling she had a darker side and 

wanted to get a glimpse of it. 

And then I wanted to get a glimpse of what was underneath it. 

“You’re serious.” 

“Always.” Despite what she may have surmised from my now permanent grin. 

Yes, making her angry definitely had its merits. 

“Time’s a wasting, Miss Stackhouse,” I reminded her when she hadn’t broken our silent stare-

off. 

Her eyes narrowed and a scowl came across her face right before she slammed the door, but with 

my supernatural hearing I was able to hear her clearly as she muttered under her breath, “Fat 

chance you have of getting any kind of lay now…Eric.” 

And I wouldn’t hesitate to bet the house she was wrong. 

Chapter Seven – Eric Northman wasn’t Hindu 

SPOV 

That man was on crack – CRACK! – if he thought I would agree to wear that at all, much less out 

in public. There were FBI agents down there doing their secret squirrel shit. 

Agents who would see me! 



And report back that I was on crack! 

At least I knew what my first drop note would be. ‘I’m not on crack! He made me wear it! Pinky 

swear!’ 

I could even drop in a vial of my urine as proof! 

I didn’t think he could actually be serious, at least I hoped he wasn’t.  But the more I stared him 

down trying my damndest to weasel my way into his head – unsuccessfully, I might add – the 

more I saw the determination behind his eyes. 

And lust. Lots of lust. With his blond hair and blue eyes, it was just like looking in a mirror. 

At least he’d be happy we were matchy matchy.  

He wasn’t making me nervous anymore – he was pissing me off all over again – but the thought 

of wearing that outfit had me panicky inside, so my telepathy was locked up as tight as I hoped 

my legs would remain. I slammed the door in my last act of defiance and stood there staring at 

the contents of the bag, seeing nothing but black leather, and added another detail to my mental 

note I could pass on to the FBI. 

Eric Northman wasn’t Hindu. 

Fuck. I didn’t sign on for this. I’d been so full of myself. So egotistical that it would be no 

problem for me to just dip into the man’s head and see the answers that had eluded the Bureau 

for so long – the who, what, where, when, why, and how. I’d throw him face down into a puddle 

on the ground and stand at his side, with one foot on his back holding him there, while I did my 

victory pose for the 1940’s news camera flashes exploding all around me. 

Christ, I was an arrogant ass. 

Now I couldn’t even see a way out of wearing the Elvira outfit taunting me from the bag, but I 

had no choice. I refused to let him best me – let anyone get the better of me – and decided to pull 

up my big girl panties and get the show on the road. 

Not that any panties would fit underneath that outfit. 

It took some careful maneuvering. A lot of sighs, cusses, and deep inhales to get it all on, but I 

eventually managed, all while wondering how proud would Gran be now if she could see me. 

At least the leather would protect my ass from her switch. 

So now, there I stood, looking in the mirror with my own crack nearly hanging out of the back of 

my pants. Low rise and buttery soft, the black leather pants laced up my ass and sat just below 

my natural waistline. The matching leather halter top was just as skimpy, tying closed at my neck 



with thin leather bands crisscrossing across the expanse of my back. And then there were the 

boots. Not boots like his BDSMajesty wore, but high-heeled boots like a dominatrix would wear. 

He’d been a very bad boy. 

‘Snap’ went my internal bullwhip. 

I put them on happily because the five inch stiletto heels would be the only weapon I’d ever get 

away with in this outfit. Not that I had one on me or even felt like I needed one, which was 

another tick mark in the ‘Sookie Must Be On Crack’ column. 

And just as he’d said, it – did in fact – fit. All of it hugged me as if it had been made especially 

for me and if I were honest with myself – when, let’s face it; I’d been lying to myself for days 

where Northman was concerned so it was a banner moment – I kind of liked the look. I didn’t 

have washboard abs, nor did I belong on a Victoria’s Secret runway, but I had to admit I looked 

pretty hot. 

And dangerous. 

Not serial killer dangerous, but then he hadn’t given me that vibe yet either. If anything, I was in 

danger of fooling myself into believing I could get him to agree to pretty much anything I asked 

of him. He seemed to be a really good sport about things – neither one of us had uttered anything 

resembling proper workplace conversation since we’d first greeted one another – and he seemed 

to have a great sense of humor. 

Just look at the outfit he’d given me to wear on my first day on the job. 

Maybe I should just ask him if he’s the killer? 

A rookie mistake – I was sure. 

I could always just ask him for a lay instead… 

Another mistake – maybe. 

I just wasn’t sure. 

Since time was a wastin’ I dug into my handbag and pulled out the small makeup pouch I kept 

inside, adding more shadow to my eyes and putting on a darker shade of lipstick. I’d flat ironed 

my hair before pulling it up earlier, just to give me something to do so I wouldn’t be tempted by 

book crack. So I released the clip and restyled it using my fingers, with just the front half pulled 

back and a few loose pieces hanging down. If he was going to dress me like a fuck doll, I was 

going to look fuckable and then fuck with him by not fucking him. 

No matter what my Betty-down-below had to say about it. 



“I didn’t realize you had a biker bar!” I yelled through the door, while testing my own resolve to 

walk out the door in that outfit and testing the girls’ capacity to stay inside of their leather 

hammocks. If it wasn’t my first day on the job, I might’ve known whether or not he had any tape 

in his desk I could use to cement them in. 

“There are many things you don’t know about me,” he chuckled back to me. 

Yeah, like if you have tape to go along with your freaky kinky side. 

I wanted to call him out on his, ‘You must complement me,’ bullshit and ask if Burnham had been 

his leather sidekick too. But then I’d have to admit to knowing about Burnham at all, so I kept 

my trap shut. 

It wasn’t until I was lifting the black garment bag off of the floor when I felt the weight of 

something else still hiding inside. Reaching in and pulling it out, I may have let out a high 

pitched squee when I saw what it was. 

A jacket! Hallelujah there was a jacket! 

And finding it there may have saved him from having a five inch stiletto getting shoved up his 

ass. 

I pulled it on and zipped it up until I nearly choked on the damn thing. I did feel better now that 

there was less of me showing – even if the fit showed everything I had anyway – and gave 

myself one last once over before putting on my bitch face and forcing myself into the right frame 

of mind to pull this off. 

Ambiance? I got your ambiance right here buddy. 

Throwing open the door, I strut into the room like I owned the fucking place. Mary J. Blige was 

singing ‘Work That’ in my head and seeing Northman’s gobsmacked face, I cracked my internal 

bullwhip knowing I was clearly having an effect on him. 

‘Ha yah!’ 

And when my eyes dipped lower, I felt confident that I could also report back to the Bureau Eric 

Northman wasn’t circumcised. 

You know, in case they were wondering. 

Just as my ‘I am woman; hear me roar’ moment was coming a close, I came to a stop right in 

front of him and struck an Angela-Jolie-at-the-Oscars-leg-out pose. 

But the leather pants I’d poured myself into didn’t move quite as fluidly with me. 



The sound snapped him out of his lustful haze with his eyes snapping up to mine as he asked, 

“Miss Stackhouse…did you just…” 

“NO!” I shouted, with my cheeks flaming hot. “It was the leather!” 

Another stupid grin came onto his face and he said, “But it sounded like you just…” 

“IT. WAS. THE. LEATHER!” 

“It’s okay if you did. I understand. Your body is constricted and your bowels are likely…” 

“Shut up! It was the goddamn leather!” 

Christ, let him be the killer and just kill me now! 

Totally. Worth it. 

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he soothed, still with a huge ass grin on his stupid face. “Many women 

have many different reactions to seeing me. Yours was just a first.” 

He was lucky he was sitting on where my stiletto heel was gunning for. 

Done. I was done playing this stupid game and instead I jumped into the role of boss with him as 

my assistant and marched over to the door, opening it and pointing towards Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s 

desk, ordering, “Let’s go! Time’s a wastin’!” 

His eyes widened before they flamed as hot as my cheeks, but he stood up without another word 

and as he walked past me, I heard him say in a low throaty whisper, “Yes Mistress.” 

Could leather pants actually show a wet crotch spot? 

I ignored his words, my weeping Betty, and the shocked looks of everyone we passed all the way 

to the elevator. Northman stared down the poor guy already inside until he climbed out so it was 

just me and him. No sooner had the doors closed when he looked down at me and asked in his 

fuck me voice, “Going down?” 

Dead puppies. Flayed kittens. A steaming pile of horse shit on a plate. 

I filled my head with anything I could think of to avoid dropping to my knees – or telling him to 

– and instead smiled back at him quietly saying, “Boom.” 

He chuckled again and smiled, offering, “This is a much better cover for your superhero outfit. 

And did you notice? No tailoring needed.” 

He softly tugged on the waistband at my side, with the seam opening up a couple of inches, as 

another sound filled the air. 



“Velcro?” I asked in horror while pulling it back together. “You…you got me stripper clothes?” 

“Nooo,” he lied innocently. “I got you a suitable outfit for your weekend crime fighting hobby.” 

“What in the hell would fit under it?” 

And why was I arguing like I actually had a costume I traipsed around town in on any given 

Sunday fighting masked men trying to rip off little old ladies? 

Oh yeah. Because I was on crack. 

“I’m dying to know, so feel free to show me,” he replied with no amount of shame. 

“You might get your wish because I’ll kill you if you pull on my pants again,” I lied just as 

innocently. 

“Care to make a wager?” he asked with the heat intensifying in his eyes. And his voice. “I’ll bet I 

can have you begging me to rip your pants off before the night is through.” 

That’s what I’m afraid of. 

I scoffed instead of throwing myself at him to try and let our leather pants make more cow 

babies, asking, “Why? Are you gonna set them on fire?” 

You’re too late. Betty’s already on the job, coating down the insides with her fire retardant cum 

spray. 

Suddenly he was all up in my grill. Or – more like – he was as close to me as our leather body 

condoms would allow and said softly, “If you can deny what’s going on here – what’s going on 

between us – then they’ll surely burst into flames all on their own.” Closer and closer he moved 

until we were one giant cow as he whisper taunted, “Liar. Liar. Pants on fire.” 

He rubbed up against me – or maybe that was Betty making a grab for his hose, feeling the 

flames tickling down my baby chute. 

And then I burst out laughing. 

Because our cow condoms farted. 

“See?” I snorted at the sound, sounding like my sex kitten had been on a weeklong reality TV 

Jackass binge. “It. Was. The. Leather!” I added victoriously. 

Another sound filled the air – the ding of the elevator signaling we’d reached the casino floor – 

so he backed up and without taking his eyes from mine, he smiled, “This discussion isn’t over.” 

It is for now… 



Thank god. 

He had no choice but to walk out since the crowd waiting to go up weren’t concerned we – I 

mean he – was discussing going down. 

Christ, it all made me dizzy. 

I trailed after him, needing two steps to match every one of his giraffe strides, while we walked 

the perimeter of the casino floor. I kept my shields locked up tight because of the sheer amount 

of people there and also because I didn’t want to know what they thought of me in this outfit. He 

was much more aloof in front of everyone else, ignoring any and everybody, and only speaking 

to me. He’d stop every once in a while and point out who the pit bosses were, the floor 

managers, the high rollers, the hotel’s concierge – anyone who he thought I might come into 

contact with at some point while working for him. 

Northman had been right about the ambiance of the place. I knew different versions of the song 

painted the House of the Rising Sun as a brothel or maybe a jailhouse in New Orleans. It 

depended on who sung it because it could describe a woman who followed a drunk or a gambler 

to New Orleans and became a prostitute. And another described an alcoholic gambler who’d met 

his ruin there. Or told from a son or daughter’s perspective, the lyrics told of how they’d killed 

their drunkard gambler father who had beaten their mother to death, with the jailhouse being 

where they could see the sun coming over the horizon. 

None of them were about rainbows and sunshine. 

The theme of the casino was just that. No rainbows or sunshine. It offered tourists a place where 

they could come and feel scandalized. Be frightened by the appearance of mingling in danger 

and flirting with death and yet remain perfectly safe within the four walls. 

At least they thought they were safe. 

We didn’t stay in the casino for very long before he towed me over to the three separate bars. All 

of them were just as loud and noisy as the casino and each one had its own theme. Brothel, biker, 

and Wall Street. 

An odd combination, but all filled to the brim. 

It was in the seedier biker bar that I saw the stare aimed our way from one of the bartenders and I 

took a chance to lower my shields a little just to get a peek at what had him so attuned to us, but I 

got nothing from him. 

Just another bump in the road. 

Either the tight leather or Fireman Betty had short-circuited my telepathy. 



I made a mental note to walk through again – in my normal clothes – during the daytime to try 

and get a read on him then. Since my shields were up, I couldn’t be sure who from the Bureau 

was lurking about. They would be rotating different teams of two in and out of the casino for the 

duration of my employment. I would only be able to recognize very few of them since I hadn’t 

been in training for very long when Burnham had been killed. They’d planned on my orientation 

going on for another month before taking Burnham under the Patriot Act guise, but his death 

threw a monkey wrench into their plans. All contact between us stopped as soon as I submitted 

my application, but before we severed communication they verbally buoyed my confidence. 

They told me I was smart and since none of his employees had ever been one of his victims, I 

would fine. That I’d learned enough to get the job done. How I only needed to gather intel, not 

stand in front of a judge and jury to plead the government’s case in a court of law. I was a small 

fry and they would handle the big stuff. 

But mentally all they thought was, ‘She’s not ready. I hope she doesn’t fuck this up.’ 

Thanks for the vote of confidence. 

Whatever. I was used to people underestimating me based on my looks and youth, so I would 

just prove them all wrong. 

Who I did notice that night were the women. All shapes and sizes from every walk of life and the 

one thing they all had in common was they all wanted to be in my five inch stiletto heels. 

And not because I had it like that. 

It was because they all wanted to be standing at Northman’s side and have his attention. He 

wasn’t acting nearly as familiar as he had been when we’d been alone in his office or the 

elevator, so it was easy for me to see the differences in his persona. The man who’d been 

sexually challenging me – I couldn’t call it harassment when I kind of enjoyed it – was nothing 

like the man who’d walked out of the elevator. This guy was stone faced and all business. It was 

like he’d put on an invisible shield that warned others not to approach him, but he’d left a 

Sookie-sized hole in it for me to reach through. 

I didn’t know whether to be happy or frightened. That he’d done it or that I could tell the 

difference. 

Stupid fart sound bonding. 

I got nervous all over again when he led me into the nightclub. If he made me dance with him I 

just knew those Velcro seams weren’t going to hold out. 

Him or me. Heads or tails. It was a 50/50 tossup on who’d do the ripping, but a 100% guarantee 

they’d be ripped off regardless. 



But it turned out I didn’t have to be nervous at all because we’d merely walked the perimeter of 

the dance floor and then right back out again, but I did notice the slight look of disgust on his 

face whenever one of the women in his path would give him their fuck-me-eyes. 

And hopefully he didn’t notice the die-now-bitch glare in mine. 

I was confused when he led me down the hallway that went to the parking garage when I 

suddenly realized he was probably going to show me my company dream killer car, so I halted 

my steps and said in a dead voice, “I saw it already.” 

He stopped and turned to look down at me when I saw the spark of recognition in his eyes as he 

asked, “You mean your car?” 

“Your car,” I hissed, suddenly pissed off all over again. 

I almost told him to turn back around so the sight of his ass in those pants would make me happy 

again. 

“You’re angry,” he surmised. 

“You’re astute,” I snapped back. 

“Why?” he asked seemingly confused. “Is it the wrong color?” 

“Seriously?” I asked, quickly becoming furious. I’d held it in all weekend long, but now that I 

was used to seeing his great-grandbabies waving at me from their leather crib, I didn’t hold back. 

“You think I’m so shallow that I’d be pissed off over the wrong color? I’m pissed because you 

think so little of me to believe that I’d want you to buy me that car. I wanted to earn it for myself 

and now you’ve ruined the only dream I’ve ever had. And seeing as how you’ve dressed me up 

like a common whore, I can see just how you expect me to earn it.” I took another step closer to 

him with all common sense flying out the window as I poked him in the chest and said, “I am not 

a whore who spreads her legs for flashy cars, fancy crack-filled suites, or whatever else you 

planned on throwing at me. You’re paying me to be your personal assistant.” Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s 

thoughts came back to me in that moment and for some strange reason I felt utterly betrayed. I 

knew it was irrational considering I was technically the one sent to betray him, but it didn’t make 

the pain any less real, so I ended my tirade with, “If you hired me for being a natural blond with 

a big rack then consider this me tendering my resignation. I’m better than that. I have more to 

offer than that and I deserve to be somewhere where I’m appreciated for more than my tits.” 

Fuck the FBI gig. I’d wait tables back home at Merlotte’s before I’d put up with anybody’s 

bullshit. 

My neck hurt from craning up to stare him down, despite the added five inches to my height, so I 

saw the flash of remorse in his eyes right before something else flashed in them. 

Hunger. 



Chapter Eight – A Regular Old Penis de Milo 

EPOV 

Fuck. This. Woman. 

I seriously wanted to fuck this woman. 

More than that – I wanted to fuck her and bite her and rub myself all over her. 

And then do it all over again. 

Again and again. In any order and every which way. Clawing at each other until we were bathed 

in blood. Contorting ourselves into impossible positions. Consuming one another from dusk until 

dawn until we were both out of energy and cum. 

Only to start it all over again the following night. 

But I couldn’t. Not here. Not now. Not ever. 

Not without glamouring away the memories, erasing some of the small and yet all too telling 

clues that could raise her suspicions. Suspicions that would beget questions for which I could not 

answer. I had enough control to withhold my instincts to bite, but my cold skin would be a dead 

giveaway. 

Literally. 

And I knew. All it would take was one time. One taste of her body; her skin; her warmth. Blood 

or no. I would be hooked. 

Impossibly more than I already was. 

My addiction would leave me no choice but to glamour her time and again. To selfishly sate the 

unrelenting need I suspected would come to pass. Condemning myself to have to watch 

helplessly as the woman she was – the woman I wanted – disappeared into the fog of her own 

too often altered mind. 

She wasn’t my personal assistant. She was my own personal Catch-22. 

More astounding was after a thousand years of preferred solitude I was suddenly 

contemplating… 

What? 

Of that, I wasn’t sure, but it was definitely something. 



Something I needed to ignore for now lest I go mad. 

Der. 

But still my mind fought, refusing to believe I couldn’t have both. I was used to getting what I 

wanted and what I wanted was both her as well as…her, as she was now. 

I could take her somewhere cold. We could spend the summer months in Antarctica with her 

frolicking amongst the penguins and then winter in my Scandinavian homeland. Any location 

where the temperature of my skin wouldn’t be as noticeable as it would be in the suffocating 

humidity of a Louisiana summer. The hours of darkness would far exceed daylight. I could 

exhaust her body until she had no choice but to sleep those short hours away, unknowingly 

warming my dead body and in her own way, bringing mine back to life. 

But for how long? 

How long could I keep her from suspecting what I was? 

The tangled web in my mind – a virtual maze filled with chess pieces I’d spent a thousand years 

placing, perfecting my strategy in the art of survival – quickly unraveled in a matter of seconds. 

For there was only one winning play to be made. Only one conclusion to come to. Only one way 

to have it all. 

I would have to divulge my secret. 

It would be yet another in a quickly growing list of firsts, thanks to her. 

Exhibit E – For all intents and purposes, I was the unofficial King of Louisiana and I was close 

to losing my shit over a girl. 

All of it ran through my mind in a matter of seconds, but seeing her still angrily staring me down 

brought me back to yet another dilemma. One I should’ve seen coming. One I should’ve been 

more attuned to. After her admission over knocking men down for thinking she was nothing but 

a blond pair of tits, I should’ve known buying her that car – a car she’d already said she’d 

intended to earn for herself – would’ve been demeaning to her. It certainly hadn’t been my 

intention. To project in any way that I subscribed to that train of thought because clearly she was 

so much more. A woman to be reckoned with. The first one I’d ever met who I was curiously 

and furiously willing to go to extraordinary lengths for. 

All the fucking way to Antarctica to frolic with fucking penguins. 

She had my balls on a chain. A truth either known or unknown by her was still a truth just the 

same. And all it would take was one yank from her to make me heel. A disappointed look. A 

disapproving word. A bat of her eyelash or a pout of her lips. And I would simper like a dog at 

her feet, begging for any little scrap of attention she chose to bestow on me, and do her bidding 

like…like I was her pet. 



It was sickening. 

Because it was true. 

And I only had to think of my now expanded territory to feel the invisible chain squeeze my balls 

some more. 

But I could glamour her. I could throw caution to the wind and glamour her into accepting me 

into her bed. Into her body and into her life. I could erase her need to question my cold skin and 

feed her my blood night after night having her believing it to be the finest wine. 

Or in deference to her blue collar preferences – the best beer. 

But I knew I wouldn’t. I was disgusted at the mere notion. I was drawn to her, yes. It was fierce 

and undeniable. But I wanted her fire. I wanted her spirit. I wanted her laughter, her tears, her 

amusing diatribes. 

I wanted it all to myself, but rather than taking it I wanted her to give it to me more. 

It would be worthless otherwise. 

The mere fact she was willing to walk away now – in light of her contract stating her annual 

salary was more than enough to keep her grandmother’s homestead afloat for twenty years to 

every one year of her wages – only reiterated what I’d already surmised. 

She was unique. 

She couldn’t be bought. 

And I had been an ass to even attempt to do so, no matter how unintentional my actions were. 

“I do not accept your resignation,” I finally offered. The threat of her leaving – even though her 

ironclad contract would make it nearly impossible – was enough to make my lustful haze retreat 

and keep my fangs at bay, despite their longing to sink into her perfect skin. And before she 

could treat me to additional tongue lashings, ticking off the ways in which I’d ticked her off, I 

added, “And I apologize. I did not mean to offend you when I acquired the car. I merely thought 

you would like it better than the sedan I’d planned on having you use.” 

My softer tone gave way to a hardened edge as I added, “Nor do I believe you to be a whore or 

desire to hear you refer to yourself in that way again. If you’d like to see the difference, merely 

walk back into the nightclub or any one of the bars and see for yourself.” 

She appeared shocked to hear my apology. As she should have. It’s not like I gave them out 

often. 

If ever. 



She stared at me for a long moment. The angry puffs of air still expelling from her lungs washed 

over me like a warm tropical breeze as I awaited her judgment and I basked in them. 

I would not share them with the penguins. 

“And the outfit?” she eventually asked. 

I could’ve believed her anger was still simmering hotly inside of her if it weren’t for the slightest 

hint of a smile itching to take over her face. My sincere regret seemed to have appeased her need 

for blood – I ignored the irony and my hunger for hers – and instead hoped to bring back her 

previous lighthearted mood by admitting, “For that I do not apologize.” Her eyebrow rose up 

along with my gall, so I kissed the tips of my fingers, paying homage to the appetizing 

presentation she represented, and added, “Because you, Miss Stackhouse, are a work of art.” 

She fought it. Valiantly she fought off her urge to smile at my audacious praise until she finally 

gave in and smiled, “Uh huh. If you’d thought to include a Darth Vader helmet to go along with 

this get up, I’d be a regular old Penis de Milo.” 

She clasped her hands behind her back and mimicked the statue’s pose. 

Delight. She was nothing but pure delight. 

Standing in front of her, I held my hands up and out from my body, smirking down at her and 

offering, “Care to frisk me for my light saber? I promise to not put up a fight.” 

She laughed out loud before schooling her features into one of concentration. Focusing on my 

eyes, she waved her hand in a wide arc in between us and stoically said, “I am not the lay you are 

looking for.” 

“I beg to differ,” I argued and fought my desire to use my own Jedi mind trick on her. 

“And I’m still not begging you to rip my pants off,” she grinned. 

“A shame,” I admitted wistfully. 

“As you should be,” she admonished and ended her clever rebuke with a curtsy. 

Yes, I definitely wanted to fuck her and bite her and rub myself all over her. 

I was done overthinking everything for the time being and now that her playfulness had made a 

return, all I wanted to do was try and salvage the rest of the night. Not wanting to give her any 

more time in which she could point out the other ways in which I’d wronged her, I said, “Come.” 

“Girls give into you that quick?” she chuckled out before I could elaborate. “You’re cute and all, 

but I think they’re fooling you if you believe all it takes is you saying so.” 



Dangerous. 

Given my mood she was in so much danger from her teasing she should’ve been adorned with 

her own warning label. 

Without thought – without warning – I had her back pressed against the wall with my body 

caging hers. Fuck. Bite. Rub. My body screamed for it. My fangs fought to come free and sink 

into her skin. But I denied it – them – as I’d done countless times before. And without 

acknowledging our new and much more intimate positioning, I casually asked, “You. Think. I’m. 

Cute?” 

Her face gave away her surprise. Her heart gave away her slight fear. Her scent gave away her 

arousal. 

“As a button,” she whispered. 

And I savored her stubborn refusal to give in to any of it. 

I reveled in her for only a second longer before offering, “Your car wasn’t my reason for going 

to the garage,” and took a step back, watching for her reaction as her emotions flitted across her 

face. 

Surprise. Confusion. Longing. 

Instead of acknowledging any of it, I turned hoping she’d follow without argument. 

Because I already suspected she’d later argue over my insistence that she drive that car. 

Thankfully she fell into step behind me as we walked to the private section of the parking garage 

where some of my cars were kept. I had another home outside of New Orleans, one of many 

scattered throughout the world. It housed some of my prized possessions – to include the 

majority of my collection of vehicles, but I mostly stayed in the penthouse suite at the casino. If I 

didn’t believe it to be impenetrable, I wouldn’t rest there as often as I did. As of late I only 

stopped by the house occasionally to check on things, decompress for a few hours, or to trade out 

cars. And now that I had a new neighbor, I doubted I would ever rest anywhere else. 

Coming to a stop in front of the other reason for her head to toe leather outfit, I glanced from it 

to her and said, “Climb on.” 

“Say what?” she balked, with her eyes looking disbelievingly at our mode of transportation. 

“Don’t tell me a woman who dreams of flying down the highway in one of the sexiest cars on the 

market is afraid of a little old bike,” I taunted. When she remained frozen in place, I playfully 

reminded her, “You’re from Louisiana. It’s a Confederate motorcycle. You have no reason to 

hesitate.” 



More so her grandmother, since my research indicated it was she who had a fascination with the 

American Civil War. 

The Confederate R131 Fighter started out at a hundred grand, but I had my own people tweak it 

to where it flew beyond reason, along with adding a few extras here and there – to include its 

brand new passenger seat. The additions made it worth more than double its price now, but I 

would twist it into a pretzel myself before I would see it sold. It was one of a kind. 

Like the girl I was trying to coax onto the back of it. 

She crossed her arms over her chest, highlighting the fact I’d been hasty in including a jacket 

among her things, and stared at me defiantly, saying, “You put the cock in cockamamie if you 

think I’m getting on that thing.” 

I hadn’t ever been challenged as often as she’d dared to and under other less smitten 

circumstances it could’ve given me cause to be concerned. Had I not already seen her ability to 

‘put on a dog and pony show’ I could’ve questioned her ability to maintain a professional 

appearance. 

Not that I was one to throw stones on proper business decorum – at least where she was 

concerned. 

But I’d already been witness to her unflappability. She’d walked alongside me in the public eye 

wearing her dominatrix outfit like a Fortune 500 CEO on her way to ring the opening bell on 

Wall Street. She gave no indication to those around her she was uncomfortable, even though I 

knew a part of her was. Head high. Shoulders back. Posture perfect. She paid no mind to the men 

caught in her web of appeal or the women she turned green with envy and instead remained 

focused on everything I showed her. It was remarkable for a girl of her age to be so refined. She 

oozed nothing but grace and sophistication when in front of an audience and I had no doubt she 

would represent me well. 

But in private – with me in private – she dropped her polish and put up her dukes. Ever at the 

ready to battle me and was completely nonplussed as to having me as her opponent. 

I would never get enough. 

“I have the cock, but I know of no one named Mamie. I do however have better ideas on who I 

can put it in,” I grinned. 

I really couldn’t help myself around her. It was her fault. She could sue me. The demon lawyer 

would see me vindicated. 

“Where are we going?” she argued while poorly hiding her amusement. Her head flipped to and 

fro, only fanning her addictive scent my way, and added, “Why can’t we just take one of your 

other cars?” 



I moved to stand in her direct line of sight, unnecessarily stretching my body like a preening 

peacock, and asked, “And where would I have put the key?” 

Her eyes slowly scanned my body, but seeing where they halted in their travels I already knew 

nothing else would’ve fit in that one particular spot. Thanks to her it was already straining 

beyond its capacity. 

So I preened some more. 

“Where are we going?” she finally repeated, with her embarrassed eyes darting up to my own 

when it dawned on her where she’d been staring. And that she’d been caught. 

I smirked. 

She glared. 

It was a good night so far. 

“I told you we would be touring my businesses. The casino isn’t my only one. It’s just the most 

profitable.” 

To the IRS, at least. Some things had to remain hidden from the government’s prying eyes as a 

matter of keeping our existence secret. 

Hoping to spar with her some more, I climbed onto the bike myself and started it up. She jumped 

at the sound of the engine revving, but I reduced the throttle and threw my verbal gauntlet by 

taunting, “Chicken?” 

She didn’t disappoint, but I suspected she never would. Fire shot through her eyes before she all 

but threw herself onto the back of the bike. Even with the sounds of the engine reverberating off 

of the concrete walls, I was able to hear her scoff out, “Chicken. I got you’re chicken…” 

Feeling her body slowly but surely pressing against my back – the heat of her finally close 

enough to ease my longing over the last five days – I waited for her arms to fully embrace 

around my waist and replied, “That makes us an even pair since I have your cock.” 

And then tore off into the night before she could say another word. 

I hadn’t viewed the city from this vantage point for quite some time. Normally I flew because it 

gave me a much greater range, but I’d always enjoyed anything that was fast so I opened up the 

throttle and raced down the city streets. The rush of the wind and speed was not only enjoyable, 

but had the dual effect of getting her to hug me even tighter, so it was a win/win. 

And the house always wins. 



As time went on, I could sense her tension lessen with her body melting into mine, so I took the 

long way to our first destination to prolong the feel of her body against my own. I knew she’d 

spent four years at Tulane, but I had no idea how familiar she was with the city. Her duties could 

have her going to many locations on my behalf, so I slowed without stopping and pointed out 

some of the places she may find herself in the daytime. City Hall. The Chamber of Commerce. 

The banks I utilized for the casino’s deposits. She would nod at my back, ask a question or two, 

and make her mental notes. But none got the reaction like the one she had when I pointed out the 

store where I’d obtained her evening’s outfit. 

Second Skin Leather on Saint Philip Street. 

While teasingly offering to stop and procure her an outfit for the next day, I’d made sure to take 

the corner hard so she’d have no choice but to maintain her grip. I was sure if she could’ve 

spared a hand I would’ve been slapped, punched, or poked. 

And I couldn’t decide if those wouldn’t have been preferable. 

Instead she gripped me tighter in her arms. With her hands dropping down to my legs and her 

fingernails pressing into my inner thighs, she growled, “Keep it up and I’ll fill your closet in 

nothing but pink spandex.” 

Up? Oh, it was definitely up. 

And my fangs? Down. They were definitely down. 

And we nearly mowed down a stray alley cat when my eyes involuntarily rolled up into my head. 

It was all unavoidable – almost like the cat. And once again it was all her fault.  

I managed to keep us vertical and kept myself from cumming, but the latter was truly testing my 

willpower. There’d been too much teasing. And no amount of fucking, biting, or rubbing. The 

thought of working off my frustration on any other woman held no appeal and needing the time 

to regain control of my senses, I headed us out of the city with no destination in mind. 

Regrettably, her hands moved from my thighs to rest on my hips, but she felt completely relaxed 

with her body still pressed against my own. Encased in leather as we were, she had no way of 

feeling the differences in our body temperature, but I could. It felt as though the sun itself was 

beating against my skin for the first time in a thousand years. None of the women I’d enjoyed 

over the years had ever warmed me as she had. None had ever pleased me as she had and it only 

served to remind me of just how screwed I was. 

And I knew I would run out of highway long before I would solve the riddle of how Sookie 

Stackhouse would fit into my world. 



Chapter Nine – Rookie Mistake 

SPOV 

I shouldn’t. 

I really shouldn’t be allowing myself to sink into him. I should be demanding to know where in 

the hell we were going. I should want to know what we were doing way out in the middle of 

nowhere. Maybe I should be panicking a little over the thought he was taking me somewhere 

secluded to kill me. 

But I couldn’t. 

I couldn’t make my mouth form the questions. The angry rants. The false accusations. Not even 

the flirtatious taunts that slipped from my lips as easily as the other things that were currently 

slipping from my more southern set of lips. I couldn’t because it was too nice – too comforting – 

to able to touch someone without their thoughts bombarding my brain. All I wanted to do was 

soak it up for as long as I could because I knew it would only end all too soon. 

The ride or the peace and quiet. One or the other, it would come to an end, so I wanted to enjoy it 

for now because it was better than sex – in my experience anyway. 

What in the hell was wrong with me? 

Oh yeah. 

I was falling for a suspected serial killer I’d been sent to spy on who was also my kinda sorta 

boss. 

Rookie mistake #1! 

Waiting. I kept waiting for his thoughts to pour into my head. I was relaxed as could be and 

clothing – made from currency-fed cows or not – never made a lick of difference in helping to 

block someone’s thoughts when I was touching them. 

I wondered if it would hold out if I let him lick me… 

It was those kinds of thoughts that had me worried. I’d been sent here on a mission. To gather 

evidence to support the theory Eric Northman was a murderer. Not gather a list of the ways in 

which I wanted him to defile my body. 

And yet guess which one was longer. 

I really needed to get my head back in the game instead of fantasizing about how it would feel 

with his other head in me, but it was awfully hard to do when I had my own stupid head pressed 

up against his back and Betty vibrating up against his ass. It would be so easy to just fall into him 



– into his bed. I’d been raised a good girl, but I’d been denied any kind of release that hadn’t 

been brought about by my own two hands and I wanted it. Bad. So I grasped at straws to keep 

from grasping other parts of him and tried to remember everything I’d been told. 

I’d been told Eric Northman was reserved. Standoffish and unapproachable. It could take weeks 

– months – before I might find-hear-see something that would give us a glimpse into his 

dealings. He wouldn’t trust me right away. He wouldn’t drop his guard – ever. I would have to 

pay close attention because he would only let me see what he wanted me to see which might very 

well be nothing at all. He could put on the charm when necessary, but from every report; every 

stakeout; everyone the bureau had ever sent to check him out, it all pointed towards him being 

cold and detached. 

Unless he was prowling for his evening fuck buddy. 

Holy shit! 

Was that what I was? 

Was that why he was acting this way with me? 

He could probably charm the habit off of Mother Theresa. Have her renouncing God in a hot 

minute so she could be baptized in his holy cum. Worshipping the God among men as he dealt 

swift justice with the almighty staff in his pants. 

Snap! Crackle! Pop! I smote thee with my dick of divinity. 

And I was nowhere near as saintly as her. 

His looks of disgust at his earlier eye fucks may have very well been because he’d been with 

those women before and didn’t want his own sloppy seconds. I hadn’t bothered dropping my 

shields around them because I didn’t need my gift to know what they were likely thinking. They 

wanted to fuck him and they wanted him to leave my side. 

Because he was obviously a fuck ‘em and leave ‘em kind of guy. He’d fucked and left lots of 

them according to the reports I’d read. 

Never mind my true purpose for being there. Never mind my porn star fantasies about him. He 

didn’t know about that, so what was he thinking? That I’d drop my pants along with my morals 

and spread my legs? And then go back to picking up his dry cleaning while he went off in search 

of a new hole to fill? 

Asshole. 

I’d push him off the bike if I thought I could pull off an Indiana Jones and keep going. 

But Goddammitalltohell! 



Why did I care? It shouldn’t matter. I shouldn’t care what he thought I would do for him or what 

he thought about me. And the only thing I should be wondering about his sexploits should be 

whether or not they survived the Eric Northman Experience. 

Not whether or not I could jump to the front of the line. 

So why was my mind setting up traffic cones as my inner Betty donned a hardhat and safety 

orange vest, securing the red velvet rope behind her ass to signal this ride was closed, while 

backing the truck up and filling holes far and wide with her special blend of crotch cement? 

Beep. Beep. Beep. 

‘Rookie Mistake #2’, my mind stamped in bright red ink over the mental image. 

But fuck me for liking him. 

Rookie Mistake #3. 

He was fun. And he was sexy. He had a great sense of humor. And he was sexy. He got my 

stupid jokes. And he was sexy. He treated me like I was worthy of his time and attention. 

And did I mention he was sexy? 

And why couldn’t I ‘hear’ him? What was it about him that made his secrets his own? What did 

that tell me about him? 

Before him, it had only ever happened that one time when I’d been scared shitless. Since then, it 

had only happened with him and with others while in his presence. 

But wait! 

It had happened before. 

One time before all of the others… 

Claudine. 

Claudine’s thoughts were all her own unless she’d wanted me to hear her. It was her silence that 

had given me comfort. Her tutelage that had allowed me to master my gift. Her touch that 

allowed me relax in someone else’s arms for the first time in my life. 

But she wasn’t real. 

Or was she? 



He was never seen wandering around in the daytime. Claudine had only ever come to me at 

night. 

He was beautiful, almost in an otherworldly way. Claudine was absolutely stunning. 

I may have been nervous in his presence. Angry, hot, and bothered too. But not once had I ever 

felt like I was in danger – despite the fact I should have been wary given my reason for being 

there in the first place. Claudine made me feel as safe as can be. 

His thoughts were locked up tighter than Betty’s frustrated lips. Claudine’s head was as silent as 

a mute church mouse. 

His birth records had him pushing forty years old, but he didn’t look a day over twenty-five. 

Claudine had told me she was hundreds of years old. 

He’d had me pinned up against the wall faster than my libido hopped seeing him in those leather 

pants. Claudine could literally poof out of thin air. 

Holy shit! 

Was Eric Northman a fairy? 

All signs pointed towards yes. Or that I was crazy. 

One and the same at this point. 

He was a fairy. He was a serial killer. Either or. It didn’t matter because I was still falling for 

him. 

The smudge left behind in my nonexistent panties indicated I’d been smote. 

No. I was better than that. Flashy cars. Fancy suites. Fairy fucks with dicks of deity. It was all 

smoke and mirrors. 

Just like my true purpose for being there to begin with. 

I was stronger than that. I could overcome my attraction. It was a ridiculous crush. My ovaries 

exploding like it was the Fourth of July at the sight of his future great-grandbabies would just 

have to fuck off because we wouldn’t be fucking him. My head had been clouded by the fire 

burning in between my legs, so I replaced Betty’s hardhat with a fireman’s helmet and ordered 

that bitch to put out the flames. I couldn’t be distracted by smoldering looks and blistering 

banter. 

I had a killer to catch and innocent lives trumped bristling Betty’s every time. 

It was in the bible. 



I’d been too caught up in my own thoughts to pay much attention to where we were, so when I 

finally looked around, I was surprised to see we were back in the city. Northman hadn’t said 

another word in that time, so I was startled a little hearing him speak again, pointing out a few 

more of his businesses. A real estate office. A security firm.  Another hotel and two more 

nightclubs. I already knew about them from his file, so I didn’t pay much mind. It was the sound 

of his voice that held my attention. It was more subdued, like he had something else on his mind, 

but I didn’t press. I didn’t ask any questions. I didn’t want to know. 

Because he was a pretty Jack Nicolson and I was a pathetic Tom Cruise. Deserved or not. I 

wasn’t sure I could handle the truth. 

Despite my earlier Joan Baez ‘We Shall Overcome’ moment, I already knew I would be 

disappointed if he was the actual killer. I would nail him to the wall if he was. Betty would weep 

over not nailing him in other ways, but I would do it. I couldn’t live with myself if someone else 

was murdered because I’d been too busy gathering his cum to gather actual evidence. Thanks to 

all of our flirty banter we were already on the precipice of a slippery slope. I needed to take a 

step back. I needed to put some distance between us before I slid into the abyss. 

And allowed him to slide into me. 

Commandment Number One – Thou shall not play ‘Just the Tip’ with Eric Northman. 

And commandments two through ten would cover the other nine inches I suspected lurked in his 

pants. 

We eventually ended up back at the casino. His mood still seemed downcast and he hadn’t said a 

word, so I silently followed his lead while trying to ignore the fact he looked like he’d just 

stepped out of the pages of a magazine thanks to his windblown hair. 

And my reflection in the mirrored walls of the elevator showed I looked like I’d just lost a fight 

with a tornado. 

The corners of his lips turned up seeing me trying to smooth my hair back down, but still he 

remained silent. I figured we were headed back up to his office, so I was surprised when the 

elevator doors opened to what I guessed was his penthouse suite. In front of us was a foyer of 

sorts and the only other door besides the elevator’s was right in front of us. 

Seeing where we’d ended up, Betty threw off her fireman’s helmet and fluffed her hair, lounging 

back provocatively, and made a cum hither gesture with my clit. 

Betty was a dirty little bitch. 

In order to keep ahead of her – and keep his other head out of me – I asked, “What are we doing 

here?” 



Instead of answering, he merely stared down at me with a storm brewing behind his eyes. Betty’s 

fluffed hair fanned out with the gale force winds that came up out of nowhere and while she 

struggled to put up her umbrella, he slowly reached out and took my hand in his own. It may 

have been covered by his leather glove, but I felt the electrical charge jolt through me 

nonetheless at his touch. He seemed to feel it too, but he only hesitated for a moment before 

entering in a series of numbers on the keypad on the wall. Taking the forefinger of my right 

hand, he pressed it into the concave sensor pad and waited for the beep before removing his own 

glove and doing the same. 

“Now you may come and go as you please,” he offered. 

Hearing the sexuality in his voice made Betty drop her inverted umbrella and hop up from her 

boudoir pose to hop hop hop down the libido trail only to take a flying leap and land on top of 

the OSD he’d planted with both feet. 

BOOM! 

Shrapnel flew out in all directions, but I didn’t dare look down to see the damage. 

I could already feel it running down my inner thighs. 

My resolve to keep things professional took a major hit, so I applied pressure to the wound by 

clamping my legs together to stem the bleeding. Betty was going through the death throes, so I 

ordered an I.V., CBC, and EKG, but the bitch would have to wait until later to get any oxygen. 

I would Not ask him to play doctor and beg him to rip off my pants. 

Instead I followed him inside with both sets of lips clamped shut, ignoring Betty’s use of my clit 

to tap out her Morse coded messages of, ‘Attack! Attack!,’ but I didn’t venture further than the 

entry way. It was a beautiful place I was sure, but my eyes wouldn’t move beyond him. 

Unfortunately, my mouth moved all on its own. 

“What are we doing?” 

The heat in his eyes was undeniable when he turned to stare back at me long and hard. I was sure 

if I dropped my eyes a couple of feet lower, it would be matchy matchy with what was in his 

pants, but I didn’t dare look. 

The sight could either finish Betty off or finish Betty off and I didn’t want to reward her. Death or 

an orgasm. They were both too good for her at this point. 

The business-like quality of his voice contradicted his bedroom eyes as he explained, “We’re 

going over your duties, Miss Stackhouse. As my personal assistant, among other things, you’ll be 

required to see to my personal effects. No one else has access to my home therefore I’ll need you 



to see to the gathering and returning my laundry. Why else do you think I would’ve brought you 

here?” 

There was a challenge in his expression. One that all but dared me to say it. To say there was a 

pillow with my name on it waiting for me to bite it. 

Like I wanted to bite him. 

So I bit down on my tongue instead. 

The pain didn’t help much, even though I could taste my own blood, so when I thought I had 

enough control, I asked, “Do you have a special cleaner you use for your leather pants?” 

Or will my tongue do? 

His eyes widened and his nose flared as he inhaled deeply with his gaze zeroing in on my mouth. 

Did I say that last part out loud? 

“Cat got your tongue?” 

My pussy wants yours… 

We stood there for the longest time with him staring at me to the point it was starting to become 

uncomfortable. The only movement in the room came from his deep inhales and the motion of 

his Adam’s apple shifting as he swallowed. 

I felt like the antelope to his lion. 

Finally his eyes lifted to my own, filled with hesitation and wonder. Much like Betty, only with 

less hesitation and more pre-fuck fluids, when he swallowed one last time and said, “There will 

be a file left on my desk for you each night. In it will be your list of tasks for the following day 

along with a directory of businesses I utilize for things such as…cleaning leather.” 

Gone was Mr. McFlirty from earlier and in his place was Mr. Northman. I was confused. And 

disappointed. 

And I was especially confused when I noticed I was suddenly standing all alone in the room. 

Did he just poof out of thin air? 

How does one ask their boss/suspected serial killer if they’re a fairy? 

So, fight any vampires lately? 

Pfft…as if. 



I wasn’t sure if I’d been dismissed for the night, so I stood there for a few moments longer when 

I heard him call out, “Miss Stackhouse.” Following the sound of his voice – and the ever present 

bump in the road his head was to me – I found him in what was likely his closet. 

But looked more like a magical forest that grew men’s clothing from the magical hanger 

branches. 

I added it to my mental fairy theory list. 

It was bigger than our living room back home and I wandered in, looking but not touching, when 

I found him in the back. 

Pointing at a hamper, he said, “My dirty clothes will be left there. You’re to gather them daily 

and return the freshly laundered clothing here.” 

The change in his demeanor was so striking, I couldn’t stop myself from asking, “Did I say 

something wrong?” He’d been so personable up until now, but suddenly he was acting exactly 

like I’d first expected him to. 

Aloof. Cold. Detached. 

I didn’t like it. 

When he didn’t say anything, I wondered if perhaps he was reacting to whatever vibe I was 

throwing off thanks to my earlier thoughts. It was the only logical conclusion I could come to, so 

I forced myself to say, “Look, I’ll admit there’s…something here, but you’re my boss. It would 

be wrong.” 

That sounded good, right? We should keep it professional-like, but we could still joke around in 

the meantime. All the way to the trial even. 

The cold expression disappeared as he smiled and said, “You’re fired.” 

Well that would put a hamper in my FBI stat book. 

“You’re funny,” I tried and failed to glare. His warm smile warmed my heart more than I cared 

to admit and Betty was back to fanning herself like damsel of yesteryear about to faint dead 

away. I didn’t want to backtrack, but I also knew it would be wrong on every level to give in to 

what we both wanted. 

Sex. Lots and lots of sex. 

That’s what conjugal visits were for. 

“I am many things,” he offered with another smile. His expression changed into one of 

disappointment, but resolved when he admitted, “But you’re right. I am your employer and you 



are my employee. I didn’t hire you for your very impressive rack or your naturally blond hair and 

I don’t want my previous actions to lead you to believe otherwise.” Taking a step closer and 

causing my temperature to zoom up another ten degrees, he added, “I enjoy your company, Miss 

Stackhouse. It is not something I get to experience often and I’m afraid my delight in our easy 

banter may have made me act inappropriately. But I’ll endeavor to do better in the future.” 

Well shit. 

Every word from his lips was more or less every thought I’d had in my head. I should be relieved 

I could concentrate on the task at hand rather than how parts of his body would feel in my hand. I 

should be happy I could go about doing my duties and wouldn’t have to dodge his landmines 

Betty wanted to play hopscotch on. I should be ecstatic I wouldn’t be under his penetrating gaze 

now that I didn’t have to worry about ending up underneath him. 

So why was I so disappointed? 

Christ. They were right. I wasn’t ready and I was this close to fucking things up. 

Because I was thisclose to fucking him if he came any closer. 

“Very well, Mr. Northman,” I forced myself to say and added with a smile, “but don’t feel you 

have to go choir boy on me. I enjoy our banter as well.” 

I didn’t want him to clam up on me. Not only did I enjoy our little verbal sparring sessions, but if 

he backed off too much then it would only make it that much more difficult to see who he truly 

was. 

A killer? Or an innocent? 

Betty was in hysterics and clawing her way towards him, so I clamped my thighs together and 

waited until he finally said, “Very well, Miss Stackhouse.” He motioned for me to follow him 

and led me back into the elevator and back to his office. When we were there, he handed me the 

file folder from his desk and said, “You’re free to enjoy the rest of your evening. I’ll see you 

here again tomorrow night at seven and go over whatever tasks I have for you.” 

My disappointment was irrationally turning into anger at his obvious dismissal. It wasn’t like 

he’d taken me out on a date. Like he’d said, he was my employer and I was his employee. A kiss 

at the end of the night was never on the table. 

Nor should I be wanting him to bend me over one. 

Not trusting either set of lips, I nodded my head in response and darted into his bathroom to 

gather my things. As I placed my hand on the doorknob to leave his office, I turned to say 

goodnight just as his intercom buzzed. Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s voice filled the air as he said, “Your 

ten o’clock is here.” 



“Send her in,” he replied. 

Her? 

I pounced on green-eyed Betty and wrestled her into a choke hold before opening the door to see 

a tall statuesque brunette heading my way. It made no difference seeing she looked nothing like 

his type because Betty wrenched herself free and whistled for the cement truck to back up while 

she pushed her nonexistent sleeves up her nonexistent arms in preparation for a catfight. 

The woman gave me the same dismissive bitch-fueled jealous look as the other women had 

downstairs and it only ruffled my feathers more, but I allowed her to pass without 

acknowledgement. And, more importantly, without tripping her. However I wasn’t above 

dipping into her head, but her red tangled thoughts were hazy until she accidentally brushed up 

against me. It was only a snippet, but it was more than enough that I didn’t want to leave. I 

wanted to wrestle her into a choke hold and beat the answers out of her. 

But I couldn’t. 

Not without giving away my secret. 

Like any red blooded heterosexual female, she wanted him. And like any gold digging whore, 

she wanted in his bank accounts. That wasn’t what gave me pause. That wasn’t what made the 

hairs stand up on the back of my neck or what sent a shudder down my spine. 

She oozed disdain, confidence, and malice. 

Disdain for me. 

Confidence in that she would get what she came for. 

And malice in that she would do whatever was necessary in order to achieve her goals. 

Northman was certainly no shrinking violet. Hell, he was the prime suspect in a wave of 

gruesome murders and yet I was afraid to leave him alone with her. 

It was stupid and it was just as true. 

I reached for his thoughts one last time, hoping and praying I’d get just a glimpse. Did he know 

she was his enemy? Was he just humoring her so he could drain her body of blood and leave her 

corpse for the rats to feast on? 

Would I dime him out if he did? 

I couldn’t be sure, but it made no difference because I still got nothing from him. And I had no 

legitimate reason to remain. To keep pushing against the barrier of his mind. I’d been dismissed, 

in more ways than one. As much as I wanted to pass him a note to warn him against her and then 



stab the bitch to death with my pen, I couldn’t. It would be his choice to fuck her, pay her, or 

dismiss her just like he’d done with me. 

Pay me and dismiss me, that is. No fucking. 

Sadly. 

And seeing she now had his full attention, I had only one move left to make. 

It took all of my willpower to close the door behind me as he greeted, “Miss Stonebrook. What 

can I do for you this evening?” 

Chapter Ten – That Was Easy 

EPOV 

Our ride to nowhere had unwittingly had a final destination after all. With the wind in my face it 

was easier to unfurl the tangle of my thoughts. Without her scent to cloud my mind. Without the 

sight of her in front of me to offer temptation. Without the sound of her voice to bait me, I could 

force logic to overcome sheer madness. 

If only I could ignore the warmth of her body at my back I could almost pretend she had been 

nothing more than a dream. 

Once rationality returned it became overwhelmingly clear that in order to have her, I would have 

to destroy her. Glamour her memories away to erase the clues, and thereby obliterating her mind 

in the process. Or drain her body of blood and refill it with my own, extinguishing the life she 

once knew and replacing it with one where she would literally forever live and die by the sun. 

Neither option held any appeal. 

I liked her the way she was. Mouthy and full of fire. A fire that was still burning brightly against 

my back. To lose either would be to lose her. 

There was simply no winning. 

It would be reckless to reveal our existence. Even to her. Why I’d even considered it to begin 

with was ridiculous. 

So what if she was the first woman I’d ever come across who I wanted more than just a fuck and 

feed from. If it wouldn’t completely wipe out what testosterone my vampire body held, I could 

almost admit it was because I’d been lonely in my solitude. I could easily picture being filled 

with joy for the simple fact my nights were filled with her presence. It was a chasm in my life I 

hadn’t even realized was there until she had come along and fell into it. 



But I had more to consider than just me. 

I’d spent the last century enforcing one fundamental rule to all those who chose to live in my 

territory. 

Do nothing that will reveal our existence to humans. 

To even consider exposing our secret to a human was cause for death by my very own decree. I 

owed it to not just myself, but to them, to abide by it. So I had no choice but to deny myself of 

her in every way other than what she’d been hired for. I would fire her if only so I wouldn’t have 

to face what I couldn’t have night after night, but it wouldn’t be fair to her. 

None of it was fair to me. 

I forced myself to remain stoic in her presence when I was once again confronted by her beauty, 

but standing in my home and scenting her blood in the air had almost been my undoing. Had it 

not been for my millennia of learning to control myself – my instincts – I could have very well 

drained her in that moment. It was like being smacked in the face with the sweetest ambrosia. I 

had no reference for it. No memory of anything having ever smelled so delectable. 

Well, no memory of anything human anyway. 

Logic led me to believe it was because it had been too long since I’d last fed on anything other 

than bagged blood. I’d been too busy claiming land I didn’t want and beheading foes I didn’t 

care about to take the time to feed on any human. 

My inner absurdity told me none of them would taste as good as her anyway, so why bother. 

So once I’d paid the appropriate lip service – more than likely lying through my teeth on how I 

would endeavor to remain more professional in our future dealings – I set about finishing up with 

her for the night so I could return to the nightclub and find my meal for the night. I should have 

been looking forward to it, but I wasn’t. What I truly wanted I was dismissing from my service 

for the night, so I was almost grateful being waylaid by the reminder I still had to pay lip service 

to another. 

Marnie Stonebrook had sought an audience with me weeks earlier, but I’d been unable to meet 

with her until I’d been fully recuperated. She had a proposal she wished to offer in person, not 

unlike the many who often darkened my door, but it would take a hell of a lot to garner my 

attention away from my perplexing assistant. And as much as I tried to ignore Miss Stackhouse’s 

presence, I still noticed her eyes widen seeing my appointment stroll into the room as though she 

owned it. As much as I tried to ignore the scent of Were wafting up around her, Miss 

Stackhouse’s continued presence made it somewhat easier. If I could, I would demand she stay 

and then perch her on my lap to drown my senses with her narcotizing scent to keep the 

offending odor at bay. 

Too bad I’d already come to my senses. 



I watched her shut the door out of the corner of my eye when the Were bitch finally spoke, all 

but purring out, “Eric. I’m so glad we’re finally able to meet.” 

I recognized the look. I recognized the sound. I’d seen and heard it a million times before from 

thousands of women. But unfortunately for us both, the only one I wanted to see or hear it 

coming from had just walked out the door. 

There would be no flirty banter, or ISD’s as Miss Stackhouse had dubbed them, with this 

woman. Adopting a sterner tone, I corrected, “It’s Mr. Northman. Now what is it you wished to 

discuss with me Miss Stonebrook? I was under the impression you had a business deal you 

wanted to propose?” 

I hadn’t done much research on her, but I was always open to expanding my wealth by investing 

in sound ventures. If what she had to offer piqued my interest then I would expend the time and 

energy to have her investigated. 

So far she just piqued my desire to launch her through the window in the hopes her foul smell 

would follow after her. 

Her eyes narrowed in response to my disinterest in her personally, so I was only more 

disbelieving when she replied, “I want you.” 

“Do you have an Uncle Sam?” I asked incredulously. “I believe he’s made similar 

proclamations.” She only blinked in puzzlement at my sarcasm. 

Miss Stackhouse would’ve snorted at the very least. 

“For one week,” she blathered on. “You will entertain me for seven nights. You’ll also hand 

over fifty percent of your profits.” 

Seeing she was serious and seeing no obvious signs of head trauma to explain her audacity, I 

stood up from my desk and let my fangs snap down. Were’s could spot a vampire just as we 

could smell their stench. 

And this bitch was rank. 

Repeating one of Miss Stackhouse’s earlier declarations, I stared her down and said, “I am no 

one’s whore. And if I had been, there isn’t enough money in the world for me to entertain the 

idea of fucking filth like you. I’d guess you to be a wolf given your shaggy hair and dog-like 

gait, but perhaps your parents were from the same litter making you naturally homely and 

clumsy. However you smell of decaying tuna, but I’ve never come across a Werefish before. 

And yet even through your putrid aroma, in addition to smelling like a Red Lobster’s dumpster, I 

scent a threat wafting from you. I don’t respond idly to threats. Walk out now Miss Stonebrook 

and I’ll allow you to live.” 



She seemed both enraged and flabbergasted at my refusal, but just as she was about to respond 

my cell phone vibrated on the desk. Seeing the incoming text was from Miss Stackhouse, I 

dismissed her presence altogether by sitting back down in my chair and spinning around to face 

the wall so I wouldn’t have to taint my interaction with the sight of Charlie, Were-Chicken of the 

Sea still standing there. 

‘Are you busy?’ she’d sent. 

‘Only in that I’m trying to keep myself from falling out of my chair after listening to this bitch’s 

preposterous proposal,’ I replied. And to keep from having her fetid blood shed in my office. It 

would linger for weeks. 

‘Sounds precarious. You know, the bigger they are the harder they fall.’ 

‘More precarious for her. What can I do for you? Miss me already or are you bucking for 

overtime? I’ll remind you, you are salaried, not hourly paid. Unless of course this is just your 

way of asking how big and hard I am? If so, I assure you, I’m huge. And hard. In all ways.’ 

I knew I’d said I would endeavor to be more professional, but flirting with her was likely saving 

the life of the Were bitch still seething behind me. Besides, she’d said I didn’t have to be a choir 

boy. 

Perhaps we could play confessional and I could be the naughty priest to make her repent for her 

sinful ways. 

‘Your ego is certainly huge and you’re hard to keep pulling out of the gutter, but how about I pay 

you? I’m soliciting bids for a hitman to take out Murphy, whose overgrown ego outshines even 

yours, and her endless laws who have recently proclaimed me her bitch. After everything I’ve 

actually said to you tonight, I can’t believe I’m about to say this.’ 

That was the end of her text, so I waited assuming there would be more. And I ignored the 

growling bitch at my back. At least her presence and odor were keeping my pants from 

becoming too uncomfortable when finally my phone vibrated with another incoming text. 

‘I need you to rip my pants off.’ 

Now mine were tight. 

If my fangs hadn’t already been down, they would’ve been then. However the nasty aroma in my 

office wasn’t conducive to my uplifting mood or the uplifting in my pants. Now that I had a 

much better proposal to investigate, I spun back around and tapped the button hidden underneath 

my desk. Within seconds, my security detail entered the office and I looked to them, ordering, 

“Escort her from the premises and see to it she doesn’t reenter.” The look I gave let them know I 

wanted her to be followed as well, but I’d take care of the rest later. 

Because right now I had something else to take care of. 



I again ignored her outrage and sputtering growls as they dragged her from the room. I couldn’t 

care less what she thought because all I cared about at the moment was trying to read between 

the lines. I couldn’t be sure another more delightful and much better smelling she wasn’t just 

kidding. Miss Stackhouse was a veritable riot at times, so I replied back, ‘I believe the bet 

entailed you beg me Miss Stackhouse. As the owner of a casino I’m a stickler for abiding by the 

house rules and I refuse to be anything less than a consummate winner.’ It only took a moment 

for her response. 

‘You sound like my Gran. Your house – your rules. And with your graciousness, being a winner 

is the only thing you’ll consummate with me. That being said: I beg of you, oh kind and generous 

boss man whose panty imploding ISD’s threaten to make my impressive rack the I-Rack to your 

Al Qaeda. Won’t you please cart your terror-celled ass down the hall to my suite and save me? 

Bring scissors! Or possibly the Jaws of Life. Your faithful (if not loose lipped, but lock kneed) 

humble servant.’ 

Why again, was I not going to try and fuck her? 

Perhaps the reason would come to me later. Or perhaps I could just cum with her later and be rid 

of the nagging emanating from my cock. 

Wondering what her game was, I headed towards her suite sans scissors. Her pants were made of 

Velcro seams, so I couldn’t imagine she truly couldn’t get them off. But I was more than willing 

to assist her. 

With my teeth. 

Before hiring her, the rooms had been used as a storage area for some of my things, but I had 

them moved so she could utilize the space instead. I had wanted her closer, but now I could only 

hope it was close enough. 

My cock said it wasn’t. 

My knock at the door was answered by a yelled out, “Thank God! Get in here!” 

My lips curled up in amusement. Her living in my hotel ensured I wouldn’t need an invitation to 

enter and yet she’d issued one to me anyway. And what I saw when I walked in made my 

amusement ratchet up even further. 

“When I’m in there, the phrase you’ll likely yell out will be ‘Oh God!’ But you could also thank 

him as well. However I’ll expect to have earned at least some of your praise.” 

She tried to hide her smile. Poorly. 

“Problem?” I asked, not bothering to hide my mirth. 

“Ya think?” she glared back at me. “This is all your fault!” 



The leather string that laced up her ass was tied in an impossible knot at her lower back, but what 

made me laugh were the askew seams. She’d obviously tried to rip them off at some point and 

then hastily – if not angrily – thrown them back together. Seams and aesthetics be damned. Her 

efforts made her look like she was wearing a black leather snowflake. 

I wondered if she’d melt on my tongue. 

When all I did was stare at her without trying to stifle my delight at her predicament, she moved 

to gift me with yet another angry stance, but the sound of ripping Velcro at her actions made her 

lose the tenuous hold she had of her bitch face. Instead she gave into her own laughter until she 

saw I wasn’t carrying scissors and gasped, “Tell me that’s a machete in your pocket and that 

you’re not just happy to see me.” 

“That is a Viking broad sword you can’t take your eyes from,” I scoffed. “And it should tell you 

I am very happy to see you.” 

Maybe she wouldn’t question my cold skin if I fucked her in a cold shower.  

“My eyes have a mind of their own. I stopped apologizing for them years ago. Now, how are you 

going to get my pants off?” she asked and then blushed at my raised eyebrow. 

“Why with my charm, of course. Slowly. Seductively. I’ll have them pooled at your feet in no 

time.” 

“In addition to being a giant perv, are you also a knot whisperer?” she grinned. 

“First you inquire if I’m huge and hard and now you’re dropping hints that you’re tight? Miss 

Stackhouse, I assure you…I’ll do more than whisper if I’m down there, but you will certainly be 

screaming my name by the time I’m done. And just like your outfit – no matter how tight it is? It 

will fit.” 

At some point between my desk and her door, I’d given up hope of having control over anything. 

Truthfully, if nothing more happened between us than playful – if not painful – cock-throb 

inducing conversations, I’d be happy. It was the most fun I could ever remember having. 

“Well you sure are cocksure, but I requested your help with getting my pants off. Not for you to 

audition for the role of Dr. Love in your porn star fantasy. I have a thermometer I can stick in my 

ear to take my temperature, so you can keep your Viking one in your pants. My thermometer I 

found, but I can’t find my scissors in my boxes of shit and it’s not like Staples is open this late. 

Besides, I’d feel like an ass waltzing in there dressed like Lara Croft Tomb Raider and asking 

where the Fiskars are kept. So are you going to help me or not?” 

She’d fought to maintain a glare the entire time, but her quirked lips negated her false ire. She 

seemed to be having just as much fun as I was, so I stalked towards her with my voice dropping 

an octave as I asked, “Help. You. What?” 



“Huh?” she swallowed nervously, watching me as I kept moving until I was a hair’s breadth 

away from her body with my front shadowing her back. 

Inhaling deeply and scenting not just her naturally sweet aroma, but her arousal, I growled, “Say 

it.” 

“Would you please take my pants off?” 

Her whispered words thundered through my ears. The sound of her blood rushing through her 

veins nearly made cum rush through one of my own. But I was unsure. Uncertain just how far 

she wanted me to go. Unclear of what exactly she was asking me for. 

So I adopted my newly formed choir boy persona and wore that shmuck like a champ. 

Reaching down, I made sure to keep my skin from touching hers, and easily snapped the leather 

string in half with my finger. Her body shivered despite our lack of contact, but I suspected it 

was due to my close proximity anyway and when she finally peeked down to look where my 

hand still lingered, she breathed out, “That was easy.” 

“Who needs Staples?” I asked just as softly, unable to take a step back. “I didn’t even need to 

push your ‘easy’ button.” 

But I was willing to spend the rest of the night searching her body for it. 

I watched her eyes close as she took a deep breath and then mumbled, “Believe me. You’re 

pushing all of my buttons.” 

Good. 

At least I wasn’t alone. 

Chapter Eleven – Come to the Dark Side 

SPOV 

Well fuck… 

What in the hell was I supposed to do now? He was right there, all up close and sexy like. And I 

was one sneeze away from giving him a preview of the cumming attractions from my box…seat. 

“I think you forgot the apostrophe. I believe we’ll fuck is the phrase you were looking for.” 

Shit. I said that out loud? What’s worse is that I couldn’t be sure I didn’t agree with him. 



Betty certainly did. She was chanting ‘Here! Here!’ in concurrence with his suggestion and then 

doing vulgar things that involved her tongue and a peace sign made up of two fingers. 

Or maybe that was a ‘piece’ sign. 

In either case, it was a sign I clearly needed help. 

And now that he’d so graciously helped me in removing the knot I’d spent a good five minutes 

constructing, I was out of ideas. 

And nearly out of my resolve to not give in to his idea. 

My mouth was dry. All of my excess fluids were currently coating my other lips, so I forced out, 

“Your Jedi mind tricks won’t work on me, Dark Lord of the Sith.” 

Either deaf or undeterred by my dubious denials, he moved ever so slightly behind me and yet 

had somehow managed to cross galaxies in the speed of light at the same time. 

Because his Death Star was now pressing up against my Millennium Falcon. 

“Come to the dark side,” he purred. 

‘Rawr’ my susceptible to mind fuckery Sookie Wookie replied. 

You will NOT beg him to chew on your Chewbacca! Do you hear me Sookie Stackhouse?!?!  

At least with him at my back he couldn’t see my eyes grow wide realizing I was out of my 

element. He’d obviously played this game hundreds of times. Against hundreds of women. All of 

whom had way more experience than me. 

He was a licensed lothario. A certified Casanova. A prodigy of pussy. A connoisseur of cunts. A 

whiz of jizz, no doubt proficient in the art of fuck. 

I was a rookie. In every way. 

I was a Pee Wee standing on the one yard line up against an NFL linebacker. Both huge and 

hard. In all ways. Even if I could’ve found somewhere to tuck a red flag into my leather uniform, 

throwing it down would do no good. A slow-mo instant replay would no doubt cum out in his 

favor. 

Because a touchdown was all but guaranteed. 

Betty shook her pom-poms and cheered from the sidelines. 

I’d thought I was so smart. Constructing my knot to end all knots and making the Velcro seams 

look like a Hustler’s connect-the-dots to form the bullseye to my Betty. I didn’t need my gift to 



know men were visual creatures. Flash them some skin and they all turned into bobble head 

dolls, agreeing to anything you said because their other heads were doing all of their thinking. 

My only thought had been to get him away from that woman. Her thoughts were too snarly for 

me to decipher much, but from the feel of them her intent was clear. 

She was a threat to him. 

How or why, I had no clue. Nothing more than her feelings of an imminent victory interspersed 

with intimidation came to me and the farther away I walked, the less I could make out. This 

wasn’t exactly what I’d had in mind when I’d first thought to use my looks to my advantage with 

him. In that scenario – before I’d ever met him – it was to use them against him. 

Now I’d used them to help him get away from her. 

But who was going to help me get out of this mess? 

I couldn’t fuck him, no matter how much I was dying to. It would be crossing a line I had no 

business even getting near. I was already forming an attachment to him and sleeping with him 

would only make it that much harder to remain objective. 

Betty was already objecting to my decision. Vehemently. 

I’d flirted my way into this mess, so I tried to calm myself and my voice as I said the only thing I 

thought might get me out of it. 

“Don’t you have to get back to work?” 

I’d disturbed his meeting. Purposely, but still. Surely he had more to do than meet up with her. 

Wondering if he’d give up any details, I added, “Isn’t your appointment waiting for you?” 

Only a few minutes had passed in the time I’d left his office until I’d texted him. Granted, he’d 

texted back she was a laughable bitch and I couldn’t sense her presence any longer, but she’d 

seemed determined when I saw her. I doubted she would give up that easily. 

“No,” he sighed. Then rubbing his Death Star’s cannon against my Falcon’s stern, he rumbled 

out, “And, no.” 

That’s what I should be saying. 

Instead I backed into him even more. 

Beep. Beep. Beep. 

His hands grabbed onto my hips to hold me there. And just like the bitch in his office, it too was 

laughable. They were determined to stay there and wouldn’t be giving up that easily, no matter 

what I had to say about it. 



My willpower to resist him could learn a lot from them. 

“Huh…with those short business hours, maybe I should call you Dearth Vader.” Feeling his 

throaty chuckle against my spine made my eyes roll into the back of my head. While they were 

back there, I rooted around in my brain for something else to say that didn’t involve the words 

‘again’ or ‘harder’. 

Or nakeder. 

I doubted Mr. Spellcheck would take points off with his red pen for that one. 

I took a few deep breaths and picked up a few mental boxes, shaking them like Christmas 

presents and then dumping the contents out in my scattered brain to find something useful. 

Eventually that Stonebrook woman fell out of one of them and recalling his descriptive text 

made me ask, “So what was so preposterous about her proposal?” 

I even managed to say it in a normal voice, like I wasn’t helping him dry hump my ass, but I 

figured it couldn’t hurt since I knew it wasn’t really my place to ask him questions about his 

business. I only hoped he wouldn’t call me out on it since it wasn’t his business to be rubbing all 

up in my business. 

We were two busybodies. Literally. 

I really couldn’t be sure of much of anything at that point and only knew when I was that close to 

him, it felt like I was standing on a bridge made up of vines and weathered wooden slats. 

Constructed by an ancient civilization many lifetimes ago, it swayed in the breeze, spanning two 

cliff tops with nothing but jagged rocks below. 

It was exhilarating and terrifying all at the same time. But in a good way. 

Yet another sign I needed help. 

He seemed too busy sniffing me to say anything at first, so I goaded his sense of humor and 

added, “Did she ask you to invest in saving the whales? It’s a worthy cause, you know. Whales 

are people too.” 

Or something like that. They breathed air. I used to be able to. Before him and his Death Star 

somehow managed to suck it all from my lungs. That only made me think of sucking him back. 

It was a tossup on if it would be in retribution or reward. 

“If she had, at least it would’ve explained her smelling like fish.” 

“Eww…” I grimaced. 



I wondered just how close he got to her for him to be able to smell that, but my irrationally rising 

jealousy at the thought was short lived when his hands ran down the sides of my legs and I 

gasped feeling his fingers brush against my exposed skin. 

He was connecting the dots. 

“Your hands are cold.” 

They were a welcome relief considering my skin was on fire. And even skin on skin, he was still 

nothing but blissful silence. 

It was giving Betty ideas for her doctoral thesis. She set up spreadsheets and flow charts to 

mathematically document how much of him we could touch. Her lab coat fanned out at her knees 

as she twirled around and began jotting down notes, wanting to start by experimenting with 

spreading ‘em on the sheets and then charting the flow from between my legs. 

She did leg lunges and gathered beakers in preparation. 

“Because all of my blood has rushed to another part of my body,” he replied, unaware he was the 

chimp to Betty’s Jane Goodall, with her wanting to study parts of him deep inside of our natural 

habitat. 

Hearing his reasoning, Dr. Betty stood upright and nodded seriously, tapping her pen against her 

lips in deep thought. A light bulb appeared above her head just before she scribbled out the PhD 

after her name at the top of the page, writing out ‘Pussy + hot Dick’ in its place, and then drew a 

heart around it. 

I wondered if I shoved an Ambien in between those lips, would it knock her ass out? 

I knew his Northbound train had left the station and was quickly barreling down a track that 

could only end in a collision of our pelvises, so I made one last Hail Mary attempt to bring us to 

a stop. 

“I thought we were keeping things professional between us.” 

More or less. I think. We’d just talked about something like that less than thirty minutes earlier. 

“We’re both off the clock. Besides, you were the one who begged me to rip your pants off. I 

have proof on my phone.” 

Grabbing onto my hips he started grinding against me more decisively. Against my leather clad 

ass. My ass. Covered by leather. Which was only being held together by a broken string. Just like 

my willpower. 

In a playful voice that contradicted his not so playful actions, he added, “Give me a minute. I’ll 

try and forward the text back to you.” 



The way he moved his body was with purpose. I could feel the power emanating from him 

through every pore of our twin cow babies. 

He definitely had the power of the force within him. 

And yet deep down inside, I knew he would never force me. I might not have been able to read 

his mind yet, but I had no doubt if I told him to stop, he would. 

And that gave me a sense of power as well. I would later suspect I was delirious from it. 

“I’ve heard of ass dialing, but ass texting?” I asked, only so I wouldn’t beg him to pull my hair 

and spank me. Channeling my inner Shakira, I moved both with and against him, adding, “I 

don’t feel your phone back there.” 

Hips don’t lie, but his mouth was. 

“Hmm…” he drawled. “My mistake. I must have left it in my office.” 

It didn’t stop him from still trying to send messages to my ass though. 

And I got them all. Loud and clear. 

His speed was slow and steady. Not enough to get either one of us off. Just enough to keep the 

fire burning. 

And oh how it burned. 

I was hot. And bothered. And bothered that he was so hot. 

My skin literally felt like it was about to burst into flames and without thought, I pulled the 

zipper down on the leather sauna my top half had been imprisoned by. The cool air felt like tiny 

shards of welcome ice hitting every drop of moisture on my chest and I pulled my arms free so I 

could find relief in the oxygen beating against my blistering skin since every thrust of his hips 

seemed to deny the much needed molecules from entering my lungs. 

With him pressed so tightly against me, the jacket couldn’t fall far behind me. It landed 

somewhere in between us, providing an unintentional lumbar support to my not so achy back. 

But I ached in other places. 

And if I could be bothered to tie the arms around my waist, it could double as an unintentional 

rein he could use to ride me with. 

Hi Ho Sookie! Away! 



I was close to losing it. My willpower. My mind. My pants. I was close to losing it all. It 

suddenly made sense for me to be dressed like Sadist Sookie since I was enjoying the painful 

torture we were each bestowing on one another. And because he was clearly the long lost pea to 

my pod, he kicked it up a notch. 

By licking the back of my neck. 

My skin was so hot it felt like he’d been sucking on an ice cube. Goose bumps rose up on every 

available surface. My nipples were the new Spirograph, able to cut pretty swirls onto glass. Betty 

ditched her smarty-pants glasses and hopped into a barrel to descend the falls now gushing out in 

between my thighs. 

And my head jerked back like I’d been hit with an uppercut by a Rock ’Em Sock ’Em Robot. 

And it wasn’t a good kind of pain. Like if he’d smacked my ass while asking who it belonged to. 

But at least it cleared some of the fog in my head, no doubt brought on by the steam billowing 

out of my crotch. 

I spun around in the next moment, knowing it had to have hurt him too, and my eyes widened as 

I gasped out, “I’m so sorry!” Seeing the blood trickling down from his nose and over his upper 

lip made me remember the elbow to the sternum I’d delivered to him just last week. 

There I go. Fucking things up, just like they’d thought. Fucking him. Not fucking him. It was all 

fucked up. 

He’d probably get a restraining order against me if he didn’t fire me first. Or instead of leather 

and Velcro, he could gift me with a straight jacket and orders it was to be worn at all times in his 

presence. I couldn’t blame him really. 

And if he could hear Betty, he’d know just how many levels of crazy there were in one Sookie 

Stackhouse. 

But then he did something unexpected. 

One minute he was staring me down. 

And then he wasn’t. 

Without ever seeing him move, I could only gasp again when poof! Out of thin air his mouth was 

suddenly on mine. 

Chapter Twelve – The Trailer Park to Her Tornado 

EPOV 



Idiotic! 

Impulsive! 

Instant… 

That kiss was all of those things and so very much more. After a thousand years of honing my 

instincts, denying my impulses and forcing logic into every situation to ensure my continued 

survival, I’d lost all sense and reason in one idiotic impulsive instant. 

And I’d do it again in one of her racing heartbeats. 

One heartbeat was all it took. One gasp of surprise in response to my idiotic impulsive move and 

physiology took care of the rest. My blood hit her tongue and in an instant I could feel her every 

emotion. Surprise giving way to lust. Desire warring with uncertainty. Attraction battling reason. 

It was like looking in a mirror. We were – as she so eloquently put it – matchy matchy. 

I could sense her location. Even without her caged in my arms I knew I would be able to find 

her. How far it would work was another question, but for now – right now with her pressed so 

close to me – it felt like she was in my chest. Sharing every one of her galloping heartbeats with 

me and bringing my long dead chest back to life. 

Even her sweat impossibly smelled of honey and sunshine. My tongue darted out only so I could 

refute her olfactory claim and say, ‘Liar. Liar. Now let’s fuck ‘til you tire.’ But the proof in her 

taste all but slapped me in the face. 

And I wouldn’t have been surprised if her hand had done the same. 

The ship had sailed long ago for when it had been time for me to leave. I shouldered some of the 

blame, but mostly it lay with her in a seventy/thirty split in her favor. 

Take your pick. 

My compass was set on her Northern Star. 

My rudder was lost in her Bermuda Triangle. 

My dick was firmly anchored to her ass. 

Any and all were true. 

She didn’t even shy away from my cold touch. Pressing her body against my own even harder, as 

though her warmth yearned for the coolness of my touch. 

Like she was the summer to my eternal winter. 



Just as I’d wrapped myself around her, she too clung to me. Her hands gripped my hair. Her 

tongue fought with mine. I couldn’t tell whose decision it was. Hers. Mine. Ours. Our newly 

formed blood tie fucked with my senses, but within moments the sound of Velcro ripping apart 

filled my ears as I felt her leg slide up, hooking around my waist which she then used to pull the 

rest of her body up. 

I helped to keep her there with my hands cupping her ass. 

I should’ve worried when I felt her hands slide out of my hair and down to my neck. Been 

concerned when they didn’t stop there and ventured even farther, dipping into my shirt and 

sliding down my bare back. Her scorching hands mapped out my cold hard muscles and yet I felt 

no feelings of uncertainty within her. No anxiety or query at our obvious difference in 

temperature. Lost at sea as I was, I’d have no choice but to erase her doubt with glamour because 

I couldn’t willingly choose to put any distance between us. She seemed to be of the same 

mindset because she only pressed into me further. 

Feeling her desire raging against my own was an odd but welcome sensation. Having never 

shared my blood with a soul, the experience was a first in my long lifetime. It only made sense 

considering she was another first for me and now that I’d had a taste of her – of what it would be 

like to have her – in my arms, my bed, my life, I couldn’t bear the thought of letting her go. 

Not only had I erased my vampire nature from my previous bedmates, but once I became more 

of a public figure due to my ownership of the casino, I went one step further and glamoured 

away their desire to seek me out again once our time was done. Truthfully, they were nothing but 

tools I used to sate my need for sex. Meals on heels to quench my thirst for blood. None of them 

held my attention. None of them garnered my esteem. And despite Miss Stackhouse’s 

assessment of my character, my ego wasn’t so overgrown that I’d willingly suffer through 

catfights or tears night after night when I was through with them. 

She however, I couldn’t imagine ever growing tired of. Everything about her sucked me in. I had 

serious doubts I could let her out of my arms, much less out of my life. I doubted even my 

preternatural strength wouldn’t be able to break the invisible hold she now had on me. 

I was the trailer park to her tornado. 

The warrior part of my mind. The one I’d sought guidance from. The one I gave myself over to 

when confronted with situations where it was kill or be killed fought to break me free. While I 

suspected the end of the path we were set out on would come to an explosive conclusion, it 

couldn’t end well. Yes, I could try and hide my nature from her. Take my meals from others 

when out of her sight, only to return and take her to my bed to relieve the never ending ache she 

represented. 

But then what? 

I would only grow more attached. I would never be able to truly share her bed without the 

possibility of her waking to find she was sharing it with my dead body. Because it was her I had 



no doubt she would question my departure from her night after night before the sun rose. At first 

she would make a joke. Then she would push and prod. When that didn’t work she would stomp 

her feet and demand answers. Demands that would be met with my silence and it would incite 

doubt. Insecurity. Distrust. 

And I would end up losing her anyway. 

The other part of my mind – the idiotic impulsive side – raised its sword to cleave away the 

uncertainty the warrior side had just lain in our path. The whimpers and growls coming from the 

conundrum in my arms only egged them on. Taunting them both and all but daring them to make 

the first move. 

I shouldn’t have been surprised she would be the one to take up arms and do it in their stead. 

And by arms, I mean fingernails, which she used to claw up my back. 

Idiotic. 

Impulsive. 

Instant. 

Her actions. My fangs. They shouldered equal responsibility. They snapped down of their own 

volition, piercing her tongue and when her blood met my own I was truly lost. Like sunshine in a 

pretty blond bottle. The finest mead served in the halls of Valhalla. I got drunk on her. 

She didn’t even flinch. Not when my fangs made a sudden appearance. Not when they 

unwittingly stabbed her tongue. Not when our mouths filled with her blood and I suddenly had 

her back pressed up against a wall. Grinding my body into hers and all but pushing her into the 

drywall to display her like the Mona fucking Lisa she was. 

I had just enough sense left to retract them just as quickly, but not before she’d managed to 

swipe her tongue across them. I shuddered against her, feeling as though her tongue had swiped 

across what was fighting to break free of my pants, and growled into her mouth. Her only 

response was to arch her back and cling to me harder. Her chosen weapons ran up over my 

shoulders, up my neck and into my hair. My fangs threatened to make another appearance as she 

used her handhold to jerk my head back just enough to separate our lips and take a much needed 

breath into her lungs to say, “We should stop.” 

I might’ve worried I’d offended her. Taken things too far by taking her lips with my own. Taking 

her halfway across the room to use her body like a Sybian. Taking her blood without asking. 

Or telling. 

I might’ve been concerned about all of these things had she not mumbled her words from my 

neck as she chewed her way across from one side to the other. 



“Only to take our clothes off,” I sighed, moving my head to give her access to kill me one nibble 

at a time. “And then we should continue.” 

With her jacket gone, I could truly appreciate the top hidden underneath. It was nothing more 

than a leather washcloth held together by flimsy strips. 

I looked forward to stripping it from her body. 

Her legs remained locked around my waist and she used her hold to grind her heated core against 

my raging hard on. Snickering at the sound it created and sending shivers down my spine. 

And more precum from my tip. 

“No,” she whispered in contradiction to her next assault on my self-control. Pushing my shirt 

aside, she licked her way across the top of my shoulder before biting down lightly where the skin 

met my neck and added, “You need to go and I need a cold shower.” 

Liar! Liar! But my pants are on fire! 

“But…” 

That’s all I had. I couldn’t tell her I could feel she wanted to continue. That her own body was 

rebelling against her words. It wanted to mutiny and pirate my own. 

And I would surrender. Without pause. 

My white flag would already be waving if it hadn’t been held prisoner in my pants. 

“You’ve had as much of my butt as you’re going to get tonight,” she laughed softly. Pushing 

against my chest, I only pulled back far enough to look down at her in the hope she was kidding. 

Even though I could feel she wasn’t. 

Lust colored her expression, matching her emotions, and her eyebrow rose slightly before she 

swiped her finger across my lower lip. Pulling it away she showed me the blood now covering it 

and said, “Kissing you is a contact sport.” 

And then she stuck the finger in her mouth and sucked the blood away. 

Mine. 

She was mine whether she knew it or not. Whether by mass email or my thunderous roar from a 

fucking mountaintop, this woman was mine. 

I would figure out a way to have her. Have her and keep her because seeing that? 



I would never let her go. 

“I’m not like them,” she whispered. 

I didn’t know who she meant. I didn’t believe she was speaking of vampires, despite her willing 

ingestion of our mixed blood, so I waited until she added, “Like the other women you’ve been 

with.” 

She may as well have said the sky was blue, but my expression gave away my query because she 

went on saying, “I’ve done my own research, Mr. Northman. Your business expertise is only 

equaled by your sexual prowess. It’s no secret you find entertainment with a different blond 

nearly every night and while I’m sure you’re the Merriam Webster the judges would consult in a 

sexual Spelling Bee, my fuckcabulary is quite limited.” 

“You’re different.” 

And grass was green. Just like the sky was blue. 

My mouth had spit out the words like my mind wanted her to spit out the knowledge of my 

sexual past from her thoughts. 

“I am,” she agreed. “I work for you. I’m not looking to climb the corporate ladder by climbing 

into bed with you. Nor am I judging how you choose to entertain yourself. But as you said, I’m 

different. I’m your personal assistant. I couldn’t do that and then go back to acting like it never 

happened, so we can’t get that personal.” 

Her legs loosened their hold, signaling she wanted me to let her down, and it was only my shock 

over her statement that allowed me to do it. I could feel her misery as if it was my own. Hell, it 

matched my own, but her expression never gave it away. 

I could almost appreciate her poker face. 

She patted my chest and smiled up at me saying, “I appreciate you letting me walk on to tryout 

with the pros, coach. The scrimmage was fun. And if I find out tomorrow that I’m dying of a 

terminal illness, you’re in the number one spot on my Fuck It List.” 

Anger. Anguish. Amusement. They all flowed inside of me, but I was left adrift. No compass. 

No rudder. No anchor. 

Because she’d declared her ass off limits. 

I should be agreeing with her. I should walk out her door and out of this situation because she 

was right. We shouldn’t be doing this. 

But because of other reasons. Reasons that had nothing to do with a one night stand. 



Still my mind fought. Raged and railed against the idea she wouldn’t be mine. Of her only 

choosing me if she were on death’s door. 

As if I’d allow her to die. 

But I understood her reasoning. I’d never hidden my philandering ways and now it was biting me 

in the ass. 

So I would have to win her over and then repay the favor by biting her in the ass. Soon. 

“And if I wanted more?” I asked, using my blood in her body to take a stranglehold of her 

emotions. 

“Another scrimmage?” she smiled apprehensively. “I’d need to get a helmet and shoulder pads.” 

She was unsure. Disbelieving I could want anything more than a fuck from her. 

“More than one night,” I soothed her unspoken worry. I wanted her every night. 

Her breath hitched in her throat when I trailed my finger along her jawline. My cold skin didn’t 

come into question. Nor did it dissuade her from leaning into my touch. 

My cock throbbed. 

“Two nights?” she shakily breathed out, still doubtful. There was an underlying hesitation 

threatening to overcome her desire for me. One she was fighting. 

I just couldn’t be sure which one she was fighting for or against. 

“I haven’t checked my schedule for tomorrow and my boss is a real stickler for abiding by the 

rules,” she added with a cheeky smile. 

Yes. I would bite her in the ass for this. And both of us were going to enjoy it. 

“We’ll need more than two,” I replied. 

I’d always made a point to keep up with humanity as it evolved. Sports. Politics. News and 

entertainment. I couldn’t be convincing as a human without being able to speak their language on 

any given topic. 

When in Rome… 

Using that knowledge I played on her earlier analogy and offered, “Several scrimmages. A few 

practice runs. Preseason will give way to the regular season. Before you know it we’ll be Super 

Bowl champs.” 



I could feel her hesitation was giving way to her desire. Sixty/forty in my favor if I had to guess. 

Her eyes closed, hiding her want from me even though I could feel it as though it was my own, 

as she whispered out, “I’ve always wanted to go to Disney World.” 

My smile was triumphant. 

My cock was still hard. 

“And you’ll look stunning on a box of Wheaties. You’re already my number one draft pick in my 

fantasy league.” 

The doubt she still felt came out in her reply of, “But what if I’m traded to another team?” 

“Impossible,” I scoffed. 

Truly. She was mine. 

“You have an ironclad contract,” I added. 

Truly. She was mine. 

The emotional tide she was riding could give any tsunami a run for its money. While her body 

remained still, every emotion inside of her clashed. Rolling and rocking, each trying to claw its 

way to the top. I rode the waves with her. Waiting as each tide came crashing down onto the 

shore and taking with it more of her resolve in its wake as it retreated. And like a tidal wave, it 

tossed me around until I unexpectedly bobbed up to the surface, with her next words filling my 

lungs with the air I no longer required but suddenly needed just the same. 

“Put me in coach.” 

Chapter Thirteen – Fuckitol 

SPOV 

“Mmph.” 

It was the only sound I could make. Other than the bow-chick-a-wow-wow resonance of bovine 

flatulence filling the air, it was the only noise to be heard when within seconds of my making the 

Northman Fuckable League he had me back in his arms and back in his mouth. I couldn’t find it 

in myself to mind because while I suspected he was more than proficient in the art of fuck, he 

was a fucking master at the art of kissing. 

Bad, bad, bad…this was a bad idea. And oh how I wanted to do bad things to him. 



But I was nowhere near Super Bowl ready. Despite what my Rudy-inspired mouth had said, 

scrimmages would have to suffice for now. At least until I knew he wasn’t a serial killer. 

And I could get on some sort of birth control. I’d stared enough at his baby maker to know there 

were no condoms in his pockets. 

I couldn’t believe the words even as they tumbled from my lips. I blamed Betty. What with her 

cheering and leading and general sis boom bahing. She used the echoing walls of my stadium’s 

tunnel leading to our underground floors as her megaphone. 

Like that bitch wasn’t loud enough all on her own. 

But even worse than that, I was happy with my verbal vomit. I couldn’t deny even to myself that 

I wanted him. A lot. And it wasn’t just my vagimones that were to blame. 

It was just regular old me. Sookie Stackhouse – quasi-virgin. 

I could look the part. Walk and talk with the confidence of a cathouse madam, but it was nothing 

more than pure hokum. Flimflam to the nth degree. A sleight of hand snow job. 

‘Did someone say ‘blow job’?’ 

No Betty! 

The reality was any sort of intimacy had always been a chore for me. I could manage to stay in 

my own head for a make-out session, but not without always having to concentrate on keeping 

my shields up. I could never let my guard down and all hope was lost as soon as I slipped. I 

always had to choose one or the other – achieving an orgasm or maintaining my shields. I could 

never have both. 

And it had left me feeling broken. Like I wasn’t a real woman and certainly could never really be 

with a real man. 

But he was all man. Real. Live. Both hard and soft. With him I felt whole. With him there was 

no chore to be had. No row to hoe. No field to plow. 

And if I was lucky, it would hold out if and when I let him plow the ho inside of me. 

Christ. I had it baaadd… 

My shields had disappeared quicker than DB Cooper, but not once did his thoughts leak into my 

head. For the first time I truly got to just feel. Feel his lips on mine. Feel his desire for me in his 

touch. Feel nothing but my own willpower vanishing and the tick tock of the detonator counting 

down to when his terrorist stick of dynamite would explode against the doorway to my Oval 

Office. 



If he was here right now, Jack Bauer would be running around like a madman and shielding 

President Palmer with his body yelling, ‘It’s gonna blow!.’ 

My mouth or my pants. We’d have to wait until after the commercial break to find out which 

one. 

Tick. Tock. 

Everything about him made Betty do somersaults across my ovaries. Hearing his words, she slid 

down my fallopian tubes like a fireman’s pole, only to land in my uterus where she sprung back 

up into the air, completed three and a half revolutions and landed, nailing her triple axel jump. 

My ovum cheered and held up perfect ten scores. 

I’d call her cocky but from what else I felt, my coach already had the gold in that category. 

And I wasn’t talking about his attitude. 

The thought alone had Betty ditching her newly donned burqa and preparing to start her long 

program. 

It was too perfect to pass up. He was too perfect to pass up. A once in a lifetime opportunity. 

If twenty-two years could be considered a lifetime. 

I reasoned I would be taking one for the team. So to speak. If another body turned up, depending 

on the circumstances, at least I might know if it would be impossible for him to be the killer. 

He was in between my legs, Your Honor. I swear! 

Defense Exhibit A – my vaginal swab. 

But I still had doubts. I knew it was wrong. To agree to whatever it was we might end up doing. 

My feelings were real, but my true identity was a big fat lie. I wasn’t his personal assistant. 

I was an undercover FBI agent. 

And what if he wasn’t the killer? What would he think of me then if we’d already gotten to know 

one another under the covers? How betrayed would he feel to know I’d been sent there on an 

assignment? A mission that was slowly but surely getting pushed to the back of the line with my 

hormones damming everything in their path. Clogging up my pipes like the giant piece of shit I 

would feel like if it turned out he was innocent. 

And I’d feel even shittier if he wasn’t. 



I forced my lips away from his, marveling over the coolness of them as they moved undeterred to 

my neck and soothed my burning skin, as I said, “We need to go over the ground rules and game 

plan, coach.” 

There would be no scoring tonight. 

And when did we move to the couch? 

“No…we need to practice more,” he murmured along the hairline just below my ear. Shivers 

worked their way down my spine as he added, “I’ll be the quarterback and you’ll be the receiver. 

You can catch my forward pass.” 

His hips went long and thrust against my own. 

Betty chucked her ice skates and practiced her touchdown dance instead. 

Despite the natural snatchstrophe his earthquaking hips were causing by making the tectonic 

plates shift in my pants, I forced myself to ignore the steady flow of lava and focus, admitting, 

“I’m not ready to run any drills right now. It’s too soon.” 

For you to drill me. Because I don’t know if you’re a serial killer yet. 

Betty threw down her yellow flag declaring a foul on the play. I rooted around for something 

other than using the hypodermic needle in his pants to combat her lethal case of Fuckititis, but 

the bitch swallowed an entire bottle of Fuckitol instead. 

Junky whore. 

Yep! For HIS junk. 

Goddamn Betty. 

He sat up far enough to stare down at me and I got lost in his eyes. My own were going out of 

focus now that the Fuckitol was working its way through my system in and I struggled to remain 

coherent when he smiled. 

Betty fell over face down two steps into her Fuck It Sobriety Test. 

“We can still practice,” he offered. “Since I’m the quarterback, I’m afraid I’m only well-versed 

in the offensive plays.” 

“It would take a lot to offend me.” 

Goddamn it. Apparently loose morals equaled loose lips. Loosened up by an overdose of 

Fuckitol and his nozzle causing the WMD-40 to be sprayed all over the inside of my pants. 

Thanks to his WMD. 



“Good to know.” His voice was low and throaty. 

I could feel it in my lower throat. 

“First there are running plays.” He demonstrated by running his fingertip down my body, straight 

through my boob formation, and stopped just short of the goal line. 

“Running plays are good,” I sighed. 

‘So good,’ Betty slurred. 

“I agree,” he whispered. “But we have to keep the defensive line on their toes, so we’ll have to 

switch things up too.” 

Pfft…my defenses were down for the count. Just like Betty. And just like Betty, their toes were 

curled. 

“Then there’s the sweep.” 

His single fingertip became two huge hands that swept up my body and back down again, 

coming to a stop and gripping onto my hips. 

“That would keep those bastards running,” I admitted. 

My defenses were running like hell in between my thighs right now. 

His hands slowly moved back up to gingerly cup my breasts. I might not have been a ginger like 

Ronald, but my back arched into them like my last name was McDonald when I suddenly felt 

him play a quick one-stroke game of dick-a-boo with Betty. 

“A play action pass,” he explained. 

Huh…I could’ve sworn it was dick-a-boo. 

Without warning, his hand came up to rest over my eyes, blinding me in an instant while ‘Pop 

Goes the Weasel’ rang out in my ears as he cranked the handle on his cock-in-my-box and called 

it, “A screen pass.” 

Betty begged for one more crank so it would actually pop free and into our box. 

The next sound to be heard was a surprised yelp quickly followed by a moan. I was pretty sure it 

came from me since all of a sudden I was on my hands and knees with his balls smacked up 

against my ass. 

“An end around play,” he called it. 



‘A dream cum true,’ Betty argued. 

No doubt about it. He was a professional and I was strictly Pop Warner. 

“And last but not least…” 

It was my only warning. I didn’t have time to fret about being in over my head because he was 

on his back and I was suddenly over his other head. He pulled my willing hips down over his 

own and growled, “A reverse play.” 

“More like a quarterback sneak,” I breathed out while the air sang with the release of greenhouse 

gas emitting from a herd of cattle. 

The Northman Effect – killing the ozone one thrust at a time. 

Please God, let him be Johnny Unitas because I really want to unite his game pieces with mine. 

If he turns out to be OJ Simpson it’ll have my libido running back for the hills. 

Amen. 

“You’re incredibly beautiful,” he murmured reverently. 

My eyes refocused on him and saw that he meant it. Really and truly. He thought I was beautiful. 

Al Gore could keep his Nobel Prize. I had a line on a better trophy. 

It was lined up, alright. And it was just waiting on my acceptance speech. 

Betty tapped the microphone and cleared her throat to begin addressing the cum gathered around 

her, so I pulled the plug to leave the bitch in the dark. 

I wasn’t ready just yet. 

With that in mind, I smiled back at him, saying, “And you’re incredibly persuasive. But I need to 

hit the showers and ice up my muscles if I want to get to the Super Bowl.” 

One wall of muscle in particular. A hoar frost of the whore would do me some good too. 

“If we’re to be teammates, shouldn’t we be showering together? I’ll let you snap a towel across 

my ass if you promise to drop the soap.” 

He waggled his eyebrows. 

I wanted to bite them. 



“The picture you’re painting is more prison porn than Pittsburgh Steelers. You sure as hell aren’t 

any Saint, even if we are in New Orleans,” I laughed. 

Only so I wouldn’t cry. 

“Spoil sport,” he frowned. 

He was the Grimace to my Ronald McDonald. 

It only made me want to bite him even more. 

It also reminded me I hadn’t eaten anything that day, so I forced myself to get off of him – since 

I wouldn’t be getting off with him – and offered, “How about I make it up to you with dinner? 

My treat.” 

I hadn’t done any grocery shopping so there wasn’t anything to eat in my place, but there were 

several restaurants within walking distance if he didn’t want to eat in his own downstairs. 

He’d sat up by that point, but it wasn’t until my offer that he finally stood and asked, “Are…you 

asking me out? On a date?” 

He stared at me like I’d asked him to park my unicorn next to his Maserati. My unicorn who had 

a wicked case of diarrhea and the resulting shitsplosions would ruin his paint job. 

“Uh…” 

Had I crossed some invisible line? Broken an unwritten rule? Gone too far with my offer? 

Even though it seemed he was more than willing to go all the way during our fuckable practice? 

Had ‘more than one night’ only been a come on to get his cum in me? 

I didn’t want to believe it, but I couldn’t come up with any other alternatives. I didn’t know what 

I felt more. Pissed? Hurt? 

Exposed. 

My innocent invitation had only been made because I genuinely liked spending time with him 

and that had left me feeling vulnerable. 

And stupid. 

I quickly locked up my expression – like my heart and my legs – but it seemed I’d been a hair 

too late on at least one front because he moved to stand in front of me and ordered, “Stop.” 

“Stop what?” I asked in the cadence and tone of any tantrum throwing toddler. 



I’d tell him he wasn’t the boss of me, but he was. Technically. At least he would think so. 

“Whatever it is you’re thinking that’s making you look that way.” 

Whatever. 

“I’m sure I have no idea of what you’re talking about,” I huffed. 

Professionally, of course. 

“I’m sure your pants would burst into flames if I hadn’t made them so wet with your cum.” 

Stupid inappropriately sexy boss/serial killer and his spot-on observations. Stupid Velcro stripper 

pants and their capacity at cum concealing having all the effectiveness of a colander trying to 

contain the Mississippi River. 

Stupid Betty could fuck off too. 

I looked up at him prepared to tell him just that, only to see him staring down at me like I’d 

offered to let him eat me for dinner. 

Fat chance now. 

“Because I’d be more than happy to eat what you have on offer in between your legs.” 

Huh. Score one for Team Sookie. I guess I didn’t need my telepathy with him after all. 

And it was a good thing I didn’t really need this job either because the overdose of Fuckitol had 

finally kicked in. 

Too bad Betty hadn’t read the warning label. 

Instead of becoming weak-kneed by his dirty words, I became furious.  “So,” I glared back at 

him. “Let me get this straight. You’re more than willing to eat me out in private, but sharing a 

meal together in public is…what? Absurd?” When he didn’t say anything, my temper took over 

and added, “A preposterous proposal, perhaps? Tell me, was that what had you nearly falling out 

of your chair with your earlier appointment? Did she ask you out on…oh my god say it ain’t 

so…a date?” 

He looked like he’d just been smacked in the face. I wasn’t sorry and he should be happy. 

It was matchy matchy with my ego. 

I wanted him to fight me. Refute my allegations. The larger part of me – the insecure, broken, 

and sexually inexperienced young woman in me – wanted him to tell me I was being ridiculous. 



Tell me my accusations were all wrong. Tell me I was making an ass out of him and me for 

making assumptions. Tell me he’d meant what he’d said. 

That I was different. 

That I meant something. 

To him. 

Instead he met my verbal finger pointing with silence. His eyes had dropped from mine and 

remained glued to the floor where they seemed intent on staying for the foreseeable future. 

I was sticky enough for one night and his non-look told me all I needed to know, so instead of 

waiting for him to try and worm his way out of it. To bemoan he had a manwhore image to 

maintain. To whip out the classic, ‘But it’s not like that baby, I swear you’re more than just a 

fuck to me!’ I declared, “Thanks for the offer to eat me, but no thanks. That’s not on the table. 

Not tonight or any night. It’s not on the couch. Up against the wall or in your bed or mine. I 

hereby rescind my invitation and I’m sorry for assuming whatever this is – was – is something 

it’s obviously not.” 

I didn’t wait for him to say anything and instead turned to walk over to the door leading out of 

my suite. Once I had it open I said in an emotionless voice, “I’ll see you tomorrow evening to 

discuss whatever tasks you have for me, Mr. Northman. Good night.” 

“Sookie…” he began. 

“That’s Miss Stackhouse to you,” I interrupted. 

Stupidly there was still a shred of hope holding on inside of me. A flicker of faith that perhaps I 

had it all wrong. Wanting him to tell me I had it all wrong and then give my ass fifty lashes with 

his tongue for acting like one. 

Maybe that last part was Betty’s hope. 

Instead he walked out without saying a word, looking more and more like the serial hope killer I 

was discovering him to be. 

The door was halfway to being slammed shut when he turned around just as quickly and stopped 

it with his hand. 

Hope flared once more. 

And then he snuffed it out. 

“You should order room service if you’re hungry. All of your meals will be comp’d. It’s one of 

your job benefits.” 



Like a prime rib dinner would make this night okay. 

Gran had always said if you don’t have anything nice to say, keep your fucking trap shut. Or 

something like that. So that’s what I did. 

His eyes narrowed slightly at my continuing glare while he warned, “You should stay in. It’s not 

safe for you to go out wandering all alone after dark.” 

Meh meh meh meh meh meh MEH… 

With that out of my system, I kept my voice composed and responded, “Forgive me for not 

believing much of what you have to say at the moment, Sir. It seems to me while your mouth 

may say one thing it turns out the reality of the situation is completely different. Like any good 

salesman, perhaps you’re just used to embellishing the truth.” 

Talk about flimflam. 

But that verbal slap stung both of us. 

His voice remained silent, but his eyes had plenty to say. And I didn’t want to hear it. Any of it. 

So I shut the door in his face. 

I ripped the dead cow off of my body on the way to the bathroom where I attempted to wash 

away everything I was feeling. Which – at the moment – was like shit. I hated that I let him get 

to me. I hated that I let myself believe there was something more than sexplosive chemistry 

between us. 

I hated that he lied and said he wanted more than that too. 

By the time I was done I wasn’t very hungry anymore, but I was too wired to go to sleep, so I 

threw on my earlier outfit and headed downstairs. I decided I needed to concentrate on my true 

purpose for being there instead of dissecting all the ways this night had gone to hell. My first 

stop was the bar we’d gone into earlier that evening where I wanted to take a dip into the 

bartender’s thoughts. Now that I didn’t have His Royal Liar there to fuck with my telepathy, I 

hoped to hear something useful from him. 

Maybe he knew something? Knew of Northman’s comings and goings better than the FBI? 

Well…I was well versed in his goings. Not so much his cummings. By choice though. 

Did that count? 

Not important Sookie! Focus! 



Shaking it off, I thought maybe him seeing me walking around with the prevarication of 

fornication stirred up thoughts of the murders? 

Weak, Stackhouse. Weak. 

I could admit it. It was as weak as Northman’s claims of wanting ‘more’, but it was something. 

The man from earlier wasn’t there when I walked in, however I remembered seeing the current 

bartender working in one of the other bars earlier that night. 

So maybe they all rotated between them? 

Their uniforms were identical, probably for that reason, so I spent the next half hour wandering 

in and out of the other two bars. When I still hadn’t spotted him, I recalled seeing someone 

wandering around the nightclub with a drink in their hand, so I walked in there to take a look 

around and see if they had a bar too. 

I didn’t see a bar, but then my eyes had stopped moving when they landed on something else and 

whatever appetite I may have had was lost in an instant. 

Because there he was. 

Not the bartender, but Northman. 

Looking like it was just another night. 

Looking down at just another blond standing in front of him. 

Who looked just like me. 

Zeroing in on her thoughts told me she was confident she’d be filling his dance card and his 

bed for the rest of the night. I felt stupid all over again for having worn that same confidence just 

an hour earlier. But I didn’t hang around and watch. I didn’t want to see. I’d learned enough 

about Eric fucking Northman for one night, so I turned and stormed out with my disgust 

ratcheting up with the realization of the true meaning of his parting words to me. 

What he’d implied was he was worried for my safety if I went out on my own. 

But not so worried that he would accompany me. 

What he’d meant was he didn’t want me to validate his manwhore image. 

Like they validated parking outside. 

I needed to cool off, so instead of heading for the elevators I made a beeline through the front 

door and out into the night with only one thought left. 



Fuck. It. All. 

Chapter Fourteen – Officially Screwed 

EPOV 

Idiotic. 

Impulsive. 

Instant. 

It had been idiotic for me to stand there in silence when her blood all but screamed at me she was 

feeling insecure. 

It had been impulsive to make a sexually charged joke. Hoping to bring down the barriers I could 

feel her erecting within herself and bring back her earlier lightheartedness. 

And all of the progress I’d made with her over the course of the evening had been demolished in 

an instant. 

The blame was one hundred percent mine. 

The longer I remained quiet, the louder her emotions screamed at me. I hadn’t the time or the 

wherewithal to formulate a plan on how to make her mine when I’d been too busy enjoying our 

practice. Not once had she questioned my cool touch. Not once did she pause or feel any 

apprehension when I flipped her body to and fro into whatever position I wanted us in. She was – 

in a word – intoxicating and it was my own drunken stupor that led to my downfall. 

Ironically, it mirrored my last night as a human. 

Dates weren’t out of the question, but sharing a meal would be. All of my thoughts concerning 

making her mine had centered around sharing her bed. I was a fool to not consider any of the 

other traditional courting rituals. I could give her any material thing her heart desired. I could 

worship her body night after night and give her a thousand years’ worth of sexual experience. I 

could give her immortality. And yet something as commonplace as going out to dinner wasn’t 

something I was capable of. Not without raising suspicions as to why I never ate. 

I’d never allowed a human so close to me. I’d never shown so many parts of my true self to 

anyone and what I did allow them to see, they had been glamoured to forget. Her proposal was 

preposterous, but not for the reasons she imagined. I hadn’t been prepared. But then it wasn’t 

like I’d dated anyone before. 

Ever. 



As much as it pained me to walk away – feeling her pain – I needed to regroup. Retreat and re-

strategize. Formulate a plan and then launch another offensive. 

I would have her. 

Somehow. 

The only thing I could find to be grateful for was the fact we’d been in my hotel when she’d 

kicked me out of her room. Hearing her utter the phrase, ‘I rescind your invitation’ had been like 

a stab to my chest. And had we been in her true home, it would’ve given away my secret when 

the power behind those words magically forced me out. I’d have no choice but to glamour her 

then. 

I waited until I heard her enter the shower before walking away. It was already after midnight 

and feeling as she was – angry and miserable – I didn’t think she would be leaving her suite. 

With every step I took, the blood tie connecting us diminished. The farther I ventured, the more 

our bond weakened, but not completely. I could tell she was there. 

I could feel her resentment. 

So I experimented with our newly formed link. Using the magic in my blood I searched, 

gathered, and contained what I could distinguish as hers. Erected my own barrier around it until I 

managed to close it off. I couldn’t devise a plan to win her over when I felt her antipathy for me 

as if it were my own. 

And from the strength of what I felt coming from her, I had a lot of work to do. 

Despite my words to her earlier, I did in fact have other work that needed to be tended to. So I 

locked myself away in my office and went over the necessary paperwork, killing another hour of 

what had started out as a great night, before heading downstairs. My intent had been to wander 

the streets. To allow my senses to wander freely in search of potential predators in my territory, 

so that my mind would be free to create a blueprint on building a foundation for a relationship 

with Miss Stackhouse. I would endeavor to think of every potential roadblock and then figure out 

a way to overcome them. 

It was necessary considering how poorly I performed when speaking off the cuff. 

I’d just stepped out of the elevator when one of my bar managers approached me. An irate 

customer wanted to speak with the owner about an employee acting inappropriately towards her. 

She was waiting in the nightclub. Tapping into our bond told me Miss Stackhouse was close by. 

I sped over hoping it was her. Hoping she would be standing there and make a joke of all of the 

ways I’d been inappropriate with her. 

She wasn’t. 



This she was attractive. Exceptional even and yet while she would have been someone I was 

willing to entertain for the evening B.S. – Before Sookie – now she was nothing more than a 

pitiful comparison to the woman who held my balls hostage. 

Also BS. Pure bullshit. Because it was true. 

My mind faintly registered her complaint – a dealer had ‘rudely’ stared at her cleavage (which 

was currently on display as though there were prizes to be handed out at the end of the night) and 

caused her to lose several hands of Blackjack. 

Because it was difficult to count to twenty-one while being silently ogled. 

While she pleaded her case, my eyes appraised her. Detailing each and every way in which she 

didn’t hold a candle to Miss Stackhouse. She took my visual inspection to mean something else 

entirely. I could scent her arousal. While better than the Werefish, it did nothing for me. Not 

when I was still covered in the scent of sunshine. Not when I could still taste honeyed blood on 

my tongue. 

No. There was no comparison. None of them held any appeal. 

I was officially screwed. 

She made her misconception known by smiling coyly and saying, “I’d be willing to overlook it if 

you’d care to join me for a drink.” 

She’d forget whatever I wanted her to forget. Willing or not. 

I was about to pull her mind under my influence to do just that when I was hit with a strong wave 

of disgust. Strong enough that my mouth watered as my stomach churned for the first time in a 

thousand years. On top of that I was then hit with a surge of anger that threatened to make my 

fangs descend. 

It only took a second for me to realize the cause. My eyes confirmed what my blood told me. 

I was officially screwed. 

I caught sight of the back of her blond head as it stormed out of the nightclub. Even without my 

blood inside of her, her movements gave away her hostility. 

She wore it as well as the leather outfit from earlier. 

I had no doubts she saw me. No uncertainty that she had made another assumption. Given her 

earlier words about my previous proclivities where my evening entertainment was concerned, I 

didn’t need to be a mind reader to know what she was thinking. 

I was officially screwed. 



And I’d have to work twice as hard if I ever hoped for that figurative phrase to become a literal 

one. 

I quickly glamoured the woman in front of me, embedding a strong desire to stick to the slot 

machines from now on as well as investing in turtlenecks, before leaving her there to pursue 

Sookie. I’d planned on waiting until the following night to say something to her about what had 

happened. To apologize and try to explain my way out of the mess I made of everything, but 

there was no way I wouldn’t go to her now. I couldn’t let her stew and fester without making an 

attempt at righting everything. I still had no idea of what I would say, but I wouldn’t leave until 

she knew enough to know I did want her. 

For more than one night. 

The more I thought about it, the more I regretted not saying something sooner. Not coming up 

with something – anything – to tell her because it would’ve been better than where we were at 

now. 

With her pissed and me screwed. 

On any other evening, I could mostly move about unhindered. There was the occasional 

overconfident and flirtatious woman – or man – who would put themselves in my path, but for 

the most part people gave me wide berth. It was their survival instinct. Predisposed to know on a 

subconscious level I was dangerous to them. 

And with the mood I was in, that fact was truer now more than ever. 

Which was why it was all the more difficult when the city’s mayor came strolling up to me. I had 

to be nice. Smile and be pleasant. Even though I wanted to glamour him to go the fuck away. I 

would have had he not brought over and introduced his guest. 

The governor. 

I was stuck pandering to them for over fifteen minutes. My connection to Miss Stackhouse had 

grown weaker with every minute that passed. I had just comp’d their evening and managed to get 

away from them when I was then approached by the fire marshal. 

And then an official with the Louisiana Gaming Control Board. 

I’d snapped Miss Stackhouse free of Murphy only so she could make me her bitch in her stead. 

It seemed as though anyone who had any reason to talk to me; anyone who had a reason to drop 

in unannounced – had descended on the casino all on the same night. 

Had there been a meeting? 

A grassroots movement? 



Was #OccupyNorthman trending? 

The longer I was waylaid, the dimmer our connection grew. It was nowhere near as strong as 

when she was pressed up against me and given how faint the pulse inside of me was, I figured 

her to be back up on the twentieth floor in her suite. Over an hour had passed before I could go to 

her, but I didn’t bother to knock when I arrived at her door. 

My blood told me she wasn’t there. 

I might have noticed on my way up had my mind not been working on what I would say to her 

once I got there. 

‘I would love to take you out to dinner, but I’m afraid I’m on a liquid diet. What liquid, you ask? 

Oh, well let’s just say when you tuck in to your steak, I can just tap one of your veins. Perhaps if 

I’m extra good, you’ll allow me to tap your ass when we get back?’ 

Why couldn’t they market bottled blood for these types of situations? It would certainly make 

my undead life easier. 

But finding she wasn’t home had the predator in me going on alert, wanting to prey on those who 

would dare to prey on her. I darted to the roof and took to the sky, using my blood in her to hone 

in on her location. The connection was weak and I had to circle the city before I felt it flare up. 

Thumping inside of me and pulling me in like a moth to a flame. 

My fangs snapped down when I found where she was. 

I landed in a back alley and forced them back into my gums before going into the rowdy bar. It 

was off the beaten path where tourists were few and far between. And because I’d warned her it 

wasn’t safe for her to go off wandering around at night all alone, she of course surrounded 

herself with the most unsavory variety of citizens who called New Orleans home. 

Another nonverbal ‘fuck you’. 

My eyes automatically landed on her while my mind calculated the proximity, strengths, 

weaknesses, and species of every individual inside. The potential threat they were to her was no 

longer a concern. 

Because I was there. 

And I would kill them if they touched her. 

She sat up at the bar with a fool on either side of her, each looking to get her attention. The only 

thing saving their lives was her only interest at the moment was the bartender and his ability to 

refill her drink. 



With her natural light and sapphire wrap dress, she looked like a blue light special in the middle 

of a redneck swap meet. 

I wasn’t the only one who noticed. 

Nearly every man had their sights set on her. 

So I would kill nearly every man there. 

I strode towards her, noting the three Weres and single shifter spread throughout the bar, but paid 

them no attention. Her back was to me and her blatant disregard for the men flanking her made it 

easy for her to miss when one went missing. 

And then the other. 

I took the newly vacated seat at her side and glared at anyone who dared to look as though they 

would be occupying the other. While I’d known she’d showered before leaving her room, I 

didn’t care for the fact she no longer smelled as strongly of me. The miniscule amount of my 

blood inside of her only allowed for my scent to be noticeable up close. 

Too close. 

I resolved to get more of my blood inside of her somehow before I finally cleared my throat and 

asked, “Come here often?” 

Her whole body tensed with her eyes slamming shut at my lame pickup line. She whispered 

something about ‘Betty’ and ‘delirious’ before she opened one eye and slowly looked my way. 

She blinked twice more with that same eye before she looked away and muttered, “Shit damn 

hell mother fucker…” 

“Is that a no?” I asked with a hesitant smile. My mouth didn’t want to cooperate. 

Not when she was still angry while she had my balls in a noose. 

Her other eye finally popped open only so she could narrow them both back at me before she 

reached over and grabbed a filthy bar towel. 

Which she then used to drape over my head and face. 

“There,” she laughed without amusement. “Now you don’t have to worry about being seen with 

me.” 

I allowed it for a few seconds – part of my penance – before pulling it off and saying, “Let me 

explain.” 



“There’s nothing to explain,” she said, shaking her head with enough force she nearly fell off of 

her stool. 

“You’re drunk.” 

I’d been too busy feeling my own anger at finding her in the middle of Rape R Us to notice how 

she felt. 

“There you go again,” she pointed with menace. “Being an ass…toot. Being astute.” 

“You’re intoxicated. Let me take you home.” 

“Drunk as a skunk,” she nodded. “But it’s not your trouble. We’re not even friends ‘cause you 

burst Betty’s bubble.” 

I had no idea who this Betty was and while I didn’t want to try and have any meaningful 

conversations with Drunk Sookie, I couldn’t help but ask, “Did you just rhyme your put down?” 

She shrugged and half-slurred, “You have your entertainment and I have mine. But eating so 

much pussy makes you nothing but swine.” 

Dismayed. Mildly offended. Greatly amused. 

Me. Not her. She was just angry and hurt. 

“Why are you here, Mr. Consummate Winner? I figured you’d be balls deep in tonight’s bleach 

blond dinner.” 

I ignored her dig and asked the obvious even though I already knew the answer. “You’re 

drinking on an empty stomach?” 

Her eyes looked away when she whispered out, “Eating alone is pathetic and sad. Drinking alone 

means I’m mysterious or mad.” 

While I found her mysterious, I knew she was mad. And hurt. And the implication of her words 

did far more damage to me than I thought possible. 

“Let me take you to get something to eat,” I practically pleaded. She was drunk enough that I 

could easily sway if I wasn’t careful. I was hoping food might help soak up some of the alcohol. 

Her anger flared and her eyes rolled back as she scoffed out, “I hereby reject your preposterous 

proposal. Bistro Betty is no longer at your disposal.” 

I was worried. Ashamed. Guilt ate away at me, but it was the third time she’d mentioned the 

woman, so I had to ask, “Who is Betty?” 



Her gasp was followed by her head falling forward, creating an unwelcome curtain of blond 

strands between us. I reached out to rectify the unwanted barrier when she all but hissed into her 

lap, “See? We meant nothing! It was all a mistake! Now quit singing ‘Dick in a box’ Justine 

Timber Fake!” 

It didn’t answer my question. In fact, it raised several more, but her rhyming was still going 

strong. I was impressed with her mental capacity despite her inebriation and probably could’ve 

listened to her inanities for hours if she hadn’t seemed to be coming unhinged. Quickly. Or 

perhaps that was me coming unhinged, hearing her words. 

Hearing she thought she ‘meant nothing’ left me feeling like she’d blanketed me in silver. 

Deservedly. 

Although I’d like to explore the ‘Dick in a box’ part at some point if I could repair the damage 

I’d done. 

Perhaps undeservedly. 

Rather than allow her to be a spectacle to the degenerates around us, I threw down enough cash 

to cover her tab. Pulling her into my arms, I had her up and out of the bar before she even knew 

what was going on. 

“We’re leaving,” I explained once her eyes were able to refocus on me. I’d flown there because – 

again – I was an idiot. It wasn’t like taxis were common in this section of the city because 

robberies were common in this section of the city. I could always call someone from the casino to 

come pick us up. 

If I’d remembered to take my phone. 

I was debating on glamouring her just this one time. Reasoning it wouldn’t even do much 

damage since she was so intoxicated. It wouldn’t take much to pull her will into mine, so then I 

could fly us back. 

“Something is,” she muttered a moment later. 

Right before she vomited on us both and passed out in my arms. 

At least I wasn’t so far gone in my obsession that I found EVERYTHING about her smelled like 

sunshine and rainbows. 

Ignoring our disgusting matchy matchy-ness, I scooped her into my arms bridal style, and walked 

back into the shadows before launching us into the sky. We landed on her balcony moments later 

and just as I was letting us in to her suite, she woke and asked, “How? How did we get here?” 

She was still out of it, so I smirked and replied, “Would you believe I flew us back?” 



“Nope,” she sighed and closed her eyes again. “I’m done believing anything you say.” 

I flinched at her words but continued on towards her bedroom. While I’d sustained most of the 

damage, only the bottom of her dress and her legs had been soiled. I laid her on the bed with her 

knees bent at the edge of the mattress so that her legs dangled off the side before going into her 

bathroom. Returning with a wet washcloth, I cleaned and dried her legs and feet before 

unwrapping the dress from around her body. 

My eyes were scorched when they were met by pale blue lace. 

When I could see again, I returned to the bathroom and rinsed her dress before leaving it hanging 

over her shower door. I found a nightgown in one of her drawers and was in the middle of 

pulling it over her head when she awoke again. She helped me get her arms into the sleeves and 

then looked at me asking, “What kind of sick dream is this?” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, not sure if I wanted to hear the answer. She could very well feel 

sick being in my presence in such an intimate setting. 

“You’re putting my clothes on and you smell like tequila and ass had a baby and it threw up on 

you.” 

Ha! At least I wasn’t the only one. 

“Your parents were named Tequila and Ass?” I asked with a slight grin. “Your grandparents 

were cruel.” 

Her eyes stared at me long and hard when I felt the flush of her embarrassment before I could see 

the flush on her cheeks as she flopped back down and covered her face, saying, “So that part 

wasn’t a dream?” 

“No, but I believe from now on I’ll have you write all of the company memos. I enjoyed the 

rhyming.” 

“Shut up,” she mumbled from underneath her hands. 

All I could do was watch and wait. I still had no idea of what to say. Or how to fix what I’d 

obviously broken. 

But I wanted to. 

“You really do smell awful,” she half giggled and parted two fingers so she could peek at me. 

“I’m not sorry, but you should feel even better that dinner never happened tonight.” 

“Miss Stackhouse,” I began, having recalled her earlier correction. “I don’t feel better at all. In 

fact, I feel worse than I smell. When you invited me out to dinner earlier, my hesitation didn’t 

stem from me not wanting to be in your company, public or otherwise. It’s just that…there are 



some things. Things about me that aren’t public knowledge. Things only a very select few know 

about and I’m unused to discussing them with anyone.” 

Her expression all but said, ‘Well?’ But it was my blood in her body that told me whatever I said 

next had to be good or else there would be no forgiveness from her. 

No guts. No glory. 

I crossed my mental fingers and began, “I have a condition. A disorder. One the doctors have no 

name for, but one that makes me literally allergic to sunlight. Even indirect rays would leave 

burns on my skin. It’s why I’m so pale. I become extremely lethargic during the daytime as well, 

which is why I need a personal assistant to perform some of my duties during the daytime. It 

affects the blood flow to my body. My veins constrict so that I’m physically cold to the touch. 

Because of my condition I’m on a very strict diet. I can’t eat a normal meal, so that is why I 

balked at your suggestion earlier. Not because I found it to be a preposterous proposal.” 

None of it was a lie, per se. 

She listened. 

She dissected. 

She put my words up under a microscope and compared them to my actions. 

I awaited her verdict. 

“Why are you telling me now?” she asked softly. 

It wasn’t her words, but her body language and my blood that told me it was okay for me to 

reach out and take her hand in mine as I explained, “Because I’d rather you know my 

weaknesses than let you believe what I’d said had been a lie. My lewd comeback was merely 

reflexive and impulsive. It bears no weight on how I truly feel about you.” 

Her tension eased as did her anger and resentment. If anything, I would guess she felt pity for 

me. But at the same time, she felt relieved. 

“Which is how?” 

I could tell by her tone that she was back to feeling playful again, so I scoffed and said, “I’ve 

admitted to enough for one night, don’t you think?” 

“Hey,” she grinned. “I threw up on you first. The least you can do is spill your guts.” 

“Charming,” I smiled. 

“And stinky,” she laughed, altering her voice having pinched her nose shut. 



It was better. We were better. I could feel it in her just as well as I could feel it in me, so I didn’t 

hesitate to ask, “Don’t you think you owe me a shower? I washed you. The least you can do is 

return the favor.” 

Her feet darted out and playfully jabbed at my thigh as she said, “Get out Mr. Prison Porn. My 

boss is gonna have a shit fit if I don’t get my tasks done before he gets his lazy bones outta bed 

come dark.” 

“Ass kisser.” 

“You’d wanna kiss it too if you got a look at it, Mr. Poster Boy for Sexual Harassment. Now 

leave. I’m gonna need extra beauty rest.” 

“The kettle to my pot, you’re making it difficult for me to go.” 

“Shall I get the hose?” 

“I happen to have one right…” 

“Get out,” she giggled. 

If it weren’t for the coming dawn, I likely would’ve kept her up all night, but I begrudgingly 

stood up and walked to her bedroom doorway. Turning to look back at her, I didn’t want to say 

goodnight. I didn’t want the night to end and for the first time in many years, I hated being a 

vampire. 

“If you’re wondering if you’ll get an invitation to join me in bed if you keep standing there, you 

should get comfortable where you’re at. I’ll just pull the shades down and walk over your body 

when I leave for work. Not. Gonna. Happen.” 

Not yet. 

But soon. 

Until then… 

“No, but I do have one question.” Meeting her eyes with my own, I asked, “Who is Betty?” 

The pillow flew in my direction along with the words, “Get out!” 

It was likely the first time I’d died for the day while still chuckling. 

Chapter Fifteen – ‘C’ is for Conciliatory 

SPOV 



I’d been plagued by dreams of flying in the arms of a certain tall blond who would put Superman 

to shame in his spandex tights when I began to wake up. The first sense to return with my 

consciousness was taste. 

It tasted like I’d slept with a mouth full of vomit soaked cotton balls. 

Smell was next. Even though he’d cleaned me up I could still smell the lingering aroma of those 

cotton balls, but more like they were wafting at me from a distance than like it was coming from 

me. I figured my dress from the night before was likely in another ball, percolating on the floor 

beside the bed, and decided it was time for me to face the hangover music and get it over with. 

I forced my crust covered eyes open expecting the room to spin. Anticipating the invisible hot 

poker to ram its way into my eye socket and lodge in my brain. My punishment for tying one on 

with Dr. Seuss the night before and I knew I had a debt to settle with the Pied Piper. 

But it didn’t happen. There was no Pied Piper poker. No spin cycle. Nothing. If anything, I felt 

great. Rejuvenated even. My mind reasoned I must still be dreaming so my tongue rooted around 

my mouth searching through the vomitritus for the evidence of when I’d bit down on it the night 

before and found nothing. Not even from where I thought I’d cut my tongue on his teeth during 

our game of tonsil hockey. There was no discomfort whatsoever. 

Weird. 

Also weird was finding my dress rinsed puke free and hanging over my shower door. It looked 

clean as a whistle and yet smelled to me like it had been soaking in a barf bucket all night long. 

Weirder still. 

I shoved it into a plastic shopping bag and tied the handles shut before going to the sink so I 

could brush my oral wasteland back to being minty fresh. The tingle had just hit my taste buds 

when my eyes glanced at my reflection in the mirror and I stalled. 

My hair looked fuller and shiny. My skin was blemish free. I always looked a little young for my 

age, but even the tiny telltale signs of laugh lines that had begun to form around my eyes and 

mouth thanks to my tanning vice had disappeared. 

Weirdest of all. 

I only gawked for a moment before I got back to brushing my teeth, figuring I must still be a 

little drunk confident and once I sobered up completely I’d see I was just seeing things. My mind 

wandered back to the night before as I brushed and wondered for a moment how he’d found me 

the when I noticed my purse sitting on the vanity. Remembering I now carried his cell phone, I’d 

been warned by the Bureau he could use it to track my location and it seemed they were right. 

There was no other logical way he could’ve found me in the dive bar I’d ended up at. 



And while I should’ve felt apprehensive that he used it to track me down, the fact he did it at all 

only warmed my insides. Seeing him with that woman had solidified my erroneous belief that I 

was nothing more than just another blond to him. 

But I’d been wrong. 

I was more. 

He proved that by coming after me which meant he’d left her to go looking for me to begin with. 

With my ego firmly buoyed by that knowledge, I showered and changed. When I checked the 

time, I was surprised to see it was still early. I couldn’t have slept but a couple of hours and yet I 

felt like I’d had a full eight. I tried to remember what time we’d gotten back the night before, but 

most of it was fuzzy. 

At least the parts that happened before I woke up to find him putting me in my pj’s and then 

telling me his secret. 

And it was a really well kept secret. His FBI profile said nothing about him having any sort of 

medical condition, but a lot about him had left them in the dark. It explained why he was never 

seen during the daytime. If only any of the victims had disappeared during the daylight hours 

then I would know for a fact he couldn’t be the killer. 

But they’d all gone missing at night. 

Coincidental or circumstantial evidence? 

I hadn’t thought to question his cool touch. I’d been too busy being thankful for it cooling my 

flushed skin to wonder why, but now I felt sorry for him. Empathy for the hardships he faced. 

Sympathy for being different his whole life. Admiration for making something of himself despite 

his limitations. 

Holy shit! 

Was that why I couldn’t hear him? 

He’d said his condition was so rare it had no name, so it was possible I’d just never crossed paths 

with anyone like him to know the difference. Considering I couldn’t find any cuts, maybe I’d 

imagined some parts of our kiss-a-thon, but it would explain his sharp teeth I knew I’d at least 

felt with my tongue. If he couldn’t eat a normal meal, his canines wouldn’t be worn down from 

chewing. 

Fearless Betty woke up remembering that kiss and blared Eminem, beating her chest and belting 

out the lyrics to ‘I’m Not Afraid’. 

Gangsta bitch. 



As great as I felt now, I wouldn’t be tying one on again anytime soon after his parting words to 

me the night before. 

Alcohol loosened lips sunk Betty Battleships. 

I hadn’t bothered to look inside of the folder he’d given me the night before, but figuring I’d 

better get a move on I went out into the living room to grab it from the coffee table I’d thrown it 

down on. And it was there. Right where I’d left it. Only now it was accompanied by a few extra 

items. 

A football helmet. 

Knee pads. 

And a cell phone. 

Alongside them was a handwritten note which I picked up and read. 

Miss Stackhouse, 

I was remiss to have not included the items you’ll require for your tasks today. Please deliver the 

cell phone along with the paperwork from my security firm to the residence of Mickey 

Callaghan. He won’t be available, but is expecting the delivery so you may leave them in the 

mail slot of the front door at his home.  

The other items are to meet the requirements you stated you needed in order for there to be 

additional scrimmages. I took the liberty of replacing the shoulder pads with knee pads as I have 

a feeling they’ll be more beneficial to you. Inside of your folder, I also saw fit to add some 

additional homework for you.  

Study hard, Miss Stackhouse.  

Long and hard. 

There will be a pop quiz later on. 

E 

I opened the folder and stared at the top page, feeling the blush creep up my face while other 

things dripped down into my panties. 

It was a hand drawn sketch of a female body with a bunch of x’s, o’s, and arrows pointing to the 

path I could already imagine his tongue taking. 

Or his cum if we had to resort to the pull-out method of birth control. 



Maybe I should’ve asked for pads for Betty. At this rate she’d need to be suited up like an 

obsessed astronaut about to embark on a cross country road trip. 

Thinking back on my possible overreaction to his silence last night made me feel bad. Especially 

now that he’d explained it all to me. 

I sloughed some of the blame for my immature and irrational reaction onto Betty’s shoulders. 

He’d made her feel like diabetic kid about to go trick or treating for the first time, so it was only 

logical she’d revolt and spew hatred being told, ‘It’s June you dumb bitch. Get outta that 

costume and back in the house.’ 

It was a trick. There would be no treat. 

But the trick was on me. He was notoriously mysterious. Tight-lipped and iron-fisted in every 

facet of his life, personal and professional. He had a way of keeping everything about himself 

private in a way celebrities couldn’t. It seemed nothing about him or his life that he didn’t want 

to be known was shared. By the media or his own employees. And the fact he’d practically been 

forced to share something so personal – so private – with me made me feel like a heel. 

A dirty, calloused, and blister covered heel that didn’t know the meaning of the word pedicure. 

I was Frodo’s foot walking into Mordor. 

That little tidbit of newly gleaned knowledge of Mr. Mysterious would make the profilers at the 

Bureau salivate, but even just considering it left me feeling apprehensive over sharing it with 

them. On one hand I knew it was my job – my duty – to report anything I learned about him. But 

at the same time it felt like I would be betraying him. I reasoned the fact sunlight burned his skin 

and he slept all day long had nothing to do with the murders. Neither that nor his cold skin and 

strict diet factored into the dead bodies that were found. 

Unless his strict diet consisted of human blood. 

As if. 

Between the FBI case files and the media, I’d obviously heard one too many ‘Vampire’ 

references. 

So, unless something else happened – unless something else pointed to his condition being a 

deciding factor into solving the murders, I decided I would keep his secret. It was the least I 

could do after subjecting him to my impersonation of the Toss Your Cookies Monster the night 

before. 

‘C’ is for ‘conciliatory’ and that’s good enough for me. 

I quickly glanced at the rest of the papers in the file. There was a list of businesses where he had 

accounts set up to deal with his personal chores, like his laundry, vehicle maintenance, and shops 



for his clothing and bathing supplies. The next page was another note telling me I needed to 

login to the email account that had been setup for me and choose a password, so I could access 

the company’s mainframe. But I would need to do it from a computer already hooked up to his 

LAN. He suggested using the one in his office and told me to bring along my company laptop to 

our meeting that evening and he’d make sure it was added onto his network. 

Deciding I should get a move on, I loaded everything into my bag and headed out. I passed by 

Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s desk, ignoring him completely and strode into Northman’s office planning to 

just drop off my laptop, so I could see to everything else when I noticed another handwritten note 

placed front and center along with a key. 

Miss Stackhouse, 

To appease your anger, your company car has been replaced with another from my fleet. 

E 

I’d forgotten about the car, but seeing he’d replaced it left me feeling both relieved and 

disappointed. It had pissed me off seeing it, but that didn’t mean a part of me hadn’t been 

looking forward to driving it. 

Yes, I wanted my cake and to eat it too. 

My name is Sookie Stackhouse and I’m a righteous hypocrite. 

I grabbed the key fob without looking and figured I’d head up to his penthouse to grab his ruined 

leather pants so I could drop them off to be cleaned while I was out. It took me standing in the 

elevator, fruitlessly pushing the ‘PH’ button before I figured out I needed my key card to get it to 

work. It finally took me one floor up to his penthouse and I hesitantly reached out and put my 

finger on the sensor pad, hoping I didn’t need to enter in a pin number since I couldn’t remember 

him telling me one. 

But Betty’s voice had been louder than his at the time. 

A moment later I heard the beep and soft click telling me the door was unlocked, so I walked in. 

I didn’t have the brainpower to look around the night before, but I was gawking now. Beyond the 

foyer, the main living area was light and airy. Like my suite below it had a full wall of southern 

facing windows with a view of the Gulf of Mexico. Instead of finding the landscape spectacular, 

my first thought was worry. He’d said even indirect sunlight could burn his skin and yet he put 

himself in a place where he’d be the ant under a magnifying glass. 

I liked that he was hot, but I didn’t want him to be crispy. 

My mind was already measuring the windows for heavy drapes when I realized what I was 

doing. 



Stop it Sookie! He’s a grown ass man. 

Instead of picturing curtains I could Scarlett into a dress, what I should have been doing was 

going through his things to look for evidence he was the killer. 

So my mind went into overdrive trying to minimalize my subterfuge by saying, ‘We could find 

evidence he isn’t the killer, too.’ 

Despite the enormous space, there weren’t very many places to look. His décor was very 

minimalist. Like Ikea and ‘Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous’ got together and shit out his living 

room. 

It was some nice shit. 

There was a library with even more books. It made me want to call in sick and recuperate in his 

comfy looking arm chair next to the fireplace, but I forced my feet to carry me towards the desk 

instead. The desktop was bare. No lists of victims. No map with pushpins marking the locations 

the bodies were found. No trophy display filled with grotesque souvenirs made up of teeth, 

fingers, or locks of hair. 

I was more relieved than disappointed. 

The rest of the place was just as empty. Devoid of anything that would make one think he was a 

secret serial blood drainer. No syringes. No carving knives. No chainsaws, axes, or Edward 

Scissorhands. 

Not even a box of Count Chocula. 

But then he didn’t even have a kitchen. 

It made me wonder what his ‘strict diet’ consisted of, but I knew I wouldn’t ask. He’d already 

shared something immensely personal with me and considering how he’d balked at my dinner 

invitation the night before – and how he later called it his weakness – I didn’t want to twist the 

knife. So to speak. 

His media room had no flashing ‘Serial Killer Watches Buffy Here’ neon signs and it looked too 

high tech for me to want to mess with it. Everything appeared to be digital, so I left it alone and 

made my way to the Textile Forrest he called his closet. 

And feeling more like a Nosey Nelly than an undercover FBI agent, I snooped. 

He had clothing for every conceivable occasion. Formal wear. Business suits. Jeans and tees. 

Silk, cotton, linen, wool. More leather than a dairy farm. He had it all. He even had a top hat 

stored on a shelf next to a plethora of baseball caps. Biker boots. Cowboy boots. Shoes made of 

the finest Italian leather. They all resided in rows alongside row upon row of Nikes, Chuck 

Taylor’s, and flip flops. 



Who was this man? 

His drawers were filled with socks, scarves, hankies and ties. Every style, fabric, and color of the 

rainbow. I blushed finding his boxers and briefs. I was sure I turned the same shade of red as the 

tiny pair of bikini style briefs I pulled out and held up, shaking my head at no one over the OMG 

factor. 

OMG – his Oversized Male Genitalia would not fit in those. 

‘Let’s make a bet with him!’ Betty chanted. ‘There won’t be any losers!’ she cheered and then 

pictured him placing his wager into her slot machine. 

Bells, whistles, and flashing lights filled my ears while her cup overflowed. 

I quickly shoved them back into the drawer while I ordered Betty to attend a Gambler’s 

Anonymous meeting and walked towards where his hamper was stashed. I held my breath in 

preparation for the scent of sour Jose Cuervo to greet me, but when I peered inside I found it 

empty. 

Did he throw out his throw up outfit? 

If my couch had been made of cash fed cows, then his pants had to have been made by gold 

bullion fed bovines. I’d felt them. With my hands. My ass. My own cow covered cooch. I was 

sure they were expensive and I felt bad thinking I’d so thoroughly ruined them he felt the need to 

toss them like I’d tossed the contents of my stomach onto them. 

I could replace them! 

He’d pointed out where he’d gotten my leather outfit the night before, so maybe they would have 

something in his size? 

OMG? Perhaps located next to LG and XLG? 

And if they happened to have Velcro seams, then…well… 

Super glue. I needed to pick up Super Glue. 

I took another peek at his pants and jotted down his size before heading out when I noticed a 

second door within his closet. I hadn’t seen it earlier, but that could be because there was only 

the outline of it. No doorknob. No sensor pad. 

Based on the location of it, I exited the closet and turned the corner of the hallway where I 

confirmed it must lead to his bedroom. It was the only room left I hadn’t been in and seeing that 

door did in fact have a sensor pad substantiated my suspicions. 

He was in there right now. 



Asleep. 

Vulnerable. 

Cuddly. 

I hadn’t seen any pajamas in his closet, so did that mean he slept naked? 

Betty yelled out, ‘The first step is admitting you have a problem and there’s nothing wrong with 

me!’ 

She had my finger hovering over the sensor pad before I knew what she was doing. 

Maybe he’d left his vomit outfit in his room, I reasoned. I would only be doing my job by 

retrieving it for him. 

Or maybe I’d burn him to a crisp just by opening the door. 

That thought was enough to get my finger away from the trigger. I was dying to see if he did in 

fact trust me enough to have given me access to his bedroom, but he obviously took his security 

seriously if I was the only one other than him who had access to his home. 

I was already betraying him enough. I wouldn’t potentially hurt him just to settle my curiosity 

and get a gander at what was lurking inside. 

I forced my feet to do an about-face and walked out. I didn’t even blink until I hit the ground 

floor and made my way towards the parking garage when something caught my eye. 

Or rather, someone. 

The blond from the nightclub was hootin’ and hollerin’ in front of a bank of slot machines. She 

seemed to be losing on the three separate machines she was playing, so I didn’t understand why 

she seemed so happy. Or why she was wearing a turtleneck. 

In June. 

In Louisiana. 

Maybe she had whatever affliction Northman had that made him cold and couldn’t let daylight 

hit his skin? 

But I could hear her. Both with my ears and my telepathy, so I shrugged it off and kept walking 

while Betty childishly taunted, ‘Nanny nanny boo boo. He left you because he wants MY hoo 

hoo!’ 

I could admit I had a problem. 



Betty just stripped off her bikini top and sunned herself as she floated down the river of denial. 

I entered the parking garage and walked around the corner where I expected the sedan to be. 

My expectations were met with my slack jaw. 

Instead of a sedan – fancy or otherwise – in place of my dream car was the car I didn’t dare to 

dream of even seeing in person, much less ever driving. 

The Aston Martin One-77. 

And not just any run of the mill Aston Martin One-77 that went for a paltry $1.4 million. The 

market was flooded with a whole seventy-seven of those bad boys. No. This was the Q-Series. 

Only seven of them were made and they cost a cool $3 million. This was the car oil-rich Arab 

sheiks drove while topless bitches fanned them with palm fronds and hand fed them grapes from 

the passenger’s seat. This was the car motorheads got boners for and jacked off to onto their 

computer screens. 

This was the car he expected me to take to the dry cleaners and Walgreens to buy his Irish 

Spring. 

This was the car I’d very likely give him a blow job for in thanks if he were here right now. 

I half thought about running back up to his room and doing just that, but the key fob in my 

pocket made the door unlock as my inner car whore was forced closer by gravitational pull and I 

was helpless to stop myself. Like a black hole it sucked me in. 

Just like I might be sucking him in later. 

It was pretty. The interior was made from the hides of unicorns and the engine purred like a baby 

dragon dining on a bowlful of pixies. I gripped the steering wheel with one hand while the other 

stroked the shifter like I was coaxing it to spit out car cum. 

Even Astronaut Betty was on board when she donned a Depends and yelled, ‘Road trip!’ 

I took the folder from my bag and put it under my ass so I didn’t ruin the seat with the 

differential fluid gushing out of my rear axle and punched Callaghan’s home address into the in-

dash GPS.  Seeing he lived just outside of New Orleans made both sets of lips frown. It would 

take less than thirty minutes roundtrip to get there and back. 

That wasn’t nearly enough time for me to sex up my new boyfriend. 

I threw that puppy into first and floated on a cloud out onto the city streets. I may have shed a 

tear or two. 

I quickly wiped them away before the salty fluid could sully the pristine interior. 



Instead of turning right like my British accented buzz kill was telling me to, I flipped her off and 

turned left. I then proceeded to make her earn her daily wage by ‘recalculating’ for the next 

twenty minutes. Thoroughly sick of her polite berating, I fiddled with the buttons and the car 

filled with the sound of a pleasant sounding Arabic speaking woman. She could’ve been trying to 

send me to the nearest fruit stand for grapes or calling me a filthy infidel. I couldn’t tell the 

difference, but I didn’t really care. 

Fuck it. Sheik Sookie was in the driver’s seat. 

After dicking around for an hour, I finally made my way to Callaghan’s. It was a standard ranch 

style home in a nondescript middle class neighborhood. I pulled into the driveway and seeing the 

Buick already parked there had me reaching out with my mind to see if he was home. Northman 

said he wouldn’t be, but I didn’t want to be caught off guard. 

But I was caught off guard anyway. 

I had already pulled the paperwork out of the folder and was rooting around in my purse in 

search of the phone that went with it, while my mind rooted around inside the interior of the 

house when I heard a voice. 

A mental voice. 

One I was familiar with. 

And she was terrified. 

I dropped everything and bolted out of the car and up to the front door, banging on it with my 

fists as I yelled out, “TARA?” 

Chapter Sixteen – Bullshit 

EPOV 

It was an odd but welcome change of pace to rise for a second night in a row with a smile on my 

face and something to look forward to. Or rather, someone. I still had about a half hour before 

the sun completely set and I could seek out that someone, so I busied myself with getting ready. 

Entering my closet, I found myself stopping short at being slapped in the face by her addictive 

scent. If my blood hadn’t told me differently, I could’ve been fooled into believing she was 

hiding amongst my jeans. She permeated every square inch and like a bloodhound, I followed 

the path she took. My clothes. My drawers. Even my shoes had been graced by her touch and I 

ended up selecting the items that smelled the strongest of her, pulling them on and rolling my 

eyes at my own actions because of the absurdity. 

But it didn’t stop me. 



And being saturated by that aroma was preferable to the one she’d graced me with the night 

before. I’d tossed the ruined outfit before retiring for the day, not wanting her to have to deal 

with the reminder of why she’d chosen to get drunk in the first place. But scenting her 

everywhere caused me to return to my room and pull up the surveillance video feed to watch 

how she’d spent her time in my home. 

She’d entered every room. Checked every surface. Opened drawers , cabinets, and closets. A part 

of me said I should be concerned at the very least seeing her going through my things. But even 

without the ability to rewind our blood tie to tell me how she’d been feeling at the time of her 

scavenger hunt, I could see it on her face. She felt uncomfortable. Extremely so. Knitted 

eyebrows and pursed lips accompanied her every step throughout her exploration. As though she 

didn’t really want to look, but had to. 

Perhaps she felt the need to familiarize herself with what I kept in my home in order for her to do 

her job to the best of her ability. Perhaps she was looking for clues that would give her insight 

into the man behind the door. There was nothing telling for her to find. Nothing that would lead 

her to believe there was something more peculiar about the individual I portrayed myself to be. 

Not in those rooms. But I couldn’t begrudge her curiosity. I had done that and more. And so I 

watched as she appraised my home with a small part of me wondering if perhaps she was 

attempting to picture herself living within these walls. 

I couldn’t say I wasn’t close to picturing that myself. 

As I continued to be a voyeur into her recent past, I watched as she moved to my bedroom door 

and let her finger hover above the sensor pad. Had she scanned it, she would have found it would 

not have allowed her access to my resting place, so I was glad she’d stopped herself from doing 

so. Cold skin and a strict diet were one thing. 

No heartbeat was something else entirely. 

It was also something I had no clever excuse for, but I had already formulized plans to distract 

her from noticing. 

Plan A – Orgasms. 

Plan B – Redouble efforts of Plan A. 

With the sun finally setting, I exited my suite and reached out to her through my blood. 

Expecting to find her no more than one floor below given the time and yet finding she was 

farther away than that. 

Much farther away. 

I silently berated myself for already worrying. She was a young but grown woman. The sun had 

just set moments earlier and younger vampires were only now able to rise. I’d been given no 

reason to suspect any of those in my fealty would be a danger to her and no indication there were 



others of my kind newly lurking about in my territory. She had managed to get along just fine 

before I came along and started beheading vampires to claim her homeland as my territory, so I 

ignored my growing unease and proceeded out of my chambers. 

Entering my office, I noticed the presence of her laptop and the missing key fob. To appease my 

anxiety, I told myself she was likely too absorbed in driving her new company car to notice the 

time. She was too far away for me to detect any of her emotions, so the excuse worked for a 

minute. 

Two at best. 

Until my mind flashed to the Den of Iniquity she’d chosen to get drunk in the night before. 

No longer able to ignore my own burden I pulled up the GPS tracking device all of my cars were 

equipped with, hoping to find her blazing a trail down the interstate in order to be on time for our 

seven o’clock appointment. 

She only had three minutes to work with. 

Instead my eyes grew wide seeing the car wasn’t moving. In fact, it was at a standstill and 

according to the vehicle log, had been for several hours. 

At Callaghan’s home address. 

My feet took two steps and nearly leapt into the sky from my office balcony when I recalled my 

idiocy from the night before. If something had happened to the car. A mechanical malfunction. A 

flat tire. A fucking cat got lodged in the undercarriage and rendered it un-drivable. I would need 

a way to take her back to the casino that didn’t involve glamouring away her memories of our 

flight. 

Or being doused with regurgitated cheap liquor. 

With her love of Aston Martin’s, she would likely know the monetary value of the car I’d given 

her to drive and would be hesitant to leave without it. 

If that was the case, she obviously didn’t know her own worth. 

My phone showed there were several messages awaiting me from others which I ignored, but no 

new messages from her. No indication something was amiss. No word she would be late. Instead 

of being angry, I only grew more concerned. 

I called her cell phone in order to see where she was. Now that it was precisely seven o’clock, I 

even had a valid reason to do so. 

But it merely rang and rang until it finally went to voicemail. 



Even turned off I would be able to locate it and my computer showed it too was at Callaghan’s 

address. It was my tipping point. Something I couldn’t ignore. He was too new to my territory 

for me not to worry about her safety in a one on one situation with him, so I ignored the 

paperwork awaiting me on my desk and went straight to the parking garage. My Maserati was 

nearly outside of the city limits on the way to Callaghan’s when my blood told me to slow down. 

And turn left. 

I followed the commands of my internal GPS – Go Procure Sookie – when our weak connection 

became stronger. Her fear flared inside of me. And then her worry. And I only grew more 

concerned when our tie led me to the city hospital. Her mental anguish was at the forefront and 

the only reason I was able to maintain any semblance of control was feeling no physical pain 

from her. 

Given the cause for her to be in my employ – my previous assistant’s unfortunate loss in a game 

of chicken with a Mack truck – I surmised she’d likely been in an automobile accident. Perhaps 

right outside of Callaghan’s home. She was likely worried about my reaction to the damage done 

to the car and that was the reason she hadn’t found the courage to notify me yet. 

But I didn’t give a fuck about the car. 

It was my new assistant who was irreplaceable. 

I strode into the emergency room and immediately discontinued breathing. I didn’t want to be 

distracted by the scent of fresh blood since it had been a while since I’d last fed from a fresh 

source. Having tasted Sookie’s blood the night before had already spoiled my appetite for any 

other, so it wasn’t a hardship to ignore the walking wounded and instead I let my blood be my 

guide. I glamoured the front desk attendant into buzzing the doors open and followed the pulsing 

of her heartbeat in my chest until I found her. 

In a trauma room with two policemen flanking the door as guards. 

I glamoured them away and walked in. Peering around the curtain, the last obstacle separating 

us, I once again stopped short and was slapped in the face. 

Instead of finding my bruised and battered future lover convalescing in the sterile bed, she was 

sitting in a chair beside it. 

With Mott’s pet occupying the bed instead. 

“Sookie?” I asked softly, seeing the other girl was asleep. 

Her head whipped around and the sight of tears in her eyes had my feet moving forward, but the 

tension that rose in her body upon seeing me made me stop short. 

Before she could slap me in the face. 



“Who is Mickey Callaghan?” she hissed out, feeling both weary and wary. 

I attributed her emotions to the unknown events of the day that brought her here and stalled for 

time, asking, “What?” My eyes darted over to her friend and only then did I notice the bite marks 

on her neck and what I could see of her chest. 

My fangs fought to free themselves realizing at least part of the reason for her to be here. 

Mott had admitted to me in Jackson that he owed Callaghan a debt. It was why Mott had allowed 

him the free use of his New Orleans home. 

I was guessing a ranch in the suburbs was no longer payment enough. 

“Mickey Callaghan,” she repeated. “Who is he to you?” 

It wasn’t until she stood up with her inquisition that I noticed her clothing was torn. Dirt and 

blood smeared along her sleeves and pants. Seeing her bandaged arms, my lungs automatically 

pulled the surrounding air in through my nose and confirmed the scent of her blood in the air. 

And Callaghan’s scent all over the girl. 

“What happened?” I asked, no longer concerned about anything else and fighting the urge to bite 

into my wrist to force the open wound to her lips. “How were you injured?” 

More tears filled her eyes as she looked up at me and said, “What happened was I went to 

Callaghan’s house to drop off his stuff when I…I…I heard her crying inside.” 

Our bond flickered. Like an injured bird it swirled around and around in the air between us. 

Unsure of where it would land until it finally thudded to the ground and slowly stretched out 

with both wings to cover each end of the spectrum. 

Her statement was both a truth and a lie. 

It left me confused. I had nothing I could compare it to having never shared my blood before. 

But it was something I would have to think on later because, unaware of our supernatural 

connection, she continued on with, “I recognized her voice. She’s my best friend from back 

home. When she didn’t respond to my yelling out her name, I broke in through a window. 

I…I…I found her. She was all alone. Tied up to a bed. Completely naked. And her body is 

covered in…in…puncture marks.” 

Despite seeing her obvious distress, anger flared up in me as I hissed out, “You broke in to a 

house? A house you suspected to be dangerous? All by yourself? Why didn’t you call the 

police?” 

I might end up having to glamour her after all. Not to forget anything to do with me or my kind, 

but to have some sort of regard for her own personal fucking safety. 



She ignored my harsh rebuke and my livid expression. In fact, we were once again matchy 

matchy when she hissed out, “What in the hell was I supposed to do? Call 911 and wait outside? 

What if she stopped crying? What if the cops told me it was probably just the TV? What if they 

had to wait for a warrant? Bullshit! They can put me in jail for breaking into that fucker’s house. 

I wasn’t going to leave her there.” 

Bullshit, indeed. It was all bullshit. The fact she had no self-preservation instincts. The fact 

Callaghan had been so careless. The fact he’d chosen his debt to be repaid in the form of my 

assistant’s best friend. 

Yes, bullshit just about covered it. 

“Now, who is Callaghan? I used his home phone to call 911 and told the cops I was there to drop 

off paperwork for his security system, so they were going to call your firm for details. Is he just a 

client?” 

Her eyes regarded me cautiously, but the fact she was even asking told me they hadn’t found his 

resting place. From the files my security firm maintained, I knew it to be underneath the house in 

the crawl space. Hidden and camouflaged to blend in with the existing duct work. Fireproof and 

virtually impenetrable. He could enter and exit from a hidden trapdoor in the floorboards of the 

bedroom closet or use a second door that would allow him to escape from underneath the house. 

If the police were there when he rose, I had no doubt he’d used the latter and was already long 

gone. 

And if he wanted to escape his automatic death sentence, it was his best option. 

There were too many individuals involved for me to try and contain the clusterfuck I now found 

myself in. Glamouring the incident from their memories wasn’t an option as it had likely already 

made the evening news, so I replied, somewhat truthfully, “He is not just a client. He is also a 

newly hired bartender at the casino. All of the employees are given discounted rates at all of my 

businesses and he had chosen to have my firm outfit his home with an alarm system.” 

His personnel file at the casino contained nothing but the information to corroborate his human 

identity, so I would gladly hand it over to the detectives I was sure would come looking for it. 

Placated by my response, her shoulders sagged just as her chest started to heave with quiet sobs. 

Staying away from her was literally impossible, so I crossed the distance still separating us and 

gathered her into my arms. Her body took comfort in my embrace and when her cries slowed, I 

softly asked, “What has your friend said about what happened?” 

I would have no choice but to try and contain at least that much. The knowledge of our existence 

to humans couldn’t be left unchecked. 

Even if I had to glamour my assistant as well. 



“She’s…blocked it? Her memories are hazy. She was completely out of it until we were in the 

ambulance and on the way to the hospital. It was like she was finally waking up from a bad 

dream. She doesn’t know how she got to New Orleans or anything else. The last thing she 

remembers is closing up her shop on Saturday night. It’s closed on Sunday and Monday, so no 

one would’ve known she was missing until she didn’t open the shop today. And she took off 

without telling anyone just last week, so I doubt anybody would go looking for her right way. 

The doctor said it’s normal for someone to not remember a trauma like that. Their mind blocks 

the memory of it all as a way of coping.” She paused and her breath hitched in her throat when 

she added, “She doesn’t remember, but they think she was raped.” 

I hadn’t needed a rape kit for confirmation. His scent was literally oozing out of her pores. 

“The only good thing is they could tell he’s sterile, so she doesn’t have to worry about getting 

pregnant,” she added. 

It wasn’t the only good thing in my mind. At least he’d been bright enough to have kept her 

under glamour while he’d had her. The effects would’ve faded somewhat when he died for the 

day, so it was likely the cause for her to be frightened and crying during the daytime when she 

woke to find herself tied to a bed with no memory as to how she got there. Being taken away 

from the home and away from the source of her glamour, it would’ve broken the effect 

completely. I would still need to question her myself later on under my own glamour. It could be 

she did remember some details of her attack, but was too afraid to admit anything. Finding out 

monsters were real and lived amongst humans wasn’t an easy thing to disclose. Especially to 

other humans who had the capability of having you confined to a padded room. 

Situations such as this were quite rare. Vampires normally killed their prey after playing with 

their food, so typically it was the aftermath I was left to deal with. Contain what I could. Erase 

what I couldn’t. And punish the offender for making me have to do it at all. A live victim being 

found, like in this case, was unheard of in this day and age. And in this day and age it would be 

impossible to contain much, so I could only hope to minimize the damage.   

We continued to stand there with her still in my arms. One hand slowly stroked her back while 

the other ran through her hair, hoping to soothe away her worries, when she finally spoke again. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t call you. My phone must have dropped out of my purse in the car when I was 

looking for the one I was supposed to drop off there. I have that one with me, but I couldn’t get it 

to turn on to use it and I figured you’d be asleep anyway. I was getting ready to call you when 

you walked in. I’m guessing your security firm told you what happened?” 

“Something like that,” I replied softly. 

I knew one of the messages I’d ignored on my phone was from the Were in charge of my 

security firm during the daytime, so it would be true had I checked. Similar to my own phone, 

the one she was to deliver to Callaghan was made to order by my own tech lab for each 

individual vampire in my territory and was one of the lab’s best sellers among the supernatural 

community. To the naked eye it looked like any other smartphone, but in order for it to be 



accessed, it required a sample of the owner’s blood to complete the authentication process. Each 

phone also had a hidden application that allowed us to communicate supernatural business in 

coded messages that were encrypted. And each one contained a small amount of acid that, when 

released, would literally melt the inside components if it was lost or stolen. They merely had to 

contact my firm and the phone would be rendered useless instantly. 

There was an app for that. 

Her body sagged in my arms and I could feel her strength leaving her. With her adrenaline gone, 

all she was left feeling was tired. Hungry. Physically drained. 

“When was the last time you ate anything?” I asked. 

After our previous night’s debacle, I was almost hesitant to ask, but her wellbeing outweighed 

any backlash she might have felt over my question. 

“I don’t know,” she sighed and burrowed herself further into my chest. “If salt and limes don’t 

count, then Sunday maybe?” 

See? No self-preservation instincts whatsoever. 

“Considering they didn’t stay in your system long enough for your body to absorb any nutrients, 

no, they don’t count.” She chuckled softly at the reminder until I said, “There’s nothing more 

you can do here for your friend. Let me take you home and I’ll order dinner for you. You can 

return to her in the morning.” 

I would call on Thalia to stand guard over the girl in case Callaghan was stupid enough to try and 

retrieve her. Once Sookie was fed, in bed, and asleep, I would take to the skies to try and track 

him down. 

“No,” she argued with her pulling away and pulling from a hidden reserve of strength. “I’m 

sorry. I know I’m supposed to be working right now, but I’m not leaving her. I can’t leave her. 

Not like this. Not after everything she’s already been through. She has no one else.” 

I didn’t bother to raise my objections. She felt so strongly about her statement that I knew it 

would do no good. 

My eyes narrowed down out her. More out of concern for her than anger over her refusal. I 

admired her loyalty. Even if it made her act rashly at times. 

And perhaps I hoped she would feel just as strongly if it had been me. 

“Your work is done for the day,” I pacified. “The week, if need be. Stay here. I’ll speak with the 

police about Callaghan and give them what information I have on him. I’ll return shortly.” 



Relief and gratitude radiated from her. With or without our bond, I would’ve known because she 

refastened her arms around my waist and pressed her head against my chest, softly whispering 

out, “Thank you.” 

“Don’t thank me yet,” I warned teasingly. “Just wait until you see the uniform I expect you to 

wear on Super Bowl Sunday.” 

“Just remember that as my teammate, you’ll be expected to wear the same one,” she chuckled 

softly. 

It was so odd to feel comfort on two sides. My own for having her safely in my arms and feeling 

hers from being in my embrace. 

“Our birthday suits, it is,” I murmured into the top of her head. Placing a soft kiss to her crown, I 

added, “We’ll make a fetching pair.” 

My words weren’t meant to evoke her desire or my own, but an attempt at regaining some sense 

of normalcy. 

At least normal for us. 

It was torture to let her out of my arms, but I had many things I needed to do before I could 

return to her side, for at least a few hours. I found the policemen in the waiting room where I’d 

glamoured them to go, but before releasing them from my will, I learned all they knew of 

Callaghan so far. Which was essentially nothing. I then released them from my hold and told 

them all I knew – of his human identity – and informed them his personnel file would be 

delivered to the station within the hour. 

Once I was back in my car I sent out a mass email to all of the vampires in my territory, 

informing them Callaghan was wanted by me. I attached the photo taken for his work ID and let 

it be known anyone who harbored or aided him in fleeing from me, and did not come forward 

immediately, would bear the full brunt of my wrath as though they were Callaghan themselves. 

He couldn’t have gotten very far in the hour that the sun had been down and I knew my best bet 

at finding him would be now. 

But to do that would mean leaving Sookie alone. Possibly for hours on end, when she was tired, 

hungry, and scared for her friend. 

The protector in me warred with the long forgotten nurturer. I wanted her to be safe and in order 

to do that I had to eliminate the threat Callaghan represented, either to her or her friend. 

Because I had no doubts she would put herself in his path if he came calling on the girl. 

But sensing her emotions as I now could brought out feelings I hadn’t had in a millennia. For the 

first time since I’d been with my human family, I wanted to take care of someone. To provide 

nourishment. Shelter. Hopefully comfort by my mere presence. 



Yet another strange but welcome sensation. 

My concern for her safety trumped every other feeling she evoked within me, so I exited the car 

and contacted the demon lawyer to bring the appropriate files on Callaghan to the police. With 

that done I called the hospital’s Chief of Staff personally to request the girl be moved to a private 

room. I informed him I would pay for all of her medical expenses, as well as expressing my 

desire that my assistant not be hassled about remaining with her friend for the night. Being a 

generous benefactor of the hospital, he didn’t hesitate to agree. 

After calling on Thalia to come and stand guard, I flew to Callaghan’s home. Seeing the navy 

blue jackets with ‘FBI’ emblazoned on the back kept me from landing and I guessed their 

involvement stemmed from the girl’s kidnapping. I remained hidden in the darkness as I circled 

the property in a wide perimeter, trying to pick up Callaghan’s scent and hit pay dirt two blocks 

over. It was fresh with him heading west, but I didn’t take off after him right away. 

Hearing the plastic wheels rolling down the concrete driveway three doors down naturally got 

my attention. Remembering how my own hubris had left me wounded after my last hunt made 

me meet up with the unsuspecting suburbanite where he left his trash can at the curb. I hadn’t 

truly fed since that night over two weeks earlier and had been getting by on bagged blood and the 

small amount I’d gotten from Sookie. I needed to be at my strongest if I was going to fight, so I 

glamoured my meal from him and ignored the similarities between our nightly chores. 

We were both tending to the garbage. 

I’d hoped the taste of fresh blood would be enough to at least temper the desire I now had for 

Sookie’s, and while he tasted as though he led a relatively healthy lifestyle, it only made me 

crave hers all the more. 

At least she viewed kissing as a contact sport, so I’d have to make due with that.  

I tracked Callaghan back to New Orleans. He seemed to pass through every main tourist draw 

there was, I assumed in an attempt to hide, but eventually it led me to train tracks that ended at 

the Port of New Orleans. It was the only deep-water port in the country served by six major 

railroads and was starting point for some 6000 vessels bringing 500 tons of cargo up the 

Mississippi river each year. Which meant I was soon inundated by the overwhelming scents of 

coffee, steel, lumber, and rubber. Callaghan could be in any one of the endless rows of shipping 

containers. He could be on a boat headed up the river or on one headed south into the gulf. A 

cruise ship. A rail car. Even at night the port was alive with activity, so it would be nearly 

impossible to continue tracking him without drawing attention to myself. 

But another perk of immortality meant that time held no meaning. It could be tomorrow or a 

hundred years from now; I would see justice served. 

With that being a bust, I flew back towards the hospital and stopped in at the nearest shops where 

I purchased appropriate attire for both Sookie and her friend. Feeling her hunger again now that I 



was close enough, I also procured takeout from one of the better restaurants for them both and 

finally returned to the hospital. 

I motioned Thalia’s dismissal for the night with nothing more than a slight nod in her direction 

and located Sookie through my blood, finding her at her friend’s bedside in a private suite on the 

sixth floor. There were two beds in the room, but she’d chosen the chair closest to her friend and 

her closed eyes flicked open at my arrival. Sookie slowly got up to join me on the other side of 

the room where I set everything down on a coffee table in front of a couch. It was far enough 

away that we wouldn’t disturb the girl and I motioned for her to take a seat as I handed her a 

container of food and asked, “How’s your friend doing?” 

Mention any vampires, did she? 

Her gratitude managed to even outshine the hunger she felt smelling the aroma wafting from the 

container and she took it with a smile and said, “Thank you. And Tara, she’s…fine? I guess? I 

mean, they gave her some really good drugs, so she’s probably out for the night. But it’s like she 

doesn’t realize what she’s been through. Honestly, I think I’m more traumatized than her at the 

moment.” 

“Understandable,” I agreed, “but maybe you can view it as a small victory for her. If she can’t 

remember what she’s been through, then hopefully she’ll never have to relive it. While her body 

might have been freed, her memories could’ve held her captive for many years to come.” 

My eyes fell to her injured arms and for a brief moment I thought of slipping a bit of my blood 

into her drink, only to realize it would just create more suspicions when her injuries miraculously 

disappeared. 

Things would be so much easier if I didn’t have to hide what I was around her. 

I could feel the comfort she felt, either over my words or her not so miraculously disappearing 

meal, when she eventually asked, “What’s wrong with you?” 

I’m a vampire? I want to TELL you I’m a vampire? Take your pick. 

 “Plenty,” I replied with a small smile and took a seat next to her. “But you’ll have to be more 

specific if you want specifics.” 

She’d asked in an almost lazy way, as though the words had entered her mind and slipped right 

through her lips, so I waited while she took another bite and then said, “Your sheer audacity and 

questionable ass taste in dominatrix outfits aside, you’re funny. Smart. Sweet. Walking talking 

sex on a stick. So why are you still single?” 

“Did you not read the contract you signed?” I smiled. “You answered your own question. That 

equally cheeky ass,” I pointed to what she was sitting on, “is mine. I have the signature to prove 

it. You see, I also have an outrageous sense of entitlement and an equally absurd belief that I 

should always get my way.” 



Her eyes sparkled for the first time that night as she chuckled at my true statement and said, “So 

you’re in a perpetual state of going through the terrible-two’s with the world being your sandbox. 

You’re just a lot taller and have moves like Jagger. But speaking of absurd, I left your car at the 

asshole’s house.” 

Not wanting her to dwell on the asshole now that I felt her burden lifting somewhat, I ignored 

that part and asked, “Did you enjoy driving it? I know it’s not your dream car, but I thought you 

might like it.” 

“I felt bad they used the last of the unicorns for the upholstery, but then I started the engine and 

realized I was riding bareback on a griffin. I decided I didn’t care if they ripped them out of a 

crying Baby Jesus’s personal flock. I nearly came,” she added just as casually along with a small 

nod and then popped a piece of potato into her mouth while I gauged her words against my 

blood. 

She wasn’t lying. 

“Perhaps from now on you’ll have to do all of your errands at night. With me there. In the 

passenger’s seat. For safety reasons.” 

And perhaps I’d activate the hidden in-dash webcam in any case. 

“Perhaps if you’d been awake I would’ve thanked you in person.” Her raised eyebrow told me 

she hadn’t meant to thank me with a Hallmark. 

“I’m awake now.” One part in particular was very awake. 

She locked her mischievous eyes onto mine and set her food aside. Wiping her mouth clean with 

her napkin, she ran her tongue over her lips and sat forward. Leaning towards me, she let her 

eyes travel down to my lips where they stayed for a moment before moving on and coming to a 

rest on my crotch. Neither one of us realized I’d mimicked her movements and was now much 

closer to her until she looked up and her lips were a hair’s breadth away from my own as she 

whispered, “Thank you.” 

And then sat back in her seat and popped another potato into her mouth with a grin. 

And I was thisclose to throwing myself down onto the floor and showing how a true tantrum was 

thrown. 

She laughed at my low growl as she picked up one of the bags I’d left beside her chair and pulled 

out the clothing I’d purchased for them. They weren’t anything special and had been selected 

with their comfort in mind, consisting of age-appropriate casualwear. Her lightheartedness took a 

hit as we were both inundated with the waves of gratitude now coursing through her. 

With no clue as to why and not a peep from her, she stood up and then sat right back down. 



In my lap. 

She curled into me like she’d done it a thousand times before, but it was several moments before 

I heard her sniffle and say, “When they moved Tara into this room, I told them she didn’t have 

any health insurance. I was already setting aside money in my mental checkbook to help her out 

when they told me you arranged for the room and that you arranged to pay for her medical bills. 

Instead of a burger and fries, you brought me a filet mignon that melted like butter in my mouth. 

Instead of leather and corsets, you brought comfy sweats and tees for me and my friend you’ve 

never even met.” 

She shifted enough to look up at me and placed a hand on each side of my face. Gently pulling 

me down, she met me in the middle and left a chaste kiss on my lips as she whispered out a 

heartfelt, “Thank you.” 

The night hadn’t gone anywhere near as I’d planned, but I couldn’t say I didn’t like where we’d 

ended up. While I’d already learned Sookie could be quite candid when expressing her opinions 

or feelings, the genuine sincerity she felt when thanking me didn’t leave me unaffected. 

But I seemed to be affected by everything about her. 

I could feel her sitting on the fence. Sad sat on one side while happy lurked on the other. I knew 

she was still fearful over her friend’s situation and knowing I would have to leave her there to 

contend with it on her own come sunrise, I decided to pull her towards a happy place. 

Or rather, grind her against my happy place, and teasingly asked, “If I track down an actual 

centaur for you to ride bareback, how will you thank me then?” 

“That depends,” she laughed softly. “Is that your nickname for the Little Eric in your pants?” 

“Nothing about him is little,” I scoffed. “Feel free to check for yourself.” 

“That’s not what your itty bitty red underwear would imply.” 

“You were snooping in my underwear drawers?” I jokingly gasped. The fact she’d brought it up 

herself when the cameras in my penthouse were hidden did away with the little piece of doubt 

I’d held onto up until then. 

“What snooping?” she giggled. “I got lost on the way to my grandmother’s house and was 

chased into your business suits by the big bad wolf. When I didn’t come across any of the seven 

dwarves or a bridge with a riddle making troll toll to pay, I got hungry and foraged in your 

drawers looking for something to eat.” 

“I’m feeling a bit peckish myself.” Nuzzling into her hair, I playfully ran my hands up under her 

ass and added, “I think I’ll do a little foraging of drawers myself.” 



She giggled again and nearly shot out of my lap when I hit a ticklish spot, asking, “Who says I’m 

wearing any?” 

I probably would’ve tried to take things a little farther had I not felt the slight pain she felt where 

she’d hurt herself rescuing her friend. I’d seen the broken window on the back side of 

Callaghan’s house and figured she’d crawled through it to get inside. Not wanting to ruin the 

mood, I kept my angry tirade to myself and settled her back in my lap, wrapping my arms around 

her and said, “I doubt you’d want to wake the entire floor, so you’re lucky I suspect you’re a 

screamer or else I’d be forced to mythbuster the urban legend of Commando Sookie.” 

She snorted softly against my shoulder while her fingertip traced invisible patterns across my 

chest. She was so relaxed I could’ve wondered if she’d fallen asleep which was why I was 

startled when she sat up ramrod straight. Looking me in the eyes, she asked in a pleading tone, 

“Seriously! What is wrong with you? You’re too perfect. You even give good cuddles. You’re 

‘Louisiana’s hottest catch’ for a reason, so why haven’t you been caught? Is your iPod filled with 

nothing but 90’s boy bands? Is your sunlight allergy just bullshit and really you’re just playing 

World of Warcraft all day? Do you wear polyester leisure suits and don a fake pornstache 

disguise, so you can sneak out and lounge lizard Air Supply’s greatest hits on karaoke night?” 

And she thought me perfect. 

She had yet to say anything that didn’t completely captivate me and now was no different, but 

not liking the air supply in between us, I pulled her back to lie against me and said, “Barry 

Manilow, actually.” 

“Damn it,” she fake sighed. “I knew it was too good to be true.” 

“I also have a Facebook girlfriend. She’s dying of prostate cancer, so until she succumbs we’ll 

have to keep our practices to just scrimmages.” 

“I admire your sense of loyalty,” she managed to choke out through her laughter. “Tell me,” she 

asked. “Is her name by chance…Mandy?” 

Shaking my head slowly, I smiled and said, “Her name is Lola.” 

“She was a showgirl?” Sookie played along. 

“With yellow feathers in her hair and a dress cut, just cut down to there,” I nodded and poked the 

center of her fifty yard line. 

Sookie was still happily, if not drowsily, humming the tune hours later when the coming sunrise 

coupled with her own admirable sense of loyalty forced me to leave her there. 



Chapter Seventeen – Over My Head 

SPOV 

Well fuckadoodledandy! 

What in the hell was I doing? 

I stared at my reflection. Adorned in a perfectly sized cotton t-shirt and equally fitted pair of 

track pants, my heart gushed more than Betty ever had and I knew without a doubt I had it bad. 

It was a feat considering her splashback memories could drown a small African village. 

But it was like I was helpless where he was concerned. Weaker than a drunken Lindsey Lohan 

statement given to the first cops at the scene. All it took was a melt in your mouth piece of cow 

flesh and being serenaded by a beautiful Barry Manilow and I was done for. 

Completely moony-eyed while Betty tied a bib around her neck waiting to see if his beef stick 

would melt in her mouth too. 

But I knew it wasn’t a hunk of beef or the fact the one who brought it to me was a hunk too. It 

was just him. The man behind the Styrofoam container. The man who was incredibly sweet and 

kind and thoughtful. Funny and sexy and quick-witted. 

And had an ass I could crack walnuts on. 

I wasn’t used to it. Any of it. 

While I’d dated plenty and wasn’t technically a virgin, that didn’t mean I hadn’t checked the 

thoughts of the guys I’d gone out with here and there. I’d never lingered in there for long 

because knowing they just wanted me for my tits was a bit of a downer, but it was enough 

warning for me to know not to get attached. None of them had ever treated me as Northman had 

and I knew from their heads, none of them had even thought to. Of course I couldn’t read 

Northman’s thoughts, but his actions spoke louder than any telepathic words I had ever heard. 

And I knew my feelings had nothing to do with his money, fancy cars, or even fancy cuts of 

beef. It had to do with the thoughtful guy behind it all which was why finding Tara in that house 

of horrors was only made worse when I couldn’t help but wonder if Northman was in on it. That 

maybe he was Callaghan’s partner in crime. 

Why else would they know one another? 

Why else couldn’t the FBI – with all of their resources – be able to pin anything on Northman, 

unless he’d had a partner all along? 

But I couldn’t picture it. My mind refused to fuse together the man I was coming to know with 

the monster he was suspected to be. And when he’d shown up. When he’d met my suspicious 



glare with nothing but concern. When my accusatory tone was answered with his sincerity. 

When he proved yet again I meant something more to him by extending his thoughtfulness to my 

childhood best friend. I was done for. 

Cold. Aloof. Detached. That was how he’d been described in his FBI file. 

And he was cold. But only from his rare illness. Not only could he leave me hot and bothered. 

The rest of him managed to warm my insides like no one other than my family had ever been 

able to do. 

He was so aloof fire had nearly shot from his eyeballs he’d been so angry at me for endangering 

myself when I’d rescued Tara. 

And detached? He was so attached to my ass that he both literally and figuratively couldn’t leave 

it alone if he’d tried. 

And if I could admit to my own mental illness, I might admit to falling in love with him. 

But that was crazy. I barely knew him. 

I was probably just confused because I couldn’t hear him and being in his arms was better than a 

fat kid beating Hansel and Gretel to the Gingerbread House. Made worse by the Blind Witch 

Betty who wanted to lure him inside and go cannibalistic on his sexy ass. 

And yet my heart told me I knew him better than probably anyone else. 

I’d had no choice but to call my FBI contacts when we’d gotten to the hospital. I couldn’t not tell 

them everything that had happened. Tell them what I failed to mention to Northman. 

That Tara had lost blood in her attack. And not just superficial blood loss. 

A lot of blood loss. 

The doctors had to pump three pints into her before her color was anywhere close to being back 

to normal. It was consistent with the other victims only they had actually been drained of it all. 

Their bodies hadn’t been in good enough shape for the medical examiners to determine how 

they’d been drained of their blood. Only that it had happened. Wild animals, decomposition, and 

even fires had destroyed any evidence they might have gathered otherwise. The bodies had been 

mutilated beyond recognition. It had taken DNA evidence to even determine their identities. And 

it was why it had taken so long for anyone to figure out the cases were linked. 

I only knew from listening in on the doctor’s thoughts that while the puncture marks on Tara 

were consistent with bite marks, the lack of any other teeth impressions left them stumped. It was 

as though she’d been bitten by an animal. He’d actually pictured a wolf in his head before he 

dismissed it just as quickly, but a small part of him had still expected there to be canine DNA left 

on her skin. 



But they only found human saliva. 

And she really didn’t remember anything. I knew because I was inside her head the whole time. 

At first she was scared and confused, but the more the doctors poked and prodded, the more 

pissed off she got. As far as she was concerned, she just wanted to forget everything else too. 

She couldn’t remember it, so she didn’t want to be reminded of it. 

And staring at my worried face staring back at hers did nothing but remind her of it. 

So she was sick of looking at me too. 

The FBI had taken over the case. They used Tara’s kidnapping as their reason for being there 

though, not wanting to alert the media just yet they thought there was a serial killer on the loose. 

Because who would believe Dracula was lurking about Louisiana? 

So I wasn’t surprised to see my FBI counterparts walk into her room the next morning. Agent 

Sara Weiss, I liked. But her partner, Tom Latteste, I could do without. His thoughts were 

degrading. He didn’t believe females should be on the front lines. He didn’t believe a woman 

could get the job done like a man could. 

I believed he ought to be neutered to save the world from his future bigoted bastards. 

They didn’t acknowledge our connection in front of Tara and I hadn’t expected them to. But they 

didn’t ask me to leave either, so I listened to their questions and I listened to her answers. I also 

listened to every thought going through their minds to go along with it and knew they thought 

Callaghan was their man. But like my thoughts from the day before, they too thought perhaps 

Northman had been in cahoots with him. They both thought it was too coincidental for them to 

be linked to one another in any way without there being a more sinister connection. 

Tara didn’t recognize Callaghan from the picture they showed to her. It was a standard picture 

taken for the badge all of the casino staff had to wear and he wasn’t smiling in it, but while 

Agent Weiss thought Callaghan looked goth-like and imagined he could’ve filed down his teeth 

to look like fangs, Latteste actually wondered if vampires were real. 

I could already picture it. 

Your honor, in the case of the State of Louisiana versus Mickey Callaghan, we’d like to call our 

first witness. Anne Rice. 

Tell us Ms. Rice, how did you come to suspect the defendant was a vampire? 

Why, I interviewed him. Of course I changed his name to Letstat in my novel.  

Of course. 



I managed to keep my eyes from rolling into the back of my head and once they were done 

taking Tara’s statement and were preparing to leave, I made an excuse to leave the room and 

followed them out into the hallway. 

“It wasn’t Northman,” I blurted out. “He was with me last night.” 

Don’t ask what we were doing. Don’t ask what we were doing. Don’t ask what we were doing. 

“And what were you doing?” Agent Weiss asked. 

Fuckadoodledickdog… 

“Talking about football,” I hedged. 

And I have the knee pads to prove it. 

“That doesn’t mean anything,” Agent Latteste snarled. 

‘Fuckadoodledumbshit!’ Betty snarled back, incensed on my behalf. 

It had meant more to me than I’d ever admit to. Even under oath. 

Unaware my vajayginator was preparing for battle, he continued on with, “Don’t you think it’s 

odd someone linked to you was the next victim? We know you went home last week after your 

interview. We know you met up with Thornton at her shop. The shop she was kidnapped from.” 

“And by her own admission, she was still there up until Saturday night,” I argued while feeling a 

bit creeped out they knew so much about what I’d been up to. Which was funny considering 

Northman tracked me down at the bar and it only made me feel warm and fuzzy inside. 

“And where was Northman on Saturday night?” he asked with venom. “Perhaps if you’d read the 

case file you’d know there’s no discernible pattern on how long the victims are kept alive for. He 

wasn’t seen in the casino that night or on Sunday. We know that you stayed in your dorm room 

until Monday morning, so tell us Miss Stackhouse, where was Northman during that time?” 

Fuckadoodleduck. 

I had no answer because I had no clue. If I hadn’t been such an insufferable twat and moved into 

the casino on Friday afternoon after signing my contract, I might’ve known where he’d been. But 

instead, I had no alibi to give him. 

Not a credible one. 

“I don’t know,” I admitted and then my brain farted with it ripping right through my lips as I 

gasped out, “But he bought my stripper outfit from Second Skin Leather on Saint Philip Street. 

Maybe they remember seeing him there!” 



After all, how could anyone miss a walking talking sex on a stick? 

Latteste didn’t even bother trying to hide his disgust while Weiss only raised her eyebrow at me 

and said, “We’ll look into it, but there’s still too much time unaccounted for. Maybe you can find 

out more from Northman about where he’s been.” 

Not without raising his suspicions. 

Fuckadoodledo. 

“He gave me time off to look after Tara,” I offered weakly. 

Because I was weak in the face of his sweet gestures. 

“I don’t know when I’ll see him again,” I added in a defeated tone. 

Because I already missed him. 

“We’ll look after the girl. Until Callaghan is caught, we’ll have her under protective detail. He 

could try and go after her again,” Agent Weiss replied. “We can’t ignore the fact that Callaghan 

was in Northman’s employ. We already had suspicions the victims were chosen from the casino 

and if they’re partners, he could very well try and contact Northman. We need you to remain 

there. Do whatever you have to in order to find out if there’s something more between them. The 

agents in the casino last night said he appeared comfortable around you. That he talked only to 

you when you were on the floor together, so use that to your advantage.” 

Betty heard, ‘Do whatever you have to,’ and took that to mean it was open season on the grizzly 

in his pants, but my heart heard, ‘Use that to your advantage,’ and sunk. 

Use his feelings for me against him was what it equated to. 

I was in over my head. Way over my head. I couldn’t tell up from down or left from right. I 

could no longer tell whose side I was on. See which side was the right one. Hell, I could hardly 

see straight from the whirlwind going through my mind, but they took my silence as my 

agreement and walked away without another word. 

Leaving me to wonder who I’d be walking away from when it was all said and done. 

Eric Northman or the FBI? 

If I couldn’t tell up from down, I certainly couldn’t answer that one. 

The doctors released Tara later on that afternoon saying there was nothing more they could do 

for her and she just needed to take it easy for the next few days. I offered to go back to Bon 

Temps with her, but I already knew from her thoughts she didn’t want me to. I was just another 

reminder of what she didn’t want to remember, but since she had no way of getting home 



without me, she didn’t have much choice but to endure at least five more hours of my presence. 

That is, until, we walked out of the hospital. 

I’d intended on hailing a cab to take us to the casino where I’d grab my car and drive her home, 

but instead we were met by a nice older gentleman in a black suit, standing alongside a stretch 

limo. He greeted us both and handed me my lost cell phone along with a handwritten note. 

Sookie, 

The driver has been instructed to take you and Ms. Thornton wherever you’d like to go. Take as 

much time as you need to see to your friend’s welfare. Your job, among other things, will be 

waiting for you upon your return. 

E 

Tara had already climbed into the open door and waited for me to follow her inside before she 

asked, “Is this from your new boss too?” 

She’d been just as surprised as I had been seeing the clothes he’d brought for us, so I nodded and 

replied, “Yeah. The driver will take us to Bon Temps.” 

“Me. Take me,” she immediately corrected. I could tell from her thoughts she felt bad for 

wanting to be away from me and she was grateful I’d found her, but at the same time, she didn’t 

want to see me right now. She needed time to try and come to terms with what had happened to 

her. And in Tara terms, that meant not wanting to think about it at all. 

Not that she could remember any of it. 

In her mind, she went from closing up her shop on Saturday night to waking up in the ambulance 

on Tuesday afternoon. She didn’t want to remember what happened in between and I couldn’t 

say that I blamed her. 

I wished I could forget every encounter I’d ever had with my Uncle Bartlett. 

“Sookie, I don’t want you to think I’m not grateful,” she whispered. 

Rather than make her say it out loud, I just squeezed her hand and said, “I know, Tara. I know.” 

I lowered the partition separating us from the driver and asked that he drop me off at the casino 

before driving Tara home. It wasn’t until we pulled up to the curb a few minutes later when Tara 

was hugging me goodbye that the dam on her tears finally broke. Mine broke too. 

“Thank you Sookie, for everything,” she softly sobbed. 

There wasn’t anything I could do or say that would make it go away for her, but remembering 

Eric’s words from the night before made me just try to find solace in the fact she couldn’t 



remember any of it. When we eventually pulled apart, I scribbled my new number down and 

handed it to her, saying, “You know all you have to do is call me and I’ll be there. And the FBI 

guys said they’d keep a watch on you. But he won’t come back. They’ll catch him.” 

I hoped. 

She promised to call me when she was ready, but just in case I waited until the limo was driving 

away and texted Jason to ask him to look in on Tara. I didn’t tell him why and instead just said 

that she was down in the dumps. I didn’t want to be the one to spread the news of her attack and 

New Orleans was far enough away from Bon Temps that it was a secret she might be able to 

keep to herself. 

And God knows I was all about keeping secrets. 

When I got up to my suite my only intent had been on taking a shower, but my feet stopped short 

seeing a picnic basket on my coffee table with a note I now recognized in Eric’s handwriting. 

For the next time you become lost on the way to your grandmother’s house.’ 

Opening the basket, I pulled out the single item and turned the same color of them when my 

brain clicked on to what they were. 

A pair of itty bitty red edible underwear. 

Is that what he’d meant by being on a strict diet? 

I didn’t want to think of the ramifications of that and was just grateful Tara hadn’t come up to 

my room with me. 

How would I explain that kind of uniform? 

Flopping down on the couch, I tried to think of what my next move should be. I doubted he’d 

expected me to return so soon. I doubted I could find any evidence of him being Callaghan’s 

partner in crime… 

Because I doubted he was the killer. 

And with all of the chemistry between us, I doubted I could keep up the farce or my pants for 

very much longer. 

The most I could hope for was for another body to turn up when I knew exactly where Eric 

Northman had been the entire time. 

Admittedly, it was a shitty thing to hope for. 



‘No it’s not! He could be between our legs!’ Betty shouted out her silver lining. She was more 

than tired of suffering the clam jam my mind kept interjecting into her sexy times. 

And when my eyes strayed back to the snack he’d left, I wondered if maybe she wasn’t right. 

Talk about going above and beyond in the call of duty. 

I wanted to just tell him the truth. The guilt was eating away at me inside and I knew I couldn’t 

let myself get any closer to him without him knowing what I really was. 

A traitor. 

And being a telepath did me no good either. I couldn’t hear a goddamn thing coming from his 

pretty head, but it didn’t really matter because my heart ruled the roost when it came to believing 

him innocent of the crimes he was suspected of. The only problem was I suspected if I told him 

my secret – being in the FBI, not being a telepath – he would rightfully give me the boot. Kick 

me to the curb. God knows I deserved it, but if I wasn’t there to prove his innocence, he might 

never be cleared. 

So I was stuck. 

In more ways than one. 

The answers I was looking for weren’t going to be found on the couch, so I got cleaned up and 

headed up to his penthouse. It was still about an hour before sunset, but I didn’t know if he’d be 

awake yet. I’d decided somewhere in between rinsing the shampoo from my hair and adding the 

conditioner that the only thing I could do was go about things like everything was normal. Since 

he hadn’t known I’d be there, he hadn’t left me any tasks to complete. I hadn’t worked there long 

enough to have my own routine for what needed to be done, much less to know what his routine 

was. But I did remember him saying gathering his dirty clothes daily was one of my chores, so 

that was what I’d intended to do. 

And if I happened to catch him full monty in the closet? 

Well then…poor me. 

I didn’t see any naked giants upon entering his closet, but I did see his full length mirror along 

one wall and decided I would use that as Defense Exhibit A, if need be. 

Vampires had no reflection, so why would he have one in his closet? 

Because he is NOT a vampire, therefore he can’t be the killer, your honor! 

Yeah, I would’ve made a great lawyer. 

In Crazy Town. 



Moving on, I found his hamper empty. Again. I wasn’t sure exactly what time he’d left that 

morning, but it was still dark out. 

Maybe he’d fallen into his bed fully clothed? 

I had no way of knowing. That is until I was headed back out of his closet and noticed the door 

with no handle was slightly ajar. 

‘If me be openin’, the bosses will do terrible things to me. Tewwwibble things!’ my inner Jar Jar 

Binks squealed. 

So Betty shoved a shiv into his throat and danced a jig around his dead body, while I made sure 

the door leading to the hallway was closed. The only light in the closet was thanks to GE, not the 

sun, so I slowly pulled the other one open, while feeling guilty the entire time. 

It didn’t stop me though. 

I could see from where I stood that his giant sized bed was empty, so I strained to hear him 

moving around, but heard nothing. Reaching out with my head, I didn’t run across any bumps 

either so I knew he wasn’t there. 

So where was he? 

His pillow was calling me to it with promises of his sex on a stick scent, but I refused to even 

step one little toe into his room. If I ever entered it, it would be at his invitation. 

And with full disclosure of who I really was. 

It was the least I could do, so I headed back down in the elevator and decided to wait in his office 

while I tried to quiet the little voice inside of me now questioning if his sunlight allergy was true. 

My laptop was right where I left it, but since I hadn’t had the chance to take care of setting up 

my company email the night before I figured I could do it now while I waited on him. 

It took up all of three minutes. 

So I sat. And I waited. And then I waited some more. The more time that passed, the more 

nervous I got. It was ridiculous considering I’d spent the better part of the night on his lap, but I 

was still filled with anxiety over seeing him again. Maybe it was because I was afraid he would 

see my betrayal on my face. Or maybe it was because I knew if he couldn’t it probably wouldn’t 

take long for it to fart out of my mouth anyway. 

Seven o’clock seemed to be the time he was usually in his office, but it came and went without 

him. I was a nervous wreck by the time seven-thirty rolled around, so I finally bit the bullet and 

walked up to Mr. Fuckity Fuck asking, “Do you know where Mr. Northman is?” 



He could’ve had a meeting I didn’t know about. He had other businesses besides the casino, so 

he could be anywhere. 

While his lips said, “He signs my paycheck. Not the other way around. I don’t keep tabs on him 

unless he tells me to,” his mind thought, ‘Hopefully he’s out taking care of shit since he’s been 

too busy playing with his new pair of tits to do much else. She doesn’t smell like she’s put out yet, 

but she’s probably just stringing him along hoping to get more shit out of him. I wish he’d have 

her pick up all of the fucking boxes that have been coming day in and day out full of clothes for 

her. I can’t even get to the printer paper in the supply closet now. Hopefully he’ll lose interest 

once he fucks her.’ 

What in the hell? 

I don’t smell like I’ve fucked him yet? 

If I had, I would’ve showered, fuck you very much. 

The gold digger thoughts, I almost understood when I saw the sheer volume of boxes from the 

inside of his snarly ass head. But I wanted no part of wondering if he’d lose interest after fucking 

me. 

Because a part of me wondered that too. 

Not that I planned on fucking him. 

Anytime soon. 

I walked away before I ended up slapping the shit out of him and, against my better judgment, 

took a quick peek inside of the supply closet. 

It was chock full. 

I didn’t open any of the boxes and figured there must be some mistake. He was obviously a 

fuckadoodledumbass too, so the boxes were probably meant for one of the hoity toity boutiques 

downstairs. And thinking of downstairs, made me enter the elevator and go down there to see if I 

could hear anyone thinking about Callaghan. If I did, then maybe they would have an idea of 

where he’d gone to and then I could pass that along to the FBI. 

The sooner he was in custody, the better. 

He was the reason I’d slipped my gun into the small of my back earlier. If Northman found it 

during one of his spontaneous pat downs later on, I would just say I was still freaked out about 

Callaghan. 

It wouldn’t even be a lie. 



And considering how pissed off he’d been that I’d gone into the house all alone to begin with, I 

doubted he’d think it was a bad idea. 

I spent the next two hours wandering between the three bars trying to engage the bartenders in 

conversation and dropping Callaghan’s name. The only problem was I couldn’t read all of them. 

Some were clear as a bell and yet others were big hulking nothings. The only thing I could figure 

was because the ‘nothings’ made the tiny little hairs on the back of my neck stand up whenever 

they looked at me. They smiled and acted friendly, but something inside told me they could be 

scary if they wanted to be. 

And then I told myself the ambiance Northman had been striving for at the casino was working 

like a mother fucker and I too was a fuckadoodledumbass for letting it get to me. 

Fed up with learning squat about Callaghan and getting a headache from listening to so many 

people, I let my feet wander into the nightclub. I still hadn’t seen hide nor hair of Northman, but 

after the last time I’d spotted him in there, I really hoped I wouldn’t see him now either. 

And I didn’t. Because he wasn’t. 

And it was then I realized I should’ve at least texted him to let him know I’d stayed in New 

Orleans while Tara had gone home. I didn’t think of it earlier since I’d expected to see him in his 

office and I was just reaching for my phone when I saw Callaghan. 

Not in the flesh, but in someone’s thoughts. 

A woman had just walked into the nightclub to meet up with a group of her girlfriends. She was 

relieved to see them because she’d been startled on her way inside. She’d parked two blocks over 

and was walking here when Callaghan seemed to appear out of thin air in front of her. She’d 

screamed on reflex, but he’d taken off just as quickly. 

I didn’t even think about the fact she looked a lot like me. 

I didn’t think at all. 

And in the future I would promise myself to work on that shit. 

Less than five minutes had passed since she’d seen him, so I took off out of the casino, taking the 

same path the woman had walked only moments earlier. It made no difference it was only a 

Wednesday night. In New Orleans in June, the streets were crowded anyway. I wandered around 

and around. Looking for that greasy piece of shit everywhere and sifting through the thoughts of 

everyone around me hoping to find someone who’d seen him. Flashes of how I’d found Tara – 

naked, battered, and bruised – kept popping up into my mind and I wanted him to pay for it. To 

pay for what he’d done to her. And it was due to my sifting that I came across another bump like 

Northman’s. 



That little tiny seed of doubt sprung up. The one that had been planted by finding his room 

empty earlier began to grow. My heart fought against it, so it was with that hope that I followed 

that bump. I’d run across several by then and I was hoping to prove the FBI and that small part 

inside of me wrong. That he wasn’t Callaghan’s partner in crime. 

Because I couldn’t take it if he was. 

And I was right. Sort of. 

The bump had led me to a back alleyway. I’d been too focused on it to notice until it was too 

late. And if it weren’t for that bump I could sense, my eyes would’ve been fooled into believing I 

was all alone. 

Instead I was just fooled. 

He was on me in a split second. One hand covered my mouth as he bashed the back of my head 

against a brick wall while the other trailed down my face and he snarled out, “It was you.” 

I couldn’t have answered him if I wanted to. Not only did his hand cover my mouth, but the 

force of the blow had left me dizzy. I could feel the warm moisture begin to seep down my neck 

and knew I was bleeding, but what happened next was a shock. 

Or maybe I was in shock. 

Callaghan was quite literally in my face. And one minute he didn’t have fangs, but a snick later 

and he did. 

His nostrils flared and his eyes widened before his thin lips formed into a fangy grin with him 

saying, “You owe me one pet, but you’ll more than do. You smell much better anyway.” 

His hand let go of my mouth so he could grip each side of my head as he pulled me forward and 

bit into my neck. Too much air had left my lungs in order for me to scream, but feeling 

something else of his poking me farther down below gave me the jolt of brainpower needed to 

reach for my gun. I pulled it in between our bodies, aimed and fired. 

The force of the gunshot was enough to make him let me go and stumble backwards, but I still 

needed the help of the wall to keep me upright as I mumbled out, “FBI. You’re under arrest.” 

Maybe I should have said that before I shot him? 

I couldn’t really see straight. Between the bash to the head and blood loss, I was really dizzy 

which is why I had to question what I saw next. He straightened up in front of me and pulled his 

bloodied shirt up so we could both watch as the bullet was slowly forced back out of his body 

and the wound completely healed right before my eyes. 

I was SO fucked. 



“FBI?” he taunted with an evil grin. “I’m under arrest?” 

“Uh huh.” 

What else could I say? 

Oh! 

“What are you?” I asked as I shakily held my ineffective weapon up in between us. 

He took two steps forward and snatched the gun from my hand. Not that I could put up much of 

a fight by that point, but I watched wide eyed and terrified as he bent my 9mm Beretta in half. 

Dropping it at my feet he answered, “Your worst nightmare.” 

I managed to scream when he tackled me to the ground and bit down on my neck again. 

“FBI…I’m with the FBI,” kept tumbling from my lips, over and over again while I weakly tried 

to fight him off of me. I could feel my body getting cold. Either from the pavement or the blood 

loss and my eyes were going out of focus. At one point I could’ve sworn I saw an anxious 

Claudine in the distance, but her image disappeared just as I heard the most ungodly of sounds. 

He’d just torn my pants open and was working on his own when an animalistic roar echoed 

through the alleyway and I was suddenly free of my attacker. My head lolled towards the sound 

of angry growls, snarls, and what sounded like snapping jaws, but all I saw was a fast moving 

blur that ended less than a minute after it had begun, with a blood covered Eric Northman 

standing in a cloud of ash. 

He moved to hover over me just as quickly and I saw my hand rise up so my finger could touch 

his new fangs. I still felt better having him there with me, pointy teeth and all, and I heard my 

voice whisper out, “My, what big teeth you have.” 

But he wasn’t in the mood for jokes. 

He was angry. 

So angry, he had fangs now. 

I couldn’t form a complete thought if I’d tried, so I couldn’t be sure what he was so angry about 

until he took an appraising look at me and asked, “Do you trust me Agent Stackhouse?” 

Uh oh… 

Even my muddled mind knew that wasn’t good. He was pissed off. Most likely at me, but it 

didn’t change the fact that I did trust him. 

Maybe stupidly so. 



So maybe I was just stupid. 

“Yes,” I finally replied. 

His eyes stayed locked onto mine for a long moment, but I knew I couldn’t play our stare-off 

game for very much longer. My eyes kept trying to close no matter what I wanted them to do, 

but they managed to stay open long enough for me to eventually see him bring his wrist to his 

mouth. Biting down on it, he placed the bloody wound at my lips and ordered, “Then drink.” 

The last thing I could remember was the warmth that shot through me as soon as the cold liquid 

hit my throat right before I passed out. 

Chapter Eighteen – Truths 

EPOV 

I’m with the FBI… 

I’m with the FBI… 

The words. 

Her voice. 

The sight of her not just being fed on but damn near to being raped ate at me. Haunted me as 

badly as I’d been haunted the night I’d risen vampire and realized I’d become a monster. 

I’d been too enraged seeing that fuck on top of her for her words to sink in until he was nothing 

but ash. The survivalist inside of me told me to let her die. 

Or finish her off myself. 

Learning of her betrayal struck at my core. I’d managed to survive in a harsh world for over a 

thousand years and yet in the span of mere minutes of meeting her, she had unraveled me. 

Flicked away every safeguard I’d put into place with nothing more than a bat of her eyelash. My 

mind quickly flipped through each and every interaction we’d had together, all but taunting me 

over my previous thoughts of making her mine. 

She wasn’t mine. 

She wasn’t even my employee. 

She was an agent of the government sent to spy on me, for whatever reason. It didn’t matter why. 

It only mattered that I had allowed it to happen. 



My failure was right there on par with her deception. 

Seeing her lying there covered in blood, the scent of it calling to the predator in me, I’d moved 

closer to her still not sure of what my next actions would be when I was suddenly flooded with 

warmth. 

Her warmth at seeing me. 

Her fear disappeared with affection taking its place. Even as her hand gingerly reached up with 

her finger tracing along the evidence of my true nature, her faith in me was nearly 

overwhelming. 

She felt safe with me. Fangs and all. She even made a joke. 

And I hated her for it. 

Because without her betrayal, without her true purpose for being with me, it only proved she 

would have been perfect for me. 

Would. 

In the few short seconds I stared down at her, she was already growing paler. Colder from the 

blood loss. Her heart rate was steady but growing weaker with every beat. 

I could heal the bite marks on her neck. Erase the attack from her memories. Leave her there to 

be found by another. Either a savior or the grim reaper. 

I estimated she likely had at least an hour or two before she would bleed to death. 

But that long forgotten part of me. The part she’d only had to crook her finger at to coax out of 

me. The human man, who I had once been, revolted at the idea of leaving her there. Raged 

against the idea of not doing whatever was necessary to save her. 

‘She’s only there because she was sent to spy on you,’ the monster in me snarled. 

‘She’s only there because you failed to secure the threat who nearly raped her,’ the equally 

affronted man in me roared. 

Answers. I didn’t necessarily want them, but I would likely need them in order to get ahead of 

my newest clusterfuck. They would do nothing to change the fact she’d done nothing but lie to 

me. 

But how she had managed that, I had no clue. Especially now that my blood was inside of her. It 

was what had led me straight to her in time to save her from being violated. 

Yet another answer I would need. 



And all the while I was deciding her fate she merely stared up at me with a small smile on her 

face, happily bleeding out merely because I was by her side. 

‘You can’t lose her!’ 

‘She was never yours to begin with!’ 

I’d been duped enough by her warm smiles, so rather than blame that for my next move, I 

blamed the fact the FBI would come looking for their agent if she disappeared. 

And come looking for me if she was found dead. 

Asking her if she trusted me was redundant. I could feel that she did. I merely did it so I could 

address her by her true title. 

And I felt her oh shit moment when I did. 

I had to give her credit though. She didn’t flinch. Didn’t offer up any excuses. She took it, 

processed it, and merely gave me the answer I already knew. 

Yes, she trusted me. 

Seeing her nearly losing consciousness was enough to put my rage aside. Actually, it was quite 

easily pushed away by my worry. 

I hated that too. 

While feeding her my blood the first time had been accidental, this was anything but. And I 

hated the fact that it felt so good. I hated that it felt so right. I hated knowing I’d be able to feel 

her even more strongly now. I hated knowing that there was still a good part of me that was glad 

for it too. 

And I hated the panic I felt watching her pass out in spite of having my blood. 

I didn’t pull my wrist away until I could feel her body strengthening. I had no idea of how much 

blood needed to be drained and then replaced with vampire blood in order for one to be turned. 

Feeling the turmoil I was in at the moment, the last thing I needed was for her to rise as my child 

in three nights. 

The. Last. Fucking. Thing. 

From the time I’d found her with that fucker on top of her until now, less than five minutes had 

passed. I’d heard the gunshot when I was still miles away. I’d flown towards her like a gunshot 

feeling her fear. I could still smell the gunpowder in the air and I knew it wouldn’t be long before 

someone came looking to see the cause, so I grabbed the mangled gun along with her body and 

flew straight up into the sky. 



I couldn’t risk taking her back to the casino. I couldn’t risk locking her in with me in my 

chambers. Nor could I risk leaving her to her own devices during the daylight hours when I 

hadn’t yet had the chance to glamour her, so I went to the one place where we would be secure. 

My house in the country. 

It was where I had rested during the day. I’d left her at the hospital and returned to the casino 

long enough to take care of what I needed to before going to my estate. It was miles away from 

New Orleans. The house was secluded. I owned the surrounding one hundred acres to keep it that 

way, but none of it was in my name. The house couldn’t be traced to me at all. 

So she could yell and scream all day long and no one would ever hear her. 

Roughly half the distance to her hometown, it was why I had gone there in the first place. I’d 

expected to find her in Bon Temps when I’d risen with the news that her friend had been released 

from the hospital. The car service invoice showed it had traveled to Bon Temps after making a 

stop at the casino. I assumed for her to pack a bag. 

Why wouldn’t she be in Bon Temps too? 

Because she was in New Orleans being attacked and nearly raped by a fucker. 

I’d intended on waiting for the opportunity to get the girl alone. Wait for Sookie to need to run 

out for whatever reason and then glamour her friend to find out the truth of what she 

remembered. Instead I found her without Sookie. 

But she wasn’t alone. 

In the house with her was a man who could only be Sookie’s brother. The similarity between 

them was striking, but his scent wasn’t nearly as strong or as sweet as his sister’s. 

Nor was he nearly as clever as her. 

All I had to do was knock on the door and he swung it right open. He’d fallen under my glamour 

just as quickly and under my direction he called the Thornton girl to the door where I glamoured 

my invitation inside from her. But it was all for naught. She knew nothing of vampires or even 

what her captor looked like. She only knew Callaghan from the picture she’d been shown earlier. 

It had been a waste of time and a wasted effort. 

Like my every interaction with her savior. 

The twenty minute flight was nowhere near long enough for me to calm down. The anger at her 

betrayal still simmered hotly inside of me. Right alongside the worry over her continued 

unconsciousness. But it was probably for the best. 



Had she woken up and tried to engage me in conversation, I wasn’t sure I could keep my fury in 

check. 

I’d killed others for lesser crimes, but the level of her duplicity far outweighed any other that I 

could remember in my long lifetime. Not because she was the first ever sent to spy on me, but 

because she was the first I’d ever allowed close enough to actually do damage to me. 

Damage that had nothing to do with my own personal safety. 

Any confusion or doubt I’d had about my true feelings for her before this night were erased in an 

instant. 

Because I knew her treachery wouldn’t affect me so badly had I not already begun to fall in love 

with her. 

It was an emotion I didn’t know I was capable of. Not now. Not in over a thousand years. As a 

human I had loved my children. I had even come to love my wife, but not in the way I had come 

to feel about the little liar in my arms. With Aude, my respect for her as my wife and the mother 

of my children had grown into a companionable type of love. I appreciated her hard work and 

dedication to making a home for us and raising our children despite an often times harsh 

existence. 

But for the imposter I now held who’d been masquerading as my assistant? I felt passion. 

Unadulterated desire. An all-consuming need to be with her no matter the cost. There had been 

no price I hadn’t been willing to pay. I’d known it was only a matter of time before I would 

reveal my true nature to her because I couldn’t stand for her to choose a false version of me. 

Instead I had been the one who’d been swindled. 

And it cut me deeper than any blade ever had. 

Entering the house I carried her straight to the underground level. When I’d had the home built, 

I’d included not just a secure light tight resting place for myself, but a second one as well. I liked 

to be prepared and one never knew if I would one day have the need to house a second vampire. 

Guest or prisoner. 

I’d never had the need for it until now, but I didn’t want her to have free roam of the house when 

she awoke. 

Because I no longer trusted her. 

The locking mechanism could be programmed either to be engaged from the inside or the 

outside, depending on the code I entered into the key pad. 

She would be locked in. 



Laying her on the bed, my traitorous eyes scanned her traitorous body to make sure all of her 

wounds had healed. Were it not for the dried blood and torn clothing, one would think she’d 

gone to sleep peacefully. For a moment I thought to clean her up as I had on the night she’d 

gotten drunk and passed out. 

And then my mind tossed that idea right the fuck back out of my head. 

She could clean herself up in the attached bathroom when she woke up. She was lucky I didn’t 

chain her to the fucking bed. 

It wasn’t the way I’d envisioned tying her up to one anyway. 

I left her one of my t-shirts to wear, but there was no human food in the house and again I warred 

over going to get her some. But knowing despite my contempt for her at this moment, I would do 

her no harm. 

As she had harmed me. 

I would glamour her. Find out every detail of her assignment. Her every lie. Her every treachery. 

And then I would erase her memories. Of me. Of our time together. I would replace them with 

new ones she could then report back to her superiors and be done with her. 

For good. 

Cleaning myself up and flying to the nearest populated town to get her provisions and back took 

no time at all. I busied myself with work that could be done from my computer while I 

monitored our much stronger blood tie so I would know if she had awakened. That took hardly 

any time at all as well, so I was left with nothing to do except wait. 

And watch. 

Like a prison guard or a besotted protector. 

I couldn’t be sure which. 

But she didn’t awaken. Not before I’d had no choice but to secure the door and retreat to my own 

chambers where I gratefully allowed death to take me for the day. 

Rising the next evening, sans smile, I was nearly overwhelmed by the strength of our bond. Now 

that she was awake her feelings were beating at me like they were my own and I admit I was 

surprised by what I felt. 

Guilt. Heartache. Sorrow. 

Not one ounce of fear. 



She had yet to be glamoured. She had risen covered in dried blood. Locked in an unfamiliar 

room. With the memory that vampires were real. 

She should have been wary at the very least. 

Instead she felt a longing. So powerful I could be fooled into believing there was an invisible 

chain all but forcing me to go to her. 

So I fought against it and held firm. 

I had been fooled enough. 

I took my time. Making more noise than necessary so she would know I had risen for the night. 

There was no clock in her room. No watch on her wrist. No window for her to even guess at the 

time. 

I’d left her in the dark as she had done to me. 

I could feel the startle within her at hearing my movements. Feel the anticipation and steeling of 

her nerves for what was to come. Feel her desire to lay eyes on me. Speak her excuses. Plead her 

case. 

So I took my time and let her stew. 

But she didn’t call out. She didn’t pound on the door. She didn’t beg to be heard. She didn’t 

demand to be freed. 

She waited too. 

I didn’t want to be the one to give in first. To flinch first. To blink and let her win our invisible 

stare down. But I had no choice. I didn’t know if she had a routine. A predetermined method of 

contacting her FBI counterparts on a daily basis. If they were already alerted something had 

happened to her due to her silence. 

Opening the door, I found her where I had left her. 

On the bed and covered in dried blood. 

She hadn’t touched the food. Or, from the looks of it, her hair, face, or clothes either. 

Except for her upright position and open eyes staring back at me, she looked exactly as I had left 

her at sunrise. 

And I hated that it bothered me seeing her like that. 

A victim. 



My scent was much stronger on her now that she’d consumed a substantial amount of my blood, 

but because she hadn’t showered I could still smell the lingering scent of that fucker on her as 

well. 

I hated that too. 

I also hated that once again, I blinked first. 

“Why haven’t you cleaned yourself up?” I asked. 

“Two reasons,” she offered softly. Her eyes were locked onto mine, likely seeing me in a whole 

new light. 

We were matchy matchy in that respect. 

I waited. I refused to be the one to blink first yet again, so she finally broke the tense silence and 

said, “First, if I’d showered and changed, I might’ve been able to convince myself that last night 

was nothing more than a bad dream. There isn’t a mark on me.” 

There was a mark left on me. One she couldn’t see. 

I said nothing. I showed none of the turmoil inside of me and kept my face stoic. 

And damn her, I blinked again. 

“Second?” 

She stared at me, silently appraising me. What, how or why, I had no clue until she said, 

“Evidence. I’m covered in it.” 

“Ah yes, evidence,” I drawled out. “Like any good FBI agent would know, they would need 

evidence to prove a crime.” 

Her guilt spiked with her softly saying, “Eric.” 

“Mr. Northman,” I spat back the correction. 

She flinched. Both internally and externally. 

Good. 

Her stomach rolled. Her hands shook. Her eyes filled up with unshed tears. 

I ignored it. All of it. 



She did as well. Taking a deep breath, she calmly acknowledged, “I know you’re angry. You 

have every right to be. But I had my reasons, just as you had yours for lying to me.” 

“Lying to you?” I asked incredulously. 

“Vampire, much?” she asked just as hotly. “Or did I just imagine being in the middle of Quentin 

Tarantino’s Fangtasia last night?” 

She remembered. Of course she remembered. I hadn’t erased her memories yet. And yet she felt 

no fear. No surprise. 

Nothing but acceptance. 

“You’re not surprised.” 

A statement. Not a question because I could feel the truth of the answer within her. 

“No,” she admitted. “Not really.” She paused and locked her sad eyes onto mine, adding, “Not 

like you were.” 

She was stepping foot onto a path I had no desire to go down. I didn’t want her excuses. I wanted 

to contain and minimize the damage already done and be rid of her. 

It hurt to look at her. 

Already knowing she had a strong will of mind, I used our mutual gaze and the full force of my 

glamour, before asking, “Why were you sent to spy on me?” 

Instead of answering me, she cried out in pain. Clutching her head she fell back onto the bed and 

like a simpering fool, my feet took two steps towards her. My hands reached out when her pain 

became my own, but I stopped short. I had let my glamour fall by the wayside and in doing so, 

her pain disappeared with it. 

“Was that you?” she eventually choked out. 

It had to be and yet it couldn’t be. Every human was susceptible to glamour. It wasn’t a physical 

sensation they were capable of feeling or withstanding. 

But it would explain how she’d managed to fool me the one and only time I’d attempted to use it 

on her. 

“What are you?” I asked while my mind reeled. 

How could I let her go now? 



If I couldn’t erase her memories; if I couldn’t erase the knowledge of my kind – my very own 

nature – from her mind, she would remain a threat. 

To all of us. 

Slowly, she lifted her body up on the bed until she was once again in a seated position. She 

didn’t shy away from looking directly into my eyes once more when she replied, “I…am sorry.” 

Feeling her sincerity tore at me. She was both a threat to my survival and my fucking salvation. 

FUCK! 

“I don’t want your apologies,” I hissed. “I want to know what you are. No human should be able 

to resist our glamour.” 

“Glamour?” she asked. Slight amusement filtered in with her sorrow as she said, “I’d ask if all of 

you are as glamorous looking if I hadn’t been face to face with the Icky Bod Crane vampire last 

night.” 

Goddamn her! 

I wanted to snarl and hiss in her face. To let her see what her deception had reduced me to 

feeling. And yet with a few simple words her invisibly crooked finger nearly coaxed my lips into 

a smile. 

Perhaps she had the ability to glamour as well. 

For the first time in a millennia I didn’t know what to do. What course to take. What path to 

follow. 

She couldn’t be glamoured. 

She knew our kind existed. 

Made worse by the fact she was a fucking agent of the government. 

Logic dictated I should kill her now. Stab her in the chest. Shoot her in the head. Bring about her 

death in a human fashion and then glamour one into taking the fall for it. It would eliminate the 

problem. Eliminate the threat. Eliminate the government’s unwelcome intrusion into my 

dealings. 

And illogically, I knew I would not. 

I could not. 

No. 



“I know you have no reason to trust me,” she began. “No reason to believe me, but I want to help 

you.” 

“Help me?” 

The only way she could possibly help me was by spontaneously becoming an amnesiac. 

Without any fanfare, she explained, “I was recruited by the FBI six months ago. Chosen more for 

my appearance than for my GPA. The FBI had come to suspect you as being a serial killer. Over 

the last few years bodies have been turning up drained of their blood, but mutilated beyond 

recognition. All of them found within a one hundred mile radius of your casino. You became 

their number one suspect because of a single frame where your image was caught on an ATM 

camera at the time and location where one of the victims had been taken. My orders were to 

merely watch your comings and goings. I was told it would take time for you to become 

comfortable with me. That it could be months before I got to see a true glimpse of who you were. 

I was to report anything suspicious. Make notes on dates and times of when I knew where you 

were to put up against any newly found victims. Anything that would either eliminate you as a 

suspect or corroborate their suspicions you were the killer.” 

I was a killer. Many times over, but not of the victims they suspected me to have murdered. I had 

been the one to avenge them, in a way, and bring forth justice for their untimely demise. 

I said nothing, but I could feel the truth of her words. The guilt in her was just as strong when 

she continued on with, “But from our very first meeting, I knew you were different. As I got to 

know you more, I couldn’t picture you to be the killer. Even now that I know what you are, I 

know it can’t be you. The man I had come to know and…care about could never do those things. 

You might be made up of the same legends of monsters we were taught to fear, but I know 

you’re a good man underneath it all. You always made me feel safe and special. And I’ll always 

think fondly of you because of it.” 

She believed that just as strongly too. 

And I was still just as hurt over her actions. 

“Of course you felt special,” I agreed. “I gave you a three million dollar car to drive and brought 

you filet mignon instead of a Honda hatchback and a Big Mac.” 

My words stung her just as much as her deception stung me. 

Good. 

We were matchy matchy yet again. 

But if she wanted to speak truths, I would give her a truth. 

“I have killed more people than I can count.” 



Even that wasn’t a shock to her. I’d suspected she imagined some romanticized fiction-fueled 

version of vampires. 

We didn’t dine on animals or sparkle in the fucking sun. 

“Do you still?” she asked calmly, but I could tell she already believed in my innocence. 

“Aren’t you going to read me my rights first?” I asked just as calmly. “You should or else 

whatever I say to you won’t be admissible in a court of law.” 

Fuck her for accepting my nature more perfectly than I had dared to dream. 

“Mr. Northman,” she offered sadly, “I have no need to read you your rights because I have no 

intention of turning you over to the authorities or revealing your secret. You saved my life. The 

least I can do is return the favor.” 

Another truth. 

Another blow to my resolve to stay angry. 

“How do you know I won’t just kill you now? If I can’t glamour you into forgetting the details of 

your attack or the existence of my kind, you’ll be a threat to our survival.” 

Again, she felt no fear. Only conviction when she answered, “Because you would’ve left me to 

die in that alleyway, either by Callaghan’s hand or God’s.” 

Fuck her for believing that as well. 

Because it was true. 

She didn’t wait for any acknowledgment. She already knew the truth of her own declaration, so 

she added, “You’ll let me go. I will report back that I was attacked by Callaghan. I’ll tell them he 

confessed to all of the killings and that he had acted alone. I will continue to tell them that until 

I’m blue in the face. I will make them believe me and then you’ll be free to go about your life 

without them watching your every move.” 

Again, she felt just as strongly in her belief that her plan would work. However, there was one 

glaring problem with it. 

“And just how will you do that when Callaghan is no more?” 

“Where is his body?” she asked, having adopted a business like tone to go along with her 

subterfuge. Her underlying hurt and sorrow were still there, but without our link by blood, I 

would’ve never known. “I assume you wouldn’t have left it lying around for someone to find.” 



“Probably blowing through the French Quarter,” I replied just as business like. “Vampires turn to 

ash when they are killed.” 

Her eyebrows furrowed and her lips pursed. It reminded me of how she’d looked when going 

through my things. 

And it pissed me off all over again. 

I felt the light bulb go off above her head right as she said, “You’ll take me to the Port of New 

Orleans. The waters there are deep and the current is strong.” And for the next half hour she 

outlined her plan. I hated that I could find nothing wrong with it. No glaring issues that would 

refute her claims. Nothing that would give away her deception. 

And if I hadn’t once been the recipient of her devious nature, I would’ve been more impressed. 

She’d let out a small squeak when we’d left the house and I’d grabbed onto her, shooting us both 

into the sky. I hadn’t given her any warning. I hadn’t said how we’d be returning to New 

Orleans, only that we would. She still hadn’t said another word. Offered any more excuses or 

explanations on why she had deceived me. She’d apologized. Explained her reasons for doing so 

and then took every verbal blow I threw back at her without protest. 

Because she believed she had betrayed me just as strongly as I did. 

For the twenty minutes it took us to return, my mind kept going over and over every detail. Each 

and every thing that had to do with the blond charlatan in my arms and I’d come to understand in 

part of how she’d been placed into an impossible situation. Why would she trust me with a secret 

so profound when she knew nothing of me? Even our sexually charged playful interactions 

couldn’t have given her the insight she would’ve needed to know without a doubt I wasn’t who 

they thought me to be. In spite of the time I’d spent stalking her every move, she had only really 

been with me for two full nights. 

So how could I have expected her to come to me with something so grave so soon? 

Had I not fought with my own demons in revealing my secret to her? 

She was much more understanding than I had been. 

I knew from the small amount of my blood in her at the time that her feelings for me were 

genuine. Even now her heart ached over the rift between us. 

Mine did as well. 

I believed she would keep our existence secret. Perhaps foolishly so, but the fervor with which 

she felt when declaring her promise made me a believer too. 

And it made me wonder if perhaps letting her go entirely would be a mistake. 



Not to keep her as my prisoner, but to keep her as just mine. 

She knew what I was. She was accepting of it. I could feel she’d wanted to ask me more 

questions about my true nature, but my glare had kept her mouth shut. She didn’t believe she had 

the right to question me after deceiving me as she had. 

And despite everything I still wanted her. 

Despite everything I could feel she still wanted me too. 

I still had no idea of why she couldn’t be glamoured. Like her, it was a once in a lifetime 

happenstance. 

Considering it was her was the only thing that made it make any sense. 

The flight was too short for me to come to any decision. So when we landed in a far corner of the 

docks hidden at the end of one of the endless rows of shipping containers, I had no words to offer 

her. No insight to give her. 

Because I had none even for myself. 

I was surprised she could stand given the weight of her emotions. Guilt and sadness colored her 

inside and out, but still she managed a small smile and said softly, “Well, I guess this is it.” 

I remained silent. Not by choice though. 

I simply couldn’t find any words. 

She stood her ground in front of me. Adorned in her torn and bloodied clothes, with blood 

matted hair and a tear streaked and blood smeared face, and yet somehow still looking just as 

lovely as she had on the night we’d first met. 

I didn’t want to let her go. She’d fit me perfectly. In more ways than I could’ve dared to hope 

for. 

And still I said nothing. 

“For what it’s worth,” she whispered, “I really am sorry.” 

I knew it. 

I could feel it. 

It was worth a lot. 

I said nothing. 



So she pulled her gun from the small of her back, now returned to its previous shape thanks to 

my preternatural strength, and held it down at her side while she tilted her head saying, “I’m 

ready.” 

Part of the plan was for me to bite her. Being covered in her own blood would do no good 

without the marks to show for it. 

It wasn’t how I’d envisioned biting her for the first time. 

Sensing my hesitation, her lips hardened as she declared, “It’s the only way.” 

They would already have Callaghan’s DNA from her friend’s attack. His saliva still coated her 

neck because she’d had the forethought to not wash it off, so it would corroborate her story. 

I hated smelling it on her. 

“If I do, my own saliva will coat your skin as well.” 

I was stalling for time and I knew it. 

“I’ll tell them we were fooling around beforehand. That I got a little too carried away and you 

fired me. I stormed off and Callaghan snatched me up.” 

She had an excuse for everything. 

And even with her lies she refused to paint me in a bad light. 

The thought of not seeing her again left me with an emptiness inside I hadn’t felt since the night 

I’d had to run away from the only life I had ever known. I didn’t know what to do. 

So she decided for me. 

Before I realized what she was doing, she walked over to the container hiding us from view and 

violently whipped her head back, bashing it against the metal exterior. I could smell her blood 

before I could feel her pain and my fangs automatically snapped down in anger over her actions. 

Even though I should’ve known it was coming. 

She swayed where she stood, but she refused to go down and slowly she wandered to stand in 

front of me once again. Tilting her head, she all but begged, “Just bite me and then you never 

have to see me again.” 

That was what I feared most. 

But even now I couldn’t refuse her request. I needed more time to process the rest. To come to 

any sort of conclusion on where we would stand once everything was over. 



So I leaned down, prepared her neck for the coming intrusion, and bit. 

I’d told myself I wouldn’t enjoy it. It wasn’t how I’d wanted to feed from her ever, much less for 

the first time. And yet I was powerless against it. Once again I was ruined for all other blood by 

the nectar of the gods that flowed from her veins. 

I’d known she’d felt no pain from my bite. She’d felt more than enough pain in the last twenty-

four hours and I would be damned if I would cause her more. But instead of feeling afraid while 

a monster drank her blood, she felt utter devastation. Her arms had clasped around my body and 

she clung to me, with a desperation stronger than anything I had ever felt before. As though she 

was afraid to let go. 

I could admit to myself, I was afraid of that too. 

The scent of her tears filled my senses and knowing she’d already lost too much blood, I didn’t 

linger at her neck for long. Pulling back I had to fight the urge to lick her wound to staunch the 

blood flow with the natural coagulant in my saliva. 

She had to be left bleeding in order for the plan to be believable. 

With her arms still wrapped around me, she whispered out one last, “I’m sorry,” before letting 

me go. I almost told her it was okay. That I forgave her, her deception and that I still wanted 

whatever it was we had. 

Until I looked at her. 

Fresh blood now mixed with the dry. The scent and the sight were unwelcome because it only 

served to remind me of her attack from the night before. To show me what her life would 

continue to be like if I kept her in mine. Having her with me. Declaring her mine and showing 

my favor towards her would only bring more danger into her life. Those who wanted to harm me 

would do so by harming her. Her friends. Her family. 

I would be a danger to her regardless of who did the actual attack. 

So I would have to let her go for her own safety. 

She took my silence to mean I was done. Done with my part in her plan. Done with her because 

without another word she walked towards the corner of the dock nearest to the open water below. 

Without turning to look at me she let her head drop to her chest. Her silent tears were silent no 

more as they fell to the dock at her feet while she softly said, “Goodbye Eric.” 

My mouth opened. Either to refute her dismissal or to repeat her sentiment. I had no way of 

knowing which one would come tumbling out of my mouth, so I closed it once more. Not that 

she would’ve known. Her eyes were closed as she faced away from me. In my heart I knew it 

would be in her best interest for me to leave. To not have anything more to do with her. I had 

already declared her mine to those in my fealty and I would make her continued protection 



known to any others who came calling. But she would be safer without my constant presence. 

Safer without me giving evidence to just how much I truly cared about her. 

So I shot up into the sky without ever having said a single word. 

Even without looking, I could feel that she’d known the minute I’d taken flight in my silent 

liftoff. Her heart lurched and her stomach dropped while waves of grief swept through her. The 

pain of her heartache outweighed any physical pain she felt tenfold and was enough to halt my 

flight. It was strong enough it nearly felled me from the sky. I almost turned around to go back to 

her, but in the next moment I heard the gunshot ring out into the night air. She’d set the last piece 

of her puzzle into place. Her plan was officially in motion with a bell that couldn’t be un-rung. 

The magic bullet that would take down an already destroyed vampire and send his human 

identity into a watery grave had taken flight. 

Just as I had. 

The sounds of men shouting and feet running soon followed, so I had no choice but to resume 

my path. 

Back towards the casino. 

Back towards my now much emptier life. 

Because it was for the best. 

For her. 

Chapter Nineteen – One Could Hope 

SPOV 

He hates me… 

Worse than any literal monster that goes bump in the night, it was my greatest fear come true. It 

had been my only thought all day long. 

Vampires were real? 

So what. 

I was covered in my own blood, but looked better than new? 

Big deal. 



The look of hurt I could remember on his face? The sound of anger in his voice realizing I had 

betrayed him? 

That was what had eaten away at me all day long. Knowing he would hate me. Rightfully so. Not 

that I could blame him. I deserved his hatred. But that didn’t make it any easier to bear. The 

warmth he once had in his eyes when looking at me had been replaced by nothing but distrust. 

And disgust. 

He didn’t want to bite me. Even chumming the waters by bashing my head open so fresh blood 

would flow wasn’t enough to make me palatable to him. I had to beg. And plead. And practically 

force him into it by giving him the one incentive I knew would work. 

He could finally be rid of me once he was done. 

And it was enough. To finally be done with me for good, was enough. 

For him. 

The truth of that hurt more than anything I’d ever felt, but I bore it. I stood there and took it. I 

didn’t beg and plead for his forgiveness like I truly wanted to. 

For him. 

Because it wouldn’t be fair to him. Not when he couldn’t stand me any longer. 

Not even long enough to say goodbye. 

I’d felt it when he took flight. The fantastical ability of his was just another tick in the column 

that kept track of all of the ways he’d been my hero. But he would be my hero no more. Not after 

he’d realized my job with him was just an act. 

Even if my feelings for him weren’t. 

But he couldn’t know that. Nor did I suspect he would believe me if I’d told him. So I kept my 

heartache to myself and my mouth shut. Just as my knees were buckling from the pain over his 

silent departure, I managed to fire the gun out over the water before I collapsed where I stood. 

The sobs escaping my chest were real. Just like the terror I was sure could be seen etched on my 

face when the first of many found me lying in a pool of my own blood at the edge of the dock. 

Not because I’d been attacked by a monster. 

But because I’d been abandoned by one. 

My tears died down quickly. I couldn’t function feeling the levels of pain from my first true 

heartbreak, so I sealed it off with a giant scab I could pick off at my leisure later on. The police 



were the first on the scene, followed quickly by the FBI. Weiss rode with me in the ambulance 

all the way to the hospital, but my reprieve was short-lived when we found Latteste waiting for 

us there. And for the next four days I sold my story. Hawking like it was the must-have snake oil 

of all time. Telling it over and over again, while reading their thoughts and ‘spontaneously’ 

adding to it whenever I heard them think of something that didn’t make sense to them. But 

basically it all boiled down to a very basic scenario. One they couldn’t refute. 

They’d said to do whatever necessary to get close to Northman. I took that literally and basically 

attacked him. It surprised him, but he went along at first. And then I went too far and he turned 

me down. I got lippy and it got me fired. I stormed off and Callaghan snatched me up. He’d seen 

me leaving the hospital with Tara. Known it was me who took her. So he took me instead. He’d 

taunted me for hours. Telling me how he’d been killing for years and that he would never be 

caught. How he believed consuming human blood would make him immortal. He’d chosen his 

victims from the casino. Gotten a job there so he would blend in more. He didn’t know I was an 

FBI agent. He hadn’t thought to frisk me. My gun caught him by surprise just like the bullet that 

caught his forehead. It was all coincidental. Northman had nothing to do with it. 

They didn’t buy it at first, but I held firm never straying from my story. They had sent divers into 

the water to look for Callaghan’s body, so I wished them luck and told them half of his head had 

gotten blown off with my bullet. The wind had thankfully been blowing south. Hurricane season 

had started and an approaching storm had the wind whipping like a bitch that night, so I said it 

had likely taken the blood spray and brain matter with it. The current was just as strong from that 

same storm and knowing there were all sorts of sea creatures that would pick a carcass clean, 

they didn’t have much hope of finding him anyway. But they still weren’t quite convinced of 

Northman’s innocence, even though I got from their heads that the agents doing surveillance had 

seen him walking around the casino within moments of me pulling the trigger. But as more time 

passed. The more my mouth proclaimed his innocence, the more their minds gave in to their 

human sense of reasoning and knew there was no way he could’ve gotten back from the docks 

that fast. He had appeared perfectly normal that night. And he had been seen every night since 

then too. 

But I slammed my shields up before I could learn just how normal he’d been acting. 

All it would take was me seeing one blond on his arm – or anywhere else on him – and I’d be 

done for. 

Latteste had gotten pissed off learning I’d gotten myself fired, so I gave him exactly what I could 

hear he expected and got hysterical on cue before quitting my job with them too. 

And we were both relieved once the words were out of my mouth. 

But I managed to keep a lid on the truth and a lid on my heartache, hoping they’d buy the lie 

before I broke down for good. It was hard to hide my misery, but my telepathy had given me the 

practice I’d needed. The occasional tear could be explained away by what I’d been through. 

Or rather what they thought I had been through. 



I had short moments of reprieve though. A few hours of silence here and there. Time all to 

myself to do nothing but think. 

Of him. 

Of how it all went wrong. 

Of how I wished I’d never deceived him to begin with. 

I wanted to go home. I wanted to forget it all ever happened, but I knew that was just another 

pipe dream. The best I could hope for was to get away soon, so I could go and find the rock I 

wanted to hide under for the next few years. 

The nights were the worst. While I could find a few brief moments of respite during the daytime, 

my nights were plagued by dreams of him. Dreams of us. Happy. Together. It was worse torture 

than anything Callaghan had done to me because I went from being blissful to waking up and 

finding myself still trapped in a nightmare. 

One I couldn’t escape. 

It was on day three of my private hell in my non-private hospital room, two floors down from 

Tara’s old room, that a tiny bit of hope flared. 

Only so I could be crushed all over again. 

A nurse had brought me a flower arrangement and I knew they could only be from him. I hadn’t 

told anyone. Hadn’t called Gran or Jason or even Tara to tell them what had happened to me. It 

would’ve only caused me to have to face even more questions that I didn’t want to answer. 

And they were from him. Sort of. 

The card itself was a generic one. As was the computer printed inscription of ‘Get Well Soon’ 

and the ‘Northman Enterprises’ ink stamped signature. I wasn’t all that surprised. 

I didn’t think I deserved his fancy penmanship or his Mont Blanc ink either. 

Even the bouquet was generic. No hidden meanings could be found lurking about the carnations 

and baby’s breath. The statement he was making was quite clear. 

I meant nothing. 

I was sure it was just for show. An afterthought of well wishes extended to a former employee. 

And there was no mistaking my employment status at Northman Enterprises being in the 

‘former’ file because included with the flowers were my car keys. Another note in someone 

else’s atrocious handwriting (I suspected a gleeful Fuckity Fuck’s) told me it would be parked 

downstairs with all of my things packed away inside of it. 



Those lines weren’t difficult to read in between either. 

Don’t come back. 

I’d already gotten that message loud and clear with the carnations. 

But it was in the late night hours of day four that I finally got at least one wish to come true. I 

hadn’t been one hundred percent sure the FBI would actually give in and believe my story. That 

they wouldn’t keep the case open and just send another blond haired blue eyed liar to take my 

place. 

Good luck there. 

So I was surprised when I turned on the eleven o’clock news and saw Agent Latteste standing at 

a podium, with the FBI emblem on the front, giving a press conference. He outlined the case of 

‘The Vampire Killer’ for the news cameras. Hawked his own snake oil saying how through hard 

work, due diligence, and a team effort Mickey Callaghan’s reign of terror, no one even knew 

about until now, had been brought to a close. He didn’t mention my name at all and for that I was 

grateful. 

And it made even more sense when he kept hawking. 

At first he’d tiptoed over my faux details outlining Callaghan’s demise. And then he ran them 

over with a rototiller named Colossus. He chopped up the ‘facts’ and added a healthy shot of ‘no 

fucking way’. Tossing my magic bullet into his As-Seen-On-TV’s Magic Bullet, he blended that 

fucker right up and made it sound as though Callaghan had gone down in a hail of bullets, while 

a full orchestra played a Rodgers and Hammerstein Oscar winning original score in the 

background. 

Somehow ending with Agent Latteste being the one who blew into the barrel of his smoking gun 

and looked down at the Perp Float Parade in the Gulf, saying, “Yippee-ki-yay mother fucker.” 

Whatever. 

It was enough. Enough for me to know the case was officially closed. Enough for me to know his 

secret was safe. Enough for me to know it was safe for me to leave now that those first two were 

taken care of. 

Leave against medical advice, but that was just semantics as far as I was concerned. 

I’d bashed my head pretty good and they had wanted to keep me under observation for at least 

one more night. I’d been throwing up every day. But that was because they kept insisting I eat 

when I wasn’t hungry. And I still suffered from bouts of dizziness. 

But heartache was the cause for my symptoms. Not a concussion. 



That wasn’t something they could diagnose with an x-ray, so I signed my name on the dotted line 

and got into my old Chevy to get the hell out of dodge. I thought for a moment that I should 

probably call Gran to at least let her know I was on my way home. And then I realized I didn’t 

have a phone to call her with. I no longer had the one he had given me and I’d cancelled the 

service on my previous cell after getting hired since it made no sense to have two. 

I would’ve kept it if I had known I’d be unemployed less than a week later. 

The other big news story that night had been the storm blowing our way had finally arrived. 

Hurricane season had barely just begun, but the wind was blowing the rain into sideways sheets, 

so it wasn’t difficult to figure out it had definitely made landfall. It also made it hard to see, but it 

made no difference when the tears finally started to fall anyway. My hands mimicked my 

windshield wiper blades, wiping my eyes clean every few seconds, and I couldn’t stop them 

from falling. Now that I was alone. Alone and leaving – for good – the emotions I’d kept in 

check for days were finally coming out. They had no reason to hide anymore and the farther I got 

away from New Orleans – from him – the worse the pain got. 

I’d been driving for hours and was barely even halfway home when it suddenly felt like I was 

literally being torn in two. Before then I’d merely gone through crying jags, but now I’d come up 

to the area I’d recognized the night before when he’d scared the bejeezus out of me by taking me 

up into the sky without warning. 

Without wings or twin turbine engines either. 

Not even a propeller. 

I wondered if he was there now. I was pretty sure I could find the house he’d taken me to if I 

really tried, but I wouldn’t. Not now. Not when he’d all but told me he never wanted to see me 

again. He didn’t have to say the words. His silence spoke volumes. But it was the thought of him 

possibly doing god knows what with god knows who at that very moment that broke me. He’d 

been mine. I’d known it without ever hearing those words either. I hadn’t needed to hear them. 

His every action up until then screamed the truth at me. 

That had been real. And now it was gone. 

Now I was nothing. 

All I wanted to do was turn around and go back. Go back and find him. Tell him until I was blue 

in the face that the woman he’d been with. The one with no brain/mouth filter and farty cow 

pants was real. 

That everything I’d felt for him was real. 

I was shaking so bad that I could barely think straight, much less drive straight. Made even more 

difficult by trying to see through the tears and the rain. It was pounding down on the roof like my 

car was being attacked by a battalion of angry little drummer boys. But the highway at one-thirty 



in the morning during a hurricane was deserted anyway, so at least I was only endangering 

myself. I had just thought I should maybe pull over now and go look for my hidey-hole rock 

when I heard, “Sookie, pull over before you get yourself killed.” 

My head turned and saw Claudine sitting in the passenger’s seat. 

My mind thought I had truly gone off the deep end now. 

My mouth screamed automatically at seeing and hearing my unexpected shotgun passenger. 

And my foot jammed down on the accelerator because my night hadn’t been bad enough. 

It all happened in the span of seconds. I felt the tires start to hydroplane just as my eyes darted to 

the windshield to see the oncoming telephone pole. Turning the wheel did me no good, so I 

turned back to see my imaginary fairy godmother’s eyes go wide in fear. I guessed she must have 

seen the oncoming Grim Reaper Sickle in the form of a telephone pole too. Which I guessed was 

why she poofed back to wherever she came from. 

Some fucking fairy godmother she was. 

Even my suckass imagination didn’t think I was worth saving. 

My instincts made me jam both feet onto the brake pedal and slam my eyes shut as I braced for 

impact. 

But there wasn’t one. 

Instead I could feel my car go up like it was on a roller coaster and gently come back down 

again. Maybe if I could have peeled my eyes open, I would’ve seen how that happened. Instead I 

kept them shut until the ride was over and opened them to find something even more unexpected 

than taking a ride on an invisible Louisiana Magic Mountain. Flighty fantasy fairy godmothers 

were long forgotten too because there he was. 

Eric. 

Illuminated by nothing more than my headlights, Eric Northman stood a few feet in front of my 

car being pelted by the wind and rain. But he didn’t seem to notice. Nor did he seem to notice 

that he was half dressed. 

No shirt. 

No shoes. 

If he’d gone into any 7-Eleven, he’d get no service. 



I couldn’t begin to imagine how or why he’d found me until I noticed the dark red stains on his 

jeans. 

Fuck. Me. 

No, I didn’t think he was there to fuck me. My aching heart still leapt for joy seeing him again, 

but noticing his cold stare. Glimpsing his fangs. I realized I had been the one who was duped this 

time. 

I was a patsy, plain and simple. 

Flim-flammed by the master. 

He’d obviously worn his killing jeans for a reason. 

He’d never had any intention of letting me go. He’d even covered his tracks by having my car 

and things delivered to me at the hospital, so I’d have no reason to return. No reason for him to 

be looked at over my future disappearance now that he’d already laid the groundwork. He’d have 

no expectation of my return, so how could he possibly have been the one to disappear me? I even 

left the hospital earlier than my expected release date which was something he wouldn’t – or 

shouldn’t – have known. 

Now that the FBI had officially closed the case. Now that I’d done exactly what I’d promised – 

which was also exactly what he’d needed for me to do – he was there to kill me. 

It was the only logical conclusion. 

He kept saying I couldn’t be glamoured – whatever in the hell that was – but I knew it hurt like 

fuckall when he’d tried. I had no idea why it didn’t work and thought his magic brain pain power 

worked quite well, but I surmised from the few words he’d actually spoken afterward it had 

something to do with altering memories. 

But it wasn’t like I could check the wiki-vamp page online to be sure. 

For the first time I actually feared him. Of course I felt bad for everything that had happened 

between us, but I didn’t think I deserved to die because of it. He’d made it sound like a big deal 

that I knew what he was and I could understand why. I also knew he had no reason to believe 

that I would keep his secret. He couldn’t have known I would just as soon die than betray him 

again. 

But that didn’t mean I wanted to die right now. 

For a brief moment I thought about my Berretta. And then I thought of how it did me no good 

from whatever evidence locker it was currently sitting in at the FBI field office. It too did fuckall 

when I tried to use it on Callaghan anyway. But none of that mattered for one simple fact. 



I’d seen him twist it back into shape like it was plastic bendy straw. I didn’t have a chance in hell 

of stopping him if he wanted to eat me. 

‘Me first!’ Betty chimed up for the first time in days, finally lifting the black veil that had been 

covering her face since our last night together. 

Now’s not the time, Betty! 

‘He’s shirtless! And he’s wet! And shirtless!’ 

I couldn’t really be that fucking whormoronic, could I? Maybe I was already dead? I could’ve hit 

that telephone pole after all. 

One could hope. 

Just to be sure, I threw my car in park and got out. 

I could feel the rain pelting my skin. Check. 

The wind whipped my hair around and plastered it to my cheeks. Check. 

His unemotional stare made my heart race. Check. 

Three checks said I was still alive. Shooting for an even four, I called out, “Eric?” 

If he snapped, ‘Mr. Northman!’ at me then I’d know for sure I wasn’t dead. 

Yet. 

But then my life flashed before my eyes anyway because he was suddenly on me like white on 

rice. I didn’t even have the chance to scream before he picked me up like a ragdoll and hugged 

me hard enough that my ribs creaked in protest. 

“Du är rädd. Det finns inget behov. Jag är här nu,” he murmured against my neck. 

“What?” I squeaked out. 

‘Oh yeah… Say that again big fella…’ Betty purred. 

He jostled me around so that he could inhale the other side of my neck and said, “You are 

frightened. There is no need. I am here now.” 

Uh huh… 



I waited. I wasn’t sure for what. Maybe to see if I’d wake up. But feeling his fangs scrape along 

my neck, followed by the goose bumps shooting up all over my body, told me I was definitely 

awake. 

And Betty could have been mistaken for a hummingbird hyped up on a case of Red Bull. 

“Eric?” I asked again. “What are you doing here?” 

In your killing jeans… 

“You called me,” he answered mid-sniff. 

“No I didn’t,” I weakly protested. 

Weakly, because what he was doing felt really good. 

“I don’t even have a phone anymore.” 

Because you took it back like you took yourself back. Even E.T. was better off than me. At least 

he had some Reese’s Pieces and could phone home. 

“You did,” he argued back distractedly. Distracted by my collarbone. “Your blood called to 

mine. You were sad. I am here now, so you can be happy.” 

Double fucking what? 

I had assumed it must have been his blood that somehow healed me when I woke up without any 

physical evidence of the attack that couldn’t be washed off. It even made sense when I 

remembered looking flawless after our first kiss. But he hadn’t explained anything and I got the 

distinct impression questions weren’t allowed. So how in the hell did my blood Carly Rae Jepsen 

him to me? 

“I don’t understand,” I admitted. 

Any. Fucking. Thing. 

“You smell so good,” he purred and then pulled back enough to look at me. “You are more 

beautiful than I could have hoped for. I have chosen well.” 

“Chosen what?” I asked, confused as all hell. 

As much as I enjoyed being in his arms again, I didn’t know what was going on. 

And if I was honest, I was still more than a little scared of him. 

‘Take off his killing jeans!’ Betty suggested. ‘We’ll both feel better.’ 



The last time I’d seen him he had barely wanted to look at me much less touch me and now he 

was touching me like it had never even happened. 

Did that mean he forgave me? 

But then why was he wearing his killing jeans? 

“You, of course,” he finally replied. 

Of course. 

That cleared up absolutely fucking nothing. 

“Erriiicc…” I whined in frustration. It was late. I was tired. My head hurt like a mother fucker 

from crying so much. And now I was standing in the middle of a hurricane with a cold wet 

vampire acting like I was the sizzle rock to his snake in the grass. 

‘That’s what I’m talking about!’ Betty cheered. 

Shut the fuck up Betty! 

I’d meant if he was going to kill me, I’d much rather have him take a page from Nike and just do 

it! 

“My name…is Eric?” he asked. His eyebrows pitched forward in concentration for a few 

moments like he was deciding whether or not he believed me. 

Going a little overboard on the distrust thing, aren’t we? 

Before I could call him out on it – or maybe call him a dick for doing it – he shrugged and asked, 

“Woman, what is your name?” 

I could only stare at him. Try to see if there was a twinkle in his eye. A spark of amusement. A 

fang with my name on it, waiting for me to be lulled into a false sense of ‘I’ll see tomorrow’ and 

asked, “Is this a joke?” 

If it was, it wasn’t nearly as good as him singing Copacabana. 

“I do not understand,” he said. He stared at me hard like he was the telepath in this pairing before 

shrugging his shoulders again, which only made me lift up and down from being trapped in his 

anaconda arms. Squeezing me like he expected the last dollop of Crest to shoot out of the top of 

my head, he buried his face against my neck again and sighed out, “Names are not important. 

You are mine. As I am yours. That is all that matters.” 

Triple fucking what? 



I still wasn’t sure if he was kidding. But if he wasn’t, I at least knew one thing for sure. 

We had a very distinct difference of opinion on what was important. 

Chapter Twenty – All That I Knew 

EPOV 

“Knock it off Eric.” 

My lover’s annoyed tone did not match the want I could feel emanating from her. She enjoyed 

being in my arms. Being pressed against my body. 

The feeling was mutual. 

Sighing, she disentangled herself from my hold and immediately dislike pulsed through her over 

the distance she put between us. 

That feeling was also mutual. 

Without meeting my gaze she asked, “Why are you acting this way? If it’s a joke, it’s not 

funny.” 

“Am I normally funny?” I asked, still confused over why she would assume my affection for her 

was something to be joked about. 

“Oh…sure…you’re a fricken riot most of the time. Not so much right now,” she mumbled. 

Looking up from whatever had held her interest about her shoes, she asked, “You don’t 

remember your name? Or me?” 

My grouchy lover was tired and still feeling the residual fear from her near accident. But more 

than that, she felt hurt. Overwhelming heartache. When her eyes had moved to stare up at my 

own, equal parts of longing and grief pulsated through every fiber of her being. I wanted to know 

why. And while I abhorred the few inches that now separated us, I could not move closer. I could 

not offer her any words of comfort because staring back at her and hearing her questions brought 

with it a realization. 

I did not know her. 

And yet I did. 

Perhaps not her name, which was odd. Odder still, I did not recognize the name she had 

proclaimed to be mine. But absent any other memories prior to the last few moments, I could not 

refute her claim. A small part of me wanted to panic over the unknown. My survival instincts 

flared with the need to protect myself against the strange and unfamiliar situation I found myself 



in, but it was impossible to act upon. Her close proximity made me feel at peace. Safe. She was 

my home, so I at least had no doubt as to her station in my forgotten life. 

Taking her hand, I placed it over my un-beating heart and replied, “I know you here. You are my 

lover.” 

A statement. Not a question. Akin to saying her eyes were blue because it was an obvious truth. 

She smelled like me. She had had my blood. She felt both desire and affection for me. Her joy at 

seeing me, after saving her from a gruesome end with the branchless tree had made my own 

chest nearly burst with elation. 

Logically, she must be mine. 

“We never made it to the Super Bowl,” she denied regretfully, her words only serving to confuse 

me more, while she took yet another step back. Without waiting for a reply, she asked, “Is this a 

bait and switch? A snuggle and slaughter? A cuddle and kill? I’m tired. I’m soaked. My 

everything hurts. I’m not in the mood to play any games. You wore your killing jeans for a 

reason, so if you’re gonna make me sleep with the fishes, just do it already.” 

She’d ended her tirade with a half-hearted slap to my chest. Instead of a sting, I felt a jolt at her 

touch. Even with her chastising and confusing words, her hand lingered with her fingers lightly 

tracing over my skin. She enjoyed the contact. As did I. So I placed my hand over hers to keep it 

there and asked, “Why would I want to make you sleep with fish? I do not believe they sleep and 

you have no gills to breathe underwater.” Despite her beauty, I did not believe her to be a 

mermaid, but now that she wasn’t pressed directly against me, I caught the faint traces of another 

odor. My nose wrinkled as I looked down at the source. 

My pants. 

“Is that why I smell like fish? Perhaps I went to see you where you normally sleep?” 

Maybe my lover lived on a fishing vessel? The thought brought with it a familiarity that stayed 

just out of the grasp of my consciousness. 

“I don’t smell any fish,” she countered. “And I don’t recall seeing the Gorton’s Fisherman in 

your list of contacts, but is that what that is?” Pointing at the dark red stains on my pants, she 

grimaced and asked, “Fish blood?” 

“It smells like fish, but different.” 

I could not place the scent. 

“It sounds fishy, so not atypical,” was her only response. 



I was brought back into the present when she pulled her hand out from under mine. It came into 

view again just as she tilted my chin up to meet her unwavering gaze. Her eyes stared hard into 

my own and after a long moment she asked, “You really don’t know me?” 

I could feel her disbelief falter, with worry and remorse slowly replacing it. Understandable. 

I would not like for my lover to not remember me either. 

Hoping to appease her worry, regardless of my current altered state, I affirmed, “You are mine.” 

Of that I was sure. 

Her lips quirked to the side as I felt a disturbing amount of denial move through her. Disturbing 

because she did not believe my assertion. Instead of contradicting me, she asked, “You don’t 

know who you are?” 

“I am yours,” I shrugged. 

Of that I was equally sure and it was enough for me to know right now. 

And it was also something she could not contradict. 

Concerned, but exasperated she said, “We’re not pronouns!” 

Confused by her declaration, I repeated my earlier conclusion. “We are lovers.” 

“Fuck me…” she sighed out into the gale force winds. 

Okay. 

I was on her before she could register my movement. Her mouth opened with her shocked gasp 

and it was all the invitation I needed. Having her in my arms. In my mouth. Everything felt right. 

In spite of her surprise. In spite of her denials, she only faltered for a moment before she returned 

my kiss. 

Voraciously. 

The wind and rain seemed to all but disappear because all I knew or cared to know was 

contained within my arms. She was all that mattered. Her need to breathe also mattered, so when 

I felt her lungs burning for oxygen I released her lips from my own. Licking the rain from the 

skin of her neck, I heard her mutter something about a sweetened baby Jesus, but I could detect 

no discernible hunger in her. My hunger however was growing and I lifted her body up my own, 

with her legs automatically wrapping around my waist. Before I could learn any more of the 

mysteries that lied beneath her clothes, she gripped my shoulders in her hands and pushed herself 

back. Her eyes dropped to my fangs and she seemed to shake her thoughts free of the lust that 



had ensnared us both, as she softly smiled and said, “I didn’t mean that literally. Do you know 

you’re a vampire?” 

“Yes. And I know that you smell like sunshine and honey.” Yet another reason why I had chosen 

well. My lover might not be a mermaid, but I had no doubt she was just as mystical. A numinous 

beauty sent to me by Odin himself. The rest of the answers to the questions flitting through my 

mind could wait. Her name. My identity. That could come later. For now all I needed to know 

was in my arms. Leaning forward, I ran my tongue along her beating pulse and entreated, “Feed 

me, lover.” 

Her body shuddered. 

Her pulse quickened. 

My cock throbbed. 

“Nnnoo…not…not here,” she softly stuttered out. 

While I was disappointed by her temporary refusal, I had to agree with it as well. My hunger was 

more for her than the actual need for blood and there were much better places to feed from than 

her neck. 

I intended to visit them all. 

It was with that thought that allowed me to set her down when she released her legs from my 

waist and I followed behind her until she motioned towards the other side of her car and said, 

“Get in.” 

I hadn’t paid attention to anything other than the fact my lover was nearing a gruesome end when 

I first came upon her. Now, however, I could truly see just how much danger she had been in. 

When we were both seated within the small confines, I turned to her and asked, “Are we poor?” 

I did not like the thought I had not been able to provide her with more reliable transportation. 

The vehicle was old and had seen much better days. The tires lacked sufficient tread and it was 

one of the reasons why her car had been hydroplaning her towards her all too early entrance into 

the afterlife. 

How I knew that when I did not know my own name, I did not know. 

“Huh?” she asked, fiddling with knobs that made hot air blow through the small slats in front of 

us and she leaned forward attempting to dry her face and hair. With the doors and windows shut, 

I was immediately engulfed by her sweet scent. “I…uh…get by okay, but you’re a Daddy 

Warbucks. Why?” 

“Huh?” I repeated her earlier sentiment. 



It was unavoidable. Concentration was impossible. Not when all of my thought processes were 

currently being rerouted through my other head. 

Feeling her regret and remorse pulled me back from my lustful thoughts. Enough so that I could 

finally understand her words, making me ask, “Why do you speak as though we are not one?” 

Out of everything, that was what confused me the most. Her continual denials, both spoken and 

unspoken, that we were not one. 

“We’re not.” Her reply was simple, but her emotions were complex. 

It only confused me more. 

“Why?” 

“If you could remember, then you would know,” she huffed out. 

Well that explained everything. 

I could feel the topic only brought her more pain, so I kept my queries to myself for the time 

being. Without another word she shifted the car into drive and pulled back onto the highway. I 

could feel her uncertainty, but feeling my own made me remain silent until she asked, “What do 

you remember? What were you doing before you Superman’d me?” At my continued silence, 

she turned and answered my raised eyebrow, explaining, “Before you swooped down from the 

sky and saved me from surfing into a telephone pole.” 

Oh. 

A simple question and yet one I could not answer. I thought about it long and hard before finally 

saying, “Nothing. No images, at least. I remember feeling a pull…here,” I explained, putting my 

hand over my chest once more. “It led me to you. But there is nothing but darkness until I 

arrived. You are my first memory.” 

“Huh…” 

I agreed with her sentiment. Huh… 

While I was curious as to the circumstances that made me forget, I was more concerned over 

what I could not. 

That we were not. 

One. 

Lovers. 



Together. 

Even without any memories I knew it to be untrue. And yet I felt nothing but conviction with her 

every denial. 

Given she seemed to have no memory loss I had no choice but to defer to her reality of our 

circumstance. 

“Do you have any idea, why?” she asked. I did not understand her meaning, so once again she 

explained, “Why you felt a pull? To me?” 

“You have had my blood,” I replied. 

I was happy she at least did not refute that, but I was still left clueless when she replied, “I have, 

but I don’t know…anything. I know it healed me…” 

“You were injured?” I interrupted. My fangs were still down, but now they pulsed for a different 

reason. 

I would rend the offending creature limb from limb. 

“By another vampire,” she nodded absently. Her eyes only flicked my way hearing my low snarl, 

but she seemed nonplussed by it and only said, “You already killed him, so calm down. Do you 

know what else it does? Me having your blood? Is it like some sort of radar? Or is it more like a 

string between two cans? You said I called you.” 

How had I not explained before now? Now when I had no memory of anything. Was that the 

cause for the hurt I felt within her? 

Had I been duplicitous? 

Thinking over her questions, I found I could only answer what I knew. What I felt to be the truth 

and responded, “I can feel your every emotion. It was your grief that pulled me to you and your 

overwhelming fear that hastened my arrival.” Looking back at her, I waited until her eyes met 

my own and asked, “What causes you to feel such sorrow?” 

My question only managed to bring that lingering emotion back to her forefront, along with a 

healthy dose of desolation, but her only explanation was a soft spoken, “We’ll get to that…later.” 

And just like that, ominousness settled in and became our unwelcome third passenger. 

And so we sat in silence. Her concentrating on the road and me concentrating on her profile. I 

memorized every line. Every curve. Every lash and strand of hair, filling my head with new 

memories to replace the ones I had lost. 

I had a feeling they couldn’t best what was right in front of my eyes anyway. 



Eventually I felt her mood shift. She seemed to force down her emotions to just concentrate on 

wherever it was we were going. I still monitored her every mood. My seat at her side still felt 

miles away from her, but I said nothing and felt when her concentration shifted from uncertainty 

to victorious when we rounded a grove of trees and a large house stood out in the distance. We’d 

long since left the highway and had followed a winding road to reach this place, but I remained 

quiet until she pulled up to stop near the front door. Turning towards me, her smile somewhat 

eased the growing ache I felt with the realization she was not mine, as she said, “I knew I could 

find it.” 

The ‘it’ I assumed was the stately manor before us. 

“Whose house is this?” I asked with trepidation. While I was more than comfortable in her 

presence, I did not relish the thought of adding someone to our fold when I still had so many 

questions left unanswered.  The later she had spoken of. The one I could feel her holding onto as 

a lifeline when she had given her promise of answers, I suspected lay on just the other side of 

that door. 

And I did not want an audience consisting of more than just the two of us when they came. 

“It’s your house,” she replied, still feeling triumphant. Why she felt triumphant, I did not know. 

Yet another answer I hoped to find out. 

But seeing the house. Hearing it was my own brought with it conclusions. 

Some I liked. 

Some I did not. 

I was wealthy. I must be in order to have obtained such a grand home. But seeing it caused me to 

wonder why then had I been so stingy with my means. I could obviously have afforded to have 

replaced her car with something nicer. Something safer. Something more reliable. 

But I obviously had not. 

Had I been just as stingy with my affection towards her? 

Was that why she refused to be mine? 

It left me feeling unsettled. If I had been such a bastard when I had all of my memories, then I 

had no wish to remember that life. I did not want to be that man. The one who held no esteem for 

the woman who now sat at my side. The one who had not treasured her – not shown her – by 

making my true desire known to her. The one who must have treated her so poorly she might not 

even want to be mine. The longing I had felt coming from her, while for me, could have been for 

a version of me who would do right by her. 



And so I vowed that I would. 

Her smile was quickly replaced with uncertainty once more when she looked down at my lap and 

asked, “I don’t suppose you have any keys on you, do you?” 

Drawn back from my own thoughts, my eyes mimicked hers and dropped down, with my hands 

patting my pockets as I affirmed, “No.” My eyes glanced to her key ring as I asked, “Do you not 

have a key to my home?” 

“No,” she quickly denied. “I uh…was only here with you once.” Pain radiated through her, but 

her expression gave nothing away as she said, “Like I said, this is your house. One of many, I’m 

sure, but you mostly stay in your penthouse at your casino. New Orleans is too far away and with 

everything…well…it’s probably not a good idea to go back there right away until we figure out 

what’s wrong with you.” 

You are not mine. That is what is wrong with me. 

It was only her use of the word ‘we’ versus ‘you’ that made me keep my composure. Both her 

words and emotions led me to believe she had no intention of leaving me anytime soon. 

And I had no idea of how I would react if she tried. 

I suspected, not well. 

She was all that I knew. All that I felt. I could tell she was the only being to have my blood 

flowing through her veins, so I resolved I would do whatever was necessary to right whatever 

had been wronged. She obviously cared for me. I could feel that she did and yet she denied being 

anything more. 

All I knew was that she knew me. 

And not in the biblical sense I had hoped for. 

Her explanation only caused more questions to come to mind, but I silently followed her out of 

the car and to the front door. Watching as she attempted to peer through the stained glass 

windows on either side of the entryway before she noticed the lack of a lock above the handle. 

Her only response was a soft, “Hmm…” as she studied the arched wooden door when she locked 

her sights onto the ornately carved wooden square at the center where a large round iron ring 

hung as a doorknocker. Sliding her finger along the wooden borders, I heard it unlatch right as 

she flipped it open and with a happy squeal leaving her lips a moment later, she turned to me and 

said, “You and your James Bond bromance sure comes in handy.” 

Was that why we were not lovers? 

Was I already romantically attached to this James Bond? 



Did we live together in this house? 

I did not believe so. My reaction to seeing her for the first time only reaffirmed the fact I 

preferred a female lover. Her in particular, but I did not have the time to ask because she reached 

down and took my right hand in her own. Pressing my fingertip against the concave sensor 

located underneath the iron knocker, I heard the near silent whir of the machine and felt it prick 

my finger as well before we both heard the click of the door a second later. She pushed it open 

and turned to me, saying with a mixture of joy and sadness, “Welcome home Eric.” 

So she said. 

But it did not begin to feel that way until she too walked in and shut the door behind her. 

We stood there shrouded in silence once more, now even quieter with the storm raging behind 

the door. But there was a storm of emotions raging through both of us as well when I took a step 

forward and slowly pulled her back into my arms. She allowed it, but still I could feel her 

hesitation. 

And I could not ignore it. 

Her hesitance. Her refusal to believe who I knew her to be, despite not yet knowing even her 

name, gnawed away at my very core. 

Perhaps I was now paying a penance. 

Perhaps I had needed to lose my memories in order to bring me to her. 

Perhaps it was my own doing that had precipitated my memory loss, if I had known the outcome 

of my actions. 

Perhaps I was being given a second chance to right however I had wronged her. 

And I would. 

Because I knew. 

This was right. 

Taking the first step of what would likely be many to instill in her how I truly felt, I knew I was 

on the right path when I felt a tiny spark of hope light up within her as I tightened my embrace 

and murmured into her hair, “Now, lover…I am home.” 

Chapter Twenty-One – Clueless 

SPOV 



The whole way there I kept waiting for the punch line. Kept waiting for him to pull the rug out 

from under my feet. Waiting for him to rip me out of the car and tie me to some railroad tracks 

with a train barreling towards me while he twirled his invisible mustache between two fingers 

and let out a dastardly laugh, saying, “Gotcha!” 

But he didn’t. 

And yet he did. 

Instead of being bound to railroad tracks, I was wrapped up in and around a vampire with the 

truth of what happened between us barreling down. The truth of who I was. 

The reigning Miss Louisiana Liar Liar Pants on Fire. 

I knew I should stop myself from hugging him back. But I was too tired and his arms were 

exactly where I wanted to be. I knew it was wrong. If he really had lost his memories then this 

Eric couldn’t be held accountable for his hugs. It wasn’t fair. 

To either one of us. 

But why did he have to be so sweet? 

It wasn’t surprising, really. Affection and attraction were never a problem between the two of us. 

Secrets were. 

So maybe I was dreaming? 

That made more sense than the last hour did. The drugs they’d given me at the hospital made me 

loopy on a good day, but I was afraid to find out. Selfishly I wanted to enjoy it while it lasted 

because I knew one way or the other it wouldn’t. It couldn’t. 

I just wasn’t that lucky. 

His arms felt real. As did the comfort I felt from being in them again. 

‘His third arm feels real too!’ 

Ugh. 

Fucking Betty. 

Figuring I might as well get it over with, I tested my theory in the most scientific way my tired 

mind could conjure. 

He flinched under my fingertips and asked, “Why did you pinch me?” 



“Sorry…just checking,” I apologized. 

Again. 

Before I could get too comfortable – and before I could force myself to blurt out my dissertation 

on how I’d done him wrong yet again – I pushed him away and said, “We need to figure out 

what happened to you.” 

As soon as the words left my lips a thought popped into my head and I went in search of a phone. 

Finding one in a giant great room, I plopped down on a couch and pressed *67 to block the 

number I was calling from before dialing another number from memory. 

“Northman Enterprises,” greeted the familiar voice. “Mr. Northman’s office. This is Jake 

Purifoy. How may I assist you?” 

Mr. Fuckity Fuck?  

Is that you? 

He sounded so polite. Pleasant even. So…normal and since I had already donned my invisible 

lab coat for the night, I decided to conduct another experiment and spoke up, saying, “This is 

Sookie Stackhouse. I’d like to speak to Mr. Northman.” 

“I’m sure you would,” he scoffed. 

Eureka. It was Mr. Fuckity Fuck after all. 

“Where is he?” I pressed, wishing my telepathy worked telephonically as well. 

Instead of Ma Bell, I could be Ma Tell. 

“That is none of your business,” he taunted. “You are no longer employed by Northman 

Enterprises and his whereabouts are on a need to know basis. You don’t need to know.” 

Asshole. 

But my gift had given me insight into a few other things I didn’t need to know either. 

Like Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s penchant for online gambling. 

He was smart enough to not do it from work or home. Instead he kept his growing addiction 

hidden by using the free WiFi at a local coffee shop on his iPad so it couldn’t be traced back to 

him. Gambling of any kind was a huge no-no for employees. It was no wonder considering the 

temptation to be had when working at a casino. 

It would be like putting Maxine Fortenberry in the priest’s seat inside of the confessional. 



God help us all. 

Of course I hadn’t said anything about it before, but now I took great pleasure in taunting back, 

“Pay attention you egotistical piece of shit fuckity fuck. You will tell me exactly where he is 

right now or I will tell him exactly what it is you do when you run out for a cup a Joe. Caffeine 

isn’t your addiction. Playing the ponies is. Now be a good boy Jake and tell me what I want to 

know before I give him a reason to put your iPad up your ass.” 

I had let my eyes close to rest them for a bit while I verbally bashed my arch nemesis. 

Multitasking was my forte, but I felt when the cushion dipped as Eric took a seat beside me. Too 

close, really, considering I tipped into him. 

I stayed there anyway. 

After a long moment of silence, I quietly heard through the receiver, “How…how did you 

know?” 

Remembering his nasty thoughts, I said, “My tits aren’t my only asset.” 

Asshole. 

“They are very nice though.” 

My eyes darted to Eric with me trying to shush his whispered words with nothing more than a 

look. 

It was a wasted effort since he wasn’t looking at my eyes. 

At least some things were still the same. 

Finally, he said, “I don’t know where he is. Earlier this evening he had me clear his schedule for 

the next month and told me he would be back whenever he felt like it. I was only to call him if it 

was a dire emergency. Dire enough that if he deemed it wasn’t an emergency, I would be in dire 

need of medical attention. I don’t care what you know. I’m not calling him for you.” 

He hung up without waiting for a reply and I could almost picture him taking off in search of 

free WiFi to delete his online account. I didn’t care. I had bigger problems to worry about. 

Like the finger I could feel tracing the underside of my breasts. 

“Inappropriate!” I chastised and batted it away, while my body screamed for more. 

At least I had a whole month of potential inappropriateness to enjoy before anyone came looking 

for him. 



“Is it?” he softly asked. Completely unconcerned with what I had just learned from the fuckity 

fuck, he said, “I can feel everything you feel. You desire me. You feel affection for me. And yet 

you feel overwhelming sadness every time you look at me. I am sorry for whatever I have done 

to cause you this pain. To make you refuse to be mine, but I will make amends. I swear it.” 

Hearing where his train of thought had derailed him to, I blurted out, “Eric…no!” 

My reply was automatic, but it only seemed to make him feel worse. 

Just like the reminder that he could feel everything I felt made me feel worse. 

And he was right. I couldn’t look at him for very long without feeling crushed, so I turned 

towards him and tried to find the words. Words I had already spoken once before in this very 

house. It would be so easy to gloss over the particulars now that he couldn’t remember, but I 

wouldn’t – couldn’t – lie to him again. 

I learned my lesson the first time. 

Feeling like a cliché even as the words left my lips, I explained, “It’s not you. You didn’t do 

anything wrong. It’s me. It was my fault.” 

He sat there hanging on my every word. Not that I had said many by that point, but he seemed 

content to just listen, so I explained it all. How we came to meet and why. How our relationship 

had gone from zero to sixty, only for it to come crashing to a halt. 

Because unlike my near miss with the telephone pole, the pileup of lies between us was 

unavoidable. 

I laid it all out. Left nothing out. From the first time I had ever heard his name until I saw him 

again for the first time earlier that night. The sad thing was I was able to summarize our entire 

history into a fifteen minute soliloquy. 

Just like our relationship, it was over in the blink of an eye. 

“I do not understand,” he finally offered when it was apparent I was done talking. 

“Which part?” 

I knew I had been talking fast, but that had been a defense mechanism. 

Rip the scab off quick and get it over with was my new mantra. 

“Why we are not together,” he replied. 

Still feeling the burn, I knew there was a little more of the scab I could pick at, so I bit the bullet 

and clarified, “Eric, I betrayed you. I lied to you. I didn’t tell you my true purpose for taking the 



job as your personal assistant.” Admitting the truth to both of us, I ended with a matter of fact, 

“You hate me for it.” 

It hurt, sure, but I’d already accepted it. Knowing it was all new to him I braced myself for a 

second wave of his wrath and hoped he wouldn’t kick me out. I didn’t want to leave him alone. 

Not when he was so vulnerable. Learning we had at least a few weeks to work with had been a 

godsend, but I had no idea of where he’d planned on going for a month. No idea if anyone else 

would be looking for him, but I knew it wasn’t like him. The FBI had been keeping tabs on him 

for a while and the longest he’d been out of sight was for the two weeks prior to my interview. 

I’d had no reason to ask where he’d been at the time and now he’d have no memory of it. But 

since I was already down, my bitchy brain decided to fill in the blanks and taunt me with my 

brother’s mantra. 

The best way to get over a girl is to get under a new one.  

Fucking Jason… 

I let myself wallow for a good five seconds before I mentally kicked my own ass. Whatever he 

chose to do was none of my business. 

It was my newest mantra. 

My only concern should be with setting him to rights. Somehow. So I pulled on my Sara Sidle 

hat and decided to CSI our way to solving the mystery by going over the evidence. 

He’d lost his memory. 

That’s it. That’s all I had. 

My primetime debut into crime drama officially sucked. 

I had no idea of what ailments vampires were susceptible to. All I had was folklore as my guide 

and while I suspected some of it might be based on truth, what I really needed was a VampMD 

page I could peruse. In humans, I knew something like that normally occurred after suffering a 

trauma. But after watching the bullet hole magically heal in Callaghan’s chest, I suspected his 

memory loss was more likely due to something supernatural and not a bump on his head. 

Or was it? 

Sitting down was only feeding my desire to fall asleep and since I’d already switched channels 

from sappy Lifetime dramas to crime shows, I’d forgotten what we had just been talking about 

when he argued, “I don’t hate you. I lo…mmph” 

My hand had already been on its way to do a cursory check of the back of his head, so it was 

easy to transform my Nurse Nightingale impulse into a proverbial monkey and slap it over his 

mouth instead as I pleaded, “Don’t!” 



Speak any evil. 

His words would leave a fatal wound, I was sure. 

He didn’t argue. He didn’t protest. In fact, he let me play out the third part of our two-man Evil 

monkey act without a peep and if my heart hadn’t lodged in my throat, I may have been able to 

chuckle at the ridiculousness of it. 

As it was, we were already playing hot potato with my heart. 

But it seemed this Eric was just as hell bent on being a consummate winner as the old Eric was. 

My poor ticker had just barely eased down my esophagus when without warning he licked my 

palm. 

But I felt it way lower than that. 

And Betty suddenly belted out the lyrics to ‘Feed me’ while the Audrey II smacked her gums 

looking for fresh meat in the Little Shop of Horrors now open for business in my panties. 

So I snatched my hand back and used both of them to try and muffle the Broadway tune coming 

from my muff. 

“Lover?” he asked after a moment. “Why do you hide yourself from me?” 

Not me. 

I was hiding Betty from him. 

But it was for his own good. 

Couldn’t he hear the lyrics? She was a predator. Just ask Seymour. 

I kept my mouth shut though, afraid the second chorus sounding off from my alien Eric Fly Trap 

would pour through my upper lips too. I was too tired to care that I looked like an idiot. An idiot 

with a raging case of crotch rot considering my hands were clamped down on Betty like she was 

the last box of Twinkies at a stoners’ convention. 

Funnily enough, Eric looked a bit stoned when I watched as he inhaled deeply. Letting his eyes 

close for a moment they opened again and stabbed right through my hands and straight into my 

fly trap, as he hoarsely said, “You desire me. Not only can I feel it. I can smell it.” 

Oh. Mah. Guh! 

“Well that’s just…just…” I wracked my sleepy brain, searching for something other than ‘Nuh 

uh!’ when I hit pay dirt and huffed, “Invasive! And intrusive! And…and…intrusively invasive!” 



Fuck it. I was bushed and being forced to talk about my bush threw me off my game. But that 

didn’t mean precedent over pussy privacy protection wouldn’t be petitioned. 

My former lawyer wannabe persona would never let it go unsaid. 

And because I was fresh out of biohazard suits to put Betty in a bubble, I added a throw pillow to 

the invisible line I’d drawn in the scented sand over her odoriferous self while trying to 

remember if I’d ever tried to sneak a fart past him. 

If I had, sunshine and honey would’ve been the furthest things from his mind. 

He ripped the thought of ripping anything in his presence right out of me by ripping the pillow 

from between my legs. The next thing I knew I was sprawled out underneath him with his body 

planted firmly in its place. 

Just like the good old days. 

Gone was the somewhat timid memory-less Eric, replaced by a more confident replica of him. 

But he wasn’t quite the same as before. 

His swagger had been replaced by sincerity. 

I wasn’t sure how I felt about that. 

“So,” he calmly began, like his zeppelin wasn’t knock knock knockin’ on heaven’s door. “From 

what you have told me, our distance was due in part to your previous misrepresentation. Not 

from anything I have done?” 

“In a nutshell,” I replied breathily. 

Breathily because his nuts were trying to lodge themselves in my shell. 

“Good,” he smiled and then buried his face in my neck. 

Was that a question? A statement? 

Either or the answer was the same. 

Oh yeah it was… 

And I was getting way too comfortable reliving our glory days of last week, so I pushed at his 

shoulders until he finally sat up enough to look at me. I assumed he felt my intention to pull the 

plug on our snuggle reunion because he declared, “I am not upset with you lover. You were in an 

impossible position. I am sure you would have told me the truth eventually.” 

Stupid amnesiac vampire. Why couldn’t it be the Eric with all of his memories telling me that? 



“You might forgive me, but the you with your memories doesn’t,” I smiled sadly. 

“How do you know?” he argued. “I may have very well been on my way to see you when I lost 

my memories. It would explain why I was able to reach you so quickly.” 

Aww…he had pipe dreams too. 

It was nice to know we could still be matchy matchy. 

But the only way I would believe that would be if he had been on his way to disappear me. 

Back when he would’ve known what ‘sleeping with the fishes’ meant. 

“Because,” I volleyed back, “you said it yourself. You can feel my every emotion.” 

Never mind what he could smell. 

Covering my heart in an invisible lead blanket to lessen the danger of the radiation I was about to 

hit myself with by x-raying my insides, I admitted, “That night…seeing how much I hurt you, 

just about killed me. I fell for you hard and fast. And while my reason for being there was a lie, 

my feelings for you were real. You would’ve felt how sorry I was that night. You would’ve felt 

how much I truly cared about you and would’ve known how much it hurt for me to say goodbye. 

A sentiment you didn’t even bother to return. You left me there without a word. You stayed 

away and even had my things packed and sent to the hospital so I wouldn’t have a reason to go 

back to your casino. Eric, you might forgive me, but the real you still hates me.” 

It was a hard truth, but I’d had enough of the lies. 

Even ones to myself. 

“Then I was a fool.” 

His lips were on mine a second later and I was powerless against him. Not that I tried to resist. 

Even with a full night’s sleep and minus a concussion I wouldn’t have the wherewithal to say no 

to his kisses. 

He certainly hadn’t forgotten how. 

So I let myself enjoy it. I told myself it was okay and I could just consider this the kiss goodbye 

I’d been shortchanged from having before. It lasted longer than it should have. And I let it until I 

knew we were in danger of me letting his pipe make my dreams come true, so I forced myself to 

push him away yet again and said, “I’ll stay. I’ll help you figure out what happened to make you 

lose your memories, but this – you and me – we can’t. I would feel like I was betraying you all 

over again. The real you wouldn’t want this.” 

Me. 



“If it means I will not have you, then I do not want my memories to return.” 

Even without the benefit of being able to read his mind or feel his emotions, I knew he was 

speaking from the heart. My eyes darted around looking for John Quinones, feeling like I was on 

an episode of Dateline’s ‘What would you do?’ Hidden cameras were probably zeroed in on me 

while a pile of Eric Northman was laid right at my feet with no one else around. I could pick him 

up and keep him. Keep someone I had no right to and hadn’t earned. Or I could do the right thing 

and return him back to himself. 

‘Keep him!’ Betty pleaded. 

But I ignored her. 

Her ass needed to be on the lookout for Chris Hansen because she would be primetime gold on 

‘To catch a predator’. 

Seeing Eric was still waiting on me to say something, I smiled and conceded, “I can’t take your 

life away from you Eric. You worked very hard to get to where you’re at and there are a lot of 

people who depend on you for their livelihoods. It wouldn’t be fair to them or you for me to keep 

you.” He opened his mouth to argue, so I held up my hand to stop him and added, “But, maybe 

when you get your memories back, me helping you now might help you to change your mind 

about me then.” 

And despite my will not to, hope flared inside of me once again. 

“I feel that,” he reminded me. His soft smile and sultry eyes made something else flare inside of 

me. 

So I pushed him off knowing he could feel that too. 

Figuring we should get down to business knowing sunrise couldn’t be that far off, I asked, “What 

do you know about being a vampire? You didn’t tell me anything before, but I know you never 

came out during the daytime.” 

He sat there with a look I couldn’t quite decipher, but he eventually said, “Sunlight would burn 

me. I would need to seek shelter before daybreak. Sunrise is less than two hours away.” 

It reminded me of old Sheriff Dearborn back home. He always knew when it was going to rain 

because of the dull ache in his knees. 

It made me snicker inside over the thought of Eric being Sheriff. 

“Alright then,” I said as I stood up. He was still looking at me like I was a juicy steak and while I 

wasn’t frightened of him, I knew it wouldn’t take much for me douse myself in some A1 steak 

sauce and say, ‘Come and get it.’ 



According to him he could already smell the A1 coating my panties. 

I hadn’t noticed much the only other time I had been in his home, but I knew we’d come out of 

his underground lair and ended up in the library. 

Sans Colonel Mustard or a candlestick. 

And we were still just as clueless. 

I led the way there with him right behind me until I came to a stop at a large bookcase and asked, 

“Does any of it look familiar?” 

“No.” 

Pointing to the rows of books in front of us, I said, “Well this wall is where we came out of, so I 

assume there’s a hidden way to get in. Put your super sniffer to work and see what smells like 

you the most. Wherever you touched must be hooked up to the latch. I’ll go check out the other 

rooms to look for one without windows in case you can’t find it before sunrise.” 

Feeling like I had a purpose again was good, but I had to force my feet to walk away before I 

ended up collapsing where I stood. With my adrenaline gone, the long night was catching up 

with me and I knew it was only a matter of time before I would pass out. I was the walking dead 

as it was. 

Shit…were zombies real too? 

I quickly decided I didn’t want to know because I’d never sleep again. 

The house was huge, but I already knew that from the outside alone. It met both the fancy and 

schmancy tick marks and many a cow had met their demise in his quest for well-appointed 

conversational chairs. I had no idea of how long he’d owned it, but the quick cursory glances 

made me believe it couldn’t have been for very long. The house didn’t look lived in at all and 

instead was more like a showcase model for a cookie cutter development of McMansions that 

would never be built. Thankfully the closets were just as huge, so at least he could take shelter in 

one of them if we couldn’t figure out how to get in to his man cave below. 

Knowing I would likely be staying there for a while too, instead of returning to the library I 

headed outside to get some of my things from my car, after a quick check of the lawn told me 

there weren’t any zombies waiting to eat my brain. 

It was probably just as rank as Betty anyway. 

A shower sounded good and I wanted fresh clothes to go along with it, but my weary body got 

another kick start when I turned from the trunk with an armful of bags and ran right into a naked 

chest I wouldn’t soon forget. 



“Eric!” I yelled. “You scared the shit out of me!” 

I felt my skin redden and turn hot watching him inhale deeply just as he said, “No I did not.” 

Stupid stealthy literal vampire bloodhound! 

But it reminded me just how much I didn’t know about him and my brain mouth filter was shut 

down for the foreseeable future, so my mouth asked, “Do vampires shit?” 

“No,” he grinned. 

Lucky. That would doubly suck with a super sniffer. 

It also told me I’d likely have to go shopping soon. I doubted he had toilet paper. 

Instead of getting caught up in all of the things he would be able to smell, I shoved my armful 

into his arms and grabbed another load before leading him back into the house. But I stopped 

short when I heard him say, “I am sorry I frightened you. I thought you were leaving.” 

“Why would you think that?” I asked. “I told you I would stay until you’re better.” 

“I do not deserve your kindness. Not after the way you said I had treated you.” 

The storm had yet to die down so I made my feet move again, but he looked so sad that by the 

time we reached the foyer I dropped my stuff just inside of the door and hugged him, saying, 

“Honestly, I think I deserved the way you treated me, but if it makes you feel any better, I 

forgive you.” 

And maybe when he could remember again, he would forgive me too. 

“I do not like feeling your sadness,” he whispered. His arms hugged me tighter with his voice 

taking on a hardened edge as he said, “You will stop.” 

“You’re not the boss of me,” I teased. “You fired me, remember?” 

Pulling back, he looked down at me and deadpanned, “No.” 

And just like that I wasn’t sad anymore. 

I chuckled and pushed him away, saying, “Feel free to call Fuckity Fuck to verify my claim, but 

for now I need a shower and so do you.” I didn’t smell any fish on him, but he was dirty. 

And not in the way I had come to expect from him. 

Seeing the hopeful look in his eyes, I quickly clarified, “Alone. We each need to take a shower, 

alone.” 



Visions of colliding hips swam before my eyes, so I shook them free and asked, “Did you figure 

out how to get into your bat cave?” 

His eyebrows furrowed as he said, “Yes, but there were no bats.” 

I was already missing our playful banter. This Eric couldn’t serenade me with Copacabana, but 

every now and again I got glimpses of the man behind the amnesia. He was nearly as handsy as 

his former self and his sense of humor was still there. 

Or maybe I just found his literalness amusing. 

Deciding to dangle some bait at He Who Says He Smells Like Fish, I asked completely stone 

faced, “What about zombies?” 

“Just one,” he replied without missing a beat and just as seriously. “Sadly, his jaw has dislodged 

with decay and he can no longer speak. He either attempted to convey his name in sign language 

or he takes great umbrage with my mother, but it was difficult to tell which when his digits fell 

off one by one. Is he the James Bond I have the bromance with you spoke of?” 

Oh…Mah…Guh… 

His lips curved into a small smile and mine followed suit. Because despite whatever fuckery was 

afoot, it felt like I’d just gotten a piece of him back. 

He smiled wider hearing my giggle and scooped up all of my bags as I followed him back into 

the library. The bookcase was swung open, with the hidden stairs I remembered leading down 

into the underground section of the house now in view. It must have cost a small fortune 

considering how high the water table was in Louisiana, but it would have been rude to ask 

whether he could remember or not, so I didn’t say anything and just followed him. 

The room I had been in was near the entryway into the underground space, so I hadn’t seen much 

more than the stairs the first time I had been there. He stopped at the doorway to what had been 

‘my room’ and looked down at me sadly, saying, “It reeks of your blood. You were gravely 

injured.” 

“And you healed me,” I reminded him, not dwelling on it. Instead I pulled my bags from his 

arms and dropped them on the floor before pushing past him and continuing on down the 

hallway that opened up into a giant living area. This space looked lived in, unlike the upstairs, 

and I let my eyes travel over everything. 

“Does anything feel familiar?” I asked as I slowly walked around the room. 

I probably could’ve sprinted and gotten just as far. 

Because I was suddenly engulfed by six and a half feet of vampire. 



“You.” 

My eyes noted the medieval looking swords hanging on one wall and I wondered if he had a 

chastity belt in his collection. 

I had a feeling I was going to need it. 

Struggling to find something to say that had nothing to do with anything either one of us were 

feeling – or smelling – I asked, “How long until sunrise?” 

“Sixty-seven minutes,” answered the giant Rainman at my back. 

It made me wonder if Judge Wapner was still alive. 

His mouth was skimming along my neck and since it felt like my brain had enough thinking for 

one night, I didn’t try to stop my head from tilting to give him better access. 

Because I was an exhausted glutton for punishment. 

And in keeping with that theme and remembering his earlier request, I asked, “Are you hungry?” 

It hadn’t physically hurt the one and only time he had bit me. Emotionally, it hurt like a mother 

fucker, but current circumstances were different now. 

And our current circumstances meant I would have to keep on my toes lest I end up on my back 

underneath him. 

Or pinned against a wall. 

“I should not,” he argued. “I do not deserve you.” 

“Well it’s not like you can run to the nearest Jack In the Box to get a blood to go.” 

‘But we can have an Eric in our box!’ 

I shouldn’t have been surprised at who was still wide awake. 

Since he could feel me, maybe they could just talk amongst themselves while I took a nap. 

Betty was all for that idea and started playing a lullaby to knock my ass out. 

Eric wasn’t privy to our silent slumber party and asked, “Are you sure?” 

That Betty wants to have a slumber party with you? 

Absolutely. 



Maybe he felt my silent agreement because his fangs made another pass over my neck and I 

shivered from the sensation, but my brain was still functioning on some level because I asked, 

“You’ll uh…be able to stop, right?” 

I’d seen the medical examiners’ reports and knew bodies could be drained. 

I just didn’t want to be one of them. 

I heard another ‘snick’ just before he spun me around so I could see his fangs had disappeared 

while he declared, “I would never hurt you.” 

But you already have. 

Self-inflicted emotional warfare was a bitch and I knew it was unfair the moment the thought 

flitted through my mind. But his annoying Sookie-dar must have felt it anyway because he let go 

of me and took a step back saying, “You do not believe me.” 

“Stop that,” I ordered and took a step forward. “I’m just tired. It’s been a long night, but I know 

you won’t hurt me.” Taking his hand in mine, I attempted to pull him towards a couch as I said, 

“If you were going to drain me, you would have done it by now.” 

But it did me no good. My words or my pulling. He didn’t budge. 

Stupid stubborn sturdy vampire! 

My ire rose up along with my voice as I snarled, “Eric! You sit your ass down on that couch 

right now and bite me!” 

“No,” he sulked and crossed his arms over his chest. 

Seriously? 

I couldn’t force him, but I could use emotional warfare against him. Crossing my own arms 

across my chest, pushing the girls up more than necessary, I glared back at him and said, “You 

nearly refused the only other time you bit me too. Am I that repulsive to you?” 

Snick. 

I bit back my grin over hearing the sound. Angry. Turned on. I didn’t care about the cause for 

them to snap down. 

Pumpkin time was less than sixty-seven minutes away and I already learned I couldn’t rely on 

my fairy godmother to help a girl out. 

I’d never get his heavy ass into bed all by myself. 



He still hadn’t moved a muscle. Well, one muscle of his was moving in my peripheral vision, but 

I refused to let my eyes trail down his body to acknowledge it. 

Sixty-seven minutes was more than enough time for me to get acquainted with his magic wand. 

So, like any tired and bitchy woman worth her salt, I planted my feet and pushed him. I heaved 

and I hoed. I cursed and I begged. His pout slowly turned into amusement, but eventually he 

caved and let me push him down on the couch. I took a seat next to him and tilted my head, but 

all he did was stare. 

Or more like goad. 

Refusing to lose, while ignoring the irony that I was forcing a vampire to feed on me, I took a 

page from the Eric Northman of yesterweek and straddled his lap. I knew, among other things, 

feeding on me had turned on Callaghan and I suspected the same would be true of Eric. I told 

myself I wasn’t betraying YesterEric by teasing Current Eric’s body. 

Not really. 

A vamp had to eat, right? 

And if Betty happened to agree with the extreme measures I took, then at least maybe she would 

shut the hell up and let me get some sleep soon. 

I took his hands and placed each one on my ass. Moving him like a toy as I toyed with his body. 

Shaking not quite hands with his third arm, I looked into his eyes and whispered, “Bite me.” 

His look of amusement had faded away by then and was replaced by hunger. 

And I had a feeling he wasn’t just hungry for blood. 

After all, I could feel ‘it’ poking around my pumpkin patch. 

“Make me,” he dared. 

Betty immediately picked up what he was putting down and forced my hips to do a figure eight 

over his Erink, covering us both when she came to a stop with the spray of not quite ice. 

It was wet though. 

But not cold. Not cold at all. 

Maybe it was my exhaustion. 

Maybe it was gravity. 



Maybe it was because I had all of the willpower of an Augustus Gloop and the river of chocolate 

was just too tempting, but my Wonka wanted his Willy. 

Just like my world from the moment we had met, my body tilted. Leaning forward, my lips took 

his own. And as soon as I sliced my tongue on his teeth, the whole world seemed to fall away. 

I could only hope a passing double-O zombie or Oompa Loompa would be able to pull me back 

before I gladly let myself drown in him. 

Chapter Twenty-Two – Feel That 

EPOV 

As soon as her blood hit my tongue I locked down every urge I had to drain her dry. I was sure. 

Memories or no. 

Nothing would or ever could compare to her taste. 

Just like nothing could compare to having her in my arms. 

But feeling her overwhelming exhaustion as well, I merely let her take whatever it was she 

wanted or needed from me. While I both wanted and needed her, I had already decided I would 

not be feeding on her tonight. Her body was still weak from her ordeal. Weakened even more by 

her long day and night. 

I would not weaken her further by taking her blood. 

Nor would I take advantage of her when fatigue made her so pliable. 

And wantonly agreeable. 

Hopefully I would be rewarded later on for my chivalry with her wantonly pliable and agreeable 

underneath me. 

I knew she had meant it when she said nothing intimate could happen between us. I also knew 

her desire for me rivaled my own for her. So I knew it would not take much prodding from me to 

get her to succumb to both of our wishes. 

But as she had claimed it would be a betrayal of sorts towards me to do so, I too felt I would be 

betraying her wishes if I pushed. 

And so I would wait. 

For now, at least. 



However once she was well rested all bets were off. I would do everything in my power to 

convince her to be mine. But I would never take what wasn’t freely given. It would be her choice 

to be with me as I was now. I wouldn’t take that away from either one of us, so I had no choice 

but to allow her to come to me on her own. To see that both the Eric she knew and the one in 

front of her were one and the same. And that we both wanted her in any and every way. 

I didn’t need my memories to know that to be the truth. 

Her hands had long since fisted into my hair, but feeling her weariness slowly overtaking her 

libido I eventually took charge of our kiss. 

Gradually. 

Deliberately. 

Gently. 

I calmed our mouths and our bodies bit by bit. Her handhold and heart rate calmed with it. She 

didn’t fight against me. She didn’t have the strength to. Her lips and mood were both sluggish by 

the end when all that was left connecting us from the neck up were one set of lips pressed against 

the other’s. 

Simply. 

Sweetly. 

Perfectly. 

Were it not for the pull of the impending sunrise I would have gladly remained that way. Her soft 

breaths expelled from her lungs and swept across my face, marking me even more as hers with 

not just her scent, but the sensation of breathing new life into me with them. Instead of breaking 

our connection completely, with my forehead still tipped against hers to hold it in place, I pulled 

only my lips away and smirked at her fish pouted mouth still slowly moving against the ghost of 

mine. Her eyes were closed and her breathing even, so I guessed her to be asleep. Not wanting to 

wake her, but wanting to be sure, I whispered, “Lover, are you sleeping?” 

“Mmm…pa…” 

Her moaned response was titillating. If not puzzling. 

Her unconscious and unrestrained crusade to make me cum in my pants was just cruel. 

I enjoyed every second of it. 

Tilting my head slowly allowed hers to drift down the side of my face and her head came to rest 

in the crook of my shoulder. My scarcely ascended fangs made an immediate reappearance when 



her lips parted against my neck and her tongue robbed me of my sanity with a simple swipe 

against my skin. 

Yes, my languorous lover was cruel indeed. 

Forcing my fangs back into my gums, I hugged her body to my own and carried her to bed. 

Our bed. 

I cared nothing for where she had dropped her bags. If she made an issue of it later, I would 

merely wait for her to fall asleep and drop down beside them if that’s what it took to remain 

beside her. She had already proven she could not move me unless I went willingly. It had been 

an amusing exercise. 

Amusing because she didn’t seem to know she merely had to walk away and I would 

undoubtedly follow. Proven when my sudden appearance by her car startled her. 

Thankfully, not in the way she had claimed. 

She would definitely need a shower then. 

Now however, she still smelled like everything that had brought me comfort in our first 

connection. Not wanting to disturb her further by breaking our current connection, I used the 

ability that came as naturally to me as walking to lift us into the air and set us down in the middle 

of the bed. Her only movement was to shift her body further into mine and with sunrise still a 

few minutes away, I replayed some of the events of the night while I waited for death to take me. 

There were many to choose from. She’d told me countless items I could spend hours pondering. 

Many questions still lingered for which we still had no answers. But even with the benefit of my 

blood in her veins, I still found it unimaginable she would want to help me in any way. My 

actions must have wounded her far more than her own omission could have harmed me. And yet 

she forgave me. She felt nothing but sincerity in her offer to help me regain my memories. 

Memories I didn’t care to recover if it meant I would no longer have her. But my mind settled on 

the one proclamation that bothered me the most. Bothered me because I knew it could not be 

true. 

That I could possibly hate her. 

Impossible. 

She believed that to be true. I couldn’t refute her testimonial with my own take on what had 

transpired between us, but I knew. Deep down. 

She was wrong. 

Considerable wealth. Lifetime upon lifetime of memories. None of it would be worth anything 

without having her. 



My first memory was the pull. Now that I’d had time to process my own feelings separate from 

hers, I knew it had nothing to do with feeling her fear. Nothing to do with feeling her sadness. 

While feeling either of those emotions from her would make me move mountains to reach her, I 

knew now it wasn’t the reason why I had gone to her. Why I had known immediately that she 

was mine. 

It had all been me. 

It had been the ache of an almost unbearable weight in my chest that did not dissipate until I laid 

eyes on her. Without even knowing her name, just seeing her made it all go away. 

Because I knew I was hers. I knew with her I was home. 

I could not have possibly felt hate towards her. Hurt, perhaps, but not hate. 

It had not taken long for me to find the hidden latch to gain access to the underground level. My 

ingenious lover’s suggestion made it a simple discovery. Behind a false book lay another 

concave pad, identical to the one on the front door. Mimicking my earlier actions mimicked its 

earlier reaction, allowing the lock to disengage, but it was the scent that accompanied the door 

swinging open that had led my feet down the stairs. 

Blood. 

It could be no one but my lover’s. 

It was a much more pungent form of the naturally sweet aroma that exuded from her skin. Only 

the traces of our two scents could be found in the house. I had taken comfort in that fact as soon 

as we walked through the front door and the evidence of our previous presence only got stronger 

the farther I ventured downstairs. 

I was certain no one but the two of us had been in the home. 

I followed the trail to the very first room I came upon. In it was a simple bed. But it painted a not 

so simple picture. 

Dried smears of her blood coated the bedding. Staining the linen like I could feel the pain she 

suffered that night still stained her heart. It was a corroboration of the events she had listed. Her 

face emotionless while her heart squeezed as she itemized each and every violation she’d 

suffered with all of the passion of reciting a shopping list. 

The bloody bedding was a visual verification I could have done without. 

From everything she had relayed to me her only memories of being in my home were fraught 

with sadness and despair. It angered me. That she had been injured. That she could not find 

solace in my home. In my presence. In my arms when she had needed it the most. So without 



thought I ripped the covers from the bed like I wished I could rip the memory of them from her 

mind. 

I didn’t want to see. I didn’t want to remember. 

I didn’t want her to see or remember. 

I didn’t want her to have to face the reminder of our last night together or reflect on how it had 

come to its appalling end. As far as I was concerned, we were given a chance to start anew. 

And I was taking it. 

I quickly located a fresh set of linens and went about remaking the bed. A process I apparently 

hadn’t forgotten, but in doing so it made me question how I came to lose some memories and not 

others. Considering who I had ended up with only further convinced me the theory my memory 

loss could very well have been my own doing was true. 

Why else would I have had the fuckity fuck clear my schedule for a month if not to spend it 

convincing her to be mine? 

Was I inadvertently lying to her once again? 

Making myself vulnerable. Putting myself at her mercy. Using her kind heart in order to grant 

me forgiveness for something I had no right to be forgiven for? 

I didn’t want to know or remember the answer to that either. 

I’d felt her shock at learning that detail. Taking that amount of time away from my work must be 

unusual. I’d felt guilt, determination, and jealousy in her in the moments immediately afterward, 

but I surmised my actions had been unexpected. 

But I didn’t care. For my job, my businesses, or my previous life. She was more determined than 

me to return me to my normal state, but I would happily spend the rest of our days just learning 

all there was to know about her. 

And I had at least one month to convince her to agree. 

I had just finished making the bed when I heard the sound of the front door opening. With it I felt 

her moving farther away. And like the storm blowing by outside, I blew out of the door after her 

afraid she was leaving. 

As I had apparently left her. 

Without a word. 



I wouldn’t blame her for doing so. I would follow her, but I would not blame her. Instead I found 

her gathering her things to bring into my home. 

Our home. 

Her sadness had lessened with every moment we’d spent together, but remnants of it still 

lingered. She was still unsure. 

Of me. 

The old me. 

While I had no doubts my lover would wear nearly anything well, melancholy wasn’t one of 

them. She emoted so greatly it would be a crime for her to feel anything but joy. Happiness. 

Pleasure and ecstasy. 

Fuck my memories. That was my only mission now. 

To make my lover happy. 

Many things she said still gave me pause. Frustrated me on some level because I knew I should 

understand the cause when feeling her amusement or sarcasm accompanying her words. 

Like bats in caves. 

She thought that comical. 

I thought it unsanitary. 

But hearing her ask about zombies and feeling her playful mood despite her serious face brought 

with it not a memory, but a knowing. Tidbits of knowledge still stored somewhere in my mind 

sprang up unbidden that had not been removed. 

Only hidden. 

It was what had given me the ability to parlay her question into the joke that earned me her first 

true lighthearted laugh of the night. 

And she’d felt not a smidgeon of sadness. 

Fictional zombies weren’t the only things I recalled and as the sun rose and took my 

consciousness with it, I snuggled against my lover’s side wondering if she knew werewolves and 

the like were real as well. But it made no difference, really. 

All I wanted was all I knew. All I cared about was tucked safely in my arms at my side. 



Right where she belonged. 

I rose as I had died. 

In bed with my lover. 

Not only was there the telltale warmth of her body pressed against my side, but I could see her. 

In the mirror she held suspended above our two heads, sharing the same pillow. 

I happily surmised she had no issue with sharing a bed. 

“I see you,” she smiled before letting her hand drop down and adding, “That’s one vampire myth 

busted.” 

I had no idea what she was talking about, but my own hand reached out and held her in place as I 

rolled over to keep her there. 

I was hungry for everything Sookie. 

I had yet to try it out on my tongue. Her name was just as foreign to me as my own. But I’d made 

note of it when she identified herself to the fuckity fuck who answered my phones when he 

wasn’t placing bets on ponies. To me, however, she was and would remain my lover. 

Unable to stop myself from acknowledging her as such, I asked, “How was your day, lover?” 

while denying my fangs’ want to snap down and sink into her flesh. She was more than just a 

meal. First she would be cherished. Then, if I was lucky, she would agree to nourish me. 

And I couldn’t help but smile when she didn’t protest the moniker I continued to bestow upon 

her. 

“Enlightening,” she said coyly and arched her body into my own. 

She truly made it difficult to remain chivalrous, but for her I would do it. 

Somehow. 

“Enlighten me,” I whispered into her ear and watched the goose bumps rise up on her skin in 

conjunction with the feather light kisses I rained down on her neck. 

Everything about her was exquisite. 

She shimmied an arm and then a leg underneath my body, so she could wrap all four around me 

and test my willpower to not fuck her through our clothes. Especially when she gripped me 

tightly only to release me just as quickly, leaving behind a stinging smack on my ass as she 

admonished, “Lethargic my ass!” 



My arms had looped under hers with my hands gripping her shoulders from behind. Holding her 

in place my hips thrust into hers as my fangs thrust through my gums, while I promised in a 

heated voice, “Lover, I assure you. My ass is feeling anything but lethargic right now.” 

She was wide awake now. 

Well rested. 

All bets were officially off. 

“Fuuck…I’ll say,” she agreed and matched my thrust with one of her own. 

My lips missed hers, so I rectified that problem by placing mine over her own, informing her, 

“That’s all it will take. You say and I’ll fuck.” 

I’d felt her resolve to stop our romp had already been building, but my lips took hers before she 

could protest. And my crude words had her feeling something else as well. 

I felt it just as much. 

I also felt confident in the fact her clit and my cock were in a dead heat for who wanted out of 

our respective pants the most. 

Her hands reacquainted themselves with my hair while my own got reacquainted with her ass 

and for a while we each took turns slowly killing each other’s resolve. 

Hers to remain true to her plan to not betray me…with me. 

And mine to willingly go along with her ridiculous ideals until I could convince her otherwise. 

Perhaps I could convince her to fuck me normal? 

The idea had merit and deserved serious consideration. Especially when we rolled over and she 

ended up on top of me, pulling back to breathe and allowing me to see the feral look in her eyes. 

I didn’t need a mirror to know we were identical in that respect as well. 

While she caught her breath, she took my hand and placed it over her heart. I rejoiced while it 

thumped wildly in her chest and in my ears and under my palm. 

My other hand moved of its own accord towards her clit to see if it thumped there as well. 

Slowly. 

Giving her ample time to bat it away. 



Which she did. 

“Feel that?” she asked. 

I assumed she spoke of her heart, so I nodded and thrust my hips up into hers, parroting, “Feel 

that?” 

Her eyes rolled to the back of her head, so I waited for their return and her corresponding nod. 

Poking just below where her belly button was hidden away with my finger, I asked, “Do you 

want to feel it in there? You’ll enjoy it a lot more. We both will.” 

I already knew she would deny me. Deny herself. But it was in the way her cheeks flushed and 

her inability to look anything but wantonly amused that made it worth it. Her eyes positively 

sparkled as she declared, “I’m asserting my constitutional right to a Mulligan. An unauthorized 

conversation conversion took place.” 

My hand had strayed a bit lower than her heart to cup one of her many assets, so her eyebrow 

rose up while she stared down at me and returned it to its previous spot as she repeated, “Feel 

that?” 

“If you are referring to your heartbeat, I’ll have you know I could feel that,” and let my eyes fall 

to where our hips were still joined, adding, “in there.” 

“Keep it up and you’ll never feel that there,” she grinned. 

It went unsaid, but we both knew it to be a lie. And I doubted she even realized she spoke as 

though it was going to happen. 

Because it was going to happen. 

Possibly in the next few minutes. 

At least her subconscious knew it was inevitable. 

“It is up,” I smirked. I found joking with her to be easier now. Especially with the incentive of 

getting her worked up, so I reached for the button on my pants and asked, “Would you like to see 

for yourself?” 

A flurry of hands slapped at my own as she burst out laughing, with the top half of her body 

falling to the side as she cackled, “You might not remember, but you’re just as entertainingly 

perverted as I remember. You should look into getting your own TV gig. You could star in your 

own soap opera. You’ve already got the amnesia thing going which is huge on Gran’s stories and 

you’re way prettier than any actor I’ve ever seen. Instead of ‘The Young and the Restless’ you 

could call it ‘The Immortal and Immoral!’ Oooh! And if you put it on HBO there’s a whole slew 

of wicked ways you can show what really goes bump in the night.” 



Her eyebrows waggled at me from where her head was resting on its side with her ear pressed 

against my arm. Even snorting giggle fits were sexy when coming from her. 

Her heart sang. 

Her spirit soared to new heights. 

I felt every bit of it and consumed it like a drug. 

I might not have been able to remember any part of my previous life. 

And she might not have been ready to hear the truth of how I felt. 

But I knew. 

Without a doubt. 

In that moment. 

I loved her. 

Chapter Twenty-Three – A Low Blow 

SPOV 

God help me. The man may have lost his memories, but his ability to scramble my thoughts and 

leave a huge mess in my panties still worked like a well-oiled machine. 

‘Good idea! Let’s find some baby oil and see how well he can impersonate a jackhammer!’ 

At least Betty was still able to focus. 

“What?” I finally asked when all he did was stare back at me. I was still trying to gather my 

thoughts from all points north of my waist and couldn’t decipher his expression. Like my 

Beretta, my telepathy was worth fuckall against him and he had a look on his face I’d never seen 

him wear before. One that was potentially dangerous. 

To my willpower. 

It made me wonder if his Sookie sensor extended to telepathy as well because he flipped me over 

so I was underneath him again. Suddenly I was in the starring role in a B horror flick as the ditzy 

blond co-ed being held down by the big bad vampire with something a lot more titillating than 

my life flashing before my eyes. 

Because I was now the victim of a dick’em stick-em up. 



The rest of me froze while Betty flailed around like an epileptic on a Tilt-A-Whirl. As soon as 

the ride was over she planned on getting the full carnival experience by opening her mouth and 

staring down the barrel of his cum gun, daring him to pop her balloon before her buzzer sounded. 

“Wha…what are you doing?” I managed to ask while our mouths were still empty. 

I also may have shifted my hips, checking to see if the safety was engaged. 

I was a professional like that. 

“You are…happy,” he offered with a smile. 

Not as happy as Betty. 

My hoohah was a sideshow freak. 

‘For my next act I’m gonna swallow his sword!’ 

Not if I get to it first. 

Wait. 

What? 

I seriously couldn’t think straight. Not when he was so close. And half dressed. So I closed my 

eyes and tried to regain some semblance of sanity, lassoing my scatter-Betty-brained thoughts, 

and doing my best to remember why we were still dressed. Why fucking from here to kingdom 

cum was such a bad idea. When I couldn’t find the answers to those questions, I concentrated on 

his last words and decided to start there, so I agreed, “I am happy.” 

Now that he was awake. 

Finally. 

When I first woke up and found myself wrapped up in an Eric blanket, I didn’t mind so much. 

What I did mind very much was when I realized he wasn’t moving. 

At all. 

He didn’t twitch. Or breathe. Not even his baton that orchestrated Broadway show tunes from 

my music box showed any signs of life. 

I hadn’t spent much time with him since I’d come to know what he was. I didn’t know if it was 

normal for him to play possum so believably during the day. I knew his skin was cooler than 

mine, but I hadn’t noticed if he normally breathed beyond his intrusive sniffing of Betty. 



So I’d poked him. I pushed and I prodded. When that didn’t work I flipped his heavy ass onto his 

back and slapped his face like his wandering hands dictated I should’ve done many times before 

then. 

Nothing. 

With my Rainman down for the count and unable to tell me how many minutes until Wapner, I 

had no idea what time it was. How long I had been out. 

How long he had been… 

My ear slammed down onto his chest listening for signs of life. I could hardly hear anything 

except for the sound of my own blood pounding through my ears, but when I forced myself to 

listen beyond that I got zilch. Not a tick or a tock. 

Not even a boom boom pow from Betty with her never ending gotta get-get gotta get-get his 

black eyed peen. 

His heart wasn’t beating and mine had gone into overdrive thumping enough for the two of us 

just thinking he could be dead. Being half-awake and fully panic stricken I started CPR. By the 

time it had lasted long enough to cover us both in my sweat and it hadn’t made a lick of 

difference, another thought occurred to me. I must have fallen asleep before he’d been able to 

feed. I didn’t know how long vampires could survive without eating, but remembering what he’d 

said about Callaghan’s remains I hoped I still had time. He hadn’t turned to ash and gone with 

the wind just yet, so I ran out of the room and grabbed one of his daggers. Running back, I 

pounced on him about to cut my wrist open like that Native American woman in the Twilight 

books when something else dawned on me. 

Those books were stupid and so was I. 

He’d told me he was lethargic during the daytime. So was lethargic a code word for dead? 

If so, understatement much? 

My near coronary had me turning into the world’s first vampire coroner. My fingers peeled back 

his eyelids and saw the clear blue orbs hadn’t clouded. I moved his limbs like my own personal 

Gumby checking for signs of rigor. He was just as bendy in my hands as my Beretta had been in 

his, so I forced myself to calm down. 

And wait. 

I waited for a good long while too, picking up his deadened limbs and moving them to and fro 

looking for signs of stiffening. I was worried enough even Betty hadn’t had nary a thought of 

anything else of his stiffening, so when I finally convinced myself he’d more than likely be okay 

I went and took my much needed shower. 



But not before I took his hand and made him give himself the finger for leaving me in the dark 

about his daytime death. 

Jerk. 

He jerked me back to the present by putting his hand back over my heart and asking, “What is it 

you wanted to tell me about your heart, lover?” 

As if that wasn’t a loaded question. Instead of getting all Nicholas Sparks on him, I only 

admitted, “That you should’ve told me your ticker doesn’t tick. You scared me half to death.” 

Also an understatement. We were quickly becoming the king and queen of them. 

But it was going through my earlier panic attack that made me decide to just go with the flow. 

Thinking I may have lost him for good, I resolved if he woke up when the sun went down I 

would enjoy this time with him now. We had no idea of what caused him to lose his memories, 

so for all we knew they could come back at any time. Knowing everything could go back to the 

way it was when he finally did remember, I just wanted to appreciate what little time I had with 

him. 

But going with the flow didn’t include doing anything that would cause things of his to flow 

from me. Playful little slap and tickle sessions came just as easily to us as breathing – for me at 

least. But I refused to go any farther than that. Not now when he couldn’t make an informed 

decision. 

“My heart might not beat,” he offered softly, “but it moves for you just the same.” 

Well that was a low blow. 

Low because his sweet words made Nicholas’ sparks fly right out of Betty. And the resulting 

sugar rush had her pulling on a patch covered green vest and scouting around his Skittles 

hawking her box of cookies. 

She wanted to taste his rainbow. 

Deciding to put those sparks out I tried to roll out from underneath him before she had a chance 

to rub his stick over her campfire, but Eric’s interfering inhaler thwarted my plans. His eyes 

glazing over told me he’d been secretly snooping with his super sniffer and knew exactly what 

I’d been thinking, so he rolled with me and ended up pressing his own sleeve of not-so Thin 

Mints right into the top of Betty’s beret. Undaunted, she batted her lashes and asked, ’Hey 

mister. Care to sample my box of coochie?’ 

Earning her, her newest patch which was a wet one I could feel coating my panties. 

Acting like his cub wasn’t scouting out all sorts of sinful things to do to my brownie, he merely 

smiled innocently at me and asked, “What else enlightened you today?” 



That when all else fails CPR could stand for Cum Power Resuscitation? 

Blowing him awake would have been my next move. 

“Umm…” 

It rhymed with cum. My brain and my Betty were coated in it, so that was all that could slither 

out of either set of lips. 

“Mmm?” he asked, staring up at me while he twirled a strand of my hair. 

He didn’t seem all that interested in an answer. Or maybe I wasn’t all that interested in giving 

him one considering I felt the vibration of his non-question more than I heard it. 

I was between his cock and a hard place. 

Having him back. Having him tell me with both his words and his actions that he wanted me was 

a bittersweet pill to swallow. It would be so easy to give in. We both wanted it. Each other. To 

fuck from here to somewhere over the rainbow. But we couldn’t. 

Because he would burn up underneath the blue skies while bluebirds sang. And I would burn in 

hell for using him that way when he didn’t know any better. 

So I wrapped Betty up nice and tight in Judy’s garland before she could click her heels down the 

yellow brick road, chanting, ‘There’s no place like Eric’s bone,’ three times. 

The Wizard of Orgasms would just have to stay hidden behind the curtain of my panties. 

The hostess in me wanted to offer him a meal, but the Twinkie in me knew we were flying in the 

danger zone. If his lips landed anywhere on my body our matchy-matchy libidos meant my 

goose would be cooked and I had no doubt his cocky Maverick would do a fly-by of my tower. 

The resulting vibration would rattle what was left of my willpower apart, so I pushed myself off 

of him and stood up saying, “Why don’t you grab a shower and then we can figure out what 

we’re doing for the night.” 

Before Betty serenades you with The Righteous Brothers and we end up doing each other. 

“Why don’t you join me and we can do each other?” 

Stupid matchy-matchy horny brains. 

“Not happening, Iceman.” 

I doubted he got my Top Gun reference, but I’d noticed he had a media room here too. Maybe 

we could watch it later while I knitted myself a pair of chainmail panties and made L. Ron 

Hubbard jokes he wouldn’t get either. 



The added distance wasn’t doing me any good because staring down at him, he looked like a 

male model sprawled out on the bed. Even dirt looked good on him, but I wasn’t about to tell 

him that and instead I walked towards his closet to find something else that would also 

undoubtedly look good on him. 

Like a bell. 

I jumped a mile high when he suddenly appeared in front of me and he didn’t bother hiding his 

amusement over scaring me half to death. Again. But rather than giving him the satisfaction of 

acknowledging it, I shoved a pair of jeans and a tee at him, saying, “Shower. You need to eat and 

so do I, but we’re both going to go hungry until your fishy ass is clean.” 

It was a lie. Sort of. Truthfully, he didn’t smell bad at all, but I knew letting him that close while 

he was still only half dressed was a bad idea. 

Very bad. 

Bad because I knew it would be very good. 

“But what if I don’t remember how?” he smirked. “I might need your assistance. I could drown.” 

I was about to make a snarky comeback when his next actions made my cum backup into the 

cotton lining of my underwear. 

Because presto change-o and I was suddenly faced with a snow white vampire wearing nothing 

more than a pair of magically stretched tiny red underwear. 

Alakazam! 

“Eric!” 

I never would’ve guessed I’d be longing for the days of him wearing his killing jeans when I felt 

my face flame as red as his underpants. 

“Am I already doing it wrong?” he asked innocently. “I thought when one showered they did so 

naked.” 

“But you’re not nak…” my mouth automatically started to protest. 

Oh boy. 

Too late. 

I clamped down everything. My eyes. My thighs. My hands and lips. Everything but my heart 

was on lockdown while my brain sounded the alarm. 



There was an active shooter in the closet and holy shit was he packing. 

Betty thought we should be the hero and fling ourselves on top of the ticking time bomb to save 

everyone from the blast. 

I told Betty to shut the fuck up and blindly felt my way out of the closet so I could hold hands 

with the Cowardly Lion on our way to ask the Wizard from some courage. 

And a cigarette. 

I ignored his chuckle behind me and kept my eyes shut until I heard the water turn on in the 

bathroom, while forcing myself to think of anything other than the fact he was naked. 

And wet. 

I was wet too, so we were matchy-matchy yet again. 

As tempting as his naked ass was – and it was – I knew we couldn’t hide out in his house 

forever. I doubted whatever caused him to lose his memories could be found in his knick-knacks. 

So when he came back into the room, fully dressed and smelling Irish Spring clean, I spoke up 

saying the things that had been running through my mind while he’d been lethargic all day long 

before he could hold my brain hostage with his come hither looks. 

Hostage Betty was a lost cause, now suffering from a full blown case of Stockholm Syndrome. 

“Maybe we should go back to New Orleans. Whatever happened to you more than likely 

happened there. Now that the FBI isn’t hanging around anymore, I could go to your casino and 

try to listen in. I could hear something that could help us.” 

My telepathy had failed me more often than not lately, but at least now I knew part of the reason 

why. 

“No,” he casually replied while dropping down onto the couch beside me. 

“No?” I asked. 

Seriously? 

No? 

“No,” he repeated while pulling me onto his lap. I was too flabbergasted to try and stop him 

when he added, “I am perfectly content to stay here.” 

Uh huh. 



“And what about your memories?” I asked. “Do you think your magically delicious lucky 

charms will make a leprechaun shoot a rainbow out of your ass and give you your memories 

back?” 

I was hungry and a bowl of cereal sounded pretty good right about then. I hadn’t explored much 

at all while he’d been out of it. I was still too raw from everything that had happened and didn’t 

feel right going through his things. Again. But when I’d gone to get a fresh set of clothes from 

the bags in my room I’d noticed the fruit and bagels he’d brought for me the last time I was there 

were still sitting on the dresser. All of it had gone past their freshness, but I didn’t want to leave 

the house knowing there was no way for me to get back in without him. Nor did I want to leave 

him unprotected by leaving the doors wide open while I was gone and decided it would be best 

to wait for him to wake up before heading out. 

With my luck I would come back to find him being attacked by some religious cult. 

“Lover, I thought I explained last night that nothing can shoot out of my ass. Feel free to check 

though.” 

I already had. My eyes had been just as quick as his Magic Mike stripper routine. 

Since my purse was still in the other room, leaving me without any bills to shove into his 

waistband, I only asked, “Why does it seem like I’m more concerned about finding a way to fix 

you than you?” 

“Because you are,” he replied nonplussed. “I thought I explained that last night as well. If 

regaining my memories means I will no longer have you, then I don’t want them to return.” 

His lackadaisical attitude was starting to piss me off, so I returned his tit with my tat of, “And I 

thought I explained last night, if you don’t get them back then nothing can happen between us.” 

Despite my inner warning bells telling me not to get my hopes up, my hope was invariably up. I 

didn’t want to believe he would still be so cold towards me once he finally regained his 

memories and saw how I tried to help him in spite of everything that had happened between us. 

Surely my actions now would make some sort of difference. 

“I beg to differ,” he replied while pulling me closer. “You want me. I want you. You will come 

to see reason.” His voice dropped an octave as he nuzzled my cheek and added, “And then you 

will cum. We both will. Many times over. And it will be spectacular.” 

Infuriating. 

Egotistical. 

Stupid psychic vampire! 



His boldness only made my determination that much stronger. Unwilling to admit defeat, I 

huffed, “You can beg ‘til the cows come home, but I won’t change my mind.” 

“Why would I keep cows at my home?” he asked. 

“Because you have a leather fetish.” 

My impossible to hide smirk seemed to alert him to my smart-assery, so he let it go and held me 

tighter as he admitted, “I will do nothing that will cause me to lose you and if this is all you are 

willing to give me of yourself, then I will be happy with that.” 

“So, what? We just play house forever?” I asked incredulously, while scrubbing the white picket 

fence images from my mind’s eye. “Eventually someone is going to sound the alarm when you 

don’t come back.” 

At the very least, every bat in the tri-state area was probably honing in on Betty’s buzzer. 

“They can make as much noise as they want. I don’t want that life back.” 

Calling him infuriating had also been an understatement and after the stress of the last twenty-

four hours, my mouth took control and let loose on him with, “You think you don’t, but you 

don’t remember it to know. Look around Eric. You’re not exactly the type to slum it. And it’s 

not like you can go get a nine to five job. I’ve got enough money saved up for us to get by for a 

little while, but I’ll have to get another job eventually.” 

His bills were probably paid for automatically from his accounts and it wasn’t like he needed any 

money to eat, but I still had responsibilities. I had no real debt to speak of, but I still helped Gran 

out with her bills and I had no intention of stopping now. 

“As you said, look around,” he offered smugly. “I must have plenty of money. More than we 

could possibly need. You have no need to work.” 

I ignored the way my stomach fluttered over his use of the word ‘we’ and shot back with, “Uh 

huh. And how do you propose we get access to your mountain of money? Do you remember 

your bank accounts? Your PIN number? You don’t even have your wallet on you, much less a 

checkbook. I can only assume the hurricane blew away your money trees since I didn’t see any 

outside.” 

Not even a bonsai tree weighed down by gold bullion buds. 

I knew what banks he used for the casino back in New Orleans, but I no longer had access to any 

of his personal information and hadn’t worked for him long enough to have even glanced at any 

of the details. I could maybe contact Mr. Cataliades, but who’s to say he wasn’t in on the fuckery 

that made Eric lose his memories? I hadn’t been able to read his mind either, which made me 

realize now that maybe he wasn’t human either. 



But it wasn’t like I could ask Eric. 

However it reminded me that there were at least three other people who worked at Eric’s casino 

whose minds were just as blank to me as his. A bartender, one of the pit bosses on the casino 

floor, and one of his security guys. I could only assume they were vampires too and if they 

worked for Eric, they must have some sort of kinship. 

Or they could be responsible for his amnesia. 

I couldn’t trust any of them with Eric as he was now. I’d seen firsthand how vampires solved any 

discord amongst themselves and wasn’t about to put Eric in harm’s way. My gift had made me 

arrogant until the epic fail the last two weeks had been, but it also made me immune to rose 

colored glasses. I knew all too well that people who seemed trustworthy on the surface could be 

diabolical bastards on the inside. I had no way of knowing who could be trusted, especially if I 

couldn’t read their minds, but at least if we went back I could listen in to the humans to hear if 

someone else seemed to be taking over his business while he was away. Or see with my own two 

eyes the demeanor of anyone I couldn’t hear. 

At least my argument seemed to make him think of something other than us living happily ever 

after. Even without his memories, Eric wasn’t the type to be okay with not being a good provider 

and he stood up saying, “You said I spent most of my time at my casino and yet I obviously kept 

this home maintained for a reason. Our scents are the only ones I can detect, so I assume I have 

kept it as a refuge of sorts. I am certain I would have hidden provisions here.” 

Provisions? 

Was there a pantry fully stocked with busty blonds I hadn’t come across yet? 

For his sake, the answer had better be no. 

My eyes trailed after him while he put his super sniffer to work, smelling god knows what as he 

slowly walked around the room. 

A bank of flat screen TV’s that would make Jason weep with joy during the football season. 

A desk holding nothing other than a laptop. 

A large painting that looked as though Betty could’ve been the artist by straddling the canvas 

after Eric’s cum gun had popped her balloon. 

When he stopped there, I did a double take and squinted my eyes, staring at it like I was waiting 

for a 3D image of his pants’ pistol to jump out at me. 

“Here,” he said as he took the painting down from the wall and revealed a hidden wall safe 

behind it. 



If a busty blond fell out of it, we were so going to have words over it. 

Harsh ones. 

Considering the size of the door, she’d have to be a member of the Lollipop Guild which made 

my irrational self irrationally feel better and I stood up to walk over beside him as he stared at it, 

seemingly trying to will the door open with his Jedi mind trick. 

There was another James Bond finger scanner on it, but when he played ‘Just the tip’ with the 

door nothing happened. 

The same would not be said if he’d played that with Betty. 

“Try saying ‘Open sesame’,” I snickered. 

He ignored my not so helpful suggestion and seeing the pin pad that I assumed was the issue, he 

asked, “What number do you think I would have used?” 

“Sixty-nine?” 

That wouldn’t surprise me at all. 

I also wasn’t surprised when the two digit combination didn’t work. Knowing Eric, it was likely 

umpteen digits of Pi. 

Pie sounded pretty good too. My growling stomach concurred. 

“It smells,” he offered distractedly. 

“Like fish?” I asked, now distracted by thoughts of food. 

Battered cod and French fries sounded good too. 

“No,” he replied and took another whiff. His face crinkled like the fries I was now craving when 

he eventually offered, “Like magic.” 

Magic? 

Well bippidi bobbidi boo… 

Chapter Twenty-Four – It Felt Like Heaven 

EPOV 



The thought of not being able to provide for my lover did not sit well. Knowing I had the means 

but not the memory to do so was maddening. 

“Magic?” she asked. “What kind of magic? Like David Copperfield slight of hand or Harry 

Potter?” Turning to face the safe door, she dramatically waved her hand at it and said, 

“Alohomora.” When nothing happened, she snickered, “Well, I never got my acceptance letter 

into Hogwarts when I turned eleven, so I’m not all that surprised.” 

“I do not understand,” I grunted, trying and failing to rip the door from its hinges. I must have 

had it spelled against that very type of intrusion. 

“Join the club,” she mumbled. “So what does magic smell like? And who would’ve done it? 

You? You said something before about being able to erase memories, so is magic some sort of 

thing all vampires can do? Like how you can fly?” 

“It…” 

I paused, trying and failing yet again to find the words to adequately describe the scent, 

eventually ending with, “smells like magic. I cannot explain it any better than that. As for who 

would’ve performed the spell, it would have been a witch. Vampires are not able to perform 

magic.” 

“Witches are real?” she asked incredulously. “Right now, Broom Hilda is out there flying around 

on her Nimbus 2000 looking for a Quidditch match to play in?” 

Answering the only part of her question I understood, I replied, “Yes. Witches are real. Just like 

Weres, shifters, demons, elves, and fairies.” 

My attention was drawn away from the safe when I felt her body go numb and I turned in time to 

see her drop down into the chair by the desk as she asked, “Did you say fairies?” 

Her face had paled considerably and I dropped to my knees in front of her asking, “What is 

wrong, lover?” I had felt her hunger growing as the night wore on and thinking that was the 

cause for her sudden weakness, I said, “Let us go and get you some food.” 

“Fairies are real,” was her only response. 

“Yes.” 

“Holy shit…” 

Her numbness faded away leaving her feeling a maelstrom of emotions. Shock and awe. Anger 

and gratitude. But above it all was rationality fighting against overwhelming disbelief. 

“What causes you to feel this way, lover?” 



“I’m a fucking Tinkerbelle!” she exclaimed while throwing her hands up in the air. 

“I do not understand.” Again. 

“Me neither,” she sighed. Closing her eyes, she ran her hands through her hair and pulled at the 

ends until they stood straight out from the roots as she growled, “I think I’m a fucking fairy.” 

My fangs snapped down of their own accord and I felt simultaneously angry and turned on. 

But I did not know why. 

As I struggled to understand both her declaration and my own reactions, I found myself leaning 

forward and taking her hand in my own. My instincts had me inhaling her skin up her arm, along 

her neckline, and back down her opposite limb. Despite feeling the truthfulness she felt in 

making her proclamation, I made my own declaration, saying, “No. You are not.” 

“Really?” she asked, both wanting to argue against me and feeling relieved at the same time. 

“How can you tell?” 

“I do not know,” I replied truthfully. “But I do know if you were a fairy I would have likely 

already drained you.” 

Just the mere mention of a fairy made my mouth salivate. I could not recall the taste of fairy 

blood, but I could recall having had hers the night before and I knew she could not be one of 

them. 

And I was thankful for it. 

I somehow knew I would’ve killed her long ago had she been. 

“Why do you believe you are a fairy?” I asked. 

Another jolt went through her body. This one filled with emotional turmoil and a healthy dose of 

embarrassment before she finally began to tell me of her childhood. Of her parents’ early and 

unexpected demise. Of going to live with her grandmother and being visited each night by her 

fairy godmother Claudine. Of the stories this woman told my lover of her heritage and how she 

helped her learn to cope with her own fantastical ability. 

“You are a telepath?” I asked, more dumbfounded by that revelation than the possibility my 

lover was a fairy hybrid. Again, trying and failing to recall if I had ever come across a true mind 

reader. 

A psychic? Perhaps? Once? 

“Yes,” she whispered in reply. When I did not respond, she asked, “Are you angry?” 



No. Not angry. 

Concerned. 

Was that the cause for her ardent stance on keeping herself at arm’s length? Had she heard my 

previous thoughts and knew the man I was with my memories truly wanted nothing to do with 

her? 

“You’re angry,” she sighed and slumped down even further in the chair. 

“No, I’m…what did you hear from my thoughts before? Did I know then what you were? Had it 

made me angry then?” The questions came out in a rapid fire. I suddenly wanted to remember 

and yet I didn’t, afraid of what those memories would contain. 

“Not a single thing,” she smiled softly. “I was all sorts of cocky walking into your office, sure as 

all get out that I would get the answers the FBI wanted straight from your head. But I can’t hear 

a damn thing from you, I assume because of what you are. It only happened one time before then 

and a few others since I met you. I couldn’t hear Callaghan either. But despite that fucked up 

night, it’s nice. Being able to be around someone and not having to concentrate on not hearing 

them.” 

I could feel the truth of her words as she spoke them and her earlier wants suddenly made more 

sense. 

“Your gift is the reason why you want to return to the casino to listen in.” 

I thought her naïve to believe anyone who may have had a hand in erasing my memories would 

speak aloud of their misdeeds within earshot of her, but now I understood why. 

“Yes.” 

Recalling my own thoughts on whom could be responsible, I offered, “And what if it was a 

vampire?” 

“What if it’s not?” she shrugged. 

She had shared what I considered an intensely personal secret with me. Trusted me with her 

confidence when I had given her no reason to trust me at all. I had abandoned her and yet she 

still made good on her promise to see me cleared of all wrong doing. 

I could not betray her yet again. 

Standing, I pulled her up from the chair and took the seat before pulling her back down into my 

lap. Wrapping my arms around her, both needing her close and to keep her from fleeing, I finally 

asked, “What if I did it?” 



“What?” she asked as she struggled to turn in my lap to look at me. “Why would you erase your 

own memories?” 

“To get you back,” I admitted. “You are kind and loving and abundantly forgiving. What if I 

made myself completely vulnerable and put myself in your path so that you would be forced to 

stay with me? To help me? Knowing you as I do now, even at your angriest I doubt you would 

leave me to fend for myself in the state I am in.” 

“That’s hookie talk,” she laughed. At my questioning gaze, she explained, “Eric. You can feel 

my emotions. I missed you before you ever took off from the docks. I missed you the whole time 

I was in the hospital. All I wanted was for things to be right between us. For you to forgive me. 

So you would’ve felt that. All you would’ve had to do was walk through the door and crook your 

finger at me. I have no willpower where you’re concerned. I would’ve trailed right after your 

pied piper.” 

Again I felt nothing but sincerity coming from her. She would have gladly gone back to being 

with me despite of how I had unfairly treated her. 

I didn’t deserve her. 

And yet I could not let her go. 

But her confession also brought with it another realization. 

My hand slid up her back to hold her head in place as my lips attacked her own. She froze for all 

of two seconds before she gave in. 

And she gave with gusto. 

Needing to feel more of her, I lifted us from the chair and laid her down on the desk with my 

body covering her own. Her legs wrapped around my waist while my hands slid under her shirt 

with her body arching into my palms. When I had no choice but to allow her to breathe, I moved 

on to her neck with my fangs lightly scraping against her skin as she breathed out, “Wha…what 

are you doing?” 

“Seeing if it’s true you have no willpower against me.” 

Her answering snort at my truthful confession turned into a gasp as I thrust my hips against hers 

and she reciprocated the movement before tilting her head and asking, “Are you hungry?” 

Suddenly I was ravenous. 

Her own hunger was still prevalent, but I had serious doubts I could let go of her long enough to 

go and acquire her a proper meal. My need for her overpowered every other emotion I felt for 

her, so I gave in to my greedy nature and asked, “Are you offering?” 



“Willpower or no, it’s the least I can do,” she sighed and pushed herself further against my lips. 

“You saved me from an ass whoopin’ by a telephone pole.” 

Just as surely as she had saved me. 

I didn’t have the fortitude to argue with her. Nor did I have the want to, but I did want her to get 

as much enjoyment from the experience as I knew I would. With that thought in mind I slowly 

slid one hand down her body while my tongue prepared her neck for my bite. She was either too 

lost in the sensation or she had given up trying to deny her own body’s desire because she made 

no move to stop me when my hand slipped down into the front of her pants. She gasped yet again 

as slick wet heat met my fingertips and I wasted no time in going straight for her clit. Her hands 

fisted into my hair as she ripped my head back to hers, attacking my lips with her own and 

cutting off her own snarl in the process. Her whole body vibrated underneath mine and the room 

filled with the scent of her arousal, only making my own desire ratchet up. When I felt her body 

stiffen like a tightly pulled wire, I moved my lips back to her neck and as my fangs pierced her 

skin, so did I pierce her body as I slid two fingers inside of her. When her blood hit my tongue, 

my name was the only thing that could be formed by hers. 

She had described my silent presence as her own personal nirvana. The same could be said of her 

not so silent company. Consuming her. Surrounding her as she surrounded me. Feeling her 

climax forced my own and I couldn’t think. I couldn’t act. All I could do was react. 

And feel. 

It felt like heaven. 

I continued to gorge myself on everything my lover deigned to give me until I knew I had to 

stop. She was already weak from her injuries and her hunger, so I stemmed the flow of blood 

from her neck before piercing my tongue and healing the marks. 

She gave herself to me in pristine condition and I would do no less than return her to the same 

state. 

My lips returned to hers in a lazy kiss while we both descended from our mutual high and when I 

could finally find the strength, I pulled away in order to look down at her and say, “Thank you 

lover.” 

My words were inadequate for all that she had given me, but the sentiment was the same. 

“Oh,” she softly laughed through half-lidded eyes, “I think I should be the one thanking you.” 

“You can,” I offered, unable to resist nuzzling against her now flushed skin. “In the shower. 

We’re both in need of another one.” 



My offer was met with another round of giggle-snorts before she pushed at my chest and said, 

“Sorry buddy. My legs are jelly, so you’ll have to wash off your pants full of peanut butter all by 

yourself.” 

She cried out my name again, in shock this time, when I suddenly had her in my arms and 

pressed against the bathroom door as I offered, “I will hold you.” 

“God you’re quick!” she gasped out. 

“For you I can go very slow. It can take all night long if you wish.” 

It had been a tight fit with only two of my fingers. I could only imagine how that would feel 

against my cock. 

And I was imagining it a lot. 

I could feel her emotions warring within her and knew before she ever said the words she would 

deny us both yet again. But at least I now knew I had a fighting chance of convincing her 

otherwise. 

Her power over her legs made a miraculous recovery after I had set her down on top of the 

vanity and stripped my clothes off. She’d jumped from the countertop like her ass was on fire 

and took off through the door cackling, “Tip off a girl when you’re about to whip out your tip!” 

Why would I do that when this way was so much more fun? 

My shower was both lonely and short, but she’d managed to beat me when I found her in a new 

set of clothes and no longer smelling of our activities. 

It only made me want to rinse and repeat our actions like the directions on the shampoo bottle 

prescribed. 

My expression must have given me away because she held up a single hand and said, “Nuh uh. 

You got to eat, so now it’s my turn.” I felt like a gluttonous ass as soon as she said the words, so 

I could only watch as she stood up and grabbed her purse, asking, “Do you want to come with 

me or wait here? We passed a little store on the way here, so hopefully they’re still open. I’ll 

only be gone for a few minutes.” 

“No, I’ll come.” I had no doubts she would return to me, but the thought of letting her go alone 

was abhorrent. 

Or maybe it was more the thought of spending any amount of time away from her that was 

abhorrent. 

Either way, what I did know for certain was that her mode of transportation was absolutely 

abhorrent. Before she could climb into her rusted death trap, I grabbed onto her hand and led her 



to a building adjacent to the house. I could smell the oil and gasoline from the yard and I was 

delighted to find it housed many more pleasing options. 

“I shouldn’t be surprised and yet I am,” she snickered from my side. 

“Pick one,” I offered, holding my arm out towards the row upon row of sleek automobiles. 

“Oh no,” she laughed. “This is your candy store. You pick.” 

Okay. 

I was drawn to one in particular. A McLaren mp4-12C according to the markings. Its name 

meant as much to me as the Nimbus 2000 she’d spoken of earlier, but whatever it was. 

It was sexy. 

A fitting ride for my lover and I. 

“This is inconspicuous,” she snickered and then asked as I was opening the door, “Do you 

remember how to drive?” 

I’d watched her do it the night before. It didn’t appear difficult and while I could not recall 

driving in the past, I could fly so something as simple as maneuvering a metal box with the aid of 

a wheel should be easy. 

“I’m sure I can manage.” 

It turned out I’d greatly overestimated my driving prowess and my lover took great joy in letting 

me know she found it hilarious. She laughed with every jerky stop we were forced to make when 

the engine stalled. She wheezed out her explanation of how to work the clutch and gas pedals in 

conjunction with one another to make the car go. She made weeping declarations of suffering 

from something called whiplash when her directions made no sense to my feet. She then made 

apologies to the inanimate object we sat in with every ear splitting grind it made in protest until I 

finally had no choice but to switch places with her and allow her to drive. 

And drive she did. 

She worked the gears as fluidly as she was able to work my body and I no longer cared about 

learning to drive the car. I wanted to drive her. 

Now. 

However she had other ideas and within moments of setting out we were already arriving at our 

destination. I followed her through the small store and held the basket she filled with food for 

herself and again felt inadequate when I had no choice but to let her pay for the items. 



“We could sell the cars for money,” I offered when we were on our way back to the house. 

“No we can’t,” she replied just as easily. 

“Why not?” I asked. We would probably have to pay someone to take hers away, but the others 

were surely worth a good sum of money. 

“Because we don’t need to. I told you I have some money saved and you already have a 

mountain of your own. There’s no need.” 

By that time we were already back at the house, but when she attempted to take the shopping 

bags from my hand, I held onto them firmly and said, “You still want to return to New Orleans.” 

“Of course I do,” she replied. “Don’t you?” 

“No.” 

She merely harrumphed in my direction and took the bags I finally let go of. Following her back 

down the stairs into the underground portion of the house, she asked, “Don’t you want to know 

who did this to you? Why they did this to you? Whoever it was, I doubt they had good intentions. 

You deserve to know and they deserve an ass whoopin’.” 

Her words made sense, but I was still fearful of the unknown. Not of the who or the why I was 

the way I was. But of what might happen between my lover and I, if and when my memories 

returned. 

I stood silent and watched her put together a meal of meat and bread before taking the seat beside 

her on the couch. While she ate her food I chewed over her words. A part of me did want 

vengeance against whoever had erased my memories. I felt an instinctual need to fight for what 

was mine and against anyone who dared to try and take what wasn’t theirs. But along with that 

was my need to keep the now sated little blond at my side. 

Could I find a way to somehow manage to have both? 

Chapter Twenty-Five – Pissing in the Wind 

SPOV 

How could Eric not want to find out what happened to him? It didn’t make any sense to me. And 

after seeing how he reacted to Callaghan attacking me, I imagined the old Eric wouldn’t have 

been any kinder to whoever had assaulted him. 

Speaking of attacks… 



Thankfully he seemed too lost in his own thoughts to realize where the majority of mine had 

been stuck on a continuous loop for the last hour. You’d think she’d be snoring away after her 

big O-ment, but no. Now that she’d gotten a preview of his skills, Betty had been on an Olivia 

Newton-John kick, alternating between singing the, “You have to believe we are magic,” chorus 

from Xanadu and then following up with, “Let’s get physical.” 

It was 80’s night in my underwear. I almost felt compelled to go in search of a can of Aqua Net 

and giant hoop earrings. 

Instead I forced myself to just bite, chew, and swallow. Both my sandwich and every urge I had 

yelling at me to offer him dessert. It was a difficult task considering he was my first climax 

companion. 

A cum collaborator, if you will. 

I’d never had an orgasm brought on by anyone else and boy had I been missing out. My defenses 

had already been down so my shields were a long forgotten memory, but with Eric I didn’t need 

them. My mind was empty of every thought except for Betty’s and it made me wonder just how 

much better it could be if we went any farther. 

But that was the problem. 

I hadn’t planned on letting things go that far. If I was honest it was only a hair farther than Eric 

and I had ever gone before, so I could only hope he wouldn’t get bent out of shape about it once 

his memories returned. If he did I would just be a hair less than honest and blame my concussion 

along with his David Copperfield magic hands. 

Hocus pocus…your pussy is my focus! 

Thank God I was the only telepath in the room. 

It had been oddly comforting to share that little tidbit with him. I hadn’t talked about it with 

anyone since my childhood and it hadn’t occurred to me to mention it during our confessional 

the night after the attack. But with him being so candid about what else was out there, it was nice 

finally coming out with it while knowing I wasn’t the only freak in the world. It made me 

wonder now about the other minds I’d come across, like Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s, whose were harder 

for me to read. 

Were douchebags a part of the supernatural spectrum too? 

I might have assumed he had something to do with Eric’s missing memories, now that I could 

also assume he wasn’t quite human thanks to his snarly brain. But other than his degrading 

thoughts about me and his occasional stray thought about the races, I knew without a doubt his 

loyalty to Eric was absolute. It was the only thing I had ever found redeeming about the man and 

it was what made me begrudgingly shove his douchebag ass into my mental ‘Maybe’ column on 



who might be able to help us. If he was a part of the supernatural world, then maybe he would 

have an idea of how this had happened to Eric. And how to set him to rights. 

It was a big if though. 

With my brain now stuck on the daunting task that lay before us, I was no longer interested in 

my sandwich and put my plate down, wondering what our next move should be. While I wasn’t 

up to driving back to New Orleans right now, I hoped to be able to convince him to go with me 

the following night. It was a longshot, but as far as I could see it was our only shot. Now that I 

knew witches, among other things, were real it made me realize there was likely something 

unnatural at work. 

Something supernatural 

So had Mr. Charming himself been charmed? 

An abracadabra attack almost made sense. If his safe could be magically shielded, then why 

not his memories? How else could he have lost some of them, but still know other things? If 

bullets did nothing more than ruin a vampire’s wardrobe, I doubted a hit to the head would do 

anything more than piss them off. 

Unless of course he’d just eaten someone who’d been roofied? 

After having been his dinner just a little while ago, and knowing firsthand how he liked to play 

with his food, I really didn’t want to think about it. So I forced myself to anyway. 

They were forever extoling the dangers of GHB and warning us coeds about it on campus. But 

even if that had been the case, I knew the effects would have worn off by now. So that left me 

with fairytale creatures and their magical byproducts as my only suspects. 

“Are witches the only ones who can do magic?” I asked, wanting to narrow down the suspect 

pool. 

I hadn’t noticed the image of a Death Eater’s Dark Mark in the sky the night before, but 

theoretically the hurricane could’ve blown it away. 

“No,” he replied, finally coming back from wherever his mind had taken him to. Searching 

through whatever was left of his memories for a moment, he added, “The very essence of a fairy 

is based in magic and they are able to wield it as such. Brownies and elves can perform 

enchantment spells, but only to effect nature. Like making a flower bloom or getting trees to 

grow.” Looking back at me like he’d merely explained why the sky was blue and not something 

that should be illustrated with Mother Goose or the Brothers Grimm, he asked, “Why?” 

Why? 

Witches and fairies. Brownies and elves. 



With magical green thumbs to boot. 

Maybe he had Aladdin’s lamp around here somewhere and I could rub out a genie on it and wish 

his memory back? 

‘Check his pants!’ 

Yep. Betty had already seen the light. 

Getting back to the task at hand, which sadly for Betty wasn’t located in his pants, I asked, 

“Whatever happened to you, had to have been from magic, right? I mean, I’ve seen a vampire 

heal from a bullet wound in under a minute, so I doubt someone clubbed you on the head.” 

Wondering if perhaps it was just wishful thinking he hadn’t been playing with his roofied food 

before he found me, I forced myself to add, “Unless…you ate someone who was drugged? 

Would tainted blood affect a vampire?” 

While that vampire played with the person’s taint? 

I felt myself scowl just thinking it, but he didn’t seem to notice and answered, “Only in their 

taste. The chemicals in their blood would not affect a vampire’s mental state.” After another 

moment he agreed, “Magic does seem like the only logical conclusion.” 

Great. To me it would seem easier to find a magically delicious leprechaun for him to snack on 

and turn himself back to normal. 

While I was relieved, I was still concerned. My only other connection to the supernatural world 

was Claudine and while I wanted to talk to her. To ask her the questions she might actually have 

the answers to, I didn’t trust her. 

Not with Eric. 

I trusted her with me. Even if she had left me to be bulldozed by a telephone pole, I remembered 

quite well how safe and protected she’d made me feel as a child. I also remembered very well the 

stories she’d told me about fairies and vampires at war with one another. And recalling how she 

chose to exact justice from my Uncle Bartlett, I didn’t want to let her get within two shakes of 

her pixie dust near Eric just in case. 

Hopefully she hadn’t already doled out her brand of fairy fairness by being the one responsible 

for Eric to lose his memories. But I’d sure as hell ask her if she popped in again. 

“I don’t suppose you remember anything useful about witches, do you?” I asked. “Like if they 

congregate around bubbling cauldrons nearby? Or maybe they’re in the yellow pages?” 

I could only assume, like humans and vampires, there were good witches and bad witches. I just 

didn’t know where Glenda might be hanging her hat and wanted to avoid Bellatrix Lestrange at 

all costs. 



“No,” he replied, not sounding too upset about it and seeming more interested in playing with my 

fingers. 

Of course he wasn’t upset. He wanted to play house forever too. 

I ignored the ‘Home Sweet Home’ sign Betty put up outside her door before flinging herself 

down as the doormat with her legs wide open yelling, ‘Cum on in!’ and went back to the basics. 

Why would someone want Eric to lose his memories? What could be gained from him not being 

able to remember who he was? 

I’d read page after page of every little detail the FBI had been able to gather about him. Of 

course they’d missed out on the not so little detail of him being a vampire, but their shoddy work 

was all I had to work with. 

He was smart. He was successful. He was wealthy. He was a loner. 

He wasn’t too shabby looking either. 

But who would have anything to gain by him forgetting who he was? He had no business 

partners. But he seemed to have a hand in every facet of his business dealings, so maybe it was a 

financial move? 

It was the accountant? In the study? With his iMac? 

Too bad I never saw those cards in any Hasbro Clue box. 

But it was something and since we were well past the days of me scrolling through his rolodex, I 

did the next best thing. I got up and grabbed his laptop from his desk, hoping it would have a list 

of contacts I could at least do some research on. When I took the seat next to him again, he 

asked, “What are you doing?” 

“Research,” I answered. “I’m going to take the unimaginative route and assume whoever did this 

to you, did it for financial gain.” 

If it was some sort of lame failed love potion instead, we were screwed. 

Or rather, he was. But then I guess I was too because if he couldn’t remember, we weren’t 

screwing. 

He scowled at the computer now sitting in my lap and rectified whatever slight he must have felt 

by pulling my ass onto his. “Much better,” he smiled and contented himself with giving me my 

own temporary case of amnesia by running his hands along my body. 

He had really long arms. They matched his really big hands. 



What was I about to do? 

‘Eric! You were about to do Eric!’ 

His hands were curious, slowly mapping out every part of me that he could reach. 

Did I mention he had really long arms? 

When he attempted to push the laptop aside on his way to Google map Betty, I put an end to his 

informal sexploration. Holding the computer in place like it was an anti-vampire vagina-kade, I 

asked, “What are you doing?” 

“Research,” he smirked. “My route is a much more imaginative one and I assume we’ll both 

have gained very much when I’m done.” 

His flirty eyes never left mine while he attempted to breach my coochie cordon. So I ignored him 

and looked away, adding blinders to my arsenal and turning on his computer while he tried to do 

the same to my body. It turned out Eric had more success because instead of finding any 

answers, I found his computer telling me to fuck off by being password protected. And unless 

what I now knew to be his magically talented fingers could type out the unknown key and make 

it cum to life, it was a hopeless endeavor. I had my own laptop sitting out in the car, but I didn’t 

bother retrieving it, assuming his Wi-Fi was locked as tight as a drum. 

Speaking of drums… 

I could feel the base coming through loud and clear. He’d been teasing my body the whole time 

and I’d done my best to ignore it. But my willpower was only at half-power after his little 

exhibition earlier and it was making my panties scream and shout. 

Only instead of Will. I. Am it sounded a lot more like Sook. I. Eeeeeeee! 

Trying to keep his hands on the ‘PG’ places on my body instead of the ‘R’ ones he kept going for 

was like trying to lasso a wild horse with shoestring licorice. 

“Why are you feeling frustrated, lover?” 

That depends on if you’re asking me or Betty. 

She wanted to tame his bucking bronco by riding him reverse cowgirl style, but the larger part of 

me knew we couldn’t. 

Or rather, we shouldn’t. 

“I’m just…I…” I stuttered, trying to make my brain overrule Betty’s. Physically and emotionally 

I was a mess and suddenly feeling overwhelmed by everything we were facing, I admitted, “I 

don’t know what to do. I don’t know who we can trust. Or who to even ask. I don’t know 



anything about your world or who could’ve done this to you. Why they would’ve done this to 

you. I…I don’t know how to fix you.” 

I didn’t know how much longer I could keep denying what we both wanted either and the 

thought of betraying him again because I was too weak to resist made tears spring to my eyes. 

Neither one of us were expecting it. Or how to make it stop. But Eric at least tried by saying, 

“Stop feeling sad. I don’t care if I regain my memories. I only care for you lover.” 

My head nestled into his shoulder while his hands ceased their Sookie survey and instead rubbed 

soothingly up and down my back. It was ridiculous because I was sitting in his lap, but I missed 

him. The old Eric would know what to do to fix this Eric. 

I felt like a failure. 

If he managed to get his memories back on his own, he’d never forgive me at this rate. 

“I care about you too, Eric,” I sniffled into his shirt. “That’s why I feel like I’m failing you. No 

matter what you may or may not feel about me with your memories, you wouldn’t want this. I’ve 

been fortunate enough to have seen your sweet side. That part is still the same, but you’re also 

fierce. Not just in saving me from attacking vampires, but in life itself. You’re a powerful man, 

vampire or not, and you wouldn’t want to be like this. So vulnerable.” Knowing he would feel 

just how close I was to a nervous breakdown and hoping it would work to my advantage, I asked, 

“Will you go back with me tomorrow?” 

I believed him when he said he would be just fine with leaving things as they were. Spending the 

foreseeable future trying to breach my flimsy defenses and if I knew we’d done all we could do 

to try and make him better to no avail, I might feel better about giving in. But we hadn’t. Not yet. 

Going back to New Orleans would at least be a start and was probably our only shot at figuring 

out who did this to him. 

And hopefully my gift would work to our advantage instead of being the cranium catastrophe it 

had been as of late. 

“Returning to New Orleans is important to you,” he said after a while. 

“Yes.” 

I expected a reciprocal response from him, so I was surprised when he reciprocated my response 

from the night before instead by asking, “Am I so repulsive to you?” My head snapped up with 

my eyes meeting his own as he added, “Do you refuse my attention because you find me less 

desirable without my memories?” 

“Of course not,” I automatically responded, but wondering if perhaps he’d gotten a glimpse of 

my longing from a moment earlier, I explained, “I do miss the old you. The you with your 

memories would know what to do. You would kick ass and take names.” Seeing the unhappiness 

in his eyes, I assumed over his mistaken belief I was rejecting him, I hoped to ease his worries by 



smiling and adding, “All while trying to get into my pants. But I like you as you are now too. 

You’re still just as sweet and attentive. And I have no doubt you could still kick ass and take 

names if you knew whose ass to kick. The you as you are now seems to be one and the same in 

the handsy department too, so it must be a genetic trait.” 

His expression didn’t give me any clue as to what he might be thinking. I hypocritically found 

his ability to sense my moods unfair since my telepathy didn’t work on him, but I kept it to 

myself and waited for him to say something. Vampires could be really still when they wanted to 

be since they didn’t have to breathe. Or blink. So when I couldn’t take him being on pause for a 

second longer, I leaned forward and kissed him. It was only meant to be a peck. A chaste 

confirmation of my feelings for him. 

Lip to lip. 

Memories or no. 

But I forgot vampires could be really quick too. 

As if affirming the truthfulness of my words – and his genetics – he reached down and groped 

my ass, while he easily moved my body so I was straddling his. His tongue swiped against my 

own and in the process swiped my memory clean, making me forget what we’d been talking 

about. With my defenses already down, Betty met no resistance when she led the charge by 

leading my hands to grope his ass too, playing along in our impromptu game of an adult version 

of pat-a-cake. 

Or would it be called pat-a-pussy? 

Our war without words went on until the yellow-bellied coward surrendered, all but begging him 

to plant his flag in our territory. 

He had the upper hand since his flagpole was already leaning against my Iwo Jima. 

The former ‘scream and shout’ in my panties turned into a ‘moan and wail’, but I was too far 

gone to care. He made a very good case for forgetting all about what he’d forgotten. And I let 

him plead his case until I felt his patty reaching for my cake. Regaining a hold of my sanity and 

of his wrist, I stopped us both and panted out, “That happens way too easily.” 

Or maybe I was just way too easy. 

Gran would be appalled and Eric acted just as playfully incensed when he smiled, “Not so easily 

that you don’t keep stopping me.” 

Then why did it feel like I was pissing in the wind? 

Or more like getting closer to blowing other bodily fluids out of him. 



As daunting a task as it was, like trying to erect the Great Wall of China one brick at a time, I 

resolved to order some Chinese food for dinner the next night and hope we might find a clue in 

my fortune cookie. In the meantime, I asked, “What were we talking about?” 

I was pretty sure it had seemed important at the time. Almost as important as finding a way to 

keep from jig-sawing our puzzle pieces together. 

His eyes narrowed with his lips quirking to the side as he looked at me and said, “While you like 

me as I am now, you feel as though you are doing me a disservice by not doing all that you can 

to return me to my previous state. A state I am not convinced I want to be returned to, but you 

feel just as strongly otherwise. You proposed we hunt for the perpetrator by returning to New 

Orleans and have requested I accompany you on your mission. That is the crux, yes?” 

His choice of words and tone of voice put me in mind of the old him. 

And at the moment it made me even more confused over which version of him I missed more. 

Since I was already dealing with more riddles than the Joker, I pushed the thought aside 

completely and only replied, “Yes.” 

I already knew I couldn’t force him to go with me since I couldn’t even force him onto the couch 

when he stood firm. But I could always go without him. 

But I didn’t want to. 

I had no doubts he could take care of himself at night. And during the day all he would have to 

do was shut the doors that led to his vampire Narnia and he’d be plenty safe. But I still felt 

responsible for him nonetheless and would always prefer having his company over the 

alternative. 

When he didn’t say anything more, I asked, “So, will you go with me?” 

It almost looked like it pained him when he finally agreed, “Yes.” But this Eric wasn’t too far off 

the mark of the old one when he got all business-like and added, “But only if you will agree we 

will only spend a finite amount of time looking for the magical memory eraser. And if nothing 

turns up after the agreed upon amount of time we will return here. Where you will agree to give 

up on the silly notion that I could ever not want you and be mine.” 

Huh? 

Not knowing which wire needed to be cut on his verbal booby trap that would capture more than 

just my boobies, I started with the easiest one by asking, “How long are you willing to look for 

the magical memory eraser?” 



Maybe he had the Magic School Bus parked in the back of the garage and Miss Frizzle and her 

students could help us. Scooby Doo and the gang with the Mystery Machine would probably be a 

better match though. 

They were used to running across vampires and the like. 

“One week.” 

“A week?” I screeched. Was he nuts? “A month,” I countered. That was how long he was 

expected to be gone anyways. 

“Ten days,” he volleyed back with a small smirk on his lips. 

I wanted to lick it off of him. 

Instead I kept my tongue to myself and offered, “Twenty-eight.” 

Picking the number two for his perfectly kissable lips and eight for how many muscles were in 

the human tongue. But my train of thought worked against me because thinking of tongues and 

muscles only made Betty think of another muscle of his she wanted to get her mouth on. 

And play it like a flute. 

“Two weeks,” he lobbed back and pulled me closer to squeeze the fight out of me with his 

python-like embrace. I wasn’t sure if two weeks would be long enough considering we had no 

clue who or what we were even looking for, but his other stipulations were niggling at the back 

of my brain while his cobra niggled at the crotch of my jeans. 

Without agreeing to any amount of time, I asked, “And then what? If we find nothing, you just 

want to come back here and act like we’re newlyweds on our honeymoon? I can’t do that Eric.” 

I wasn’t sure why. I just knew that I couldn’t, no matter how charmed by his snake I was. 

“Is that what it will take for you to agree?” he asked. I wasn’t sure what he was talking about 

until my mouth gaped open hearing him add, “I want you to be mine in every way and will 

gladly marry you if that is your desire.” 

Angry tears sprung from my eye sockets while my heart broke open. Even Betty ducked for 

cover from the emotional upheaval we were suddenly deluged by and I tore myself free from his 

grasp, crying out, “Don’t say things like that!” 

I never once imagined having a marriage was in my future. Not in my wildest dreams. Not when 

I couldn’t be myself around any man. Not when there was a price to pay every time I tried to be 

with one. 

But Eric wasn’t any man. 



He’d always been something more. More than my boss. More than a possible serial killer. Even 

more than a vampire. Twenty-four hours earlier I would have paid nearly any price to have him 

back in my life. But having him practically propose, when he didn’t even know his own name 

until I told it to him, was breaking my heart into a million pieces. 

Worse than finding a fleet of Aston Martin’s at my doorstep, it felt like he’d killed another one 

of my dreams. Made all the more devastating because it was one I didn’t even know I had until 

he took it away. 

He looked just as surprised by my outburst as I was, but he stood up too and grabbed onto my 

arm, asking with just as much emotion, “Why? Why do you get so upset when I am only telling 

you the truth of how I feel about you?” Answering his own question, he pulled me closer as I 

tried to pull away and said, “I know you believe if I was still myself – if I remembered the life I 

had led that I would not be here with you now. Perhaps you are correct. But I can tell you with 

absolute certainty, if that were the case, I would be miserable. I know because while there is 

nothing but darkness in my mind until I first laid eyes on you, it wasn’t feeling your fear or 

despair that drew me to find you. It was my own. As soon as I had you in my sights it all went 

away. Because as soon as I saw you I knew I was home. Whatever my foolhardy actions were 

before then, what I feel for you I feel at my core. Like I intrinsically know I am vampire, I know 

with just as much certainty I am yours. And while I admire your reason for denying us both of 

what we truly want, I cannot accept your fervent belief that any scenario in which you would not 

be mine is what I would want.” 

He wiped the tears still falling from my eyes, now for a different reason, and said, “Believe 

anything else you wish, but know that is the truth.” 

He seemed so sincere and god knows I wanted to believe him. I wanted to believe him with my 

whole heart, but my heart wasn’t whole at the moment. It was still in a million pieces and I was 

still too afraid to try and scotch tape it back together before giving it to him again so soon. His 

declaration made me think of Mark Twain who once said, ‘If you tell the truth, you don’t have to 

remember anything.’ 

But could it still be the truth when you’ve forgotten everything? 

I guessed only time would tell. 

Chapter Twenty-Six – Batman 

EPOV 

She was so infuriatingly stubborn. It nearly made me wish I could magic away her own 

memories so she would stop fighting her feelings at every turn. 

But even if I could, I knew I would not. 



I didn’t remember a single moment of our time together prior to the night before, but her 

personality was part and parcel of who she was. Of the woman I knew I had fallen in love with. 

Even if she wasn’t ready to hear it. And it was what made me finally realize why she was so 

determined to return me to my previous state. While she would only admit to liking me, I knew 

her feelings ran much deeper than that. Feelings that would’ve began growing prior to the 

previous twenty-four hours. If our situations had been reversed, I knew I would move heaven 

and earth to see her well again. The fact she seemed willing to do the same gave evidence our 

feelings were mutual. 

Even if she continued to deny it. 

But I couldn’t ignore the fact our attempt to find answers and cures could be a fruitless one. 

Therefore I couldn’t allow her to be ignorant of that same fact. I might very well never get my 

memories back and if that was the case, I could not stomach the thought she would never truly 

become my lover. 

Not when she’d given me every indication – both verbal and non – that she wanted me just as 

much as I wanted her. 

Well perhaps not as much as I wanted her. The sickening in the pit of her stomach over the 

thought of becoming my bride left an equally sickening feeling in the pit of mine. I wanted to 

know the cause and yet I was too afraid to ask. 

Was it because she felt I could not provide for her in my current state? 

Was it because of every wrong doing she’d been forced to suffer by my idiotic actions prior to 

losing my memories? 

Or was it because she truly didn’t feel the same way I felt about her? 

Needing to know and still unable to ask, I gently cupped her face and placed my lips back onto 

hers. Scrutinizing every emotion coursing through her while I sought out the answers from her 

tongue which had yet to form the words. She didn’t question my motives. Nor did she attempt to 

push me away, so I gathered her in my arms and let my own feelings pour into her through our 

kiss. My fear of losing her, be it through my memories returning or her own that continued to 

keep her at arm’s length. 

“I want to believe you,” she whispered when she eventually pulled away to end our kiss. “And 

I’ll even admit that from the moment we met, we had a connection. The chemistry between us 

has always been there. But you have to realize that while your memories are gone, I still have 

mine. I remember the look on your face when you realized I had betrayed you. I remember the 

indifference in your expression on the docks when I could barely keep my feet under me from 

the pain over ruining whatever it was we had together. Pain I now know you would’ve felt 

coming from me. And I remember each and every solitary minute after you left me there without 

a word.” She paused for a moment and lifted her tear stained eyes to look back into mine as she 

said, “You only came back to me when you couldn’t remember me. Maybe it was a coincidence. 



Maybe it was just the connection in our blood. Whatever it was and whatever it is you feel for 

me at your core might be your truth. But my truth is that you didn’t act on those feelings until 

you couldn’t remember why it was you didn’t want to before then.” 

“Then perhaps I am as stubborn as you,” I offered regretfully. I couldn’t question her version of 

the events that had led us to go our separate ways and I wanted to kick my own ass for having 

acted that way. 

At least I now knew my own name to take down. 

But only because she had told it to me. 

Not wanting to leave her alone yet again, even in her feelings, I added, “Denying my feelings for 

you as you now deny your feelings for me. We are one and the same.” 

“You always liked for us to be matchy-matchy,” she smiled after a moment. Searching both my 

eyes and her own thoughts, she admitted, “I do care about you, Eric. More than I probably 

should and more than I’ve ever cared about anyone who I don’t share blood with. But I went 

from spending four days in the hospital feeling worse over, for lack of a better term – our 

breakup – than my physical injuries, to…this. As easily as you can get my libido to go from zero 

to sixty, my head is still stalled at the starting line.” 

She’d joked about car races and checkered flags I apparently would never win while I’d 

attempted to drive us to the store, so I understood her turn of phrase and smiled back with, “I’m 

sure I can get your engine running again. I’ll even slow down so your head can catch up.” 

She laughed softly and said, “I’m sure you can get my engine to overheat. You certainly haven’t 

forgotten how, but slow is good. Slow is what I need.” 

Wanting clarification and hoping I wasn’t hearing only what I wanted to hear, I asked, “But you 

are willing to, as you say – for lack of a better term – start over?” 

She shrugged with a small smile still on her lips as she replied, “You’re right. No matter what we 

do you might never get your memories back. I’ve told you everything that happened between us 

and in spite of it all you still want to be with me. I guess I’m still trying to wrap my head around 

it all, but I wasn’t kidding when I said my willpower is shit around you. I know I won’t be able 

to hold out forever, but the thought of you getting your memories back and feeling like I took 

advantage of you now still scares me. Maybe a part of me is hoping that if I do end up giving in 

and you get your memories back, you’ll remember all of the times I put you off and why. But I 

need for us to at least try to find a way to get your memories back first. I would regret it 

otherwise.” Putting her hand on my chest, she stared deeply into my eyes and admitted, “But the 

selfish part of me knows if this all ends again when you finally do remember, I’ll regret that too. 

Never knowing what it’s like to be with you in that way. I wasn’t the one who wanted it to end 

the first go around.” 

Sensing her growing hesitation, I interjected, “Nor am I. Not as I am now, at least.” 



Looking back at me she said, “I’m not placing blame on anyone other than myself for that. But 

all I can offer you Eric is that I’m willing to build on something between us now – as you are 

now. That doesn’t mean I’m not going to do everything in my power to get your memories back, 

but at the same time I can’t hold you accountable for any decisions you made beforehand if you 

end up never remembering. I just need for us to go slow.” 

Feeling more relieved than I knew was possible, I smiled in return and responded, “Then slow is 

what you shall have.” 

Her emotions were still running high and I knew she was not ready to accept any more truths 

tonight. Wanting to return her to a more relaxed and playful state, I asked, “So if I strip off all of 

my clothes, you will do the same?” I had no real hope she would acquiesce, but that didn’t stop 

me from adding, “We can be matchy-matchy as you said.” 

My attempt at humor seemed to be working when she playfully scoffed at me and asked, “What 

happened to slow?” 

Seeing no reason to not try and build my case further, I explained, “I am a vampire, lover. We 

move much more quickly than humans.” Proving my point, I scooped her up into my arms and 

had her back to sitting in my lap on the couch a second later. While she was still trying to figure 

out we had moved, I added, “We won’t be returning to New Orleans until tomorrow night and 

there are still many hours left of this one. We have to fill up the rest of our time doing 

something.” 

Why not each other? 

Slowly, of course. 

“Your one track mind seems to be doing circles in the gutter,” she laughed, when I felt a sudden 

jolt go through her blood as she turned to me and asked, “But…am I really a human? If Claudine 

is real. If it’s true that she’s my kin and fairy godmother to boot, then what does that make me?” 

“Mine,” I answered without any hesitation. Her lineage made no difference to me, but seeing her 

roll her eyes at yet another truthful statement she didn’t want to accept, I added, “Any relation 

you may have to her isn’t direct. It would explain why your scent is mouthwatering, but it’s 

diluted enough that you are at least a few generations removed. I would have more difficulty 

controlling myself around you if you weren’t.” 

While she thought over my words, I played with her hair and waited for her to come to some sort 

of conclusion. I was glad she wasn’t frightened by the implication I might drain her otherwise. 

Also a truthful statement she might not be ready to accept. 

Monitoring her emotions seemed to be second nature to me. Made even easier when she was so 

close, so I felt it when she had reached the end of her mental journey and watched as she shook 

her head and snickered, “Well you smell pretty good, so maybe you’re part fairy too? Maybe you 



even have your own fairy godmother and she can wave her magic wand and poof your memories 

back.” 

She seemed to come to terms quickly with the idea she wasn’t quite as human as she’d once 

believed, but I attributed it to her interactions with her childhood protector. That job was mine 

now, but I played along with her and offered, “Perhaps you are my fairy godmother.” 

“Well then you got ripped off Cinderfella,” she laughed. Moving her ass over my lap in a way 

that threatened to make my fangs descend, she added, “Besides, you’re the only one here with a 

magic wand.” 

“I thought I’d made it clear that I’m more than willing to share it with you,” I softly growled, 

while grabbing onto her hips and helping her help me ruin my third pair of pants for the night. 

After seeing my closet I knew she would run out of clothes long before I would. 

And then we could share the checkered flag because we both would win. 

“Speaking of clarity,” she breathed out. “My head gets cloudy when yours is poking me like 

that.” 

Even as she pushed at my shoulders to put distance between us, her hips ground down over my 

own and I lost the ability to keep my fangs in check. They snapped down as I moved at a 

vampire’s pace once again so that her body was underneath mine and I thrust against her, 

replying, “If I poke you without our clothes on, we’ll both end up much more clearheaded when 

we’re through.” 

It was a lie, of course. My thoughts were becoming more disjointed with every passing moment. 

Feeling the heat of her body against my own. Watching the blood pulsing through her veins. 

Sensing her own rapidly building desires and scenting her arousal in the air did nothing to keep 

me lucid. I’d agreed to take things slow, but in this moment the only promise I could truthfully 

make was to slowly take her clothes off. Slowly drive us both insane with want before I slowly 

entered her. And then I would take my time slowly bringing us both to a very climactic end. 

She had initiated our kiss by pulling my head down to hers, giving me but a taste before pushing 

me away again, and panting out, “You might have my engine revving, but my head still needs to 

warm up or else it’s going to seize. This isn’t helping.” 

“Nor are your jeans,” I sulked, already knowing our playtime was coming to an end before it 

could even begin. 

She chuckled and grabbed my face in her hands, saying, “Who knew vampires pouted? You all 

are supposed to be vicious and deadly. But maybe that’s just as much as hooey as you not having 

a reflection. The fangs and blood sucking give you folklore street cred to hide the fact you’re all 

a bunch of whiners when you get blue balls.” 



Her mood had turned playful and was contagious, so I leaned down and dragged my fangs along 

her neck, saying, “Perhaps that is why my skin is cold. My whole body might turn blue if you 

continue teasing me.” 

It was a very real possibility. 

Her body shuddered under me. Being able to feel her emotions made it even more difficult to 

control myself, but she managed to snort and ask, “Is that what Smurfs are? Tiny little vampires 

with a raging case of blue balls? Shrunken down when they’re too wound up? It’s plausible 

considering Smurfette was the only girl.” 

I didn’t know what she was talking about, nor did I care when her body continued to tease my 

own. All I cared about was finding a way to convince her that her noble thoughts on remaining 

chaste were more than enough and she didn’t need to actually follow through. In keeping with 

that theme, I said, “You claimed you are willing to build on our relationship. What better way 

than to start with building a pile of our shed clothes?” 

She made a ‘vroom vroom’ sound and laughed, “Boy, you sure are tearing up that gutter. If 

we’re starting over then this is only our first date. Shakira lied. Just like my hips. No matter what 

they’re telling you, I’m not that easy.” 

“Easy?” I playfully scoffed. Thrusting my hips against hers one last time, I offered, “Hard is 

more like it.” 

Her eyes rolled back into the back of her head as she whimpered, “And if you keep it up, I’ll give 

up and ask for more like it.” 

“I see no flaw in that plan.” 

None at all. 

“I’m a telepath. Not a psychic, but I can still see regret in my immediate future if I do.” 

Feeling her emotions was just as much of a blessing as it was curse because I knew she meant 

what she said. It was the only reason I was able to pull away from her willingly and resume a 

much more harmless position seated next to her. When she righted herself as well and we were 

both calmed, she turned to me with another small smile and said, “Thank you. You’re not the 

only one having a hard time with this, but I appreciate you giving me the time I need.” 

“You agreed to build on a relationship with me,” I shrugged. “It is more than I deserve after the 

way I treated you in the past. I am willing to wait because you are worth waiting for.” Adding a 

leer to my expression, I added, “But that doesn’t mean I won’t take every opportunity to try and 

convince you we’ve waited long enough.” 

“You’re more convincing than Jim Jones with a fresh pitcher of Kool-Aid,” she laughed. At my 

confused expression, she only giggled more before she sobered slightly and said, “Never mind.” 



Feeling her amusement left me feeling torn once more over both wanting my memories to return, 

so I would understand her joke and being fearful of what else they might contain. But I let it go 

just as quickly wanting to enjoy whatever time I had with her now and looked around, asking, 

“So if we’re not going to test just how flexible you are, how do you propose we spend the rest of 

the night?” 

I was curious to know more about her life, but I sensed she needed to do something that didn’t 

require any thinking. I couldn’t tell her anything about my own life and she seemed to agree on 

taking it easy when she smirked and said, “This is why God gave us TV.” 

She reached over grabbed an oblong shaped handheld device from the small table next to the 

couch and I watched as she aimed it at the large screen in front of us. Pushing a button made a 

picture appear on it. 

“Eric!” she yelled suddenly in a chastising voice while looking at the picture. “What. Is. That?” 

“TV?” 

I was sure that was what she called it. Was my memory loss contagious? 

“That…that…” she sputtered, pointing the picture maker back and forth from me to the image. 

“That is my room back at the casino!” she finally shrieked. 

She seemed angered by that fact, but I didn’t know why and was left even more confused when 

she added, “I can’t believe you peeping Tom’d me you perv!” 

“Lover?” I asked. 

It was my only recourse considering I had no clue as to what she was angry about or what a 

peeping Tom was. 

‘Perv’, my memories had retained. 

“Eric Northman!” she barked. “I don’t care if you can remember or not. You’d better have a very 

good explanation why you have hidden cameras in my suite at your casino or else I’m gonna 

kick your ass!” 

My mouth spewed out the first thing to enter my mind when I offered, “To protect you?” It was 

my only thought considering how I felt about her. 

“From what?” she scoffed before gasping out loud. I feared her brain had in fact seized like she 

claimed it would when I felt nothing from her at all, so we were both startled when her emotions 

unlocked a moment later. Her entire body flooded with relief, leaving me even more confused 

and my confusion only grew when she cackled, “You were spying on me!” 



“And this makes you feel comforted?” I asked. The word ‘spying’ came across as a disingenuous 

tactic that made me even more hesitant about regaining my memories. 

“Well in my mind it evens the playing field a little,” she shrugged. “I may have been sent to spy 

on you, but you were spying on me right back.” 

Instead of feeling amused like she did, I felt…dirty. “So in addition to hurting you, I am a 

hypocrite as well.” She may not have known I was spying on her at the time, but I did and yet I 

still let her believe she was the only traitor. 

“Ugh,” she sighed and leaned over hugging my arm. “Knock it off. You were being careful. You 

had no reason to trust me at first, just like I had no reason to trust you. I’m sure you only did it 

because keeping what you are a secret is a big deal.” When I only continued to sulk silently at 

her side, she shrugged again and added, “And I doubt seeing me naked was a chore for you.” 

Naked? 

“Naked?” I asked, aloud this time. 

“Why would I think twice about stripping my clothes off in my own room?” she asked as though 

it were no big deal. 

She’d only just snarled at me about kicking my ass, so I knew it was a big deal and yet she was 

placating me instead. 

I couldn’t stop myself from asking, “Why do you automatically react in a way so that I will feel 

better when you were the one who was wronged?” 

It made me question her own feelings of self-worth which worried me. At the same time her 

selflessness was only more proof she was too good for me, but I already knew I would never 

willingly give her up. 

Again. 

Even if I couldn’t remember the first time when I had done just that. 

“Wellll…” she drawled out. “You vampires might live forever, but us little old part-fairy humans 

don’t. My gift has given me more insight than I care to remember in my short lifetime, but at 

least I learned pretty quickly not to sweat the small stuff and that it could always be worse. My 

time on earth is limited and I don’t want to spend it with my panties twisted when there are much 

more enjoyable things to do in life.” 

I didn’t want to think about her time being limited, but I knew our time tonight was and decided 

to adopt her way of thinking for now. And since she’d brought it up, I asked, “So, now that you 

are no longer in that room for me to spy on why don’t you strip yourself naked right now, so I 



can check to make sure your panties aren’t twisted. It would certainly be an enjoyable thing for 

me to do in life.” 

“They say if you find a job you love you’ll never work a day in your life,” she laughed. “And 

you’ll be the first one I call when I’m interviewing for my own personal panty checker.” 

I’d better be the only one she called for that job. 

She turned back to face the screen and began pressing buttons, changing the picture as she did 

so, saying, “This must be tied into your surveillance system back in the casino.” She smacked 

my leg without looking at me and added, “And my room had better be on some secret camera 

feed because if all of those security guards were watching me change my clothes, I really am 

going to kick your ass.” 

My fists automatically clenched at the thought of any other man seeing her naked, so I doubted I 

would’ve allowed it no matter what state of mind I was in. However that thought made me 

wonder how many others had seen her naked. 

But I knew if I asked, her answer might mean my fists could very well remain clenched for all of 

eternity. 

Instead I watched as she flipped from view to view, describing to me what it was we were 

seeing. I even had cameras in my own private rooms and office, but seeing them made her say, 

“I’m guessing you didn’t review them on a regular basis. If you had, you would’ve seen me 

going through your things.” 

Guilt spiked within her, so I reciprocated her earlier gesture of comfort and said matter-of-factly, 

“I was probably too busy watching you undress.” 

It worked because she snickered again and resumed pressing buttons when what appeared to be a 

map of some sort came onto the screen. I recognized the outline of the state of Louisiana from a 

stack of roadmaps at the small store we’d gone into earlier. 

“Why would you have an interactive map of Louisiana?” she asked. 

I assumed her question was a rhetorical one, so I remained silent. Inside the boundary lines there 

were tiny blips on the screen, with small clusters near the cities and the largest of them in and 

around New Orleans, but the northern half of the state was completely bare. Also missing from 

the northern half were the numerous X’s that were scattered over the southern half as well. 

I could feel her concentration when she suddenly stood up and walked over to the screen, slowly 

reaching towards it and touching one of the blips. Her touch caused the view to change, zooming 

in on the location, with a picture of a woman popping up alongside indicating her name was 

Thalia. It gave her age as being over a thousand years old. Described her as a strong warrior who 

had little tolerance for asinine humans, but was loyal. And it gave us her location down to the 



street address of where she was currently along with the path of her movements going backwards 

from there. 

I worried for a moment my lover would become upset believing this Thalia to be another woman 

in my life, but I knew that could not be the case because I felt absolutely nothing seeing her. And 

instead of feeling jealous or angry, she only felt excited as she began touching other blips on the 

screen. Name after name and picture after picture came onto the screen with both of us reading 

what was there before she moved onto the next. When she’d exhausted through them all, twenty-

six in total, she turned to me and said, “I’m guessing from their ages they’re all vampires. But 

why would you be tracking them?” 

“Enemies?” I offered, unsure. 

She was already shaking her head as she said, “I don’t think so. I mean, I don’t know if you all 

are best friends or not, but some of them are described as loyal. It’s almost like a resume, but I 

can’t figure out why you would be keeping track of them all.” 

She turned back to the screen and touched on one of the X’s, bringing up a picture of three 

others. Two men and a woman. Malcolm, Liam, and Diane according to their files, but along 

with their ages and strengths, it gave the date of their deaths followed by yet another name. 

“They died two weeks before I started working for you,” she offered absentmindedly before 

touching the name on the screen. In doing so, another picture popped up, overlapping theirs, and 

she gasped out loud, saying, “Holy shit! I didn’t…the name…I didn’t put two and two together.” 

I was at her side a moment later and put my arms around her asking, “What is it lover? What has 

you feeling so surprised?” 

“Her!” she pointed back at the screen. “She’s…that’s…” Turning to look back at me, she finally 

explained, “Eric, that’s the woman whose murder put you on the FBI’s radar.” 

Beneath her picture listed her date of death and the evidence gathered indicating the other three 

to be her murderers. It seemed to hit us both at the same time when she said, “You were the one 

who figured out they killed her.” 

“It would seem so given it appears I am spying on not just you,” I admitted. 

She stared at the screen for a moment longer when her head began to move infinitesimally as she 

offered, “Or maybe you were protecting.” 

“What do you mean lover?” If she was implying I had been protecting either the dead woman or 

three dead vampires, I hadn’t done a very good job. Seeing as how they were all dead. 

I vowed I would do better for my lover. 



She turned in my arms to face me once more as she explained, “What if you’re keeping track of 

the vampires not just so you know who’s where, but if it’s to keep your secret under wraps too? 

You described a few of them as loyal, so I imagine you would return the favor and help them out 

if they needed it. With this you would always be able to find them if they were in trouble. And if 

they were causing trouble, you’d be able to find that out too by backtracking where they’ve 

been.” Her brain and emotions seized for another split second before she exclaimed, “The 

phones! You have your own tech firm that manufactures them and they’re locked up tighter than 

my knees have been all night long. The FBI was never able to break through your encryption, but 

every phone these days has GPS. You gave me one when I first started working for you and you 

were able to find me at the bar when I was getting my drunk on after I overreacted and you were 

eying up that blond on the dance floor. You gave me a phone to bring to Callaghan the day I 

found Tara at his house and now that we know he was a vampire too, I bet it was so you could 

track him!” 

“So you believe I am…what? Are you insinuating I am the vampire leader of Louisiana?” It 

sounded even more incredulous than me having a zombie bromance. 

“No!” she cackled out loud and likely would’ve fallen to the floor had I not had my arms around 

her. She barely got her breathing under control, muttering about something being ironic, when 

she wiped the tears from her eyes and looked up at me, sputtering out, “You’re Batman!” 

Chapter Twenty-Seven – He’s Sexy and I Know It 

SPOV 

Of course he was fucking Batman! 

My mind quickly thought back, analyzing our every interaction with my new perspective, and I 

ended up seeing it all in a whole new light. The knowing look in his eyes when he’d joked about 

my part-time superhero gig during my interview. The seemingly endless fleet of Batmobiles he 

had at his disposal. The loner lifestyle he led. The weight of the world he seemed to carry on his 

shoulders that you only knew was there when you looked into his eyes. The quiet and 

unassuming way he’d cared for me. The generosity he’d shown in the wake of finding Tara 

counteracting the aura of mystique and danger he exuded when we’d toured his casino. Even the 

matchy-matchy head to toe leather outfits he’d insisted we wear on my first night working for 

him. It all should’ve tipped me off. But it didn’t. I hadn’t known any better at the time. 

And it made me wonder if he had a head to toe spandex outfit tucked away in the Nordstrom’s he 

called a closet. 

I wouldn’t be surprised since I already knew he could fly. 

But I should’ve known better than to think for a minute too long on how well he’d filled in those 

leather pants when Betty was already rattling the bars of her Bat Cage. 



‘Batman you say?’ 

EEE-YOW! BAM! KER-SPLOOSH! 

Great. Now Batty was making 1960’s comic sound effects. 

‘I’m not Batty or Robin. Just call me Pussywoman,’ she purred in her best Lee Meriwether voice, 

while humping against the bars of her cage. 

Maybe Callaghan really did kill me and I was stuck in some sort of Austin Powers/Debbie Does 

Dallas crossover purgatory? 

‘No…Betty does Batman!’ 

Ugh. 

I ignored the cat in heat in my underwear and focused back on what we’d stumbled across. Not 

only was the whole ironic and moronic bat/vampire misconception at play, but so was the fact 

the FBI had sent in their super stupid secret spy into his midst only so he could turn out to be a 

superhero instead of a serial killer. 

I couldn’t help but laugh. 

Only so I wouldn’t cry. 

So many things had worked against us. Secrets were at the top of that list, but at the time those 

secrets were necessary. Now though, I felt like an idiot. And seeing him now looking back at me 

like I was an idiot made me calm down enough to explain, “Don’t you see Eric? Instead of being 

the bad guy you’re actually the hero.” 

And it didn’t hurt that Eric Northman decked out in all black put Bruce Wayne to shame. 

“You believe I am in some sort of position wherein the Louisiana vampire population looks to 

me for protection, but in addition to that I am some sort of enforcer? Policing their actions and 

doling out punishment where I see fit?” 

Even without his questions, his expression gave it all away. 

He found my logic questionable. 

If he could hear Betty he’d find my sanity questionable as well. 

“Yes,” I answered immediately. “Why else would you have listed their strengths and 

weaknesses? Why would you have gone to the trouble to link the murder of Patricia Ansley to 

those three vampires? Who, coincidentally, all died on the same night shortly after you made the 

connection.” Turning back around to face the screen, I pointed out, “Here you have the dates, 



times, and locations of the three vampires on the night she went missing. You tracked them back 

to this address, which coincidentally is listed as their home address, before they ended up at the 

exact spot where her body was found. Everything in this file is dated and time stamped. I doubt 

it’s a red herring because you’d had nothing to gain by doing it. You had no reason to believe 

anyone but you would ever see this because you didn’t know you were the FBI’s number one 

suspect.” When all he did was stare back at me, I added to my case by saying, “You’re a busy 

guy Eric. You might be immortal, but you have a lot of businesses to oversee. Meetings to attend 

and prominent people to schmooze and yet you took the time to do all of this. You must have 

done it for a reason.” 

Saying it all out loud made me realize what an invaluable tool he would’ve been to the FBI in 

solving the murders since he found the actual murderers. 

You know…that is if they knew about vampires being real. 

I closed those links and touched on another X, finding yet another vampire and their human 

victim. Tomas Medina had been the eighth body found, but he was actually the third victim to go 

missing in the timeline. It explained why there had been no rhyme or reason to the type of person 

who was killed. Serial killers always had a pattern. They chose a type of victim and stuck with it. 

But that hadn’t been the case with ‘The Vampire’. White collar. Blue collar. Housewives. 

Students and drifters. Man or woman. Every race under the sun. They were all represented. No 

one type was spared. The only thing tying them together that we’d all been too blinded to see 

was now glaring back at me. 

They were all human. 

Granted, it was an easy thing to dismiss and had the existence of vampires been known it all 

would’ve made more sense. Together we went through them all one by one. All nineteen victims 

of ‘The Vampire’ were listed and each and every vampire found guilty of their murders had been 

executed. The only difference between the FBI’s files and Eric’s was that his went back over 

twenty years and listed the names of many more victims. Victims whose families were out there 

and still had no closure over their missing loved ones. And families who had buried their kin 

believing they’d been killed in accidents. 

It was probably kinder for them to continue believing the lie. 

But Eric had known better. He was a part of that world. Immersed in it in the way only another 

vampire could be, so he had known the signs to look for. The clues humans wouldn’t see to 

know the truth of who – or rather what – their killer was. 

It only solidified my stance that not only was Eric Northman smart, business savvy, and sexier 

than should be legal. 

He was judge, jury, and executioner of the Louisiana vampire population. 

A real life Avenger. 



While I marveled over his Marvel comic book physical similarities to Thor, he brought me back 

to the present by asking, “This thought pleases you?” 

If ‘pleases’ equaled ‘purring gutterwear’, then yes. 

What girl wouldn’t want to be the creamy filling of an Eric and Thor Sookie cookie sandwich? 

“Yes,” I replied, omitting my Porneo Oreo thoughts. “You’ve been quietly seeking justice for 

people killed by your kind. Humans you’ve likely never even met. No matter what your reasons 

were for doing so, you put yourself in harm’s way to do a service to the rest of us. All the while 

knowing you’d get no rewards or accolades for your actions. In a way you remind me of a 

soldier. A lone sniper who takes down the bad guy. Doing a mostly thankless, faceless, and 

nameless job simply because it has to be done in order to keep everyone else safe. That Eric 

makes you a hero.” 

I couldn’t help but smile when his shoulders straightened with pride. It was obvious he’d felt out 

of sorts not knowing who he was. Me laughing at his piss poor driving skills probably hadn’t 

helped his ego any, but hearing me tell him I thought him to be a hero brought back a bit of his 

old swagger. Some of the vulnerability he’d been wearing disappeared when he smiled back at 

me and said, “This thought pleases me as well.” 

“It should,” I agreed before turning back to face the screen. “And thinking of soldiers makes me 

wonder if some of these other vampires are your soldiers. You describe some of them as loyal 

and rated their fighting skills like it’s the Vampire Zagat Guide to the best battles.” I reached out 

and touched a few of the marks around New Orleans before I found the right one and said, “This 

guy, Clancy. He works for you at the casino. I remember him from one of the bars because he 

was one of the ones whose thoughts I couldn’t hear. Since he works for you and it says here he’s 

one of the loyal ones, maybe I can try talking to him about what happened to you.” 

Even as the words left my lips I felt a tightening in the pit of my stomach. An apprehension Eric 

must have felt coming from me as well because he said, “You are not comfortable with this 

strategy.” 

“Not really,” I admitted truthfully. “I’m worried about exposing you to others of your kind in the 

shape you’re in. I’ve seen you fight another vampire and I know how strong you are, but what if 

they’re stronger? You couldn’t remember how to drive, so what if you can’t remember how to 

fight them? You don’t have your memories to know if you can fully trust them and I can’t hear 

them to know if they’re a danger to you. But I don’t know enough about your world to know 

what to do otherwise. What if I can’t hear witches either? What if it was a vampire who hired a 

witch to do this to you? Even if I can hear a witch’s thoughts, they’d have no reason to hang 

around your casino once the job was done. There are too many variables for me to be confident 

about any of it, but we have to trust somebody.” 

He thought over my explanation for a moment before looking back at me with a smile and 

saying, “You worry for me.” 



Duh… 

And while wearing my ‘duh’ face, I answered, “Of course I’m worried about you. Do you think 

I’d be here if I wasn’t?” 

“Yes,” he replied confidently and pulled me back against his chest. His hands rubbed up and 

down my arms trying to soothe my frayed nerves, teasing, “You are eager to get me naked and 

do wicked things to my body.” 

Duh… 

“You and your sniper rifle need to stand down soldier,” I chuckled, while ignoring the Star 

Spangled Banner playing out in my panties. “You haven’t even been to boot camp yet. I’ll thank 

you for your service after the war.” 

“Well then we should get to work,” he growled. “I am eager to enjoy the spoils our victory will 

bring.” 

I was still pressed up against him, so I knew among other things of his, at least his confidence 

was growing by leaps and bounds too. 

And I also knew if we could figure out who had done this to him, all he would have to do was 

growl at them and they’d likely drop to the ground. 

Just like my panties nearly did. 

Letting go of me, he walked over to where some swords were hanging on the wall and selected 

one. He’d fought bare handed the one and only time I’d seen him action, but now I watched 

while he seemed to be testing himself to see if it felt familiar. Turning it to and fro with his wrist 

and gauging the weight of the weapon in his hand. I didn’t have to ask him what he thought 

because I already knew the answer when he began moving around the room faster than my eyes 

could see. At least his muscle memory had remained intact. 

‘And I bet his other muscle remembers how to fuck us like a champ too!’ 

I blamed his sword. Both of them for why neither one of us could think straight. 

He’s sexy and I know it. 

It was no use trying to focus on his movements since they were nothing but a blur, so I waited 

for him to stop and smiled at his windblown hair, asking, “How did it feel?” 

I expected him to say something like ‘good’ or ‘invigorating’. 

I should’ve known better. 



Because I had barely asked the question when I was suddenly the creamy filling of an Eric and 

drywall Sookie cookie sandwich, with him trying to stick his spoon into my cup of milk. 

My gasp of surprise was all he needed to invade my mouth while Betty frantically tried to wave 

my Fruit of the Looms in surrender. Instead of fighting off either one of them, I attempted to 

negotiate a peace treaty by just surrendering to his kiss. His tongue mapped out every inch of my 

own while his hands worked further south, but after witnessing him fight off invisible foes, my 

Stackhouse DNA had risen up along with my libido and refused to back down in any kind of 

fight. 

Instead of being part fairies, Jason and I could’ve been part Barney dinosaurs since we’d spent 

the majority of our childhood covered in purple bruises we’d given one another. 

Wanting to win control of the kiss, my own hands slipped up his back underneath his t-shirt with 

my fingernails raking back down over his corded muscles. And when his fangs snapped down I 

wasted no time in raking my tongue over them too. 

So maybe this was how the vampire/fairy war had started? 

If it was, I could see why it lasted hundreds of years. I could spend an eternity attached to him 

and it wouldn’t be long enough. When my neck had had enough of straining up to meet his 

mouth, my hands clamped down onto his shoulders and I pulled myself up so my legs could 

wrap around his waist. Our torsos were unevenly matched and Betty wailed in protest since our 

new position had taken with it any kind of friction we’d both been enjoying. Eric rectified that by 

vamping us to his bed and as soon as my back hit the mattress and my legs fell open freely, he 

slid his hand in between us and down into the front of my pants. While Betty praised every deity 

she could think of, a part of my mind was screaming that this was in no way taking things slow. 

A very small part of my mind, mind you. 

So I rationed it away by making a deal with myself that I would ration out how far we could go. I 

also rationed away any lingering guilt by telling myself I could consider it training. 

A boot camp for knockin’ boots, if you will. 

I hadn’t been lying when I’d admitted it was only a matter of time before I couldn’t take it any 

longer and succumbed to his advances. The fact his fingers had easily breached my nonexistent 

defenses was evidence of that. I still had to come to grips with giving in to our desires fully, but 

having seen the monster hiding behind his tiny red underwear, I knew my hesitation wasn’t the 

only thing I needed to come to grips with. 

He was huge. 

HUH-UGE. 



My limited sexual past consisted of two previous lovers. Two. And I had gotten more out Eric’s 

feeding earlier than either one of them were able to do for me, which was why my experience 

was so limited. Keeping my shields up when someone touched me was hard enough. Keeping 

them up and letting myself go enough to actually get off at the same time was impossible. But I 

didn’t have that problem with Eric. 

Instead he presented a different problem. 

Neither one of my previous partners were packing the ballistic missile Eric’s submarine wanted 

to load into my already flooded tube. The thought both frightened and excited me, but it was 

something I needed to wrap my head around. 

So I figured I’d start out slowly by using my hand and wrapping it around his warhead. 

I reasoned had I been a normal girl and Eric had been a normal guy, it really wasn’t all that much 

farther than I would’ve gone on a regular date. The chemistry between us was explosive from the 

get go and had our fucked up situation not been so fucked up to begin with, this likely would’ve 

been something we had already done. 

At least that was what I kept telling myself. 

It was hard to focus when Eric’s circling fingertips were making my higher brain function circle 

down the drain and drip down my ass, but I was eager to return the favor and forced my fingers 

to unbutton his jeans. However my actions had unintended consequences when Eric’s entire 

body froze. 

And I didn’t mean his already cooler body temperature. 

“Lover?” he groaned when his rocket fell out into my awaiting hand. 

‘If you pump it a few times I bet we can make it a projectile rocket!’ 

For once Betty and I were on the same page, so I wrapped my hand around his weapon and 

tested my powers to make it go nuclear by stroking his length firmly while breathing out, “Eric?” 

I smirked watching his eyes roll into the back of his head while a guttural moan escaped his lips 

as his hips thrust into my hand. It made me feel powerful knowing I could elicit such a strong 

reaction in him and it only turned me on more. I wanted to always remember it. I knew better 

now than to take it for granted that I would, but while I was storing it away suddenly every other 

memory of him resurfaced. Of both the old Eric and the new. Everything he’d said and done to 

show me I meant something to him before we’d parted ways. Everything he’d said and done to 

show me how much I meant to him now. While I was worried about what would happen if and 

when he finally did remember everything, right now I just wanted to show him how much he 

meant to me. 

Because it could be a while before I wasn’t too chicken shit to actually say the words out loud. 



Since Eric was too busy inspecting the back of his skull, he couldn’t see me smile when I 

maneuvered him onto his back. Apparently he was just as bendy in my hands now as he was 

when he was dead for the day, but his eyes righted themselves again when I climbed on top of 

him and straddled his knees. 

“If this is your definition of slow, I approve,” he grunted. 

“Don’t go counting your chickens yet, vampire,” I playfully admonished. “You got to practice 

with your sword. Now it’s my turn to practice with mine.” 

He probably hadn’t understood my chicken reference, but watching me lean down to lick the V 

line of his hips before hovering over my borrowed sword was enough incentive for him to not 

ask for an explanation. 

That didn’t mean he was quiet though. 

He hissed as soon as my lips made contact. There was no way I’d be able to take all of him into 

my mouth, but I gave it the old college try, using my hand on what wouldn’t fit. I had zero 

experience giving a blow job, but I’d seen enough in the minds of others to know what to do. 

And the fact Eric couldn’t remember anything gave me the confidence to not worry about trying 

to match the skill level of his previous partners. 

For right now at least, I would be the best he’d ever had. 

I couldn’t read his mind, but I could read his reactions for cues as to what worked and what 

didn’t. He liked it when I licked the vein along the underside of his shaft. He liked it even more 

when I swirled my tongue over his head and traced along the slit at the top. Sucking him like I 

was trying to get a bowling ball through a straw got high marks. Twisting my hand with every 

upstroke had his fists twisting the sheets balled up in his palms in return. 

But humming when he was as far down my throat as was part-humanly possible? 

That made Eric Northman, vampire badass, my bitch. 

His menacing snarl only made my thighs rub together more making me think I had descended 

from Jiminy Cricket instead of fairies. And when Betty belted out her improvised version of, 

‘When you wish upon a staaarrrr…cock,’ I figured it would only take until the start of second 

verse for his wishing stars to start shooting at my tonsils. 

But I figured wrong. 

Betty was barely done with ‘Makes no difference who you aaarrreee,’ when I also figured out a 

way to keep him in my mouth when he sat up and grabbed my hips, swinging me around and 

ripping my jeans and panties off at the same time. I didn’t mind since they were ruined anyway, 

but now it was my turn to freeze because when all was said and done, he and Betty were face to 

face. 



It was something else I had zero experience in, but I suspected it wouldn’t be by default when he 

turned out to be the best I’d ever had. I might have never had the opportunity to go to Disney 

World, but I had a feeling what I was about to experience would outdo any amusement park ride. 

And as soon as he made the first swipe of his FASTPASS through my no-lines-no-waiting 

entrance, my eyes crossed with an inhuman sound leaving my throat. Never had anything ever 

felt so good and it made no difference my mouth was too full to say anything coherent when 

Betty said all that needed to be said for the both of us. 

‘Wishes DO cum true!’ 

Chapter Twenty-Eight – Son of a Bitch 

EPOV 

“Oh…fuck…lover…I…I…” 

Never. 

We were never leaving this bed again. 

Not ever. 

I don’t know what happened that made her change her mind, but I wasn’t going to question it. I 

didn’t need my memories to know that nothing had ever felt as good as her mouth on my cock. 

To know I would happily spend all of eternity with my head between her legs. To know there 

was no one more important to me than… 

I was going to cum. Soon. Here I was, some supposed vampire enforcer, and this tiny human girl 

was slaying me with nothing more than her soft wet mouth. 

I couldn’t find the will to be even the slightest bit embarrassed. 

“Hmmmmm?” she hummed around my shaft when my I couldn’t find any more words. She 

released me from her mouth only so she could nibble her way down my length and back up 

again, asking, “What’s wrong? Cat got your tongue?” 

It was only then that I realized my head had fallen back onto the bed. She was sucking the 

coherency right out of me and was far too articulate for my liking. I rectified our lopsided 

lucidity by attacking her clit and sliding two fingers inside of her, smiling against her lower lips 

when her head landed on my thigh not long afterward as she chanted, 

“Ohmygodohmygodohmygod.” 

Yes. I was her god. I liked the sound of it much more than ‘Eric’. 



I could feel her climax drawing near, both from my blood and my fingers inside of her. But like 

she fought her true feelings for me, she fought that feeling as well. She gathered what was left of 

her wits and impaled my cock with her mouth, cutting off her own words mid-chant while 

determination filled her veins. It only took a second for me to realize she wanted me to cum first. 

And had she not stopped a moment ago, giving me the opportunity to calm down a little, she 

would’ve succeeded easily. Now, however… 

Even with my memories I was sure this would be my favorite battle to date. 

With every increase in speed of my tongue and fingers, the suction of her mouth increased as she 

thrust down my shaft. 

When I slid my free hand up her body to give attention to her neglected breasts, she slid her free 

hand down to caress my balls. 

The sensation was nearly overpowering, so I growled out, “Cum! Now!” 

My sparring partner hummed out, “No! You!” 

We were a match made in heaven. 

My fangs itched to sink into her skin while our battle of wills went on. Her heartbeat was 

thundering in my ears, beckoning me to bite her femoral artery. I knew it would throw her over 

the edge. It was an unfair advantage and one I was fully prepared to take advantage of. No matter 

how much she fought off the inevitable, she would be powerless against it. 

War had never been so sweet. 

Literally. 

Both her blood and cum were addictive and I was her willing victim. Needing my fix, I released 

her clit from my lips and turned my head, licking along her upper thigh to prepare her for my 

bite. She visibly shuddered hearing my fangs snap down and groaned around my cock, making it 

difficult for me to hold off my own orgasm, but I persevered. 

As did she. 

My face and hand were bathed in her cum, just as my cock was drenched in her saliva. With my 

fingers still pumping inside of her, I trailed one last lick along her artery before placing a single 

kiss over my chosen spot. Her inner muscles were already clenching around my fingers when I 

felt hers glide down to the underside of my balls, but when I slid my fangs into her skin 

expecting a sure victory, she slid her finger into my ass. 

It was unexpected. 



As was the detonation of cum from my cock and into her mouth when she pressed her finger 

against the hidden trigger she’d found inside of me, triggering an orgasm so powerful I was sure 

I would have fallen to the ground had I not already been lying down. Her blood dripped down 

my chin as I howled with my release and the only other thing I could be cognizant of was the fact 

she’d finally let go too. 

And with the way her pussy clamped down on my fingers I might never get them back. 

I was perfectly fine with that. 

The scent and sight of her blood drew me back to her thigh and while I cleaned the sweet nectar 

from her skin, so did she lovingly clean my cock of cum with her tongue. My head fell back to 

the bed once her marks were healed and she slid her body to my side while chuckling, “I won.” 

“I do not concede,” I playfully argued and pulled her body so that she was laying on me once 

more, with her head now resting on my chest. “It was too close to call.” 

“Maybe you have hidden cameras in here too,” she snickered. “You can watch your slow motion 

porn later on and see for yourself that I handed your ass to you.” 

Speaking of hands and asses… 

“Where did you learn that little trick with your finger?” 

As soon as the words left my lips, I regretted them. With the way she had been able to play my 

body, I knew she must have experience in such matters. She was a smart, kind, and beautiful 

woman, so it was to be expected. But the last thing I wanted to hear about was her exploits with 

her previous lovers. 

What if I didn’t compare as favorably? 

“A friend of mine,” she shrugged. “Of course he didn’t know he was teaching me anything, but I 

got it from his head that having that done to him made him see stars.” While I silently worked 

through her explanation, wondering – if not downright hoping – what else she might possibly be 

self-taught in thanks to her gift, she pushed herself up to look back at me with a grin and asked, 

“Did you see stars?” 

“I’m afraid not.” Seeing her smile falter, I hugged her tighter and admitted, “You blinded me, 

lover. I couldn’t see anything.” 

“Sorry?” she smirked. 

“Don’t be,” I smiled. “In fact, I propose you practice with your sword every night. I demand a 

rematch.” 



She snorted, muttering something about a circus sideshow act, and fell back down to lie on my 

chest. While her fingers toyed with my chest, my mind toyed with the idea that perhaps she 

didn’t have as many past lovers as her skills would lead one to believe. I would never hold it 

against her, no matter what number she’d entertained, but I worried perhaps I wouldn’t at least 

be on par with them. She was the only lover I knew and while I seemed to retain the ability to 

fight, I hadn’t been able to remember how to drive. 

What if I hadn’t been able to remember how to properly pleasure her? 

Despite her earlier orgasm, I couldn’t be sure. Our entanglement was both erotic and sensual. We 

had been working ourselves up at every opportunity, so it could be she had climaxed out of 

inevitability. 

And it was that thought that made me truly want my memories back for the first time since I’d 

come to be with her. To know without a doubt I had done all that I knew how to do in order to 

pleasure her. 

My lover, physically spent after our long night of sparring, fell asleep shortly afterward. We 

were both naked from the waist down and clothed from the waist up, but I didn’t care enough to 

wake her. Instead I pulled the covers over us both and allowed the sound of her steady heartbeat 

to calm my worried thoughts. And as dawn took me for the day, I was at least certain of one 

thing. I had already known I would never willingly let her go, but now? 

Now I would slay the entire world if I had to in order to keep her. 

For the second night in a row, I rose as I had died, with my lover in bed beside me. And it was a 

habit I hoped would continue repeating itself. 

I could smell the faint traces of other scents on her skin and clothes. She’d showered and 

changed, but sunlight was the prevalent one. I automatically turned my body into hers, trailing 

my nose along her neck and inhaling the unexpected treat, as she chuckled and said, “Who knew 

vampires were so snuggly?” 

“Another part of me wishes to snuggle you as well,” I breathed out. “Take a guess as to which 

one.” 

She rubbed her body against my erection, making my fangs snap down, while she hummed out, 

“Your nose? It seems to be trying to burrow its way under my skin.” 

“Guess again,” I whispered into her ear, while moving my body on top of hers. I was glad she 

offered no resistance. One of my worries from the night before was that she would regret what 

had happened between us. She had said she wanted to take things slow, but her claims of having 

shitty willpower when it came to me plagued my thoughts nearly until dawn. I didn’t want her to 

feel I had taken advantage of her. 

Because I wasn’t sure I hadn’t. 



So when her hands slipped down to grip my ass, pulling me down even further on top of her, it 

would seem I had worried for nothing. 

“Your feet?” she whimpered, running her warm bare feet up and down my calves. “Your toes 

were like ice cubes earlier when I made your little piggy go wee wee wee all the way home.” 

If it weren’t for her captivating warmth and scent, I might have found the resolve to question her 

affinity for farm animals. Cows coming home. Chickens hatching. And now…piggies? 

Instead I only said, “You’re down to your final guess.” Giving her a much needed hint, I thrust 

my still unclothed cock against her body and warned, “Make it count.” 

But perhaps she should have been the one to issue a warning. 

One hand gripped my hair as she forced my head to turn so that she could rake her teeth across 

my neck and causing my own body to shudder, while her other hand moved in between our 

bodies to grip my cock as she asked, “I’m guessing your snake wants to play in my grass?” 

“Yes,” I moaned. 

There was no point in denying it. Not when pre-cum dripped from my point marking the point on 

her body where it wanted to snuggle. And while I didn’t want her to stop, I couldn’t help but 

remind her, “I thought you wanted to take things slow.” 

“I am going slow,” she whispered coyly, while slowly stroking her hand up and down my shaft. 

“You are,” I agreed. Tortuously so. Pressing myself further into her hand, I added, “And you’re 

very good at it.” 

And I would be hard pressed to find a reason to ever leave our bed. She continued to tauntingly 

stroke my snake. And like a world class puppeteer, she was able to control my every movement. 

Moving one head while she caressed the other, she placed my lips over her neck and scraped her 

own skin with my fangs, leaving a trail of blood in its wake as she gasped out, “Now eat. We 

have other things to do tonight.” 

I’d had enough of her blood the night before that I didn’t need to feed, but my hunger for her 

was absolute. I suspected my all-consuming desire for her would always be there and doubted 

much of anything could distract me when we were together like this. Even without her hands 

doing such erotic things to my body, the intimacy we shared was something I would never get 

enough of. I had a feeling it was something I didn’t get to enjoy often – if ever – and wanting to 

prolong the sensation, rather than take her up on her generous offer to feed just yet, I drew out 

the experience. Knowing already the things she felt we needed to do tonight, all involved getting 

out of bed, I ignored her statement and asked, “What did you do today, lover?” 



Her hand slowed even further while she thought over her response before saying, “I bought a 

burn phone and called Gran to check in with her. She’s still under the impression I’m working 

for you, so she doesn’t expect me to visit anytime soon.” 

While she paused to gather her thoughts, I found myself curious about the matriarch of her 

family and wanted to know more about the selfless woman who had raised an equally selfless 

granddaughter. I was also curious about the ‘burn phone’ she spoke of and pulled away to 

inspect her ears and cheeks for evidence of injury when she continued on with, ”And then I 

ran around taking care of some errands. I went to the library with my laptop and used their Wi-Fi 

to login to my account the FBI was using to pay me. I transferred all of it into my regular 

checking account so we have something to live off of for a while and then I logged into one of 

the online bulletin boards for the campus. It’s like a Craigslist for students and there was an 

apartment available for rent. The pictures looked decent and the price was right, so I called and 

spoke to the landlord. She told me a couple of others had already checked it out and it probably 

wouldn’t last long, so I drove down there and after seeing it, I signed a six month lease. We can 

move in tonight.” 

“You what?” I hissed, pulling back to stare down at her with my fangs aching for an entirely 

different reason now. 

“Are you worried about me leaving you here all alone during the day? Because I made sure the 

downstairs was locked up as tight as a drum and climbed out one of the windows upstairs and 

used the trellis to climb down.” I was too angry to speak and not understanding the cause for my 

harsh tone, her eyebrow rose up as she guessed, “Gran? Money? Apartment? Is it the lease? Six 

months was the shortest term she’d accept and I figured I’ll just pay the penalty to break it if we 

end up figuring things out sooner.” 

“New Orleans.” It was the only explanation I could give. The only words I could form through 

the red haze now clouding my mind. 

“What?” she asked confusedly. “That’s where the magic happened, so we need someplace to stay 

while we’re there. Your place at the casino is out of the question and driving back and forth to 

here would take up four hours of our night every night. It’s not like you can sleep in my car. For 

one, you’re too big. And two, you probably wouldn’t feel very comfortable once the sun came 

up.” 

I was wrong. There was something distracting enough to make me get out of our bed. 

And this was it. 

Standing up so I could glare down at her I seethed, “I care nothing about any of it except for the 

fact you went to New Orleans without me. You went alone and unprotected. If someone is out to 

get me – me, a supposed vampire enforcer who is strong enough to make the rest of the vampires 

in the state kowtow to me – who is to say they won’t come after you? Hurt you, you foolish 

girl!” 



Understanding filtered through her expression as she sat up and smiled, saying, “One, it’s hard to 

take you seriously when you’re standing there with no clothes on from the waist down. And two, 

Eric, no one is out to get me. No one even knows we’re still in contact. You fired me. No one 

would suspect we’ve been together. And it’s not like there were a shitload of vampires out 

walking around and enjoying the bright sunny day.” 

“You smell like me!” I barked. When she lifted her shirt to sniff at the fabric, I explained, 

“You’ve had my blood. Other supernaturals who know me would be able to detect my scent on 

you! Weres have a heightened sense of smell. If one of them detected my scent on you and were 

working with whoever attacked me, they could have taken you. Hurt you to hurt me!” 

Instead of acknowledging the danger she had put herself in, she only frowned and asked, 

“Weres? You mentioned it before, but do you mean…like werewolves? Teen Wolf and An 

American Werewolf in London? They’re real?” 

Her amusement only pissed me off more, so I spat out, “Yes they are real. And strong. And 

dangerous. They could literally rip you to shreds. You were a fool to go without me!” 

“Hold it right there buddy,” she spat back and got up from the bed so she could poke me in the 

chest. “I’ll have you know I’ve gotten along just fine for nearly twenty-three years without you. I 

left Small Town Sookie behind back in Bon Temps when I left for college. Big City Sookie 

knows what she’s doing and she doesn’t need you to keep her safe from mythical creatures I’ve 

apparently been around my whole life!” 

As though her beauty wouldn’t cause enough notice, if she was in fact part Fae she could attract 

other Supes with her scent alone no matter what mark my blood in her veins left behind. The 

thought enraged me further as I snarled, “Says the girl who would have died if I hadn’t come 

along to save you from another mythical creature and fed you my blood so that you would live!” 

“You son of a bitch,” she snarled back. “You only know that because I told you. And that was a 

completely different situation. I went looking for Callaghan because I’d seen him in that 

woman’s thoughts.” 

“You are making my point for me,” I snarled back. “By your own admission, you willingly went 

looking for the man responsible for kidnapping your friend. Alone.” 

“I had a gun!” she exclaimed. “How was I supposed to know bullets fall off of you all like a 

raindrop on a fresh coat of Turtle Wax?” 

“I repeat, you are making my point for me,” I replied in a slightly calmer tone, but still just as 

angered. “You didn’t know. You don’t know what else is out there. What their strengths and 

weaknesses are. What kind of danger they represent. And unless you stopped to purchase a gun 

on your way to New Orleans, you went completely unprotected today. A gun would at least stop 

a Were. Or did you expect your fairy godmother to come to your rescue? Perhaps you shouldn’t 

rely on her so heavily considering how inadequate her protection has been thus far.” 



As angry as she still was, it seemed she understood my point. But my lover did enjoy a good 

fight, so she met my admittedly low blow with one of her own when she hissed, “At least I know 

what I was doing last week. Last month. Last year.” Fed up with our discussion, she turned on 

her heels and stomped from the room, saying, “You have exactly one hour to get your ass ready 

to leave or I’m leaving without you.” 

Like hell she would. 

I could feel her anger as though it was my own and she voiced it out loud from the next room by 

yelling, “And put some pants on!” 

Well that, perhaps, would require yet another discussion. 

As angry as she was. As angry as I still was, I knew I needed to get back on her good side 

somehow. 

Chapter Twenty-Nine – Fucking Everything Up 

SPOV 

What. A. Dick! 

‘Exactly! And what a GLORIOUS dick it is! And you left it all alone! Go back! Go. Back. Right. 

Now!’ 

Shut the fuck up, Betty! 

She couldn’t control me and neither could he. Who did he think he was? My daddy? 

‘If he pulls our hair, smacks our ass, and asks, ‘Who’s your daddy?’ you can bet I’ll yell out his 

name.’ 

SHUT UP BETTY!!! 

Up until five minutes ago I’d felt like I’d done a pretty good job today. Now I felt foolish, but 

not for the reasons Eric called me a fool. 

It was for allowing myself to think I could do anything right where he was concerned. 

It wasn’t like I’d had gobs of time to ponder how much life as I knew it had changed in the last 

forty-eight hours. It wasn’t like I’d always known about vampires or werewolves or every other 

fucking little gremlin that had been lurking around all along. 

And it wasn’t like I hadn’t walked through life without using my telepathic upper hand to my 

advantage. 



I’d listened to everyone in my range the whole time I’d been gone. I’d even scanned the area 

surrounding his house before I left in case anyone was lurking in the shadows of the surrounding 

trees. The sun was up so the vamps were down for the count. I could make out most thoughts in 

the snarly red heads like Fuckity Fuck’s, whatever he was. I could get a sense of emotions from 

the static minds like my law professors had, whatever they were. With everyone else I would’ve 

heard potential fuckery long before it was actually afoot, but Eric must not have thought very 

highly of my gift if he was so quick to dismiss it. 

Or maybe he just didn’t think very highly of me at all. 

Did I get that he was worried about me? 

Yes. 

But fuck if there weren’t nicer ways to say you care. Like with a nice Hallmark. Or even a 

Teleflora bouquet. 

He didn’t even try to understand how new it all was to me. To think at all about how up until a 

week ago, as far as I knew humans were the only beings I walked amongst. To accept I had spent 

my whole life thinking I was the only person with a quirky ‘extra’ and that it would take time for 

me to consider there were other quirky people I needed to be aware of. 

Instead I got yelled at for being so stupid and having an inept fairy godmother thrown in my 

face. He mocked the woman I now knew to be real. The woman who had protected me as a child. 

The woman who had saved me from the worst kind of monster. 

And he had been all human. 

Eric didn’t know that. He couldn’t know that because I hadn’t told him the whole story, but it 

didn’t make his snide comments hurt any less. And it didn’t matter to me whether he could 

remember anything or not. I hadn’t tolerated his shit when he’d been ‘Mr. Northman’ and I sure 

as hell wasn’t going to take it from Eric. In fact, he was lucky I couldn’t turn him into a pumpkin 

right now. 

Since I was so stupid, he might end up a rabbit turd. 

But most of all I was just hurt. Hurt he would lash out at me so quickly and so easily when I was 

doing my best just trying to keep up. Hurt that it didn’t even seem to occur to him how much 

he’d turned my life upside down and in spite of that fact, I was still there. That I would be there 

to the end, no matter how bitter it might be when all was said and done and it ended up biting me 

in the ass. 

Maybe it was all just one big pipe dream. Thinking I’d be able to find a way to undo his amnesia. 

Thinking if I did he would forgive me when he could remember. What in the hell did I know 

anyway? I was just two weeks shy of my twenty-third birthday. For all I knew he rode shotgun 

with Christopher Columbus across the Atlantic. 



I hadn’t even been on a dinner cruise. 

What could I possibly have to offer someone like him? Why would someone as worldly as him 

want someone as backwoods as me when even now, when he couldn’t remember how to work a 

clutch, he still found me lacking in the smarts department. 

So what else had he found lacking about me before he lost his memories? 

We would need to talk. Eventually. Right now I could either scream my fool head off or break 

down in tears. Neither was an option I was willing to entertain. Not when we had to spend two 

hours cooped up in my car together. 

And if I didn’t figure out a way to deal with it all in the meantime, they could be a very frigid 

and silent two hours. 

As soon as I heard the shower turn on, I threw myself down onto the couch and grabbed the 

remote. Stabbing at the buttons like he’d stabbed at everything I’d done today. I knew it 

wouldn’t take him an hour to get ready, but it could very well take me a month to calm down. 

Thinking I could distract myself by looking for something hinky amongst the casino crowd, I 

channel surfed until I landed on the right camera. 

First I searched through every face I could see to make sure I didn’t recognize any of them. I’d 

done a cursory web search earlier reading up on any murders that had taken place over the last 

few nights, and found nothing that couldn’t be readily explained. There weren’t any stories about 

anyone going missing either, so I didn’t think there would still be agents hanging around his 

casino when I was ninety-nine percent sure Agent Latteste was still glorying over his vampire 

victory. 

The whole thing read like bad fairytale fiction come true. Not that he would ever know that. 

The distraction worked. As my concentration grew, my anger waned just like my confidence had 

after our fight. I’d been too focused on the faces on the screen to have noticed how much time 

had passed or when the water had been shut off. But it was impossible to not notice Eric when he 

suddenly appeared in front of me. 

Because not only was he rudely blocking my view of the screen, he was also naked. 

And happy. 

At least below the waist he was. He could have had a smile on his face too, but I wouldn’t know. 

My eyes hadn’t gotten that far. 

Pointing the remote at his pointer and stabbing the buttons like I could turn him off, I slammed 

my eyes shut and my thighs together while yelling, “Eric Northman, you giant vampervert! You 

go put some clothes on right now!” 



I refused to be tempted by him when I was still feeling hurt. 

And I would hurt Betty if she didn’t fall in line. 

“I prefer it when you call me your god.” 

I hated the playfully sexy lilt in his voice. I hated how easily he could get my defenses to drop. 

And how quickly my panties wanted to follow suit. So with my eyes still shut, I lifted the remote 

and aimed it towards the sound of his voice to turn that off too, warning “I mean it! You go get 

dressed right now or else that’ll be the last time I do any praying with you.” 

‘LIES! They’re all LIES!’ 

Betty decided she gave not a single fuck about my warning and whipped out her rosary in the 

next second, quickly whispering her Hail Fairies while I did my best to ignore what her necklace 

was made of. 

Those pearly white beads hadn’t come from any oyster. 

“Lover…look.” 

“No!” I snarled while squeezing my eyes shut even tighter. For all I knew he wanted to make me 

go cross-eyed by making the sign of the cross on my forehead using his Cain. Which would 

make me Abel. So I needed to be able to resist his naked ass because according to the Book of 

Fornication in my Sacrilegious Scripture, there was a strong possibility he would fuck me to 

death. 

“Pants. Now.” 

That’s what the sight of him naked had reduced me to. 

A monosyllabic moron. A blasphemous one at that. 

It was only seconds later when I felt him take my hand and before I could snatch it back to cover 

my unholiest of snatches, I felt the denim covered tree trunk he’d placed underneath my palm. 

I was ninety-nine percent sure it was his leg. 

Betty wasn’t convinced. 

‘Blessed art thou among women, and blessed is the fruit of thy womb…JESUS, MARY and 

JOSEPH HE IS HUGE!’ 

Go directly to hell. Do not pass go. Do not collect two hundred dollars. 

She had officially cost me any chance I had of getting into heaven. 



‘Heaven shmeaven. I’d rather take a ride on the Northman Railroad and pass the ‘Big O’, 

collecting fluids from his two ballers.’ 

She followed up with a ‘Woo Woo!’ train noise and snapped her teeth, wanting a bite of his 

forbidden apples. 

Dante had gotten it wrong. There was a 10
th

 circle of hell and it was named Betty. 

Resolving to find a church at some point so I could dunk my ass in a vat of holy water, I slowly 

peeled my eyelids back and saw he was now dressed. 

Thank Christ. 

Amen. 

I figured he was going to try and sweet talk me. Or at the very least try to blind me with orgasms 

so I would forget I was upset with him, but instead he pointed at the screen and said, “Look.” 

My blind attempts at turning him off with the remote somehow managed to not only switch the 

camera view to the outer office where Mr. Fuckity Fuck’s desk sat, but it also appeared to be 

rewinding the video footage. 

Either that or the people in Eric’s employ were some moonwalking mother fuckers. 

I assumed the system was digital since the last time I’d seen a videotape Harrison Ford was on it 

duking it out with Columbian drug lords who were a clear and present danger. The time and date 

stamp sat in the bottom right corner of the screen, so I kept an eye on it and let it go unfettered 

until the video had reached three nights earlier. The image of Eric eventually came into view 

about an hour before he’d shown up on the highway. 

“Hey, you’re wearing a shirt!” I remarked, distracted once more by the screen and noticing the 

difference in his appearance that night immediately. Not only were his killing jeans kill-free, his 

demeanor hadn’t escaped my notice either. He looked just as barky with Mr. Fuckity Fuck as 

he’d been with me earlier. 

So maybe I wasn’t as distracted as I thought. 

“Is there a way to go forward?” he asked, before looking back at me. “To try and follow where I 

went from there by using the different cameras?” 

Between Betty and our spat, my emotions were all over the place, so I only shrugged in response 

and pushed the button to make the video play forward in real time. He seemed to be giving 

Fuckity Fuck orders given the scared, ‘Yes sir. May I have another verbal ass whipping, sir?’ 

look on his face. It was likely the moment Eric had told him about emergency medical attention 

and how not to need any. So when he stalked off of the screen, I paused the video to flip through 

the channels before I found him and pressed play again. 



Only so we could watch him stand at the open doorway to my suite and stare at the empty room 

for exactly twenty-two minutes. 

In real time. 

But what did it mean? 

What was he thinking? 

Had he still been mad? 

Sad? 

There was no way to tell and since he couldn’t remember, there was no way to know for sure. 

When he got into the private elevator next to my suite’s door, it took a moment for me to search 

for the right camera. There were literally hundreds of them. It was a casino after all, so it took 

some time but as soon as I found it, I hit play again. 

Not long after we watched Eric climb inside, the doors opened again to what looked like the 

parking garage. But I had barely noticed, having been too busy analyzing that Eric and 

comparing him to the one now at my side. They were identical except for their eyes. My Eric’s 

eyes were light. Happy. The other Eric’s eyes weren’t darker, but heavier. Full of the knowledge 

he carried with his memories. Whatever horrors he’d witnessed or even had participated in over 

however long his lifetime had been. I couldn’t imagine all that he’d seen and done, but looking at 

him I could almost convince myself there was an extra sadness in them that hadn’t been there 

before I left. 

But I knew better than to try and think about what it could possibly mean. 

No more pipe dreams for Sookie. 

I didn’t have long to ponder anyway when my eyes took in what happened next. And my mouth 

immediately fell open just like the elevator doors as though someone had said, ‘Simon Says’. 

“It would seem the label of killing jeans was an accurate one, lover.” 

Seconds. 

A full minute tops. 

One minute that Stonebrook woman was blocking his way from exiting the elevator. 

And the next she wasn’t. 

Because after Eric pressed the button on the elevator’s intercom and said a few words into the 

receiver, her body had fallen to the ground a second later when he ripped her head from her 



shoulders. He only stood there for a moment longer before he literally flew out of the elevator 

and I assumed up the I-10. 

Had that been it? 

I didn’t see how Eric killing her would’ve caused his amnesia. She’d barely had the time to say 

hocus pocus before he’d ripped her head off, so maybe whatever happened to him happened after 

that? 

I didn’t know what to say. What to feel or what to think. So I just silently watched when a few 

moments later the head of his security team arrived with two others. No one looked surprised by 

what they found and together they had the mess cleaned up within minutes. 

Talk about the quicker picker upper. 

“At least now I know who I should try to listen in to,” I remarked, pointing at the head guy. 

“He is a vampire,” Eric replied while staring at the screen. “They all are.” 

Well shit. Would anything ever go in our favor? 

I tried to recall what little he’d said about her that night. It hadn’t been much, but I remembered 

the fact her thoughts were snarly like Fuckity Fuck’s, so I assumed she must be some sort of 

supernatural too. 

And morbidly, I rewound the video so we could watch the Freakality TV show all over again. It 

maybe would have bothered me more if Callaghan’s attack wasn’t still fresh in my mind. Or 

maybe it had more to do with my protective instincts where Eric was concerned. In any case, it 

did make me wonder about other things. 

Like maybe Betty wasn’t the only reason I was going to hell. 

“You’d said she smelled like fish.” 

I’d assumed he’d been making a jibe about her cooter box cleanliness, but maybe it was a 

supernatural reference that went over my head instead? 

But I knew all too well how much he enjoyed jibe talking. 

“You know her?” he asked. “Who is she? Why would I have killed her?” 

I’d paused the video once more while my eyes studied the crime scene I’d read nothing about in 

the online news and answered, “I only know her last name is Stonebrook.” The longer I stared at 

her, the more that night came back to me, so I added, “She had an appointment to meet with you 

on my first night working for you. I don’t know what she wanted exactly, but her thoughts were 

snarly and red. So I assume she’s like Mr. Fuckity Fuck, whatever in the hell he is. All I really 



got from her thoughts was that she wanted to fuck you. A lot. And she wanted your money. A 

lot. Which probably could’ve been said about the majority of the women in your nightclub that 

night. But with her there was more to it. Like maybe she had something to hold over you. A 

trump card? Blackmail of some sort? I couldn’t ask you about it at the time, but she worried me 

enough that I asked you to come to my room within minutes of her arriving. All you told me was 

that she’d made a preposterous proposal. Not what the proposal was though.” 

I wasn’t about to tell him what I’d done in order to get him to come to my room. He could just 

wait and remember that all on his own. 

Hearing me say I’d been worried about him made a tender look appear in his eyes, but still 

feeling off over everything that happened when he woke up, I ignored it and asked, “Can you tell 

what she is by looking at her? I assume she’s not just plain old human.” 

After all, who was these days? With the way he’d gone off on me earlier, one would think 

humans were the minority. 

He turned to look back at the screen and had me rewind the footage to where her head was still 

attached. Studying her face for another moment, his head began to shake as he said, “No. I know 

she is not vampire. I would need to scent her to be sure, but I would guess her to be either a 

witch or a Were.” 

“Would sniffing your killing jeans help?” I asked. I hadn’t found a laundry room to do a load and 

just put our dirty clothes into the empty bag I’d gotten when we went shopping for food. Not 

finding a washer or dryer in his house wasn’t all that surprising considering I couldn’t picture 

Eric with a Tide stain stick in his hand. 

When he nodded, I went to retrieve the bag, but he stopped me by putting his hand on my arm 

and saying, “You are still angry with me.” 

Was I? 

“Not really,” I hedged while searching for the right words. “Disappointed, maybe? And hurt.” 

I didn’t offer any resistance when he took a step closer to wrap his arms around me. He pressed 

his lips to the top of my head, saying, “I am sorry, lover. I spoke harshly out of my fear for your 

safety, but I realize it is my own fault for not educating you to begin with. I should not have 

expected you to understand the danger you were in when you are not well-versed in the 

supernatural world. That was my error. One I will correct. And while I agree it would be nice to 

know all that happened to make me lose my memories, you are my only concern. You are all I 

truly care about and I humbly ask for your forgiveness.” 

My heart wasn’t the only thing puddled by his sweet words. I still felt a little gun shy with him, 

but Betty was positively swooning, so I wrapped my arms around him and said, “I’m sorry too. I 

shouldn’t have taken that jab at you about not being able to remember anything. It was a low 

blow.” 



“I’m willing to let you make it up to me by blowing low on my body,” he playfully offered. 

“Your sword practice was interrupted earlier.” 

“How noble of you,” I chuckled nervously. 

It was too soon for me to want to jump right back into practice. My confidence had taken a major 

blow and my heart was still wrapped up in an ace bandage. 

His cool body pressed against mine was a nice ice pack though. 

I totally expected him to try and make good on his offer, so I was surprised when he pulled away 

and said, “Perhaps later, though. For now, I want you to practice how to kill a vampire.” 

Huh? Should my codename be Buffy too? 

I’d seen just how formidable an opponent a vampire could be and highly doubted I could do 

much damage to one. 

If my Beretta couldn’t, how was I supposed to? 

Sensing my hesitation, he pulled my chin up to look into my eyes as he said, “I will always do 

everything in my power to keep you safe. But in the event you are forced to defend yourself, I 

want you to be prepared.” 

How horrifically sweet of him. 

“Okay.” 

What else could I say? Hopefully he didn’t expect me to have some latent superpower, like being 

able to shoot deathly sunrays out of my hands. 

As it turned out, he didn’t. I only knew that because he sped over to the antique looking wall 

table perched underneath his rack of swords and returned a second later with a handful of 

wooden stakes. 

“Seriously?” I asked, not expecting the Dracula matchy-matchyness. 

Instead of answering me he put a stake in my palm and moved my hand, placing the tip over his 

heart as he said, “This is where you want to drive it in. A stake through the heart will end a 

vampire instantly.” 

Vampires didn’t have a monopoly on that fallibility. It would kill us part-humans too. But 

hearing him say it made me pull the pointy weapon away from his body since the last thing I 

wanted was to unexpectedly sneeze. 

Not with my track record of fucking everything up where he was concerned. 



I noticed some of the others had shiny metal tips, but the one in my hand was all wood. 

Inspecting the sharpened end for a moment, I finally looked back at him and said, “I hope you 

don’t expect me to practice by lunging at you. And where am I supposed to hide something like 

this?” 

And how did a piece of wood turn them into vampfetti, but a bullet did jack shit? 

“Somewhere close,” he shrugged. 

Before I could thank him for his lesson in stating the obvious, he vamped away and back again, 

only this time returning with a black velvet pouch containing an array of knives. All shapes. All 

sizes. Some tarnished and others shiny. 

“Are they all silver?” I asked, spotting the familiar discoloration right away. I’d spent many a 

day helping Gran polish the family silverware before I figured out I shouldn’t gripe about being 

bored with nothing to do. 

“Yes. I detected the scent yesterday when reaching for my sword.” 

In the next moment he reached down and touched one of the blades with his fingertip. Smoke 

immediately started to rise and his only tell that it hurt him was his fangs snapping down. I 

briefly recalled him telling me he had an aversion to silver at the end of my job interview and 

now I knew he hadn’t been exaggerating one bit. But instead of traipsing down memory lane, I 

wrenched his hand away from the blade, yelling out, “Eric!” and did what came naturally. 

I stuck his finger in my mouth. 

It was the same way I’d treated my own burnt fingertips thanks to possessed curling irons, so I 

hadn’t thought twice about it. At least not until Eric had me pressed against the wall, with the 

stake in his pants trying to spear me several inches lower than where my heart was. 

“Ehlwick?” I asked with his finger still in my mouth. 

See what I mean about fucking up? 

It didn’t take long to figure out I had inadvertently poked the horny vampire and I would’ve 

removed his finger, but he seemed to have other plans for it. Plans that involved his fingertip 

rubbing along my tongue just like he’d used his tongue to rub other parts of me the night before. 

In fact, I could practically feel it in those very parts right at that very moment. 

His eyes were hooded while he stared at my mouth in a trance-like state before saying, “If just 

the thought alone didn’t make me want to kill everything in my path, I would suggest you use 

your mouth on any future foe. It slays me without even trying.” 

Funny. His murderous words were doing a pretty good job of slaying Betty too. 



“Ehlwick. Thith ithn’t helffing.” 

I found he was surprisingly well-versed in full-mouth speak. And then I immediately banished 

every mental image from my brain that could explain how he’d come to be that way. He slowly 

removed his finger from between my lips, hissing softly when I sucked on it a little to keep from 

drooling, and took a slight step backwards to give us both a little breathing room. All the while I 

appeased myself with the knowledge his sword/snake/stake was mine for the time being and I 

would cut a bitch if they came near him. 

I even had a whole pouch full of knives to work with. 

But guessing he might have plans for them that didn’t involve me going on Puncture Pussy 

Patrol, I asked, “What are the knives for?” 

His eyes had yet to leave my mouth, so when a full minute had passed and he hadn’t answered, I 

decided to get his attention. Pulling one of the blades from the pouch, I aimed it at the loaf of 

bread I’d left on the table and threw it. The movement and sound pulled him from his stupor with 

him turning to look at the hilt of the knife sticking out of the center of the loaf now lying on the 

floor thanks to the forward momentum. 

“You have done this before?” he turned to me and asked, looking impressed. 

I couldn’t help but grin as I replied, “When I was eleven the circus came through town. Jason 

and I were mesmerized by the knife throwing act and when we got home, we immediately started 

to practice. We propped up a few of my dolls against trees in the yard and threw knives at them. 

When we felt we weren’t hitting them all that much anymore, we decided it was time to be each 

other’s assistant. Gran found us just as Jason was getting ready to let ‘em fly. I didn’t see her 

coming since he’d blindfolded me and we both got it twice as bad when she saw we were using 

her good steak knives to practice with. My ass is still sore.” 

He laughed and asked, “Shall I heal it with my mouth, as you healed me with yours?” 

I knew he was joking. Mostly. And before our little spat, I would’ve easily bantered right back. 

But now…now I felt apprehensive. Full of self-doubt because really… 

What in the hell does he see in me? 

“What is this?” he asked softly and reminding me yet again he could feel my emotions by 

adding, “You feel…uncertain?” 

“I…I…” I stopped and started, trying to figure out what it was I wanted to say. “I guess I just 

feel a little vulnerable still. I mean I get why you’re with me right now. I’m all that you know, so 

of course you’d be attached to me. I’ve had your blood so you can feel my affection for you. But 

I don’t know anything about you. What you’ve seen or done. I don’t know anything about your 

world. I don’t know that I won’t do something wrong. Say something wrong to the wrong person 

and fuck everything up.” 



Now that the words were tumbling out I couldn’t seem to stop them and the rest of my 

insecurities came out with, “I don’t know if the old you just enjoyed the chase and if I’d given in, 

you wouldn’t have moved on to someone new. I don’t know why you would want me otherwise. 

I’m just a nobody from nowhere Louisiana and you’re you even if you can’t remember who that 

is. I just don’t know…” 

Anything. 

The list was endless, but who in the hell wants to hear all of it much less admit it all out loud? 

“This is my fault,” he said looking dismayed. “Lover, I am sorry for yelling at you. For making 

you doubt yourself or what you mean to me. You’ve done so much for me already. You’ve put 

your life on hold in order to help me. You’ve shared not just your body, but your blood with me. 

You’ve given me reasons to smile and laugh. You continue to do and to give when I’m not in 

any position to give back. All I’ve done is take from you and instead of thanking you, I made 

you feel inadequate. I am truly sorry.” 

I only knew the tears had started falling when he wiped them from my cheeks before pulling me 

against his chest. “I’m afraid,” I admitted to his shirt. 

Afraid I would fail. Afraid I would succeed. Afraid of what would change with either outcome. 

“I will protect you,” he mumbled into my hair. 

But who will protect me from you? 

As if I’d said the words out loud, he only hugged me tighter and said, “I have given us much 

more work to do than I had initially planned for. I will explain to you all that I can remember 

about the supernatural world. I will show you how to defend yourself against any and all 

opponents. But my most important task will be to instill within you the absolute certainty that 

you are all I want or need. That I am the fool in this pairing to have let you go the first time and 

it is not a mistake I will repeat no matter what memories resurface.” 

Hearing him voice my biggest fear out loud made my eyes dart up to his. Seeing the anxiety in 

mine made him try to ease it away by playfully adding, “You will learn that I am undeserving of 

you, but you will overlook that and stay with me regardless. You own me, lover. Be certain of 

that.” 

I smiled at his little added order, so when he leaned down and kissed me with a tenderness that 

completely contradicted everything we’d watched him do on the video, I tried my best to at least 

meet his request halfway. 

I couldn’t be so bold as to think I owned Eric, but I could maybe be convinced I had leased him 

with the option to buy. 



Chapter Thirty – Hope 

EPOV 

Foolish. 

Idiotic. 

Asshole. 

My actions were completely inexcusable. I had felt her uncertainty long before I’d ever entered 

the room. But because I was a foolish idiotic asshole, I’d assumed she was questioning her own 

anger at me from our fight. 

Instead I had made her question what she meant to me. The fact she meant everything to me. And 

it had nothing to do with the reasons she’d listed, tallying the true and yet inconsequential details 

that didn’t even begin to describe her significance to me. 

It was because I knew her before I even knew my own name. I felt her at my core and it was 

what gave me purpose. She was my anchor in the storm and the rudder who continued to guide 

me through the calm. But with both my words and my actions I had given her reason to pause. 

To question. To doubt her own worth and her importance to me. I berated her remarkable 

intelligence when she had already proven to me time and again how smart she truly was. She had 

done so much for me already. Given me more than I could have possibly expected and certainly 

didn’t deserve. 

It wasn’t just the warmth of her smiles and affection. Nor was it the comfort of her body’s 

embrace. Even the sustenance of her uniquely sweet blood paled in comparison to the one thing 

she had given me which was worth more than anything. 

Hope. 

Little Miss Nobody from Nowhere Louisiana had given me hope. Hope for a future with her. 

Hope that she could find something redeeming within me. Something that would allow her to 

love me in return. But now it was abundantly clear she had no hope or expectation I would, or 

perhaps even could, feel that for her. 

I truly was a foolish idiotic asshole. 

It was indefensible. 

The moment she had invited me into her car when I didn’t even know up from down, I should 

have thanked her. She could have easily left me there to suffer alone. Hindsight told me she 

should have left me there now that I knew the reason she was fleeing New Orleans to begin with. 

She’d only just left the hospital, against the advice of her healers, and was still feeling the effects 



of her injuries. Injuries she’d suffered because of me and my kind and yet she had continued to 

protect me and my secret. 

And even then when I could remember it all, I still hadn’t thanked her. 

Perhaps it was a pattern, indicative of my inherent hubris. 

Perhaps I should impale myself on a tree branch to free her from my constant presence. My true 

death would be the only way I would leave her alone otherwise. 

Perhaps it would make no difference because my inherent greed for her would undoubtedly make 

my spirit return to her side and haunt her for the rest of her days. 

I didn’t deserve her. 

But I didn’t care. 

I would just strive to do better in the future. 

I knew I was considerably better off than she was financially and yet I knew from my blood in 

her veins, she expected nothing in return. I would’ve felt it when she spoke of moving money 

around her accounts. But there was no sense of expectation from her. No sense of anticipation 

she would be repaid for her troubles. I would forever be indebted to her and yet the only thing 

she felt was proud. Everything she did for me, had done for me, she did because she wanted to. 

And all that she had done for me was just that. 

For me. 

For no benefit of her own, she matched my selfishness with her selflessness each and every time. 

It was a humbling realization. 

She didn’t even flinch seeing me rip that woman’s head from her body on the screen. Her 

emotions led me to believe she’d felt more indignation the woman had confronted me at all than 

the slight disgust she felt seeing what the woman got for her troubles. 

Of course I’d felt my darker nature. It too was intrinsic and lurked in the shadows of my mind, 

waiting to be called upon. It had no reason yet to make itself known because I knew there was no 

danger here. Here, in my home, we were safe. But witnessing the violence I was truly capable of 

made feel even more concerned about exposing my lover to others of my kind. She had already 

been attacked once. 

I would not allow it to happen a second time. 



She had been right when she’d said we didn’t know who we could trust. Any and all supernatural 

beings were suspect in my mind, regardless of any labels my sentient self had bestowed on them. 

If my addled brain had retained enough knowledge to know magic of some sort was responsible 

for my memory loss, then a vampire, witch, or Were with all of their knowledge retained could 

do significantly more damage. 

And it wasn’t me I was worried for. 

How would I protect her from magic when I hadn’t even been able to protect myself? 

I was still searching for a way to do just that when she left my embrace to go and retrieve my 

‘killing jeans’, returning moments later with the physical evidence of the violence I was capable 

of in her hand. I had been too overwhelmed with confusion on the night I had come to her. My 

mind too muddled to take notice of the odor I had carried on the fabric with me, having been 

more attuned to her scent than any other. Feeling elated more than anything else because 

detecting my own blood in her veins, I knew it marked her as mine. 

At least, I had thought she was mine. 

“Were and magic,” I confirmed as she reentered the room, unwilling to confirm anything else I 

had been too muddled to realize that night. 

“I only smell rainwater,” she replied, holding the denim to her nose. “Is that normal? Are 

werewolves magical like witches?” 

“Not that I can recall,” I admitted, hating the vulnerability my lack of memories caused. 

And I absolutely despised the vulnerability still contained in my lover’s eyes when she looked 

back at me, knowing I had caused it all on my own. 

No magic needed. Just one foolish idiotic asshole. 

I took the offered jeans from her hand and sat on the couch, studying them and hoping something 

else from that night would return. And while I loathed the distance I had put between us, both 

physically and emotionally, I did nothing to coax her to come with me. 

I would not try and take from her ever again. I could only hope she would find me worthy 

enough to offer me any part of her. 

Emotionally or physically. 

So when she slowly moved forward, studying me as I studied my malodorous pants, I was 

grateful when she took the seat beside me of her own volition. 

“Thank you,” I murmured. My guilt and self-loathing made it impossible for me to meet her 

gaze. 



“For what?” she asked. Her question finally drew my eyes upward and seeing the innocent 

expression on her face, it was more apparent now than ever she had no idea how much she 

affected me. How her taking any step in my direction – no matter how small – was a gift. One I 

knew now I should treasure. 

“For everything,” I answered simply and sincerely. No amount of words or fortune could ever 

repay what she had done and continued to do for me. 

My lover stared back at me, emoting too greatly internally for me to pin down any one emotion 

swirling through her. When she was forced to blink it seemed to snap her out of whatever was on 

her mind and she smiled softly back at me. Matching my two words with two of her own, she 

replied just as simply and sincerely, “You’re welcome.” 

I was sure such a vast array of emotions had never been uttered more succinctly by any other 

pair. 

And my lips formed into a reciprocal small smile with the realization we were matchy-matchy 

yet again. 

Knowing there was much to be done, I got down to the work of telling her all I could recall about 

the supernatural world. She hung on my every word. Asked questions when they formed in her 

mind and didn’t feel at all bothered when I sometimes could not provide an answer. 

Because she would always be better than me and would never make me feel inadequate as I had 

shamefully done to her. 

“Perhaps we should just stay here,” I offered once I was done telling her about Shifters and the 

different types of Weres I could remember. 

She only acknowledged my words with a look all but calling me daft and ignored them entirely 

by asking, “How much do I smell like you? I bought some hair dye to try and disguise my 

appearance, but would it make any difference?” 

“No.” 

I knew my scent on her was stronger due to our continued close contact. My blood in her body 

was wearing off with every passing moment, so unless she had more it would only be detectable 

by other supernaturals up close. 

Very close. 

Too close. 

Closer than I would ever be comfortable with. 



Not to mention, I didn’t want her to alter her appearance in any way.  She was naturally beautiful 

and the thought of her purposely marring her appearance was abhorrent. 

“Besides,” I offered, “your position as my assistant would’ve made you known to any others 

who worked for me at the very least. Any supernatural in my employ would be able to 

distinguish your features beyond any attempts you made to disguise them by coloring your hair.” 

“Well that sucks,” she sighed. 

Hoping to lift her still somewhat despondent mood, I playfully joked, “Those of my kind do. It is 

unavoidable, I’m afraid.” 

Both of our moods lifted with her laughter, but mine sank back down when she lifted herself 

from her seat beside me and said, “And so is our trip to New Orleans, so come on 

procrastinator.” 

Was it that obvious? 

“Are you sure you don’t want to stay here for a few more days? We could practice your fighting 

skills and perhaps more memories will come to me.” 

I wasn’t comfortable with the idea of her willingly walking into a dangerous situation. We knew 

nothing more than what we had witnessed on the video, so we were left in the dark about who 

would be friend or foe. 

“I guess you don’t think much of my gift,” she began and looked away for a moment. When her 

eyes met mine again, she explained, “My telepathy is an asset I’ve used to my advantage my 

whole life. The only advantage I would ever have over a vampire would be a surprise stake in the 

heart. And since I refuse to practice that on you, I’ll just have to rely on pure adrenaline to help 

me out if the time comes. Everyone else, I think I can manage. I have no intention of picking a 

fight or even tipping my hand with anyone, regardless of their genetics. If I can hear their 

thoughts, I don’t even need to be in the same room as them once I have a bead on them. And if I 

hear something that sounds dangerous – if I get even the slightest inkling that someone is on to 

me at all, I’ll retreat and regroup.” 

Her telepathy. 

Her extraordinary gift had slipped my mind. It only made her even more remarkable as a whole, 

but I hadn’t given it any real thought. 

I would have wanted her to be mine regardless of her incredible gift. 

“Again I have failed acknowledge your merits,” I admitted. “Your unique talent does give you an 

edge. One no one would suspect nor would they have reason to. You are truly remarkable, 

lover.” 



Her praise was deserved and she rewarded me with another smile, but I found it bittersweet. 

Because I’d just confirmed there was no need for us to remain where we were. 

“Will you help me pack?” I asked, stalling the inevitable. 

“I already did,” she smiled and then chuckled, “You have more clothes than my house back 

home has closets, so it barely made a dent in your denim forest. Your bags are with mine in the 

car.” 

Of course she did. She was kind, smart, beautiful and efficient. 

And I was out of stall tactics. 

I had no choice but to follow my lover out of the house, carrying the cache of knives and stakes 

along with two of my swords, while she shut every door we exited through. She made sure to 

pull on them to make sure they were secured, but all I cared about was keeping her safe. As far 

as I was concerned, it was just a wooden box. Her presence was what made it a home. 

“I took some notes today,” she began saying while we walked towards the garage. Only it turned 

out I was the only one walking in that direction when she called out, “Hey! Where are you 

going?” 

“To the car?” I answered redundantly. It would be faster to fly, but with the bags and my missing 

sense of direction it probably wouldn’t be wise. 

“It’s over there,” she replied, pointing towards her rusted deathtrap. 

“Lover, your car is…” hideous. I paused for a moment to gather my thoughts before I thought it 

best to abandon that train of thought all together and asked, “Why not take one of the others?” 

“Because,” she replied and got into her car so that she could stare at me through the windshield. 

Apparently, my succinct lover felt her answer was sufficient enough. 

I had no choice but to follow along, unwilling to upset her even more on this night. My battles 

with her would have to be chosen wisely and her car wasn’t something I was willing to go head 

to head with her over. 

Not when there was always hope it would die halfway to our destination point and she would 

have no choice but to fly back here with me to obtain another one. 

I noticed immediately her car was no longer filled to capacity with the boxes it had contained on 

the night I had gone to her. Finding room to fit my swords was another battle I wasn’t forced to 

wage and feeling her slight agitation, I offered an olive branch by saying, “These likely would 



not have fit so easily in one of the other cars. This one has much more room, especially now that 

the backseat is empty.” 

Instead of feeling appeased by my words, worry ratcheted through her once more as she spoke 

quickly, saying, “I put most of it in the spare…my…other bedroom, so we would have more 

room. It’s mostly just crap from my dorm that I haven’t had a chance to go through yet. Is that 

okay? I mean I have every intention of getting them when we’re done. You know, with 

everything. I didn’t plan on leaving them there or anything and I…” 

“Lover,” I sighed. It was my own fault she now felt so insecure. Before this night she likely 

would not have thought twice about leaving her things in my house. Back when it felt like our 

house. Before I ruined it all by being a foolish idiotic asshole. 

“Of course it’s okay.” 

And asking her to move in right now probably wouldn’t be well received at the moment, so I 

held it in. 

Barely. 

She waited until we were on the highway headed south to break the growing silence and say, “I 

know you’d rather be in one of your cars, but they don’t blend in. We’re trying to be 

inconspicuous and all of your cars would draw attention to us.” 

She was right. Again. But I’d felt the thrill run through her driving to the store. She’d enjoyed 

driving that car and I suspected the same could be said about any of the others. Seeing what she 

had been forced to drive in comparison to what was in my garage, I couldn’t help but ask, “Did I 

not provide you with a…more reliable car when you worked for me?” 

Had it not occurred to me back then? I couldn’t imagine I would have been agreeable to her 

running errands on my behalf in this car when I could barely stand the sight of her behind the 

wheel. 

“Don’t mince words Eric,” she laughed. “My car is ugly and old and sometimes you have to put 

your beer goggles on and rub her just right to get her motor running, but it’s mine. Bought and 

paid for. And to answer your question, yes, you did.” She paused for a moment while I felt an 

odd mixture of tender adoration coming from her, along with a good amount of incredulous 

indignation, before she finally added, “But I don’t work for you anymore Eric. Besides, it was 

just as flashy as the rest of your fleet of batmobiles, so that wouldn’t blend in any more than the 

others. No one is going to look twice at this car.” 

I had both heard and processed her explanation, but the only thing going through my mind was 

that I missed her. She was sitting inches away from me and yet it felt like there were miles in 

between us. My blood in her veins pinpointed her location without the need of my eyes, but it 

had nothing to do with the physical distance. Instead it was the distance I had put between us by 

giving her reason to doubt my intentions for her. Even with her sporadic periods of amusement, 



her laughter was more reserved. Everything about her was more reserved because she felt she 

needed to protect her heart from me. 

And I hated it. 

And it was entirely my fault. 

I couldn’t recall the reasons for her standoffishness the first time, but now I knew I was the only 

one to blame. Both then and now. And now I couldn’t bear the thought of trying to tempt her. To 

use her admitted lack of willpower against her for my benefit. I deserved to be punished for my 

actions and so I would pay my penance. 

Breaking me from my thoughts, she said, “Speaking of trying to be inconspicuous…” In the next 

moment she pulled a hat out from behind the seat and placed it on my head, chuckling softly and 

said, “You’re just as flashy as your batmobiles and just as recognizable down in New Orleans. 

Especially to the humans. Other supernaturals might be able to spot you a mile away, but 

hopefully a baseball cap will be enough to keep anyone else from noticing you. But humans tend 

to see what they want to see and from what I’ve heard in their heads, they all want to see you. So 

it’d probably be easier trying to hide a pork chop in the middle of a pack of hungry dogs. You 

being the pork chop, of course.” 

She ended her explanation with another laugh, but confused by her reasoning, I asked, “Why am 

I a pork chop?” It made no sense humans would be so aware of me. So I owned a few businesses. 

So what? 

“You’re Louisiana’s hottest catch,” she smiled knowingly. 

Oh. 

Now I understood. 

And I smiled feeling the bolt of jealousy fire through her veins. 

It was yet another gift to cherish. 

And hoping to earn favor with her, I smiled in return and said truthfully, “That can’t be when 

clearly, you have already caught me, lover.” 

She laughed out loud again, feeling even more amused. And possessive. I relished in it while she 

reached over, placing her hand on top of mine and lacing her fingers through my own, saying, 

“We’ll call for a press conference later on then. Prepare yourself for the weeping women while I 

prepare to dodge their daggers.” 

My darker nature rose up and snarled with me saying, “I will kill every last one of them. No one 

will harm you.” 



“That’s sweet,” she chuckled. “Scary, but sweet. But I was talking about the daggers they’re 

going to shoot from their eyes. No need to go Rambo on them.” 

She didn’t feel as though she would be in any true danger, so I settled down and asked, “Is this 

Rambo a hot catch too? They can have him since I am already spoken for.” 

“I’m sure someone out there thinks he’s a hot catch.” She cringed as she said the words and I 

could admit I felt better feeling no amount of lust from her when she spoke of this Rambo. 

I would kill him if she had. 

There would be nothing sweet about it. 

Knowing my premeditation would likely only upset her I kept it to myself and asked, “You were 

saying something earlier about taking notes?” 

“Yes. I jotted down the names of the vampires you listed as loyal and studied the pictures you 

have of them so I’ll recognize them, aside from not being able to hear their thoughts. I’m not 

going to go running up to one if I see them or tell them anything, but it could come in handy if I 

hear anything useful from anyone else. We might not have a choice but to ask one of them for 

help.” 

I had total recall, at least of everything since I’d come to be with her, so I wouldn’t need to look 

at her notes. But I praised her efforts nonetheless by saying, “That was good thinking and you’re 

right. We shouldn’t alert them to my…new state. But the time may come when we will require 

their assistance.” 

Again, worry gnawed at the pit of my gut. My lover was mouthwatering both by sight and scent. 

I was uncomfortable with the thought of her being in their presence without me and yet I knew it 

would be foolish to accompany her. If someone was indeed out to get me, it could be any one of 

them and I would be placing her in even more danger by being seen with her. 

Or would she be in more danger due to the fact it was known she was no longer in my employ 

and give them the impression she was free for the taking? 

I snarled at just the thought of someone trying to whisk her away, for either her beauty or her 

blood, and gripped her hand tighter, practically growling out, “You should have more of my 

blood.” 

Buckets of it. 

“I thought you said that’s what makes me smell like you.” 

“It is,” I confirmed. 



Mostly. And if I had my way, she would walk in there wearing me as a hat. Not to disguise her 

identity, but to let it be known to all she was mine. 

Unequivocally. 

Feeling her confusion, I explained, “If the vampires of this state do indeed report to me, then it is 

my hope they will recognize my scent. Distinguish it is my blood running through your veins and 

treat you accordingly as mine. As you said, you are no longer my employee. So any protection 

your station provided you is now gone.” 

Instead of feeling any warmth over my desire to protect her, she only felt growing levels of 

distress as she turned to me and asked, “So…what? Can you feel all of your employees? Or did 

you just call dibs on your previous…lady friends?” 

“Lover?” 

I stared back at her in disbelief, using my total recall and realizing once again the error was all 

my own. 

Before she could say another word and before her blood pressure could get any higher, I 

explained, “You are the only being in existence who has my blood in their veins.” 

“Say what?” she asked incredulously. When I only stared back at her, waiting for my words to 

sink in, she finally asked, “Just me?” 

“Just you,” I confirmed. “I could not imagine feeling the emotions or locations of multiple 

beings, nor would I want to. I would not share my blood freely with others. Not even to call dibs. 

Whoever my previous lady friends were, they obviously meant nothing to me or else I would 

have shared it with them.” 

“But…” 

Her brain seemed to lock up, so I patiently waited and was rewarded with her distress being 

replaced with not only warmth and affection. 

But hope. 

Hope flooded through my lover’s body and through her now glassy eyes when she turned to me 

and said, “You gave me your blood after you found out I had lied to you and before you lost 

your memories.” 

“I did,” I confirmed. 

I didn’t need to remember because being able to feel her was confirmation enough. 



“So that means…you must have cared enough about me, even then, to have given me your 

blood. No one else. Just me.” 

“Must have,” I smiled softly. “Just you.” 

I would confirm these kinds of suspicions all night long and never tire of them. Not when I could 

feel her happiness with every affirmation there was no one else. 

Just her. 

The barriers she’d slowly been erecting around her heart since our fallout were now falling to the 

wayside. Blown down by the joy and relief now flooding through her body. 

To say she was pleased to be the only person to have my blood in her veins would be a gross 

understatement. 

Who knew? 

Myself as I was now, in love with this little human girl. Desperate to make right what I had 

wronged, with both my words and actions earlier tonight. Worried about regaining my memories 

and having my feelings for her as they are now tainted by what I could not remember. 

Worried, myself as I was then, had not fully appreciated her. Not seen her value or 

acknowledged she was worth my time and affection. Certain I had been a complete asshole based 

on all that I’d been able to surmise from what I was sure was her grossly understated version of 

events. But that very same asshole had just redeemed us both. 

Perhaps we truly were one and the same. 

What I was sure had been a mostly selfish – if not significant – gesture on my part, had redeemed 

me in her eyes. 

And because it couldn’t hurt my cause, I reminded her of our exclusive connection while 

confirming in a gross understatement sort of way, “You are pleased.” 

Her eyes were beaming, but she kept her smile somewhat subdued when she admitted, “And 

hopeful.” 

And I couldn’t help but smile in return. After all, I did so love it when we were matchy-matchy. 

Chapter Thirty-One – All Too Predictable Nether Patterns 

SPOV 

I tried. 



I tried like hell to push away the rainbows and unicorns frolicking through my mind to dig down 

deep to get to the nitty gritty. Analyzing every detail I could remember of Yester Eric and his 

reactions towards me back then. Without the use of my telepathy I only had his facial 

expressions, his body language, and his words to go by. Nearly all of them were inappropriate 

given he was my boss at the time, but aside from that they all seemed completely genuine. Not 

once did he ever make me feel like he wasn’t being sincere. 

Like he didn’t want me. 

In fact I felt how much he wanted me many times through our clothes. 

But it was on that night in the hospital after I’d found Tara that sealed the deal. He didn’t have to 

do any of the things he’d done. For me or for her. The private room. The comfy clothes. The 

fancy food. Instead it was the way he had made me feel safe. The way he’d been able to take my 

mind off of the horrors I’d witnessed that day. The gentle way he’d been able to mute the terror 

I’d still felt for my friend. The aching look on his face when he was forced to leave me there 

before the sun rose the next day, with the chorus of Copacabana still on a loop in my brain, that 

made me realize now it wasn’t just about the chase for him. 

It was just me. 

Just like it was just me who Eric had chosen to share his blood with. 

Granted, there could have been another. There could have been many others over his however 

long lifetime. For all I knew there could’ve been another who died on the very same night he’d 

shown up on highway and he just couldn’t remember them now when he couldn’t feel them 

anymore. But hearing him say it was just me and seeing the disgust on his face over the thought 

of feeling anyone else made me believe it truly was…just me. 

Maybe ever. 

And as odd as it was to feel so elated over the fact I’d been fed the blood of a powerful vampire, 

I couldn’t deny it gave me hope that maybe the old Eric was hiding more than just his fangs 

around me. 

He cared for me too. 

He must have. As angry as he was to have learned I’d duped him, he’d still given me his blood. 

Whatever else he felt for me was enough to override his sense of betrayal. Override his natural 

stinginess when it came to sharing his preternatural plasma all because he didn’t want me to die. 

So did that mean he had still wanted me even then? 

‘The chase’ I’d been worried about no longer held water. Even if he’d enjoyed it at the time – I 

knew I certainly did – I doubted it would’ve carried over when it came down to saving me. 



Not from Callaghan. That could’ve been because he’d been caught up in the moment. Furious 

someone else was trying to take something he’d already confirmed numerous times what he 

thought of as his. 

But he’d saved me from death. 

After he’d already known I had lied to him about who I really was. 

He could get a roll in the hay any and every day of the week. Sometimes more than one on any 

given night. I knew because I’d read the files on them all. And now that I knew about his 

memory whammy, I also knew why none of them ever returned. 

It was because he didn’t want them too. 

It corroborated his stance now that they must not have meant anything to him. And now that I 

knew what his whammy felt like, I also knew he’d only ever tried to use it on me twice. Once 

during my initial interview when he’d asked me who I worked for – I could now assume to make 

sure I wasn’t a spy. 

My inability to be whammied had certainly saved my ass there. 

And he’d tried it again on the night I’d woken in his house. The betrayee to his betrayer. 

I couldn’t fault him for it either. 

But those were the only times. If his only reason for wanting me was because he enjoyed the 

chase, then he would’ve left me to die there in that alley. 

Game over. 

But he didn’t. 

Because he wanted me for more than that. 

I’d been so worried about what would change if and when he got his memories back. But now I 

felt more determined than ever to fix him if only so I would know the truth. Once and for all. 

Would I be getting the rose or the boot at the end of the show? 

And how long would the commercial break be before we would find out? 

‘It’s been so long we can consider ourselves a born again virgin. Pull over and we can give him 

our flower right now!’ 

Uh oh. 



My earlier emotional upheaval had sent Betty into hiding, but now that she’d sensed the coast 

was clear she was trying to erode it with her crashing waves of cum. 

And Eric’s flaring nostrils and shifting in his seat told me he sensed that too. 

Stupid Severe Betty Alert blaring from my nether channel. 

“Don’t go getting any ideas,” I warned both him and Betty when his grip tightened on my hand 

while he slowly pulled it further up his thigh. 

With his early warning Sookie sonar, I already knew the impression he would be under. Just like 

I knew my hand wouldn’t have to travel very far in order to reach the impression in his pants. 

I could see the outline of it in my peripheral. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, Lover,” he offered innocently. 

He was obviously feeling my good mood, given my internal revelations and the smile on his 

face, so his grin was expected. 

The not-so-small gush in my panties seeing it was not. 

His grin disappeared, replaced with an almost feral lustful expression, and the story about the 

small Dutch boy who saved his country from flooding by putting his finger in the leaking dike 

suddenly popped into my head. 

‘Eric looks Scandinavian and I’ll settle for his finger! Hurry up before we all drown!’ 

“Lover,” he whispered hoarsely, having already guessed at my all too predictable nether patterns. 

“What are you thinking about?” 

Wondering if my car is cum-tight? 

Figuring it couldn’t hurt, I rolled down my window a little before turning to face him and 

adopted his earlier innocent expression as I repeated his words back to him. 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about…lover.” 

Wrong answer. 

I only knew from the sound that escaped his throat. A growl like that should’ve made me duck 

into the backseat and go digging for one of those ancient weapons like I was Indiana Jones on a 

crusade. 

Instead I had to force my legs and mouth shut before I ended up telling him where he could find 

my crystal skull. 



It wasn’t like his blood in my veins hadn’t already given him a detailed map to where ‘X’ 

marked my spot. 

While he panted in air he didn’t need – along with scent that went with it that he absolutely 

didn’t need – I prayed for an unexpected fart to blow by and dampen the mood in my very damp 

underwear. When that didn’t happen, I latched onto the first thought to cross my mind that didn’t 

have to do with finding out just how much room there was in the backseat and whined, “That’s 

so unfair. If you can feel me, then I should be able to feel you too!” 

Again…it was the wrong thing to say. 

“Lover,” he purred, while slowly making his upright seat horizontal. “You are free to feel any 

part of me any time you wish.” 

Eric wasn’t the only one who had a map to go by. His body was a giant 3D raised-relief map and 

I could see the Northman Pole straining in his jeans below his equator. 

As if I didn’t know it was dying for some relief. 

I’d already taken my hand back from his in order to tether it to the steering wheel before my 

Betty brain could decide I was temporarily blinded by his sexiness and needed to go on a braille 

hunt. It helped that the highway was straight so I wouldn’t be tempted by any turns – to include 

the direction our conversation had taken – as I huffed out, “You know what I mean. Like your 

sniffer isn’t bad enough. You can feel me on the inside.” 

“My fingers and tongue have,” he offered with that same damn playfully sexy lilt to his voice. 

”But there is another part of me that wishes to feel inside of you as well. Feel free to explore and 

I’ll tell you when you’ve inserted the right one.” 

‘I mean it! Hold your breath and pinch your nose because we’re about to blow!’ 

I swear. Between Eric and Betty it was like trying to keep up with Thing 2 and Thing 1 while a 

drunken Cat in the Hat fed them crack. 

Chocolate covered crack. 

Dipped in sprinkles. 

So I did the grownup thing by pretending I was at a Weight Watcher’s meeting and he was the 

dessert buffet I had to resist. It was a test of my willpower. 

The drool I could feel pooling in my mouth told me I was in danger of failing. 

But I made myself shake it off because when all was said and done, I would have to get on that 

scale and I couldn’t do it buck naked. 



Christ. It didn’t matter what analogies I tried to use. That fucking shit went in circles and 

somehow always ended up with me naked with Eric. 

‘See? IN-EV-I-TA-BLE!’ 

While I tried to wrestle Betty into a more appropriate outfit of a ball gag and straight jacket, Eric 

silently watched from the dessert table. When it became clear I wouldn’t be partaking of the 

sinful treats he’d put on display, he straightened his seat and said in a more serious – if not 

hesitant – tone of voice, “There is another way for you to feel me.” 

Ooohh…I don’t think so. His vampire nature wasn’t the only monster he had going for him. 

That thing wasn’t getting anywhere near my ass. 

Well…maybe I’d let it near my ass, but my southern port wasn’t open for his longboat to dock. 

Before I could make an ass out of myself by declaring my ass off limits, he adopted a serious 

expression and said, “A bond.” 

What does zombie Double-O Seven have to do with anything? 

“If a vampire and human mutually exchange blood three times, a bond is formed,” he explained. 

“A permanent one. But it would allow you to sense my emotions as well.” 

A permanent one? 

Suddenly getting fucked in the ass didn’t sound so scary. 

But talking about something that would last forever did. I wouldn’t be able to laser it away like 

his name tattooed on my ass if we broke up when he remembered everything. And my emotions 

were still being held hostage by Betty and the Things, so I couldn’t tell if that was why the 

thought of forever with Eric admittedly appealed to me. But I did know that it was a step I 

couldn’t take with this Eric. 

Maybe he’d be willing to take my virgin ass as a good faith deposit? 

You know…if I let him leave his deposit behind in mine? 

‘Oh hell no! I’ll be damned if I don’t get christen the S.S. Northman for its maiden voyage!’ 

“Your emotions are confusing me,” he offered softly, while I struggled to contain an angry Betty 

who was threatening to cork my ass with her champagne bottle. 

“You’re not the only one,” I admitted. The silence only continued to grow until I finally asked, 

“Is that something you would want? A bond?” 



One who wasn’t a zombie who worked for MI6? 

I had a feeling I already knew what his answer would be, but I figured it couldn’t hurt to ask. 

And for once my assumption didn’t make an ass out of me because he immediately answered, 

“Yes.” And when I didn’t say anything else, after a while he added, “But you do not.” 

He sounded like I’d killed his zombie spy puppy, so I knew looking over at him would do me in. 

He already had so much upheaval in his life that I hated adding any more to it, but I couldn’t lie 

to him. The whole point of our conversation stemmed from the fact he would be able to feel it, so 

I explained, “I don’t know how I feel. But I do know that it’s a step I couldn’t take now. Not 

when you don’t remember everything.” 

I was working blind without my telepathy being of any use and I both hated it and loved it. I had 

no clue what he was thinking, but at the same time, with Eric I had never felt more normal. 

He remained silent for a while, but his soft spoken voice drew my eyes back to his when he 

asked, “What if I never regain my memories?” 

“I’m a telepath, Eric. Not a psychic,” I sighed. “I can’t tell you what’s going to happen tomorrow 

much less what’s going to happen after that. We haven’t known each other all that long, even 

taking into account the time you can’t remember. It’s too soon to be talking about a permanent 

anything. Even the lease I signed is up in six months, but I’m willing to go as far as saying that 

I’d be open to revisiting the idea in the future. Barring of course I don’t get hit by a bus or 

something.” 

That would be just my dumb luck. 

“I would not let you die. I would turn you.” 

Instead of saying it matter-of-factly he sounded almost mad. 

As in enough to kill – in a crazy, ‘I’ll-rip-your-head-off-and-shit-down-your-throat-even-though-

vampires-don’t-shit,’ kind of way – with his outrage at my hypothetical death-by-bus belying his 

soft tone. 

It was scarier than the thought of ass fucking. 

But it still made my asshole pucker. And it was also why I wasn’t thinking clearly when I 

decided a joke was in order to lighten the mood and offered, “If you did that, then who would 

feed you supper?” 

I immediately regretted my words, remembering the file I now knew contained his dinner menu. 

But Eric chose the other route and seethed, “I would drain the bus driver who harmed you.” 

Geez…tell me how you really feel. 



Thankfully, I didn’t have to prolong our hypothetical death match – me versus the imaginary 

bus/driver – because we’d finally entered New Orleans. Instead of going straight to the casino, I 

detoured to the house we would be staying in, knowing I would need to change into something a 

little more fitting than jeans and a tee. 

But not so fitting I couldn’t hide the pieces for my stint playing stake and dagger. 

There weren’t any other cars in the courtyard when I pulled up in front of the house, so I 

assumed the landlord was out. It was just as well since I wanted to keep Eric under wraps. 

Of course Betty and I had different definitions of what that meant. 

‘He said we should smell like him, so get upstairs and have him spray down the womb with his 

can of Er-Wick air freshener!’ 

Maybe once we figured out a way to get Eric’s magical malady fixed we could find a coochie 

charm to disappear Betty. 

Hearing my mental threat, she immediately began chanting and circled the womb with something 

that wasn’t salt, declaring my ovaries to be her enchanted gris-gris bags capable of warding off 

mystic muff mufflers. 

There was something seriously wrong with me. But luckily for her I didn’t have the time to dwell 

on it. 

Instead I parked near the stairs on the side of the house, leading up to the second floor where we 

would be staying, and went to the back of the car to grab some of our bags. Bags I ended up 

clutching to my chest like they were two magical gris-gris ovaries needed to fend off the sight of 

Eric standing beside me, with his two swords now strapped in a crisscross pattern across his 

back. 

‘X. Marks. The. Spot! Brown chicken brown cowww…’ Betty crooned, managing to widen my 

stance to show him where his magic bullet could find our bullseye. 

I couldn’t even disagree with her despite her bow chicka wow wow misnomer. 

Not when a Google search of ‘dangerously sexy’ should come with a picture of him looking like 

that. And seeing him, I suddenly felt simultaneously under and overdressed. 

I should be wearing a fitted bodice gown he should then rip from my body before his pulsing 

manhood enters my love chamber. 

“See something you like, lover?” he purred. 

Betty was steadily purring too. And trying to claw her way to Ericdom through my panties. 



What with Eric’s purring and Betty’s clawing, I figured no one would notice if I jumped on the 

pussy metaphor bandwagon and acted like the cat had my tongue. Ignoring him and his poorly 

hidden treasure, I stumbled my way up the stairs, carrying what was left of my willpower and 

sanity with me. Once I opened the door with the key I’d gotten earlier that afternoon, I took our 

non-magical bags the rest of the way into the bedroom. 

The one and only bedroom since it was a one bedroom apartment. 

It didn’t surprise me Betty had failed to send out any alerts on that front earlier when I failed to 

think things through. Hopefully she’d get her shit together and warn me if I was in danger of 

pulling another asinine Callaghan confrontation. But in the meantime I could at least let myself 

pretend we’d be too busy at night trying to figure out the whodunit, so we’d be less likely to be 

getting busy in between the sheets. 

The fact Betty’s voice existed at all told me I had a pretty good imagination. A smutty one, but at 

least I had hope I could pretend. 

And hearing Peter Parker’s uncle’s voice saying, “With great power comes great responsibility,” 

in my head, told me I was hopefully on the right track. 

‘To get railroaded by the Northman freight train! Woo! Woo!’ 

Or not. 

I was surprised Eric wasn’t at my side already considering Betty’s own personal take on the 

Vagina Monologues, so I went in search of him and found him standing just outside of the open 

front door, seeming to study the frame. 

“It’s not password protected, if that’s what you’re wondering,” I smiled, seeing him standing 

there looking bereft. 

I’d had enough of running into that shit. 

“I…” he began and then paused, before trying again. “I…I cannot enter.” My eyes automatically 

rolled, thinking – like my car – his hoity toity highness didn’t find our accommodations befitting 

his grand sense of style and penchant for dead cows. But before I could get too riled up all over 

again, he added, “You have to invite me in.” 

While my feet continued to carry me forward, my mouth opened to ask, “Why?” 

The way he’d said it didn’t lead me to believe it had anything to do with my forgotten manners. 

Especially since Eric couldn’t exactly throw stones on being forgetful, but I was still surprised 

when he explained, “There is a magical barrier barring my entry. I cannot enter a human’s home 

without an invitation.” 

Fuuuck… 



By then I was standing just on the other side of the doorway. And even though I walked through 

it moments earlier just fine, I still hesitantly reached through it expecting to feel something like a 

zap, but there was nothing. “When you say magic does that mean a witch put a whammy on this 

place?” 

It wasn’t a question I’d ever imagined myself having to ask. It only made my once bolstered 

opinion on my creativity take a hit, but my rising anxiety overshadowed it. He was the magic 

detector in the group, so I’d have to take his word for it. And knowing I didn’t hear anything 

from the landlord’s mind that would make me think she wasn’t anything but a normal human 

didn’t make me feel any better. 

Her thoughts were crazy loud. But normal. 

Feeling god knows what coming from me, Eric’s expression softened as he explained, “It is a 

natural phenomenon. Nature’s way of protecting humans from those who are more powerful than 

they and who would likely hunt them to extinction otherwise.” 

One would think I would feel better hearing Mother Nature had opened up her own ADT shop. 

Ancient Defense Token 

Instead I was pissed. With the landlord gone and no idea of when she would return, I felt 

panicked inside. We still had several hours until daybreak, but I didn’t like the added variable. I 

didn’t like the thought of Eric having no safe place to return to at the end of the night, but before 

my panties could become irreparably twisted, he said, “You have to issue me an invitation to 

enter.” 

I didn’t see how that would work considering I didn’t own the house. But since I’d already come 

to learn there was a lot I didn’t know about magic and their impenetrable force field byproducts, 

I prayed he was right and whispered questioningly, “Come in Eric?” 

My words brought back our matchy-matchiness because the tension in his body left town with 

mine right behind it seeing him walk through the door. But a different kind of tension rose up 

when he had me in his arms a split second later. Nuzzling his face against my neck and thereby 

completing the destruction of my underwear, he sighed, “I do not like not being able to reach 

you. Please do not rescind my invitation.” 

Was that what he’d been so worried about? 

I’d thought perhaps it had to do with bewitched barriers, but hearing the sadness in his voice I 

couldn’t find it within myself to joke about having the upper hand for once. Instead I hugged him 

back and tried to reassure him by promising, “I won’t.” 

He was still hugging me like I was his long lost woobie and since I couldn’t offer him a cup of 

hot cocoa to take his troubles away, I asked, “Are you hungry?” Pushing my neck further against 



his lips, while I tamped down my internal this-is-a-bad-idea meter, I reminded him, “You never 

got around to feeding earlier.” 

Never mind the fact I’d been so angry with him at the time, if I’d said, ‘Bite me,’ I wouldn’t 

have meant it literally. 

I expected to hear the sound of his fangs snick down at my offer. I expected to feel the 

wall/floor/door at my back and his god given battering ram at my front. So I was taken by 

complete surprised when he pulled back to stare at me with a look I didn’t want to give a name 

to. But even clutching my ticket for a one-way trip down the river of denial, I couldn’t ignore the 

reverence in his voice when he said, “Thank you.” 

“Why do you seem so…” I began to ask. But like the contents of my panties, my brain was mush 

and I couldn’t find the word I was looking for. 

‘Fuckable?’ Betty offered. 

“Amazed,” I countered her all too true and completely unhelpful suggestion. 

‘If you’re talking about his ass, you’re right. It IS amazing!’ 

“Lover,” he said softly, thankfully interrupting Betty before she could get on a roll. “While I 

might not remember much, I can assure you it is a rarity for any human to knowingly and 

willingly offer to feed my kind. You are a rarity. A treasure for many reasons that should be 

cherished at all times, but there are no words to sufficiently describe the paragon that you are.” 

I felt myself blush at his compliment, with my eyes dropping to his chin as I mumbled, “I guess 

you didn’t forget how to use paragon in a sentence.” 

‘I’ll see your ‘paragon’ and raise you an ‘organ.’ As in Eric’s organ and I want it raised.’ Betty 

pushed her pile of chips to the center of the table, while she pushed at my need to take anti-

psychotic medication, panting out, ‘And thrusting.’ 

Maybe I would benefit more from inpatient treatment? I could be on mandatory lockdown next 

door to LiLo. 

“Why do you hide yourself from me?” Eric asked just as softly. 

It’s not my fault you can’t see me behind Betty’s massive pile of poker chips. It was big enough 

to hide both Nessie and Big Foot from civilization. 

Maybe Eric could partner up with Indiana Jones so they could find me and my Unholy Cum 

Trail. 

Thoughts of Eric using a bullwhip only gave him more of a trail to go on, but instead of slipping 

his way down the Betty Brick Road, he merely tilted my chin so my eyes would meet his own. 



He studied my face like there would be a pop quiz later on and shook his head as though he 

could hear my internal dialogue. The thought alone only made my blush deepen, but it made no 

difference when he gently placed his lips on mine. My entire body heated up when he deepened 

the kiss and I no longer remembered what we were doing. Why we were there or what we still 

had to do. 

In that moment nothing else existed except for me and Eric and our kiss. 

It was why I didn’t hear anyone approaching until it was too late. The, “Hey Sookie! I see you 

made it okay,” was barely out of her mouth when Eric’s fangs finally made an appearance in his. 

His entire body became rigid and I sensed he was about to attack when I clutched him even 

tighter. Not because I was afraid of him hurting her, but because of what I heard from her. 

Holy shit! That’s Eric Northman! I wonder if she already knew he was a vampire or if we’ll be 

getting glamoured together. 

Chapter Thirty-Two – Always Be Specific When Negotiating With 

Vampires 

EPOV 

“Eric!” my lover squeaked when I instantly disappeared from her grasp and then cried out, 

“Don’t!” 

I couldn’t be sure what she didn’t want me to do. Perhaps it was from the way I had the intruder 

by the throat and pushed against the wall or the fact I was moments away from planting the idea 

in her head she really could fly. 

And that she should try to from the top of the nearest bridge. 

Right now. 

“She knows,” my lover added, fruitlessly trying to pull my arm away from the interloper’s neck. 

“She knows you’re a vampire and she knows about glamour.” 

“All the more reason to encourage her to spread her wings.” My mind had automatically taken 

over hers the moment our eyes met. Like my fangs snapping down, it was instinctual. I knew I 

could command her weak mind to do as I wished and there would be nothing she could do about 

it. 

With her body now relaxed and no longer struggling in my grasp, I loosened my grip. Keeping a 

hold on her consciousness with my own, I looked down at my frantic lover asking, “What is it 

you wish for me to do with her?” 



The woman smelled of strange spices and patchouli. Even without my lover’s addictive scent 

still filling my senses, the combination of aromas on the intruder would deter me from biting her. 

It was as though she’d sprayed herself with vampire repellent. 

But I wouldn’t have wanted to feed from her anyway. Even without the memory of any other’s 

blood, I knew no one’s would compare to my lover’s. Instead of wanting to drain her, my 

compulsion to at least erase all memories of the existence of vampires from her mind was strong. 

But not strong enough to override my need to hear my lover’s reasoning for leaving the intruder 

unharmed. She had already proven time and again my hubris could cost me everything. 

Namely, my lover. 

Instead of answering my question, she asked one of her own in the form of, “What are you 

doing?” She paused for another moment, studying the woman’s face and added, “Are you doing 

your thing on her right now? That brain whammy glamour thing? Her head is…it’s like a giant 

cloud blew in over a pep rally. Foggy.” 

Glamour? 

I recalled my lover’s recitation on the pitifully sparse explanations I’d given to her on the night 

of her attack, but to call something so powerful ‘glamour’ seemed inane. 

Were the first of our kind a bunch of flamboyant prancing little pussies, bending over to smell the 

roses, while pixie dust shot out of their assholes? 

Pfft…glamour. 

But finding no other viable alternative, I replied, “If you are asking if I have set up camp in her 

hippocampus, then the answer is yes.” 

“You’re talking about her memory, right?” my intelligent lover snorted. “Or are you about to tell 

me she changes into a mythological sea creature with the head and forelegs of a horse and the tail 

of a fish every time there’s a full moon?” 

“We are close to the sea,” I smiled. “I can smell the salt water from here. But, no.” Soiling my 

senses even further, I scented the intruder before us and grimaced, adding, “This one is not a 

Were. She smells like an Indian bazaar.” 

And it was bizarre to realize I knew that, but not my own past. 

My lover’s mind worked similarly to mine because she asked, “You remember all of that?” 

When I nodded, she mused, “Maybe it’s the smells? I know certain odors can trigger memories.” 

“Perhaps,” I agreed. “But the combination of scents on this woman is repellent. Even now I am 

fighting the urge to remain so close to her.” 



And it was a struggle. Something about the way she smelled was not repugnant, but off putting 

nonetheless. I was sure if I had come across her in any other situation I would have naturally 

avoided her. Even now, the longer I remained so close to her, the stronger my need to leave her 

presence grew. 

My lover moved even closer and drew in the woman’s scent through her nose, then shook her 

head and said, “All I smell is something like incense. But I don’t feel compelled to back away or 

anything.” Despite her declaration, my lover took a step back and studied the intruder before 

saying, “But before you pitched your tent in her head, she thought about you. She knows who 

you are and she knows that you’re a vampire. She was wondering if I knew too or if we would be 

getting glamoured together.” 

I turned back to the woman, preparing to alter her mind so that she felt the need to take a good 

long swim in the nearby sea and not return until she’d found the lost city of Atlantis, when my 

lover proved our minds were not always alike by saying, “Un-pitch your tent and don’t change 

anything. Don’t erase anything. We need to find out how she knows about vampires. Maybe it 

can help us.” 

I had to fight against my own natural survival instincts in leaving her memory unaltered, but I 

agreed with my lover’s rational thinking. However not knowing if she would be a danger to 

either one of us once her mind was freed, I led her to the couch and had my lover bring me bed 

linens which I used to bind her arms, legs, and mouth. 

“If she is a witch, she will be unable to recite any incantations,” I explained, feeling the 

increasing worry filling my lover’s body with every cotton knot I formed. “But with your gift, 

we can still ask her questions and you will be able to hear her answers. Correct?” 

“Yes,” she nodded and then mumbled, “But I don’t know if all of this will be enough. I knew of 

a witch who only had to twitch her nose to hocus pocus unsuspecting peeps.” When my 

questionable gaze met hers, she shook her head and added, “Never mind. It was from an old TV 

show.” Taking a deep breath and steadying her nerves, she winced and said, “On your mark…get 

set…pull up your stakes.” 

She smirked at her own words, but when I released my hold on the woman’s mind my lover 

immediately looked contrite and said, “Amelia, we’re not going to hurt you. We just need some 

answers.” 

The woman mumbled something unintelligible from behind her gag, but I could guess what it 

was when my lover answered her incoherency with, “Yes. Normally it would be asinine, but I’m 

a telepath.” 

The woman’s eyes widened hearing of my lover’s unique gift. And even though she was bound 

and being interrogated by a vampire and a telepath, instead of looking horrified she 

looked…impressed? 

She’d unknowingly just lengthened her lifespan. 



“Really?” my lover snickered. “A cat?” Mirth filled her veins and then she started waving her 

hands in front of her, laughing out, “Stop! I don’t want to know.” 

The woman’s eyes crinkled with amusement before turning inquisitive. Even if I could not sense 

my lover’s determination through our blood tie, I would’ve been able to see it on her face as she 

asked, “How do you know about vampires? What are you?” 

She listened for only moments, but I could feel her become lightheaded just as quickly. I 

oscillated between wanting to rip the head from the woman’s shoulders, wondering if perhaps a 

mental incantation would be just as harmful as if spoken aloud, and snatching my lover into my 

arms and taking her to the skies just to get her away from the woman’s thoughts. 

Just as my mind settled on the former, my lover grabbed my arm and said, “You can take the gag 

off of her. She means us no harm.” 

“You feel unwell,” I snarled. “It is because of her.” 

“It’s because she thinks a mile a minute and in a volume that E.T. could hear from his home 

planet,” she explained. Unsuccessfully, because I had no idea of what an E.T. was, but still she 

added, “She knows who you are – what you are – because of the woman who mentors her. She’s 

being taught witchcraft by a woman named Octavia Fant. Apparently you’ve used her sorcery 

services in the past. Amelia remembers you from her shop.” 

“You are sure?” I asked, not trusting the woman. Hearing she was studying witchcraft and 

knowing it was the likely cause for my missing memories, I still viewed her as a threat. 

But I trusted my lover and not just hearing her assurance, but feeling it as well was enough for 

me. So I removed the gag – only the gag – and ordered, “Tell me all that you know. What kind of 

sorcery service has this woman Octavia Fant done for me in the past?” 

Instead of answering me aloud, she looked to my lover and grinned. It only took a second for me 

to realize she was speaking to her mentally and I felt my lover’s embarrassment – and lust? – just 

before she said, “I know, but could you focus on something other than his hotness? Eric’s not 

playing around.” 

“Fine,” she snickered. “But I don’t really know all that much. I’ve only been practicing under 

Octavia for the last few months. I was studying Wicca before that and met her when I went into 

her shop. We got to talking and she said that I have a natural connection to the earth. She ended 

up hiring me to work in her shop and now she’s my mentor.” Looking directly at me, she added, 

“You came into the shop one night just as I was leaving. When I asked Octavia about you the 

next day, she would only tell me that she did a few jobs for you from time to time and that you 

were an honorable man. You would have to be for her to agree to work for you willingly and 

since I already knew about the supernatural world, she told me you’re more or less in charge of 

the vampires in the southern half of the state. I dated a Were a couple of years ago and he was 

the one who told me about vampires. I think he was trying to scare me off because I kept asking 



him where he disappeared to every full moon. He screwed the pooch there because instead of 

being frightened, I believed him.” 

Looking back at my lover, the rambling witch paused until they were both laughing out loud and 

my lover explained, “I guess he was screwing the pooch literally too. Every full moon he was 

hooking up with another female wolf in his pack. So on their final date Amelia took him to a 

veterinarian’s office because she’d made him an appointment to be neutered.” 

“You must be really old,” the woman directed at me. “Whenever I’m going out at night I put on 

an essence Octavia made that’s supposed to repel vampires. Normally they only have to get 

within twenty feet of me and they’re turning the other way.” 

If I wasn’t fighting the urge to leave the room, I would think the others had turned away due 

more to her effusive nature. 

Her verboseness had me feeling lightheaded and I mused for just a moment about killing her just 

to shut her up. Instead I took hold of her mind once more and ordered, “Be quiet.” 

I don’t know what my lover read from my expression, but she giggled and said, “If you think 

that’s bad, you should try listening to all of that and what’s going through her head at the same 

time. It’s like being accosted by the Dolby Mint Twins.” 

I didn’t know how my lover wasn’t driven insane by her gift. It only made me even more in awe 

of her powers, but now wasn’t the time to be awestruck. It was still difficult for me to remain in 

the woman’s presence – I now knew because of her anti-vampire aroma – so I asked, “Did you 

hear anything from her thoughts that would indicate she was lying?” 

“No,” she replied with a shake of her head. “She idolizes that Octavia woman.” Her brow rose as 

she added, “And she thinks you’re the cat’s meow.” 

Hearing her mention a cat again, I admitted, “I don’t understand. Is that what you were laughing 

at earlier when you mentioned a cat?” 

“No,” she repeated, this time with a blush. “I just meant that Amelia thinks you’re sexy. But 

earlier…I guess our landlord is a bit…adventurous. She accidentally turned one of her lovers 

into a cat once. Octavia had to fix her friend. She just thought of the most outrageous thing she 

could think of to test me to see if I really could hear her thoughts.” 

I wanted to explore in depth my lover’s thoughts on whether or not she found me sexy, but it 

wasn’t the time for that either. 

But I would be sure to find the time before the next sunrise. 

For now though, I looked back at my lover and asked, “How do you think we should proceed?” 



In my mind I thought it best to erase at least my presence in the apartment and my connection to 

my lover from the woman’s memories. She seemed much too talkative for me to be comfortable 

in allowing her to retain that knowledge. But hearing this Octavia woman found me to be 

honorable and that she was a strong enough witch to correct a misguided spell and return a 

human back to their normal state gave me cause to believe she could be helpful in our situation. I 

just couldn’t be sure if we could trust her. 

I could tell my lover felt pleased I had asked for her opinion on the matter and she thought about 

it for a few moments before responding, “I didn’t hear anything from her thoughts that would 

make me think she planned on running out and telling everyone she knows that you’re here, but 

she’s so damn excitable. I don’t know that she wouldn’t let it slip out. She has no clue that 

you’ve lost your memories because in her mind you’re acting like she thinks you normally 

would. But if she’s in contact with other witches – and hearing she was able to change a guy into 

a cat, I think we’re on the right track about what happened to you – I think you should at least 

erase you from her mind. Normally I think I would have a problem with doing that to someone, 

but right now I’m all for whatever we need to do to keep you safe. Make her believe she came 

home and went straight to bed without coming up to check on me.” Pride filled my veins once 

again when she added, “Oh, and make her think she doesn’t want to come up here at all. I don’t 

want her coming up during the day when you’re vulnerable in case I’m not here.” 

“Where else would you be?” I asked, taking a step towards her.  Seeing my lover in action and 

hearing her tactical thoughts made me anxious for another kind of action. 

Perhaps involving linen restraints, but with a different purpose in mind. 

I still didn’t want her going out alone in the daytime, but thought better than to say it aloud. 

She’d already proven her gift was quite formidable and she had been correct in saying she’d 

gotten along quite well before I had come into her life. But that was the crux of the issue. 

Her association with me could be the reason she could be targeted. 

“I was thinking of dropping by that shop Amelia mentioned,” my lover replied, while watching 

me warily. “Now that I know I can hear a witch’s thoughts, if I ask the right questions, I might 

be able to get something from Octavia’s head. What are you doing?” 

By then my Northern Star was backed against the wall by me and my compass pointing due 

north. And while I agreed it would be beneficial to try and ascertain the Octavia woman’s 

usefulness, I had other things on my mind. 

Other things that only intensified my need now that my lover’s scent was once again filling my 

nose. 

“We can do that tomorrow night,” I bargained. “If you ask the wrong question, she could view 

you as a threat. If she is powerful enough to change a cat back into human form, then she is 

powerful enough to do damage to you.” 



And I would kill her. 

“But the nights are for going to the casino,” she volleyed back. Even though her tone remained 

business-like, I could feel her rising lust. It fueled my own and my mind became clouded while 

my body pressed further into hers until she placed her hands on my chest and reminded me of 

our trespasser by whispering, “Amelia.” 

Now I really did want to kill her. 

“Aww,” she smiled. “Don’t look like that. If you’re a good boy, once you’re done glamouring 

her to go night-night, I’ll give you dessert.” 

“Deal.” 

Her eyes widened likely realizing what I considered to be dessert compared to her ideas weren’t 

quite the same. And my assumptions were correct because she immediately said, “I meant 

feeding you.” 

“So did I,” I innocently replied. 

After all, her neck wasn’t the only place on her body where a large artery could be found. 

Hearing my lover’s ambiguous offer made something other than pride fill another vein of mine, 

but first I needed to be rid of the witch and her stench. So I quickly altered her memories of the 

evening and planted a strong desire to give my lover her privacy. Her gabby nature would 

undoubtedly have her seeking out my lover if only to empty every thought in her head and into 

my lover’s ears. 

It would be torturous to even those who weren’t telepaths. 

Once she was gone, my lover wisely sealed the linens used to bind the witch into a plastic trash 

bag and took it outside so that I wouldn’t be subjected to the scent. I tried to remain idle while 

she went into the bedroom to change her clothes, but it was difficult. She no longer had any 

feelings of discontent from our earlier altercation and I could tell she welcomed my presence, so 

I had to fight off the urge to follow her. While I looked forward to doing many things with her 

and to her, I didn’t want her to feel as though I only craved her body. That I was using her in any 

way, but she tested my patience when she walked back into the living area wearing what could 

only be described as vampire bait. 

And I was immediately hooked. 

“What do you think?” she nervously asked, twirling around so that the blood red silk sheath 

fanned out around her knees. It had a plunging neckline, dipping down in between her perfect 

breasts, and hugged her body all the way to her hips like it was named Eric. 

“I think we should stay in,” I growled, taking a predatory step forward. 



I didn’t want her to leave the apartment dressed as she was. I didn’t want to share the image of 

her in that dress with anyone. 

And so I wanted to rip it off of her. Nor would I share that image with anyone else either. 

She was mine. 

“I think someone forgot why we’re here,” she chuckled and glanced down at herself, smoothing 

imaginary wrinkles from her clothing. 

It was her own fault. Chumming the waters surrounding her and then frolicking in the sea, while 

looking away from the shark directly in her path. 

So I didn’t feel bad in teaching her yet another lesson on my kind. 

Before she could register my movement, I had her in my arms and in the next room underneath 

me on the bed. She barely had the chance to gasp out her surprise when I stole the air from her 

lungs by claiming her lips with my own. My only intention was to surprise her. To show her she 

couldn’t take for granted her safety wouldn’t be compromised at any given moment when 

dealing with my kind. 

Kissing her was just a bonus. 

But my lover had her own lessons to teach and she did so when I moved my lips to her neck, 

allowing her to breathe and thereby breathe out her warning of, “Gotcha.” 

I was about to argue that it was I who had her when I felt the blunt end of something pressing 

against my ribs underneath my arm. Looking down, I saw the unsharpened end of a wooden 

stake pushing against my body in an angle that would pierce my heart. 

“And just where were you hiding that, lover?” I asked with a grin. 

I was impressed. 

And hard. 

And it would be hard not to be impressed. 

“Not in the gutter your mind is swimming through,” she laughed. She dropped the stake and 

pushed at my chest until I’d risen enough so that she could pull the hem of her skirt up. While I 

enjoyed the view, I got greater pleasure from seeing her ingenuity. My lover had fashioned straps 

made of ribbon around her upper thighs. One side still held a sheathed silver dagger with the 

other now missing what I assumed was the stake she’d held in her hand. 

“While I don’t like the idea of anyone getting a glimpse of your bitable thighs, I will console 

myself with the knowledge they won’t live long enough to enjoy it.” 



Because if my lover did not kill them, I would. 

My eyes were glued to her thighs, so I assumed she thought to distract me by saying, “Speaking 

of biting. You still haven’t eaten.” 

She may have offered me her neck. For all I knew she could’ve pierced her carotid artery and 

filled a champagne flute with her blood, but I had tunnel vision. 

That began and ended with her tunnel. 

It was time for another lesson. One I was more than willing to teach. 

Always be specific when negotiating with a vampire. 

I sat up on my knees and pulled her left leg up with me, starting at her ankles and kissing my 

way down her leg. 

“Wha…what are you doing?” she stuttered as her eyes fluttered into the back of her head. 

“Is it not obvious?” I asked in return against her golden skin. 

“I…uh…oh…I thought…you were…oh god…going to feed,” she sighed. 

“I am,” I promised, tracing the outline of the sheathed dagger at the top of her thigh with my 

tongue. Even without the leather barrier protecting me from the silver within, I doubted I 

would’ve been deterred enough to stop. 

Especially now when the aroma of her arousal was filling the room. 

“Lover,” I crooned, while sitting up and starting over with her right ankle. 

“Huh?” she gasped, feeling my blunt teeth bite down on her calf before I licked away the slight 

sting. 

Kissing and nibbling my way down towards her olfactory factory, I explained, “You simply 

cannot go out as you are.” 

“Wha?” she gasped again now that I had reached her upper thigh. While my tongue traced over 

the bare ribbon surrounding her leg, she sputtered out, “Something…oh god…uh wrong with the 

uh…dress?” 

“Nooo,” I purred as I nosed along the edge of her red lace panties. Tracing the borders of them as 

well, I swiped my tongue over her lace covered center and smiled when she arched up wanting 

more. So I pulled the barrier aside and clarified, “The scent of your arousal is narcotizing. Every 

vampire in the immediate area will be drawn to you like a moth to a flame.” 



“Kinda like Gran’s pecan pie?” she uttered, both trying and failing to find any kind of relief in 

the air separating us. “Jason’s shown up out of the blue sometimes because he swore he smelled 

it from his house three miles away.” 

Exactly. 

Her pie would call me from miles away as well. 

I could feel her rising delirium. Her rising frustration when I did nothing to assuage her need 

until she finally snarled, “Well it’s your fault for sexin’ me up! Quit pullin’ my strings if you 

don’t want to smell the bells ringing in Saint Betty’s basilica and…oh…my…god!” 

Her rebuke ended with the first pass of my tongue through her delicate folds. Her thighs gripped 

my head while her hands gripped my hair as she gave herself over to everything I had to offer 

her. She had been correct in saying it was my fault she smelled like forbidden candy to a diabetic 

vampire. And not only was I proud of that fact. 

I was more than willing to accept culpability and rectify the error of my ways. 

I cleaned away every trace of her cum that could be found with my tongue and then set about 

encouraging her to produce even more. My lips suckled her clit while I slid one and then two 

fingers inside of her, drawing out even more of her honeyed essence. 

My dessert that I would be having later. 

But first I would have my meal, so I continued to pump my fingers inside of my lover’s 

body while her inner muscles did all that they could to keep them there. Only when I felt her 

body reach the precipice of her impending orgasm, did I pull my lips away. Licking over her 

femoral artery, I finally gave in to the need of allowing my fangs to snap down, just as I gave 

in to her need for relief. As my fingertips curled to make contact with her G-spot, my teeth 

pierced her skin just as her climax pierced her body. 

Her orgasmic laced blood filled my mouth and my own eyes rolled into the back of my head. I 

was sure nothing had ever tasted so good – so sweet – no matter what I could or couldn’t 

remember. Her heart was racing so all I had to do was seal my lips over the wound and savor 

each beat her body pumped into my mouth. It took all of my willpower to stem the flow with my 

tongue, knowing I would weaken her if I took too much, and I pierced my tongue on my fangs 

before healing the small wound with my blood. 

Tasting the combination of both of our blood made my mind wander back to our conversation 

about blood bonds, but knowing she wasn’t ready – or even thinking clearly right now – I said 

nothing. 

I could be patient. 



Withdrawing my fingers from her body, I licked them clean and then went to work on cleaning 

my plate. The dessert I’d been promised was just as delectable as my meal, but I did nothing to 

try and incite her body any further. I could tell my lover was tired. After her long day and now 

long night, it was expected. But knowing her as I did, I also knew she would push herself even 

further and insist on going to the casino. I would be content to spend the rest of the night just 

holding her in my arms, but I could already feel her determination to make her limbs cooperate. 

Feel her need to go and do, so instead of trying to convince her otherwise, I moved my body 

back up hers. 

Placing gentle kisses along the path her dress took down in between her breasts, I made my way 

back up to her collarbone where I repeated the process. I waited until her eyes fluttered open to 

look back into mine and returned the small smile she gave me. 

“So, I guess that was your idea of dessert, huh?” she snickered softly. 

“Mmhmm…” 

Placing my lips over hers, I pressed softly while maintaining eye contact and said, “Thank you.” 

“I…think…I…should…be…thanking…you,” she replied, treating me with the gentle peck of her 

lips after each spoken word. 

She truly had no idea of how special she was to think anything I could offer her would ever be 

enough to make us equals. My lover stood head and shoulders above me in all aspects, but I still 

appreciated the sentiment. 

However it was apparent to me I was the demon to her angel. 

But feeling her weariness along with my own wariness over the thought of her being in the 

company of strange supernaturals, I decided it was time to reopen our negotiations. Returning 

her sweet gesture – a single kiss in exchange for each word I uttered – I began with, 

“I…think…you…should…have…more…of…my…blood.” 

Chapter Thirty-Three – Under the Influence of Eric-stasy 

SPOV 

What? Did he just say…blood? 

‘Hmm? I couldn’t hear you over the crashing waves once his tongue sent me over the Viagra 

Falls. When he rolls it like a whiskey barrel…my gawd…he can stick his hooch in my cooch any 

day!’ 

It scared me a little that Betty and I were currently on the same page. 



Surely it was one of the seven signs of the apocalypse, so I tried to slam shut the nookie novel 

we were reading by flashlight underneath the blanket and focus. But with Eric right there in my 

face, it was hard to see anything beyond his pretty blue eyes. 

Or his fuckable lips. 

Lips that were still shiny from fucking Betty’s lips. The glossy sheen made them look like a 

teenage girl’s, getting all gussied up to go to a One Direction concert. Only instead of a 

strawberry scented Bonne Bell, he’d used a Sookie scented Betty’s Basilica Bell. But after all of 

that talk about my Eau de Pus-soir Parfum, I thought he should probably wash that off before 

my chamber of secrets wasn’t one any longer. 

And if we didn’t get out of bed soon, I knew we would end up making our own concert because 

our position on the bed could only lead in one direction. 

What were we talking about again? 

“Lover?” he asked when I didn’t say anything. That he heard anyways. 

“Huh?” I offered, still in a daze. My head was swimming. 

And Betty was still bouncing off of the rocks at the bottom of the falls. 

“I think you should have more of my blood,” he reminded me. “Not only would my scent on you 

be stronger, but I can feel that you are tired. You have been running around all day long, but I 

also know you will insist on going to the casino tonight. My blood will increase your strength. It 

will make you more alert and your senses will heighten. If you choose not accept my offer, then I 

think we should stay here for the remainder of the night so you can rest. We can go to the casino 

tomorrow evening.” 

“But…” I began to protest, remembering something about the blood bond he’d spoken of. 

And because he knew me better than he knew himself – literally – he shook his head and asked, 

“How many times have you have my blood?” 

“Uh…” I paused to think and replied, “Once?” 

It came out more like a question, but that was only because I wasn’t sure. So I explained by 

adding, “You gave me your blood when I was hurt that day, but I…I think I might have had a 

drop or two one time before that when we kissed.” 

And what a kiss it was. 

And talking about it – remembering that kiss – I felt my face fire up in embarrassment, which 

was stupid considering he was still wearing Betty balm. But he’d been different then. A different 



guy, no matter how identical they looked in the mirror. So it felt weird talking about kissing – 

what amounted to another man – with him. 

Good girls didn’t kiss and tell. 

But with Betty still bobbing up against the rocks, I supposed that ship had already sailed. 

‘Cum sail away…cum sail away…cum sail away with mmmeeeeeee…’ 

And…she was drunk on Eric’s hooch. 

‘Let’s play with his swizzle Styx in our Southpark!’ 

Christ. She was that drunk? Maybe staying in for one more night wouldn’t be such a bad thing. 

Clearly I’d already failed my panty shield sobriety test. 

“Did I have your blood on either of those nights?” he asked, unaware of the Betty booze hound 

currently stumbling over her ABC’s. 

‘A b d e f l m n o peee…z. Peeez sir, may I have another?’ she asked, tipping her flask to show 

that it was empty. 

“No.” 

My answer was to both of them. 

“I can still taste you on my tongue,” he smiled. 

Was that statement for the both of us too? 

His leer gave us our answer. 

Acting like he wasn’t just talking about having my nether nectar on his palate, he added, “So if 

you have my blood now, it will start a bond. But we would have to exchange twice more before 

it became permanent.” 

Getting ahead of any potential refusal on my part, he pushed his head down into the Eric-shaped 

hole – the one in between my head and shoulder, thank the lord almighty – admitting softly into 

my ear, “It would make me feel better.” 

Unable to stop myself from completing the puzzle pieces of our parts, I wrapped my arms and 

legs around his body, relishing in the feel of his weight on top of me, and made my own 

admission of, “You feel pretty good right now.” 



He growled softly, causing a shiver to work its way down my spine and giving Betty a jolt from 

Eric’s denim holstered Taser gun pressing up against her. 

Stick ‘em up! 

Uh oh…was I hearing Eric Junior now too? 

‘Hit me with your best shot…cum on! Why don’t you hit me with your best shot…’ 

Fucking hell. First Styx and now Pat Benatar? 

No more VH1 Classic for her. 

“Lover,” he whispered, while nibbling my ear lobe. “We can feel so much better.” 

It was hard to imagine feeling any better than we were. And my imagination was already running 

riot, considering I would no doubt test positive for being under the influence of Eric-stasy right 

now. After all, it was hosting a fucking classic rock concert in my baby maker and I wouldn’t 

have been the least bit surprised, if we turned the lights off and held up lighters, Freddy Mercury 

would be resurrected just so Queen could sing Betty’s Bohemian Rhapsody. 

‘Oh mama mia, mama mia, mama mia let me go. Beelzebub has put a devil inside of me…of 

ME…OF MEEEEE…’ 

See? 

Too drunk to get the lyrics straight and still she was right. The devil was inside of me. And her 

name was Betty. 

I did my best to hit the mute button on the playlist in my iPanties to really think about what Eric 

was asking me to do. Having his blood now would make me stronger, which wouldn’t be a bad 

thing because we both knew I would be walking into the lion’s den with nothing more than a 

hope and a prayer. 

And a stake and a silver knife. Mustn’t forget about those. 

And it would make my senses sharper. More focused. It might even help my telepathy in ways I 

couldn’t even imagine right now. 

And considering all of the singing I imagined coming from my snatch, that was saying a lot. 

And I would smell like him. The supernatural version of CK One. 

EN One. 

It was one of a kind. Just like the vampire in my arms. 



It wouldn’t complete a permanent bond. And if Eric got pissed about it after he got his memories 

back – when I was only doing it all for him – well then I supposed I would have to accept that 

too. 

It would tell me all I needed to know about where his true feelings lied. 

“Okay,” I whispered in agreement once my mind was settled. 

“Okay?” he repeated, with his body becoming frozen on top of me. 

All it took was a small kiss on the side of my Snow White vampire’s head for him to come back 

to life. But in case he hadn’t heard me over the High Ho – the little known and never talked 

about eighth dwarf, Slutty – in my panties, I repeated, “Okay.” 

I didn’t freeze when I felt his hand snake its way in between our two bodies. It was more like I 

melted – much like the glaciers due to global warming. Itty bitty polar bears could’ve been 

drowning in my underwear, but I couldn’t be bothered to care until I felt him snatch the knife 

strapped next to my snatch. And I barely had the time to gasp when quick as a whip he used the 

silver blade to cut a two inch gash into his neck. 

The sizzle from the silver burning his skin was still reverberating in the air when he tossed the 

knife aside. Leaning down, he used that same hand to cradle the back of my head as he lifted it 

towards the wound and said, “Drink.” 

But I balked instead. 

The first time I drank his blood I’d been too delirious from the attack and resulting blood loss to 

think about what I was doing. Now… 

It was blood. 

A lot of blood. Vampire or not, I wasn’t one and the thought of gulping it down like a cherry 

Slurpee wasn’t all that appealing. But I already promised. 

And Stackhouses kept their promises. 

Tentatively, I flicked my tongue over the blood seeping from the wound, hoping that would be 

enough to do whatever it was he’d said it would do. I remembered my flawless appearance on 

the morning after I’d had the first drop with our kiss, but after the attack, the only thing I’d 

noticed underneath my torn and blood stained clothes was the fact my injuries were gone. His 

blood had barely settled on my tongue when I realized the coppery flavor I was expecting wasn’t 

there. Instead it was almost sweet, so I licked the wound again and sealed my mouth around it, 

trying to pick apart the different layers of flavors like I was a snooty monocle wearing 

connoisseur and he bled the finest wine. 

And I quickly became drunk on him. 



I pulled from the wound, filling my mouth and savoring every nuance before swallowing and 

repeating the process all over again. My entire body felt alive – electric – and my arms and legs 

tightened around his. He may have moaned. He may have recited the Declaration of 

Independence for all I knew. But when I felt his fangs slide into my neck, it was like time sped 

backwards and we were suddenly thrust back into 1942. 

And Betty slapped on her Uncle Sam red, white, and blue top hat declaring, ‘I want you!’ 

Every nerve ending on my body was electrified and my mind was short circuited in the process. 

So when the wound on his neck began to heal, I used my teeth to tear it back open. 

I wasn’t done. 

But goddamn was I close. 

My body barely had the chance to recover from my previous orgasm, so it was well primed for 

another one. And with Eric on top of me, with his lower half still in between my legs, I knew just 

who could give it to me. 

My hands flew to the front of his pants of their own accord and began working on the jigsaw 

puzzle he called a belt. I wanted him. I needed to feel him inside of me, so when he grabbed onto 

my hand to stop me, I let him know I didn’t appreciate it. 

By biting his shoulder in frustration. 

“It is my blood,” he forced out in a hoarse voice. “That is why you feel this way.” 

“No,” I argued. “It’s you.” I tried to pull my hands free. But when that didn’t work – because the 

word Caterpillar should be etched down the side of his freakishly strong arm – I used my legs to 

grind my lower half against him, saying, “And it’s you I want inside of me.” Adding a little 

swivel to my hips, I added, “All of you. Now.” 

I could see him fighting for control of himself. And I hoped like hell he would surrender quickly 

because Betty was incommunicado now that she was readying to storm the beaches of 

Normandy. Neither one of us could hear anything over the crashing waves and bursts of gunfire. 

And I thought victory was in my grasp when he released my hands from his and his lips crashed 

down onto mine. I was raring for any fight, so I would gladly duke it out with him in any way he 

wanted. But I couldn’t fight physics and with his torso so much longer than my own, I couldn’t 

reach the prize in his pants when he shifted his body to my side. His chest pinned me to the bed, 

while his lips pinned my head to the pillow, and I stopped trying to fight my way free when I felt 

two of his fingers slide inside of me. But my inner muscles fought to keep them there. 

Sweetly. 

Punishingly. 



He finger fucked me back into coherency. 

“I…” 

That’s as far as my mind could go. I was panting in air like I’d just run a marathon and my head 

was still spinning from my body being so spun up, so I didn’t try to force any more words. I 

didn’t try to do anything and instead just lay there, unable to do anything else. 

Eric didn’t speak either. My eyes were still closed, but I could feel his eyes on me. The only part 

of him touching me now was the occasional fingertip trailing down my arm or him sweetly 

moving the strands of hair away from my face. He seemed content to just watch me lie there, 

which was weird, but sweet nonetheless. 

“Why did you stop me?” I asked, barely aware I had even formed the thought before it had 

spilled from my lips. 

He didn’t say anything until I turned and opened my eyes to look back him. A small smile played 

on his lips, but it was more rueful than anything else when he asked his own question. 

“Why did you stop yourself every other time before now?” 

“I…” 

Again I was stuck. Stuck because now that the fog was lifting, I knew he was right. I had been 

holding back, telling myself I didn’t want to go too far when Eric didn’t really seem capable of 

giving consent. I knew this Eric was all for it, but I knew I would feel like I’d taken advantage of 

him if, when he regained his memories, nothing had changed. If everything went back to the way 

it was. Despite how much I wanted to believe I meant something more to that Eric, that didn’t 

make me believe he forgave me for my betrayal. 

Not wanting me to die and wanting me in his life and/or in his bed were two very different 

things. 

“I’m sorry.” It was true even if I couldn’t accurately explain what exactly I was sorry for. 

I was sorry for trying to take things too far. 

I was sorry for putting him in the position of denying me when I knew he wanted me more than 

anything else. 

I was sorry for betraying him to begin with because if I hadn’t – if I had come clean and told him 

everything earlier – then the chances were none of this would have happened to him. That 

Stonebrook woman might still be alive and Eric might still have his memories if I’d still been a 

part of his life. 



“You have no need to apologize, lover,” he softly soothed, while pulling me into his embrace. “I 

enjoyed it. Very much.” 

The playful lilt he’d ended with told me he did enjoy it very much. But I also knew he didn’t get 

as much enjoyment as I had. 

I could feel his joystick pushing against my leg. 

But blowing him now as a consolation seemed too low. I felt horrible for almost using him for 

sex. It was the exact thing I’d already been worried over him feeling, if and when he got his 

memory back. And while it could be said I wanted Eric in every way merely because the day 

ended in ‘Y’, if and when we had sex for the first time, I didn’t want it to be because I was 

hopped up on his blood. So no, I wouldn’t try to go down on him now. 

Maybe later, though. 

We both got out of bed and cleaned up fairly quickly. I say that because my movements were 

much quicker thanks to Eric’s blood. And I was stronger. Strong enough that when I went to pull 

the bottom of my dress back down, I accidentally ripped it at the seams that attached it to the 

bodice. So I changed into the sapphire blue wrap dress I wore when I threw up on him – now 

clean, maybe thanks to Mr. Fuckity Fuck since it was returned in a plastic dry cleaner’s bag 

along with the rest of my things. I didn’t even need to turn on the light in the bathroom to fix my 

hair and makeup and I felt like I could leap tall Eric’s in a single bound. It made me remember 

our joking about my part-time superhero gig during my interview. 

Eric had turned me into Super Sookie. 

And thoughts of leaping Eric in any capacity weren’t helping to get my mind in the game. Nor 

was the sight of him in the leather outfit he’d changed into in the meantime. I didn’t remember 

packing it when I’d gotten his things together earlier that afternoon and could only assume Betty 

had glamoured me into doing it. My engine was revving all over again, with my gears more than 

adequately lubed, but I ignored his leather exterior and my oily interior so we could head out to 

the casino. 

The plan was for me to go in alone and try to listen to the people inside, while Eric paced like an 

expectant father from somewhere outside and unseen. The pacing part wasn’t the actual plan, but 

he was obviously feeling cagey. 

So I ignored that too. 

It felt like too big of a risk for him to go in with me when we didn’t know who the enemy was. I 

didn’t want him in the line of fire when he was blinded by his missing memories. And if you 

changed out who was in the crosshairs, I knew he felt the exact same way about me. But it was 

only his eyes that argued with me over it. Maybe his lips too, if you counted the kiss he laid on 

me before I headed inside. 



And I supposed the same thing could be said about his whole body, considering he rubbed 

himself all over me like he was a grizzly bear and I was the Redwood he chose to mark his 

territory on. 

I thanked God vampires couldn’t piss. 

My first pass was through the casino because that was where the majority of the people were. It 

took some time for me to filter through them all, but I didn’t get the headache from it I’d 

expected. I assumed it had to do with me having Eric’s blood and knowing he was likely 

scrutinizing my emotions with every passing second I was out of his sight, I tried to project 

feelings of calm. That it was no big deal and there was nothing to worry about. 

Yes, I was in the lion’s den, but I was dressed up like Nahla. 

No one would look at me twice, what with me an my Hakuna Matata joie de vivre attitutde. 

That wasn’t really true though. People – vampire people – did look at me twice. Three and four 

times, even. I assumed it was because of what Eric had said. I would be known to them for the 

sheer fact I had worked for him as his personal assistant. Neither one of us knew what – if any – 

excuse he’d given them for my hasty departure. But if any of them watched the evening news 

and caught wind of Callaghan’s demise, I supposed they could’ve assumed there was a link. 

And with any luck they would also have assumed Eric had glamoured the memory from me and 

my appearance in the casino that night was purely coincidental. 

I’d been casually strolling from table to table when I caught the thought of that Stonebrook 

woman coming from someone’s head. They were picturing her in their mind and if I had to 

guess, I would say they seemed to be looking for her. Whoever it was felt worried – tinged with 

anger. Their mind was tinged in that red haze too, so I had to assume they were a Supe of some 

sort. But without Eric and his super sniffer there, I couldn’t be sure what kind they were. And 

when I turned to try and get a look at who it was coming from, I saw I wasn’t the only one to 

currently have someone else in the crosshairs. 

The vampire I recognized from the video – the one who headed Eric’s security team at night and 

helped clean up the Stonebrook woman’s remains – had taken notice of my presence. I tried to 

pretend that I didn’t notice. But I couldn’t stop my own body’s reactions when my flight or fight 

instincts kicked in as he casually put himself alongside of me, while I did my damnedest to act 

like the Roulette wheel in front of us held the secrets to the world, and tried to keep a bead on the 

Stonebrook searcher. 

But my multi-tasking was for shit because I lost track of their mind and my body stiffened when 

I saw him lean slightly in my direction while scenting the air. But I barely had the chance for my 

ass to pucker, wondering if he was smelling EN One or Eau de Pus-soir, when I was suddenly 

pounced on by a cow. 



And I wasn’t talking about any of the numerous women who’d been on the prowl, looking for 

Eric, and had been shooting me dirty looks – and thoughts – when they recognized me as being 

his arm candy a week earlier. 

Heifers. 

No, I was suddenly the bacon wrapped up in and around the finest cut of filet known to vampire-

kind. 

Eric. 

‘Fine is right. Let’s go home so Angus can bang us!’ 

Put a fucking cork in it Betty! Now isn’t the time! 

“She is mine,” Eric said in a voice so low, I was sure I wouldn’t have heard him if I hadn’t just 

had his blood. And his caveman claiming was doing a number on Betty. 

Not only had my Neanderthal discovered fire, but he’d found a way to stoke the flames. 

But it wasn’t the time for me to play with his hose either. So I chanced a peek at the vampire 

voyeur currently getting an eyeful of his bossy boss playing with his food and saw him take a 

step backward, as he nodded slightly in deference to Mr. Intimidator. 

If he could remember how to work a clutch, he could be the next Dale Earnhardt. 

Straightening his spine, he clasped his hands in front of his body and looked at Eric saying, “I 

was not aware you had returned. I take it Miss Stackhouse is in your employ once more?” 

Well that answered at least one question. 

Everybody knew I didn’t work there anymore. 

But I didn’t know what – if any – story they’d been given as to why I had left. I didn’t really care 

though and was only concerned with trying to locate the mind I’d been tracking, so I went back 

to sifting through the heads in the room now that it seemed like the vampire threat had passed. 

Eric only seemed to be concerned over one thing and he voiced it out loud by responding, “She 

is mine. That is all you need to know.” 

‘It’s getting hot in here, so take off all your clothes…’ 

Eh…at least she’d fast forwarded a couple of decades. 

“And I haven’t returned. Not officially,” Eric added in his bossy voice. I hadn’t heard it since 

he’d lost his memories, but it still made my ovum stand up and cheer, doing the wave down my 



fallopian tubes, with it echoing off the walls of my stadium. “We are merely enjoying a night 

out. I will let you know if I have need of your services. You are dismissed.” 

It was a good thing at least he could think on his feet. 

I could only sing with my hoohah. 

“Very well,” the now dissed and dismissed vampire replied before taking his leave. He didn’t 

look too put out over Eric’s dickery, so I assumed it wasn’t something new. 

And before I could make any more assumptions that could lead to me making an ass out of 

myself on what might happen when he got his memories back, I was distracted by the thoughts 

of the man looking for Stonebrook. I knew it was a man based on the sound of his inner voice 

and I held stock still trying to hear as much as I could. 

“Marnie?” I whispered out loud. But hearing another name, I asked in a more confused tone, 

“Hallow?” 

Eric obviously had no idea what I was talking about, but just as he prepared to ask, I placed a 

single finger over his lips. I needed to concentrate, so I closed my eyes and my grip on his shirt 

tightened with my other hand when I suddenly saw myself gripping Eric’s shirt in the thoughts of 

Stonebrook’s one man search party. 

The red haze of his mind got even redder – angrier – and his thoughts were downright murderous 

as I heard him think, “I knew Marnie wasn’t with him. She would’ve called me by now. So what 

in the fuck did that fanger do to my sister.” 

Chapter Thirty-Four – Out of Harm’s Way 

EPOV 

Feeling her fear threatened to make my fangs descend, but I somehow managed to keep them 

inside of my gums. We were in full view of both humans and supernaturals. I’d already taken a 

risk by appearing at her side, without giving any thought about the speed with which I used. But 

I couldn’t stay away. 

Not when I had felt her distress. 

“Tell me lover,” I whispered soothingly into her ear. “Why do you feel fear?” 

The vampire I recognized, from both the video and my files, to be the head of my security staff – 

Chow – had already put himself across the room and appeared to be giving orders to another. He 

no longer looked concerned about our presence, so I didn’t believe he was the cause for her 

growing fright. And she proved me right when she buried her face into my chest and reminded 

me my hearing wasn’t nearly as good as her own in some aspects when she softly replied, 



“There’s a man here looking for that Stonebrook woman. He thinks you’ve done something to 

her and he knows you’re a vampire. He…he…he’s angry.” 

“Where?” I growled. 

If she thought he was angry, then it was a good thing she couldn’t feel the fury rising up inside of 

me now. That Stonebrook bitch was the cause for our current ails. Even if it was her spell that 

helped bring me to my lover’s side – something I couldn’t be certain of – with all that I felt for 

her I was sure it would have only been a matter of time before I would’ve sought her out on my 

own. Simply there was no way I would have been able to stay away. Not for long. 

Memories or no. 

I loved her. I was sure of it before I was even sure of my own name. 

But even with only my new reality to rely on, I could still take stock of the evidence I had seen 

for myself. 

My home clued me into the fact I was wealthy. 

My ownership of the busy establishment in which we now stood clued me into the fact I was 

successful. 

The chatty witch had confirmed I was the leader of my race – in the southern portion of the state, 

at least – explaining the files we’d found back at my home earlier. 

So I felt it was also safe to assume I would have the facilities necessary somewhere close by – if 

not in this very building – to house those who needed…special consideration. But it was a risk I 

could not take. While I had no doubt I could get my answers from the man whose thoughts 

frightened my lover, I had no personal knowledge of my own fucking life in order to carry out 

that strategy. If he was conspiring against me with the likes of the Stonebrook woman, then he 

too could be a witch. The threat to all that I held dear – currently located in my arms – was too 

great of a risk. I couldn’t confront him without more information. Information I didn’t possess, 

nor did I have any way of seeking it out without requesting help from those who worked for me. 

It was a move that would potentially give away my secret. 

One of many I held, apparently. 

But I needed my memories to know who to go to. I fucking needed them to know who to see 

about getting my memories returned. 

Unsurprisingly, it felt like we were constantly running in circles. 

But with nothing left to do for now, I softly whispered into her ear, “Where, lover?” Wrapping 

my arms around her body more tightly, I pulled her closer, knowing she didn’t need her eyes to 



find him. To the casual observer, at a glance we would look like nothing more than lovers 

sharing an intimate moment. 

However to the supernaturally enhanced, we could possibly be overheard. 

But it couldn’t be helped. I wanted to lay eyes on this angry man she’d spoken of – if for nothing 

else – to make sure he stayed away from her. 

She was only there to help me. I would not allow her selfless actions to be repaid by any 

negligence on my part in keeping her safe. 

“He’s maybe fifty feet behind me now,” she whispered in return. “It feels like he’s…pacing 

maybe? But I can’t really make out his thoughts anymore. His whole head turned red the 

moment he saw you.” 

If he came near my lover I’d make sure that more than his head turned red. The whole of his 

body would be flayed and covered in his own blood if he laid a single finger on her pristine skin. 

My eyes darted to the groups of people approximately fifty feet behind her, but there were too 

many for me to be able to pick out any one suspect. There were too many to pick out any 

supernatural scents above the numerous humans milling about, so I thought to draw him away, 

using ourselves as bait when I inquired, “Would you care to dance?” 

“What?” she asked incredulously and dropped her voice back down from the shrieking 

levels she’d questioned me with, adding, “You wanna go cut a rug when there’s some guy 

lurking around, probably wanting to shove a stake into you where the sun don’t shine? I know 

we’re in New Orleans, but Ash Wednesday’s in March and we’re not even close to Fat Tuesday. 

So forgive me for not wanting to Mardi Gras my ass all over your ashes to the beat of Pitbull! 

You don’t even have any beads!” 

I had no idea what her rant was about, so I ignored it completely and merely replied, “Yes.” 

Grasping her hand to pull her along with me, I leaned down and whispered into her ear, “I am 

hoping he will follow us. If you can, keep track of his movements with your gift. But if he 

doesn’t follow, we’ll circle back around and seek him out. But I would rather not let on that we 

know of his existence.” 

We would only need to stay long enough for me to see who our adversary was. We already had 

more information than when our evening had begun, so it was a start. If she proved trustworthy – 

something we would need time to ascertain – I hoped the witch Octavia would have more 

resources at her disposal and would be able to do something productive with the little bit of 

information we could provide about Stonebrook and the unknown male. So the sooner I could 

lay eyes on the man – who would soon wish he had never laid eyes on me – the sooner we could 

leave. 

And the sooner my lover would be out of harm’s way. 



The sounds of music blaring in the distance made it easy to head straight for the dance club and 

the sea of people somehow knew to make a path for us. I couldn’t tell if it was due to my 

position as the owner or the humans’ innate sense of survival on a subconscious level. Because 

no matter how putty-like I became in my lover’s hands, it didn’t negate the fact at my core I was 

a predator and they were my prey. 

Humans would not have survived for thousands of years without an underlying mode of judging 

the safety of their surroundings. 

No sooner had I staked claim to a spot on the dance floor than she fell into step in front of me. 

Seamlessly moving her body against my own to the beat of the music, she made me temporarily 

forget what our true purpose was for being there. 

My mind was puttied by her as well. 

“He’s here,” she whispered, wrapping her arms around my neck to pull herself closer, with her 

words reminding me why now wasn’t the time to try and convince her, the ‘me’ with my 

memories would not be upset if she chose to give herself to me now. 

I was quite certain we would both be the opposite of upset. 

But before I could ask her where he was, she turned to put her back against my front and 

shimmied against my body, threatening to make my fangs descend for a whole other reason than 

anger. 

Of course, I didn’t stop her from doing so. 

I didn’t need my memories to know what a stupid idea that would have been. 

My hands landed on her hips, doing nothing more than resting there, while the rest of me 

wondered if she would consider anal sex to be breaking her missing-memory-morality-code, 

when she turned back to face me and said, “He’s hovering at your ten o’clock.” 

Funny. 

My cock had just been hovering around her six o’clock. 

But unable to read my mind, she went on to say, “He’s about six feet tall. Brown hair. Angry 

eyes. He’s dressed in a grey jacket.” 

My eyes immediately moved in the direction she’d said and met the angry eyes she’d also said 

would be there waiting. But instead of dropping my gaze, he defiantly stared back at me for only 

a moment before turning and storming out of the club. My instincts told me to pursue him. To 

hunt him down and rip every one of the answers I wanted from his body, while my lover ripped 

them from his mind. 



And once again she surprised me by appearing to be thinking along the same lines when she 

stilled her body and her eyes grew wide with concern when she said, “He’s leaving! We should 

follow him!” 

But remembering he too could be a witch, I stopped her from going after him. I wouldn’t allow 

her to be put in the line of fire, but I agreed with her assessment. Knowing what he looked like 

would do us no real good. We needed more information on him, so I said as much by agreeing, 

“Yes, but we should do it from a distance.” 

We would need at least a name to go along with his face. But short of that, finding out where he 

resided would do just as well. I hoped it would be enough. With those few details, the woman 

who mentored the chatty witch might at least have some insight on who the perpetrators were 

and perhaps the knowledge of how to return me to my former state. 

Because quite frankly, I wasn’t so sure of how much further I was willing to go. 

I wasn’t willing to allow my lover to put herself into potentially dangerous situations night after 

night. And while a part of me still worried over how I might react when I regained my memories, 

there was yet another part of me that had taken root. Had grown at a rapid pace now having a 

better idea of what else I was missing out on. 

Knowing all that I had – and seeing how little my lover possessed – made me want to be able to 

do more for her. She deserved everything her heart desired and knowing I could give it all to her 

made me more determined than ever to do all that I could to be able to give her those things. 

But I was also still wary. Not just of the unknown the man represented, but of what else might 

change if my memories were restored. I had just as much to gain as I had to lose with either 

outcome and I still wasn’t sure if this was the prudent course of action to take. 

No amount of wealth or power would be worth losing her. 

But I also knew enough to know that she wouldn’t stop in her pursuit until we had tried every 

avenue. Run down every lead. We had already agreed upon the negotiated terms of our 

arrangement and were nowhere near the end of our allotted time in the city. 

And I had promised her I would try. 

I would not break the vow I had made to her. 

So it was with a heavy heart that I followed along behind her. We kept pace with him as he left 

the casino, only getting as close as her gift demanded in order to keep him in her mental sights. 

So when he traveled a few blocks in the opposite direction of where she’d parked her pitiful car – 

yet another tick in my mental ‘Yes’ column in favor of regaining my memories – and got into his 

own, I pulled her into a dark alleyway to keep us out of sight. 



I could feel her surprise, but still she smiled up at me and chuckled, “The last time I was in a 

dark alley with a vampire, things got out of hand.” Her emotions faltered for a brief moment with 

her off the cuff remark. Not with fear over her attack, but with the guilt she still harbored over 

her perceived betrayal. 

It made my own guilt rise over that part of me that still wanted to keep things as they were. 

But at the same time I knew it was only the ‘me’ with my memories intact that would be able to 

allay her remorse. 

We both chose to ignore our matching emotions and instead she dropped her voice down to a 

seductive level as she teased, “So it’s a good thing I’m armed, but I guess that makes me Sheriff 

Woody since I’ve got a stake in my pants. Er…well…dress, but you know what I mean.” 

Choosing to play along, I took her hand and showed her it wasn’t only our emotions that 

matched by placing it directly on the wood in my pants, while smiling back at her with, “Me too, 

so does that mean I’m a sheriff too?” 

I didn’t wait for a response, nor did she have the time to give one because a moment later I had 

her in my arms and flew us straight up into the sky above the rooftops. 

And feeling her grip tighten, I realized perhaps putting her hand on my wood as a distraction 

wasn’t such a good idea. 

She finally released my cock from her grasp in order to slap at my chest before clutching my 

body as though her life depended on it, while she hissed, “You could warn a girl!” 

“Lover?” I crooned with a smile, now feeling her wrath. 

If she wouldn’t be in danger of plummeting to her death, she may have very well staked me then 

and there. 

I was even more certain of it when she glared what must have been those daggers she had told 

me about and snapped, “What?” 

So I smiled wider and warned, “Hold on.” 

It took a moment for her ears to register my words, but hold on she did when I shot us forward, 

staying high enough above the ambient light to keep us out of sight. But low enough I could still 

see the suspect’s car traveling down below. Within twenty minutes we were hovering above a 

small home in the suburbs of New Orleans and watched as the witch’s accomplice entered the 

house. So I set us down in the shadows three houses away, hoping it would be close enough for 

her to hear his thoughts. 

“Anything?” I asked after a full minute had come to pass in silence. 



But it was possible I was getting the silent treatment. 

She was still feeling vengeful. 

“Yeah,” she nodded and jerked her head at the home directly in front of us. “The woman in there 

is thinking she hopes her husband hurries up and gets off soon, so he’ll get off of her and she can 

finish the laundry.” 

Zeroing in on the house, I could hear the rhythmic squeaking of what I assumed was the bed, and 

asked, “Really?” And feeling concerned my lover may have had similar stray thoughts during 

our previous intimacies, I added, “Do you…ever…” 

My question trailed off, not sure I wanted the answer, but she snickered anyways – perceptive as 

ever – and replied, “No.” I could feel her added amusement when she arched her brow at me 

challengingly and innocently offered, “You don’t have a washer and dryer at your house.” 

My eyes narrowed down at her in return – daggers, just like she’d taught me – with my body and 

mind prepared to accept her challenge, when she nudged me in the direction of the accomplice’s 

home and grabbed my hand to pull me along saying, “Come on. I need to get away from her 

before I break in and start sorting the colors from the whites, so she can concentrate. Lord knows 

I can’t think straight from here.” 

We had barely moved a meter when I detected the scent of Were on the breeze. My ears caught 

the muffled sounds of chanting a split-second later, but before I could focus on the words being 

spoken, I felt a wave of dizziness move through my lover. 

“Eric?” she asked, with her eyes going wide. “I…I don’t feel…” 

The scent of what I could only describe as magic exploded around us, while her legs gave out 

from underneath her. I caught her body before it could hit the ground and my fangs snapped 

down through my gums, when my eyes took in the likely cause for her unconscious state in the 

movement I saw coming from the shadows. 

The witch’s accomplice stared back at me with a menacing glare and an evil grin. 

“How does it feel?” he asked, moving from the darkness and into the light of the streetlamp. “To 

have someone you care about ripped away from you?” 

“What. Have. You. Done?” I snarled, feeling equal parts panicked and pissed. Her heart rate was 

steady. As was her breathing, so I didn’t think she was in imminent danger. 

The same could not be said about him. 

“What have you done with my sister?” he hissed back. 

The witch was his sister? 



She was the cause for my current state of being. Of that I was almost certain. And now it would 

seem her brother wanted a hand in fucking with me and mine. 

And to me and my enraged mind, the solution was simple. 

My lover’s hair barely had the chance to settle into a golden halo surrounding her head on the 

grass I had set her down on, when I was holding the now detached head of her magical attacker 

in my hand. Above the blood, the unmistakable scent of Were permeated the air, but I paid it no 

mind. My only concern was lying on the grass. But when she didn’t stir back into consciousness 

when I tried to rouse her, I realized the error of my ways. 

I should have known better. I hadn’t given any thought to my behavior. I’d been furious. 

I acted on it. 

But her attacker’s death did nothing to help bring my lover back from wherever his magic had 

sent her and my fear for her wellbeing rose with every second that ticked by. And it only grew 

tenfold when I realized my hasty actions might bring about a fate similar to my own in the much 

smaller blond before me. 

And if she no longer remembered me if and when she woke up, my subsequent rage at myself for 

putting us in such a position could very well level the entire city. 

My first instinct was to spirit her away, but I knew I could not leave the evidence of the 

decapitated Were-witch behind. After all that she had done to put the authorities off the trail of 

me and my kind, it would be a disservice to her to inadvertently lead them back to us. 

A death brought about in such a gruesome way would surely draw their attention. 

She appeared to be well and our blood tie told me she was in no pain, so I took the short time 

required to discard the head and body, sealing them inside of the witch’s home that could no 

longer keep me at bay with the owner’s death. The blood splatter was mainly confined to the 

grass – and me – so I saw no reason to do anything further to try to hide the evidence. 

Perhaps it was reckless on my part, but it wouldn’t come close to how reckless I’d been with her 

safety. All I wanted was to get her out of there, so that’s exactly what I did. 

First taking her high up into the clouds, I hoped the cool air would help bring her back to a 

conscious state. When her body began to tremble in my arms and the moisture settled on her skin 

and hair, I nuzzled her cheek with my own and whispered into her ear, “Lover?” 

I felt no stirring within her mind, but my own was in an all out panic. It made me want to return 

to the witch’s home and shred him into pieces for taking her away from me. But it also made me 

realize I would give anything for her to come back, even if it meant she would no longer be 

mine. 



Not knowing what else to do, I gently shook her and for the very first time tried out her given 

name on my tongue, calling out in a louder voice, “Sookie?” 

Nothing. 

All while I pleaded with her to wake, we literally flew in circles in the night sky, with my mind 

running through all of the possibilities. 

She might wake up on her own. I could fly us back to my home in the country and wait there for 

her to rise. 

I could feed her more of my blood. 

But recalling her objection, both spoken and unspoken, to a permanent blood bond, I set that 

thought aside for now. 

For now. 

I would do it if she didn’t wake soon. 

But not wanting to break trust with her – not wanting to feel her disappointment at my second 

hasty action on this night – my mind settled on the only course of action I could come up with. 

With every minute that ticked by, my worry rose and I no longer cared about keeping my secret 

– my memory loss – to myself. My only concern was bringing my lover back from wherever she 

was held hostage inside of her own mind, but even with my own already made up, I couldn’t 

help it when another fear moved through me then. But it was all my own. 

My fear over finding the answers we sought, and thereby sealing our fate if my own memories 

returned and with them I ended up losing her. 

But if it was the only way to save her, then so be it. As far as I was concerned, there were no 

other options, so I set course to the only conceivable place where I knew we could find help. 

And moments later, with my lover’s body cradled in my blood covered arms, I stood face to 

sleepy face with my only option. 

The chatty witch who – inconceivably – was my only hope. 

Chapter Thirty-Five – Daylight 

SPOV 

Sound was the first of my senses to return. They were muted though, like someone was playing 

the pillow game with me, while I had been down for the count. 



Uh oh… 

Betty? Is that you? 

But I didn’t have long to ponder if she’d somehow Pinocchio’d her way into the real world 

because another sense made its spectacular return. 

Pain suddenly radiated across my skull like it had been struck by a lightning bolt. So much that I 

was sure I’d have a Potter-esque scar on my forehead as a reminder of the experience. 

It made sense, really. If witches were real, maybe Hogwarts was too. 

But I gave exactly zero shits about that at the moment. If I didn’t know any better, I would’ve 

thought a Mission Impossible-like landmine had exploded somewhere in my brain, with my 

synapses misfiring on all cylinders. But I couldn’t remember seeing Philip Seymour Hoffman or 

L. Ron Hubbard worshippers, so I remained perfectly still. Willed my thoughts around any other 

potential IED’s planted in my brain, hoping I wouldn’t accidentally trigger another explosion, 

while I tried to pick my way across the last thing I could remember. 

That didn’t take long either. 

I couldn’t remember anything. 

But that could have been because my head seemed to be hosting a swarm of pissed off bees. 

Drunk pissed off bees. 

That was the only explanation I could come up with, feeling each and every one of them 

stumble-buzzing across my brain. Field sobriety checks were being failed across both 

hemispheres – left and right – before they adopted a mob mentality and came together in a 

massive cartoon-like horde. Forming an AK-47 and pulling the trigger, they managed to fire off 

the most pissed off of the bunch against the top of my skull, like a rowdy drug cartel celebrating 

New Year’s Eve. 

Cease fire bitches! Cease fire! 

“Lover?” 

The whispered plea somehow managed to breach Betty’s invisible pillow and the cartel’s angry 

‘Buzz off!’ response to my mental orders, so I peeled my eyelids open and automatically stiffened 

not recognizing the face in front of me. It made me realize I had no idea of where I was or how I 

had gotten there. 

“Lover? Look at me.” 



Still trying to sort through the swarm of both bees and my recollections, I turned my eyes away 

from the woman who looked vaguely familiar – in an abstract sort of way – to see Eric’s worried 

face now inches away from my own. 

“Do you know who I am?” he tentatively asked. 

And then my eyes squinted from the light bulb going off in my head when it all came back to 

me. 

Witches and Weres, who were maybe magically delicious – if not a bit odiferous – according to 

Eric. 

Fish-Were-Witches. 

But now that my brain was firing on more cylinders, I thought I might have remembered where 

I’d seen the strange woman before. 

In Amelia’s head. 

She was her mentor, Octavia Fant. But seeing Eric’s alarmed expression watching me squint – 

and having a clue as to why he would ask me a question like that when I could hear it straight 

from Fant’s head that Eric had overreacted – made my drunken bee soaked brain think now was 

a good time to mess around and pay him back for all of the times he’d overreacted to me. 

And not in a way Betty would’ve voted for. 

In fact, I was already bracing myself for the pillow game to recommence, but since it didn’t 

appear we were in any real danger at the moment, I blanked my expression and hollowly replied, 

“No.” 

The lie fell effortlessly from my lips and I strove for an Oscar winner when I attempted to look 

confused as I put on the innocent shtick and asked, “Who are you?” 

Eric froze in a way that only a vampire could. And knowing he would be able to feel my 

deception, I only kept up the shtick for a tick longer before whispering, “Gotcha!” 

We were doing that matchy-matchy thing again when he suddenly narrowed his eyes into thin 

slits too. But now sensing I was in danger of getting a Come-to-Jesus in a way that only a 

vampire could give, I was quick to remind him of my brush with Tom Riddle’s twin by asking, 

“So…what happened?” 

“The Were-witch spelled you.” 

I couldn’t tell if his growled response was due to the spell or my poorly timed joke, so I went for 

playing the dumb blond routine and asked, “Oh? How did you fix it?” 



“The only way I could,” he gravely replied. “I turned you.” 

Huh? 

I had a feeling he was talking about something much more permanent than a blood bond, but I 

still grasped at straws and asked, “Like in circles?” 

His small head shake told me to try again, so I gave it another go with, “Round and round in a 

dosey-doe?” 

It was the south. It wasn’t unheard of. 

Another head shake had me in the beginning stages of a full on panic attack, so I changed the 

country station, wondering if I’d changed species at some point during my snooze, and choked 

out, “You spun me right round baby, right round, like a record baby, right round round round?” 

And before he could say no again, I thought maybe giving a nod to our fish-witch werewolf foes 

would help, by adding, “Like opening a can of Alpo?” 

“No.” 

No? 

So I must have been imagining my heart trying to hammer its way out of my chest? 

And my gasping breaths must have been purely out of habit? 

You need to breathe if you’re going to pass out from a panic attack, right? 

“I turned you into a vampire.” 

Gah! 

Was Octavia meant to be my first meal? 

I’d never given it any thought – not eating a human, but being a vampire – so I didn’t really 

know how I felt about it. But just as my lips and tongue started running over my teeth, like Mr. 

Ed eating a vat of Jiff peanut butter, his voice softened and his eyes twinkled when he added, 

“Gotcha.” 

The sound of someone clearing their throat got both of our attention and I turned to see Octavia 

staring back at us amused – if not exasperated – as she admonished, “If you two are done, it’s 

past this old woman’s bed time and you both still have a lot to do before sunrise.” 

“We do?” I asked. 



“Yes.” 

“But…what happened to me?” 

I really couldn’t remember that part, but seeing as how Eric could still one-up me – memories or 

no – I didn’t want to say it. 

With the way he tended to overreact, I really might be a vampire the next time I woke up. 

But no time to think about that now. Apparently we had a lot to do before sunrise. 

I still wanted to know what I’d missed out on though. One minute I was mentally sorting laundry 

along with the bored housewife and the next I was here. 

She waved her hand in the air like she stumbled across unconscious women all the time – and 

from what I’d seen in Amelia’s head with the cat incident, maybe she did – but she rolled her 

eyes and looked nonplussed as she explained, “I’ve known of the Stonebrooks for years. None of 

them have any business attempting any real magic. There was no real cause for concern over a 

hastily chanted spell from one who had no business practicing the art.” 

She said it with all of the passion a college professor would use critiquing a kindergartener’s art 

work. 

Pfft… He colored outside of the lines.  

But since I was new to the art and had no business being knee deep in it either, I bolted upright 

on the couch I’d found myself on and shrieked, “He abracadabra’d me?” 

Magic of any kind that didn’t involve David Copperfield was still abstract to me too, so it had 

taken a moment to really settle in. My hands and eyes quickly ran over my body, looking for 

signs of his hocus pocus, but there were none to be found. And remembering Amelia’s telepathic 

confession, I checked my ass for a furry tail. 

Although if I’d found one, I could’ve blamed it on Betty if she was still on her Lee Meriwether 

kick. 

But still not satisfied – where was Snow White’s magic mirror when you needed one? – Gran 

would’ve tanned my hide if she’d seen me snatch the teacup from Octavia’s hand, but I strained 

to see my reflection in the amber liquid, searching for something other than my future. 

Teacup, teacup in my hand. Who’s the craziest bitch in the land? 

And…that would be me. 

There was no eye of newt staring back at me. Only the two crazy orbs I already knew. 



Eye of Sookie. 

“You’re fine, Sookie,” she kindly reassured me. And when I looked up, I watched her eyes dart 

over to Eric as she said, “But this one, I’m not too sure about.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked, no longer giving a shit if I ended up shitting out all seven 

dwarves. “Do you know what’s wrong with Eric?” 

The fact that he’d contacted her at all – a complete stranger to him now – told me how desperate 

he must have been. And finally taking a look around the room, I realized we were at Amelia’s 

place. 

And seeing her glamoured to sit in a corner, I also realized where the buzzing in my brain had 

come from. 

Another indication of Eric’s desperation, if she was as vampire-repulsive as he’d claimed earlier. 

Octavia reached over and grabbed a book from the coffee table, showing it to me and saying, 

“Mr. Northman was kind enough to retrieve this from the Stonebrook residence, while we waited 

for you to wake up.” 

The sarcasm in her voice was as loud as Eric’s responding low growl, I assumed because he 

hadn’t been too happy about that. 

Either from being made to fetch a Stonebrook book or leaving me, it was a tossup. 

I didn’t know if she usually used her powers for locating overdue library books, but then I’d 

already known her protégé used hers to turn her lovers into cats. So I kept my trap shut and 

listened as she explained, “This is their family book of spells.” 

A magic trapper keeper? 

She went on to explain, “Marnie Stonebrook has frequented my shop on several occasions, but 

on her most recent visit she requested several ingredients. Each has their own special powers. 

Passion flower, for instance, can cause mild confusion and drowsiness. Kava Kava root is known 

for calming anxiety and stress, but is also thought to have aphrodisiacal qualities. When 

combined with a little knowhow and a few other minor touches, they can cause a much different 

effect. A very powerful effect. After speaking with Mr. Northman, I had him locate this book and 

I believe I have an idea of what has been done to cause his memory loss.” 

“What?” I nearly shrieked when she’d paused to take a sip of her magic mirror tea. 

“A love spell.” 

“A what spell?” I asked in disbelief. 



Surely she wasn’t telling me Eric had been Sandra Bullock’d, with her Love Potion #9. 

“A love spell,” she repeated, as though it was no more unheard of than slapping some red lipstick 

on and spritzing Calvin Klein down into your cleavage. 

What else? Vampire oysters on the half-shell, perhaps? 

But I’d never seen a bloody oyster, so I doubted he would gobble any up. 

‘How about Red Tide in Clam Harbor? You know what next week is!’ 

Put a cotton cork in it Betty! Now’s not the time! 

But when her words – not Betty’s – had finally sunk in, my heart sank along with them as I 

clarified, “You think he’s been under the influence of a love spell?” 

Was that why he’d been acting so lovey dovey with me? 

Was it magically induced affection? 

“Yes,” she nodded, on her way to confirming my worst fear. “Or something similar. An all-

purpose devotion spell, of sorts. I believe I can reverse the effects, but there will be risks.” 

“Risks?” I asked, not liking how risky that sounded. “What kind of risks?” 

She flipped the book open to a page she’d already marked and explained, “I believe this was the 

spell she used. If she drank the potion herself and Mr. Northman had consumed any of her blood, 

then he most likely would have forgotten who he was. He would have cared for – or about – 

nothing but her.” 

My eyes narrowed at just the thought, but she only narrowed hers at Eric and said, “But as it was 

explained to me, no consumption took place. However, transdermal contact with her blood could 

have conceivably affected him as well.” 

Contact? He’d been covered in her blood. 

I still had his killing jeans as proof. 

And making me wonder who the telepath in the room was, she gave me a knowing look, while 

she kindly put her hand over mine, adding, “With Marnie no longer alive, it is possible he would 

have shown the same symptoms and only projected them onto someone else.” 

Symptoms – like a disease. 

Someone – like me. 



It was true. 

He’d only come to me because I’d had his blood and he could feel that. 

None of it was real. 

My mood plummeted into dark depths that surpassed even that fateful night on the docks. Even 

Betty was MIA. 

Oddly, that was what scared me the most. 

I knew then I was well on my way to being broken. 

“You said you can you fix him?” I eventually asked, in a voice deader than my no-longer-mine 

companion. 

More like patient. 

But seeing his now even more worried face staring back at me, I forced my grief into a hidey 

hole buried deep in my heart, knowing he could feel it, and listened to her say, “Probably.” 

“Probably?” 

Wasn’t shit bad enough? 

She couldn’t humor me with an ‘absolutely’? 

“Only the basic outline of the spell is notated in the book. Without knowing the precise details of 

all that it entailed, I can only guarantee the bulk of his memories will return. But his memory of 

the time while he’s been in an altered state may be lost.” 

Of course. 

I would be left to suffer alone. 

“No,” Eric finally chimed in. “If I can’t have my memories of both now and before, then I don’t 

want to remember. I’ll remain as I am.” 

But I ignored him – just like the pain threatening to burst out of my hidey hole – and looked at 

Octavia, saying, “Do it.” 

I could never live with myself otherwise. 

“NO!” he argued again. 



But Octavia ignored him too and only looked at me, seeming even more regretful when she said, 

“It would be best to return him to somewhere that is familiar to him. He’s said you both had been 

staying at his home, while trying to figure out what to do. I can mix the potion here and write 

down what you need to do. The spell will take effect while he’s resting for the day, but if he 

doesn’t retain his memories of the last few days and rises in a strange location – or with an 

unexpected companion – it could be dangerous.” 

Dangerous – for me. 

The unspoken truth I’d plucked from her head. 

“I understand.” 

Eric could rise in the unfamiliar-to-him upstairs apartment with me and kill me. 

At the moment, I wasn’t sure I wouldn’t prefer that option. 

“Well I don’t!” he roared. 

But it was too late. I’d already disembarked and had my feet firmly planted on the banks of the 

River of Denial. 

Our relationship had sailed. 

But knowing it had to be done, I glanced up at Octavia for a moment and asked, “Can you give 

us a minute?” before dropping my eyes to the floor again. 

“Of course,” she agreed and stood up. “I’ll go and get everything ready for you.” 

When I finally thought I could speak without bursting into tears, I looked up at Eric’s miserable 

face and mustered as much conviction as I could when I opened with, “We’re doing this.” 

“We’re not,” he argued. 

“We are,” I countered. “I’ll do the magic mojo as soon as you’re down for the count, whether 

you want me to or not. I’m not leaving you this way if I don’t have to.” 

“Does what I want not matter?” he seethed. “I don’t want to lose you! To lose what we have 

together!” 

His words only pained me more, so I let him in on a painful truth and replied, “I don’t want to be 

with you if none of this is real. Whatever it is you think you feel for me isn’t real.” 

My words, while harsh, were true. As much as it hurt me to even think of not having him in my 

life anymore, I couldn’t fathom living a lie. 



Not again. 

No matter how lovely it was. 

I didn’t even know whether to feel relieved or mournful that I managed to keep us from going 

too far with one another. 

Never getting to the Super Bowl that he would never remember. 

But he hadn’t been in the right mind to agree to play anyway. 

Relief. Grief. 

Both emotions were equally upsetting. 

“And how do you feel about me?” he asked in a voice so low I’d barely heard him. 

So I pretended I hadn’t and ignored the question. 

My harsh words and lack of a response seemed to knock the wind out of his sails because he 

didn’t say anything more. 

Not when Octavia gave me her bottled magic and written instructions, telling me to follow them 

precisely. 

Nor when we got in the car and headed back to his house. 

But seeing an image of Amelia’s kitty boyfriend pop into Octavia’s head, I vowed to be extra 

careful when it came to unleashing Eric magical memory restorer. 

The next couple of hours passed by in a fog. The drive back to his country estate was long and 

yet not long enough. Neither one of us had said a word after leaving New Orleans. 

But what was the use in saying anything when he would just forget about it anyway? 

I could feel his eyes drilling holes into me, but I’d refused to look. To give in. 

Only a little while longer. The sun would come up and then I could lose it. I just had to hold out 

for a little while longer. 

It wasn’t until we were back in his home – in his bedroom that we’d shared more than I wanted 

to remember at the moment – when the silence was finally broken. 

“I don’t want to do this.” 

The words and defeated tone had been Eric’s, but they could have just as easily been mine. 



“Neither do I,” I admitted. “But we have to.” 

As unfair as it all felt, it was the right thing to do. 

So before I could chicken out, I uncorked the bottle Octavia had given me and poured the 

powdered mixture in a circle surrounding the bed. I would have to read the words she’d written 

down out loud before daybreak, but we still had time. 

A few minutes left to share the pain that would soon be all my own. 

I climbed up onto the bed and patted the space beside me, hoping I wouldn’t have to fight him 

into taking it, and tried to lighten the mood by saying, “This is where the magic happens.” 

He either didn’t get the joke or didn’t find it funny, but now he appeared just as resigned as I felt 

and took the spot without argument. 

So when he took me into his arms, I didn’t argue about that either. 

Without a clock or any windows in the room, and knowing he could sense dawn’s approach, I 

asked, “How much time is left?” 

“Five minutes,” he sighed. “Maybe less.” 

My world was going to irrevocably change in five minutes. 

The waiting was sheer torture. If I could, I would have stopped time itself. I’d always been a 

child of the sun, but now I longed for the night. The moon and stars were what gave me him, but 

my beloved sun was going to take him away. 

For good this time. 

In five minutes. 

Maybe less. 

“Will you leave while the sun is up?” he asked, sounding as though he didn’t want to know the 

answer. 

“Yes.” 

Probably. 

“I’ll leave you a note before I go,” I offered. “You’ll probably smell me here in your room and 

might want an explanation.” 

Maybe. 



Maybe not. 

Lying there with the knowledge that things would never be like that between us again, I decided 

there was one more thing I needed to do. 

One last thing I needed to say. 

So I pulled away from him to look back into his eyes and before I could chicken out, I uncorked 

my bottled up emotions and said, “I love you Eric.” 

His small smile was just as sad as it was joyful, when he responded, “And I love you.” 

Our lips met for one final kiss, a heartfelt and heartbreaking goodbye. But when I could see him 

struggling to stay awake, I knew it was time. 

So I climbed out of the bed, standing just outside of the circle like Octavia had said to, and read 

the words she’d written out loud. His eyes stayed locked onto mine for as long as he was able 

and when they closed – when I knew he was well and truly taken from me – I was finally able to 

let go. 

All of the emotions I’d kept locked away came crashing out, with my hyperventilating sobs 

dimming the edges of my vision as I struggled to remain conscious. 

He was gone. 

We were gone. 

But when the sobs eventually dissipated – when my body stopped shaking and I could finally see 

straight – the logical part of me, in its desperate attempts to spare the devastated part of me, tried 

to remind myself we had never really been a ‘we’ to begin with. 

The only problem with that was it had felt so real. 

Had it all be a magically induced lie? 

Chemistry wasn’t something Eric and I had ever lacked. It was there from day one – even when 

I’d still thought he was a serial killer. 

Of course his baby face leather pants hadn’t hurt that cause. 

But who’s to say the Eric without his memories wouldn’t feel that too? 

I also knew deep down there was no maybe about it. Eric would want to know what happened 

while he’d been out of it. And he would be able to feel what I felt. 

But would that be enough? 



Had I done enough that he would forgive me for everything I’d done up until then? 

My heart and head continued to mimic a WWE wrestling match long after he’d closed his eyes, 

with neither one really getting the upper hand on the other and at some point I’d inched closer to 

the bed. 

At first just to take one long last look at the most beautiful man I’d ever laid eyes on. 

And then to lean down and give one long last kiss to the man who I knew would forever hold my 

heart. 

And finally I climbed in beside him – just for a moment, I told myself – wanting to hold the man 

I would always love for one last time. 

I don’t know how long I stayed that way. All I knew was that I was fighting against my eyelids 

want to close, but when I eventually convinced myself it was time to move on. To get up and get 

out before it was too late, I heard it. 

Go to sleep, Sookie. All will be well when you wake up. 

Claudine’s voice floated across my mind and I was once again filled with the kind of love and 

safety – up until Eric – I had only ever found in her arms. And before I knew it that was precisely 

what I did. 

And precisely where I was when I woke up hours later. 

To piercing blue eyes staring back at me. 

Similar in size, color, and shape to the ones I’d become accustomed to over the last few days, 

these eyes were familiar too. 

Just like I’d noticed on the first night we’d met, there was lifetime upon lifetime of all that he’d 

seen and done behind them once more. It had given away his older age long before I’d ever 

known he was a vampire – even if I hadn’t known that was the cause. 

The weight of the world that had been missing from his shoulders was back too. 

And heavier than ever, by the looks of it. 

But his expression was nothing like my Eric’s. My Eric was happy. Carefree. 

This one just looked angry and confused. 

And I knew – deep down in my heart I knew – what it all meant. 



And my heart broke all over again, with tears rimming my eyes, when he confirmed it by saying 

the one thing I hadn’t heard since I’d woken up on our first last night together. 

Something I’d never heard coming from my Eric’s lips. 

“Miss Stackhouse.” 

My name… 

Chapter Thirty-Six – Let Her Go 

EPOV 

My nights had changed drastically in the short time since I’d left Sookie. 

Left her. 

On the docks. 

All alone. 

Left her bleeding, feeling more pain than any physical wound could cause, with nothing but the 

memory of me being a monster. 

But I hadn’t really left her. Not completely. My blood inside of her told me where she was. How 

she was feeling. It had called out to me and demanded my return, from the moment my feet lifted 

from the ground. Demanded I shield her from her pain. To heal the heartache inside of her that 

spread like a cancer through her body, with every minute that ticked by. 

But I didn’t. 

I couldn’t. 

She had played her part in our collaborative ruse and now it was time for me to play mine. So I 

returned to my casino. To my nightly routine. Acting as though I wasn’t being ripped in two 

from the inside out. 

It wasn’t easy. 

My resolve to stay away had taken a hit the moment I’d returned to my penthouse. My intent to 

change into my normal business attire had been met with her scent the moment I’d stepped into 

my closet. 

She had been there. 



As recently as the day before and noticing the door within leading to my chambers was slightly 

ajar had left me leery. 

Had I left it open? 

Had she somehow managed to open it? 

Had she searched my room as she’d searched every other in her quest to make FBLiar of the 

Year? 

But all it took was stepping into the room to find the answers. Her scent couldn’t be found 

lurking anywhere beyond the doorframe. Even without my heightened sense of smell, a few 

clicks of my mouse were all it took to see the truth. 

Of both my erroneous assumptions and her magnanimous actions. 

In my haste to leave for my country home that morning I had left it open. 

And she had noticed. 

But instead of taking advantage of her find – rifling through my things like I had feared she 

might, in light of what I now knew – she merely cast an inquisitive glance into the room and left. 

With nary a strand of her hair crossing the boundary of my inner most sanctum. 

She didn’t know about the cameras. At the time she hadn’t known about my supernatural senses. 

She couldn’t have known she would be found out if she had gone in. 

Even now she didn’t know anything more than I had fangs and drank blood. Blood she would’ve 

found bagged away inside of the small refrigerator I kept in my room. 

If she had looked. 

If she had gone in. 

If she had invaded my privacy, as she had invaded my every thought and action from the 

moment I’d laid eyes on her. 

It would’ve given her the insight I truly was a monster, even if it would’ve likely led her to the 

false assumption I was the monster she had been sent to find. 

And yet she did not. Had not. Found the evidence she would’ve needed because she hadn’t 

sought it out. Hadn’t gone into my room. Hadn’t betrayed the trust I’d done nothing to earn, 

regardless of her mission – her purpose – as the emissary sent to investigate me. 

Instead she had given me the benefit of doubt. 



Something I hadn’t had the decency to do with her. 

Mere minutes had passed since I’d left her. The force behind her sorrow was powerful enough 

tears threatened to fill my own eyes. But I could not give in. I could not go to her. For her I had 

to remain strong or else her every action that night would’ve been for nothing. 

And she was better off without me. 

Changing quickly, I went downstairs to put on one of her dog and pony shows. But all it took 

was walking into the nightclub for me to see. 

To see yet another consequence of my decision. 

To see what my life would now be like without her in it. 

Now seeing the wanton women gathering around me. 

The very ones I would’ve gladly had my way with had I not been infected by the Sookievirus a 

week earlier. 

It clouded my judgment then just as it did now, but not because I had let her in. 

But because I had left her there. 

And the errors of my ways – both pre and post Sookie – continued to bombard me nightly in the 

days that followed. 

Pre-Sookie I saw nothing wrong with the life I had managed to carve out for myself. Building an 

empire and then protecting it with extreme prejudice. Taking what I wanted without thought or 

consideration for any other save me. 

It was the vampire way. 

I’d been disciplined. Dedicated. 

Like a lethal two year old, I demanded things be done my way or else heads would literally roll. 

But now – post-Sookie – I could see I had merely been surviving. Doing what I knew. Doing 

what worked. 

In spite of my absent heartbeat, I’d thought I’d been living a pretty good life. 

Only now – with her gone from my life – could I see, I hadn’t been living at all. 

I knew because I’d left my heartbeat back on the docks. 



All alone. 

When that realization struck, it was quite possible I felt even more a monster than I had on my 

first night rising vampire. 

I certainly felt deader. 

Thinking I’d been doing right by her by leaving her had been asinine. The more I felt the throb of 

her pain inside, the more I realized what a fool I’d been to think she would be safer without me 

by her side. 

I’d done quite well in surviving for over a thousand years. 

How hard could it be to keep a twenty-two year old girl alive? 

Any doubts I had over whether or not it was love I’d felt for her disappeared. 

What else but love could cause so much pain?  

I monitored her with my blood over the following nights. I felt each and every lie she told, even 

if I didn’t know the particulars of the particular tale she had spun. 

I felt every flare of deception – manipulation – within her, with every piece of information she 

set down on her invisible chess board. Followed by her hope and satisfaction at what I guessed 

was their acceptance of her lies. But I could not find it within me to feel proud of her. 

I could not rejoice over her accomplishments. 

Instead I felt shame now knowing without a doubt she had never felt that way when speaking to 

me. 

Doing my part in keeping with the story she’d come up with, I tasked Purifoy, my Were 

executive assistant, to have her things packed and returned to her at the hospital. Staying away 

from her was nearly impossible by then. I’d already made up my mind I would go to her – beg 

her forgiveness if I had to – but I would wait until she was out of the hospital. Out from under 

the magnifying glass she’d thrown herself under – for me. 

Her selfless actions were yet more proof of my idiocy by allowing the divide between us. 

But until I could rectify that, so she would know I had not truly abandoned her, I left Purifoy 

with instructions to obtain a bouquet of flowers to be delivered to her at the hospital. 

Hyacinths to portray my sorrow and ask for her forgiveness. 

Honeysuckle to convey our deep bond she had yet to learn about. 



Ferns for my sincerity. 

And a single iris to hold as my promise. 

Different colored carnations held more meaning – red to say my heart belonged to her, striped to 

say I wished to be with her, but I couldn’t do it. Not because I didn’t want her to get the wrong 

idea. 

But because who the fuck gave the woman they wanted an eternity with fucking carnations? 

The flower shops were closed by the time the thought had struck, so I left it in Purifoy’s capable 

hands. Knowing there might be some difficulty in finding everything I wanted in the short time 

allotted, I gave him some leeway to improvise if necessary. 

He’d always been proficient so I had no reason to suspect he wouldn’t do as he was told now. 

The handwritten note, however, I personally secured in the glove box of her death trap of a car, 

along with the cell phone I’d previously given her. Just in case prying eyes found it before she 

did, I made it simple. 

‘Call me maybe?’ 

She’d hummed the blasted tune on and off for the rest of the evening after our trek through the 

club on her first night. 

It was on night four of our forced separation, after my nightly trek through the trolls in the club 

to keep up appearances, when I returned to my office and turned on the news. 

Where I got to see the crowned FBLiar of the year, giving a press conference. 

But instead of feeling any amusement at their utter stupidity, I only felt elation. 

They’d bought it. 

She’d sold her story and they bought it. 

And she’d done it all for me. 

It hadn’t eluded me that she didn’t know of my plans. My feelings. For her or for us. She was 

still in the dark, but that had been necessary at the time. 

It wasn’t any longer. 

I knew from my spies within the hospital she would be released the following day. Those same 

spies had informed me she’d quit her job with the FBI too, so I planned on waiting until just 

before sunrise to head to my country estate. The one I’d last stepped foot in with her. It was 



closer to her home – where I assumed she would be returning to during the day – and I could 

reach her that much sooner when I rose for the night. 

Knowing there were mere hours separating us now, rather than forever – as it had felt – I was 

antsy. 

Uncharacteristically nervous. 

What if she denied me? Denied my presence? My affection? 

What if my exhibition in assholery had caused irreparable harm? 

When the press conference ended, I found myself standing in the doorway to her suite. It was the 

closest I could be to her in that moment and I was counting down the minutes until I could 

remedy that. 

I’d only counted as high as twenty-two when I felt it. 

The distance between us. 

It was growing. 

No longer stationary, she was mobile. Moving farther away. 

Miles. Not feet. 

It was the middle of the night! 

There was a fucking hurricane making landfall! 

What the fuck was she thinking? 

And who did I have to fucking kill for allowing her to leave? 

But then another thought occurred to me. 

Was she leaving now – with the concussion I could still feel throbbing in her skull and in the 

middle of a hurricane – because she had decided in her time away from me that she wanted to be 

away from me? 

Me – a literal monster – who had left her in the dark for all of this time. 

Also known as a highhanded asshole. 



I’d felt everything she’d been feeling in our time apart. Every hurt. Every longing. I’d denied us 

both my presence in order to not throw away every stride she’d made in getting her employers to 

believe her story. 

One – if found out to be false – could be just as detrimental to her for lying. 

But what if my newest secret had cost me her? Not giving her any sign other than flowers that I 

wanted to reclaim whatever it was we’d had together? 

What if she had decided flowers just weren’t enough. 

Suddenly I couldn’t get to her fast enough. After letting Purifoy know I would be back when I 

was goddamn ready to be back – I might need a month to convince her to return and if not, there 

were always those penguins for her to frolic with in Antarctica – I set off for my private elevator. 

Flying would be the most expedient way to travel, but I had serious doubts her car would make 

the trip. So I decided to take one of my own, knowing I could still easily catch her on the 

interstate. 

Or maybe I would take the Suburban. 

The backseat could come in handy if all went well. 

So my thoughts were in the backseat – as it were – when I reached the garage level and the 

elevator doors opened, revealing an unwelcome sight. 

More than the stench of Were, she was as rank as I remembered. And not in the mood to 

entertain her in any way, I narrowed my eyes and asked, “Shouldn’t you be out enjoying the 

rough surf, Flipper?” 

Where the fuck was Chow? 

He and his men should have headed her off before she could reach me. But I knew my private 

elevator could neither be viewed nor tracked by the casino’s main security system. Only I had 

access to those feeds. I liked my privacy. 

It was biting me in the ass right now. 

“My offer still stands,” she smiled and her eyes narrowed in return as she warned, “Unless of 

course you like having to fork over thousands for lawsuits when your guests begin to trip over 

thin air or fall ill due to food poisoning. Or maybe I’ll ensure Lady Luck will smile down on 

every table and slot machine. Surely the use of your body for seven nights and fifty percent of 

your profits would cost much less than that.” 

Chow’s research following her one and only appointment with me had revealed she dabbled in 

magic, but I’d been assured she was in no way powerful. However, reading between the lines 



and feeling outraged at her outrageous demands, my fangs and voice descended when I asked, 

“Are you threatening me?” 

I hadn’t allowed her to finish her preposterous proposal, during our one and only meeting in my 

office. 

Not when I had a much more pressing meeting to attend. 

One where my dick was pressed against my own leather pants because my assistance was needed 

to rip the leather pants off of my new assistant. 

Former assistant. 

And I snarled again. At the memory of that night, the change in my former assistant’s 

employment status, and the Were’s threat. 

“It’s not a threat,” she smiled. “It’s a promise.” 

“And I promise you,” I warned. “You have a piss poor sense of timing. Leave now and I will let 

you live.” 

I was pissed. 

Pissed that Sookie’s emotional state was rapidly deteriorating with every mile she put between 

us. 

Pissed that this bitch was keeping me from her for that much longer. 

Pissed that my security team failed to keep her from reentering the casino to begin with. 

How fucking hard was it to track her? 

She smelled like she made her home on Bubba Gump’s fucking shrimp trawler! 

Licking her lips, her eyes traveled from my head to my toes and back again before saying, “I 

only see you and me here. So I would say my timing couldn’t be any better.” 

My timer – the one that rang like the fucking Bells of Saint Mary when I was done with bullshit – 

went off with her words. 

Pressing the intercom that fed directly into Chow’s earpiece, I calmly said, “Clean up in aisle 

six.” 

And then I ripped her head from her shoulders. 

And then I was swallowed up by darkness. 



~o~O~o~ 

Before my eyes even opened, I’d known she was there. 

Beside me. 

More than from her warm flesh still pressed against my own, I knew it from our bond. 

It was so much stronger. 

And yet it wasn’t strong enough. 

So when my eyes finally did open, they locked onto her sleeping face. My head felt scrambled – 

similar to when she’d banged hers against the shipping container – and it was while I was trying 

to sort through everything that her eyes opened. 

“Miss Stackhouse.” 

I wasn’t sure why I had addressed her so formerly. Perhaps it was because it was as though I was 

seeing her for the first time all over again and my lips automatically repeated the same words I 

had said to her then. But feeling her hope flicker out. Feeling the devastation swallowing her up 

from the inside, I was momentarily distracted from my thoughts, once again impressed when she 

showed none of it on her face as she simply returned, “Mr. Northman.” 

Her stomach rolled. Her hands shook. Her eyes filled up with unshed tears. 

Just like the first time she’d woken up in my home. 

But this time I didn’t ignore it. 

This time I couldn’t ignore it. 

Because whereas before I’d been angry. Hurt. When I had only suspected I had been falling in 

love with her. 

Now I knew. 

I knew I loved her. 

And I remembered every other time she’d woken up in my house since then. 

But I was still irrationally angry and hurt now. 

That she could think my feelings for her were brought on by some fucking black magic mutt! 

She gasped when I covered her body with my own, but even now, she felt no fear. 



That alone should have dispelled any doubts she had about my feelings for her. 

But my sad little lover was still in the dark. 

She still thought I couldn’t remember. 

So I enlightened her by looking into her eyes and saying, “You’re an idiot.” 

Fuck Hallmark. 

I had my own sense of style. 

“Thanks?” she whispered, now looking more confused than sad. 

It was a start. 

She looked even more confused when I leaned down and gave her chaste kiss, but she didn’t try 

to push me away. And the confusion gave way to understanding when I explained, “You’re an 

idiot for thinking some magical cuntcoction was behind my feelings for you. I love you Sookie 

Stackhouse. I may have forgotten who I was for a time, but I never forgot that.” 

Although I wasn’t fool enough to believe, had it not been for that bitch’s interference, we would 

be where we were now. 

She may have forgiven me by then. 

She may have even been in my bed. 

But without having lost every memory I had but the love I had for her, Sookie wouldn’t have 

known the softer side of me. The one without walls or defenses firmly in place. The one that had 

kept me alive for a thousand years. 

Not so easily or so quickly. 

As I was then, I wouldn’t have allowed it. 

It would have been yet another error on my part. 

“But…but…” she stuttered. “Octavia said! She said you wouldn’t remember!” 

Her sorrow had given way to hope, but her doubt still lingered. So I smiled and showed her with 

my words I remembered all of me by asking, “When will you learn? You can only ever be 

certain I am always right.” 

My playful words seemed to put her at ease, so she playfully huffed, “And don’t forget 

arrogant.” 



“And handsome,” I added. 

“And bigheaded,” she smirked. 

“Oh yes,” I agreed. And remembering just how well my big head fit into her tantalizingly 

taunting mouth, I pressed my hips to hers and said, “I seem to recall, you like my big head very 

much.” 

“Is that so?” she mocked, raising both her hips and a challenging brow. “Are you sure now? 

Your memory isn’t all that it’s cracked up to be.” 

Reassuring her more than my memory had returned, I returned her hips’ movement with my own 

so she could feel the effect she had on me and said, “I’m sure.” 

She fought to keep her eyes from rolling into the back of her head, just as she fought to remain 

coherent and asked, “You really remember? Everything?” 

Peppering her jaw with kisses, unable to stop myself from acting the sap, I assured her, “I do.” 

And because I was a sap and wanted hear her reaffirm her feelings for me, I reminded her by 

saying, “And you love me too.” 

Her eyes misted over and her voice dropped to a whisper, while she held my gaze and returned, 

“I do.” 

Her tears were yet another thing I could remember and even if they were due to her happiness, I 

could think of better ways to make her happy. 

Ways to make both of us happy. 

So I allowed my hands to move about freely, with one inching her shirt up while the other went 

to work on ridding her of her pants and reminded her of something else I could remember. 

“Now what were you saying? Something about this is where the magic happens?” 

“Are you sure you want to?” she asked, with her laugh turning into a moan when my lips trailed 

across her skin. In spite of her words, her disrobing hands mimicked my own, while she added, 

“What if you’re still not in your right mind?” 

“Who are you to judge?” I countered, nipping at her skin. “You are obviously the crazy one in 

this pairing for denying us both for all of this time.” Pulling back to look into her eyes, I let my 

incredulousness shine through them as I added, “How could you possibly have believed I would 

have been angry if we’d had sex once my memories returned? The only anger I would’ve felt 

would’ve been if I couldn’t remember it.” 



She shrugged her shoulders and used my raised position to her advantage by removing my shirt, 

only saying, “How was I supposed to know? I can’t read your mind.” 

I hadn’t forgotten about her useful gift either. But I couldn’t care less about that at the moment. 

Not when her lips blazed a trail across my bare chest. 

Each of us seemed to have decided the conversation was over with for now. Just like my 

tolerance for her half-clothed state because in the next moment I ripped them free from her body. 

I hadn’t yet seen her completely nude, but only one word came to mind. 

Spectacular. 

I couldn’t decide where to taste her first, so I let my instincts decide, with my lips choosing her 

breasts and my hands selecting points farther south. The scent of her arousal permeated the air, 

only driving my hunger for her that much more, with the sound of my fangs snapping down 

echoing into the air around us. 

While I was still marveling over her acceptance of my true nature, my lover wasn’t as indecisive 

about what she wanted and freed me of my denim constraints, with her hand wrapping around 

my cock. Shimmying her hips into position and pumping me twice, she put me at her entrance. 

With her lust beating against my own, she leaned up and licked each of my fangs in turn, causing 

a moan to leave my throat. Victory flowed through her, pleased with the reaction she’d caused. 

But rather than give voice to that, she only smiled knowingly and said, “I think we’ve practiced 

enough. Put me in coach.” 

I could deny her nothing. Certainly not this. And she was right. 

We’d been engaging in some form of foreplay from the moment she’d walked into my life. 

And if I had my way, we’d have an eternity to play. 

But like every other, that discussion could wait as well and I kissed her lips, sinking into her 

depths at the same time as I replied, “As you wish.” 

Matchy matchy as always, we gasped in unison at the sensation. 

Of me filling her. 

Of her surrounding me. 

Suspecting it would be beyond my wildest dreams was nothing compared to the truth of how it 

felt to finally be connected to her in that way. But it wasn’t the physical sensation that 

overwhelmed me. 

It was the emotional connection. 



I’d bedded thousands in my lifetime. Men and women alike. But not one did I love. 

Therefore there were none to prepare me for the likes of her. 

Her hips began to move just as it was becoming unbearable for me to not move. And with every 

thrust of my body into hers – with every beat of her heart filling me with the love she had for me 

– so too did I drown in her. Letting it wash over me. Filling me up until I was sure I would burst 

from the intensity of it. 

I felt the same. 

But knowing she would be unable to feel it and wanting to be connected to her in every way, I 

held the back of her head and brought her lips to my neck. Scraping her own with my fangs, I 

said, “Bite me lover. Drink me in so we can be one for always.” 

There was no hesitation. 

There was no doubt. 

There was only our matching bites into one another’s skin. 

The explosion of our newly formed bond caused our bodies to explode as well. It was 

unavoidable. 

It was magnificent. 

And together we rode the cresting waves and aftershocks of our mutual orgasms, each of us 

feeling complete in a way I never knew possible. 

When the last tremors died down, I gently disengaged from her warm depths and moved beside 

her, pulling her into my arms. 

“I feel you,” she mused aloud, tracing invisible patterns across my chest. 

So I ran my hand down her back and – like an ass – I cupped her spectacular ass and teased, “I 

feel you too.” 

Snorting, she slapped my chest and playfully chastised, “Dirty old man.” I felt the light bulb go 

off above her head in the next moment, just as she raised it and asked, “How old are you 

anyway?” 

“I was turned roughly a thousand years ago.” 

Shock filled her veins, just as she let her head fall back to my chest, and she nervously chuckled 

out, “I’m gonna need a minute. Your turn. Anything you want to know?” 



Since she asked… 

Telepathy and fairy godmothers be damned. 

Tipping her chin so her eyes would meet my own, I gave voice to the one question that had been 

on my mind since before I’d lost my memories. 

“Who is Betty?” 

Epilogue – Love Runs Out 

EPOV 

Paperwork. 

Piles upon piles of paperwork littered my desk. 

How in the fuck that still happened in the digital age was beyond my fucking comprehension. 

But at least my desk wasn’t bogged down by ink wells, quills, and cumbersome parchment 

scrolls. 

Those fuckers never laid flat. 

And then a smile pulled at the corners of my mouth thinking of the similarities they had to my 

bonded. 

She never laid flat either. 

Sookie was an Olympian in the sport of fucking. 

In fact, she’d earned yet another gold medal only a short while earlier. 

But my mental trip down my lover’s lane located in between her thighs was interrupted by the 

two sharp raps on my office door before I could cross the finish line. Refocusing, my blood told 

me who was behind it and not needing to wait for any acknowledgement from me, the door 

opened and closed, with Sookie’s entrance into my office. 

Just the sight of her made me hard, but she didn’t need x-ray vision to know what I was feeling. 

And she proved it when she wryly chuckled, “Given your mood, I thought I should knock. But 

unless you’re thinking about turning the dance club into a strip club, you’re not really 

concentrating on your work. So quit slacking off.” 



Then tilting her head down and to the side, with her eyes looking under my desk, she added, “Or 

jacking off – and get to it. You still need to go and do your Batman before Bruce Wayne can 

come and save me from drunk tourists in the bar.” 

“If I’m Batman, does that then make you Catwoman?” I asked with a small smile. 

She’d taken to teasing me about my methods of keeping those like me in line. 

But I would take Batman any day of the week over her other nickname for me. 

Despite the authoritative title, I had no wish to be Inspector Gadget. 

Taking a step closer, she let her hands fall to her sides and slowly inched her already short dress 

up her thighs, purring out, “Are you saying you can't tell if my cat is all woman?” 

Vaulting over the desk, I cutoff her giggles by putting my mouth over hers and backed her up 

against the nearest wall, denying, “Not. Even. Close.” 

~o~O~o~ 

Having seen nothing that warranted my interference during my nightly patrol, I landed on the 

roof of the casino without a sound. As I made my way back inside the building, itching to get 

back to my bonded’s side, I could tell by distance she was likely on the ground floor. From her 

mood, I knew that she was focused. 

And feeling equal amounts of disgust and amusement. 

So she was in one of the bars or nightclub. 

Our bond was barely six months old, but it was so much a part of me now, I could hardly 

remember a time when I couldn’t feel her. 

But it wasn’t like I tried to very often. 

I enjoyed our connection. 

More possessive than pussified, I told my whipped self. 

After our reunion of sorts, with the return of my memories, she’d returned to New Orleans with 

me. Now back on the payroll, billed as my personal assistant, it was merely a sham to hide her 

true purpose. 

Being mine, while running the occasional telepathic interference. 

It was the only way I could get the stubborn girl to agree to not seek out another job. 



Apparently being a kept woman was akin to being an infected whore. At least that was how she 

made it out to be, but I already had a plan in the works to rectify that situation. 

Surely she wouldn’t argue over being kept as my wife. 

But then I never could tell with my fiery lover. She always managed to surprise me. 

That fact was only solidified when I found her in one of the bars. Not the fact she was there. It 

was a Saturday night. 

She wouldn’t be anywhere but. 

But it was what she was wearing that surprised me. She'd changed her outfit since I'd last seen 

her. 

Having ripped her previous outfit from her body, I'd left her with little choice not to. 

But her pitiful excuse for a dress had garnered the attention of every male in the room. 

I had seen eye patches that used more fabric. 

Even those in my employ – who knew she was mine and how literal I took that interpretation – 

couldn’t keep their eyes off of her. 

If they kept it up, I would remedy that problem. 

They wouldn’t be able to gawk with their eyeballs in my pocket. 

But I would allow them to ask Sookie where she’d gotten her dress, so they could buy an 

identical one to use as an eye patch. 

I was a fair leader like that. 

They at least had enough survival instincts to look away as soon as I entered the room and 

putting myself across from her at the table where she sat, I leered at her in a way that begged for 

a sexual harassment lawsuit and used the lamest of pickup lines be asking, “Come here often?” 

It was a game we played. I would pick her up. Or she would pick me up. It made no difference. 

There was never any loser in our little games. 

“Nope,” she replied, popping the ‘P’ and acting unimpressed. And finally gracing me with her 

gaze, she leaned back and smirked, “I cum in the penthouse. Here, I work.” 

“Work is boring,” I smiled, leaning towards her. “Tell me more about the penthouse.” 



“It’s nice,” she offered offhandedly. “But I guess you could say it’s more like a university. I’m 

attending on a scholarship.” 

“And what are you studying at this university?” 

“Oh,” she coyly shrugged and said, “A little of this. A little of that.” 

“Little?” I challenged, falling out of character for a moment. 

“Of this,” she nodded and grinned. “And that.” 

“Really,” I drawled out, wondering if anyone would notice if I fucked her right there in the bar. 

“And what is your favorite subject?” 

Mine was sitting directly across from me. 

Leaning forward and giving me an ample view of her ample cleavage, she licked her lips and 

said, “Clit 101. My Professor of Cliterature can be a real hard ass, but I can’t complain. The oral 

exams are to die for.” 

“I hear you’re doing very well in class,” I smiled. “From what I understand, you’re quite the 

prodigy. The Mozart of Oral where others are only awkward elevator music.” 

She snorted at my crass praise, but just thinking about her sucking me off had me growling, “So 

shouldn’t you be studying?” 

“Can’t,” she smiled and leaned back in her seat, twirling her finger in the air. “Working.” 

So I thought to provoke her by saying, “You are the sluttiest school girl I’ve ever met.” 

“Thanks!” she smiled, knowing exactly what I was doing. “It was an honor just to be 

nominated.” 

SPOV 

Fucking with Eric about fucking had quickly become my favorite pastime. I’d done it enough by 

then that I’d get the gold medal every time, but hearing something else coming from across the 

room, I did my best to ignore my Clit Professor and whispered into my hidden mic, “Redhead 

sitting at the end of the bar. The asshole to her right just slipped X into her drink.” 

Clancy nodded at me and replaced her drink with a new one before either of them had even 

registered his presence, while Chow appeared behind the asshole and gave him a hand in leaving 

the bar. 

And I knew he’d be getting a supernatural attitude adjustment on his way out of the casino. 

They knew what I could do. Just like they knew I knew what they could do. 



Gettin’ fangy with it. 

But in the months since my return to New Orleans, with Eric and his memories restored, his 

supernatural staff had slowly come to accept me as one of them. Not that any of them would 

have dared to contradict him. 

Anyone other than me, that is. 

We were old pros at makeup sex now. 

And it didn’t hurt that I could point them in the direction of willing dinner companions. 

Even if their dates didn’t know they would be dinner. 

A telepathic wingman was a good thing to have. 

I casually sipped my drink and continued to scan the customers in the bar and casino, smirking at 

the amount of frustration Eric was feeling at the moment. If he had his way we would never 

leave his penthouse, but I was adamant about earning my keep. 

Just because he’d been around for a millennium didn’t mean he shouldn’t join the present one. 

I was still getting used to that whole blood bond thing. I could only assume it had something to 

do with the amount of vampire blood flowing through me, but my telepathic range was crazy 

now. I could track anyone in the building as long as I had an idea of where they were and I could 

block out anyone else I didn’t want to listen to. 

And thanks to our bond, I could track Eric anywhere, so it was easy to keep tabs on anyone 

around him. 

A fortunate byproduct that made it was easier to keep his business associates alive, if I wasn’t in 

the room to distract their thoughts. 

One whiff of ‘Ew’ in our bond from their pornographic fantasies would be enough to send him 

on a rampage. 

Both the mayor and I learned that the hard way. 

But because I was ignoring Professor Licks-A-Lot, he was teaching me another lesson in Bonds 

101 by filling ours with his lust. To look at him you would never suspect that he was moments 

away from shredding everything in his path to get to me. Instead he merely looked interested in 

our conversation. 

With me, he could never quite pull off looking bored. 

He was such a flatterer. 



I would admit to being worried about how he would act when his memories returned, but as it 

turned out, I’d been worried for nothing. Now I had the best of both worlds. 

Sweet Eric and Sex-On-A-Stick Eric were my nightly companions. 

But knowing how much he hated my little nicknames for him, I tried to distract him from 

distracting me with his libido, by asking, “So how’d it go? Did you have to Go-Go-

Gadget anyone?” 

“Must you?” he asked, with a teasing exasperated sigh. 

My own teasing smile answered him with an unequivocal ‘Yes. I must.’ 

“No,” he replied, sounding put-off by the fact he didn’t have to lop off anyone’s head lately. 

I didn’t know whether or not I should feel bad for him about that. 

But they played by their own set of rules, so it wasn’t for me to judge them. 

And if they didn’t abide by their own set of rules, I knew it was the lone juror sitting across from 

me who would also be the one to execute them. 

They knew it too, so – in a way – it was his own fault. 

With his Bruce Wayne firmly in place, his eyes took in the room, while he said, “Things have 

been usually quiet.” 

“You just jinxed yourself there,” I smirked. 

I’d tell him to knock on wood, but vampires weren’t particularly fond of that natural resource. 

After seeing what it could do to bitey vampires in dark alleys, I couldn’t say that I blamed them. 

Lifting my drink from the table – a club soda because I was working – a sly smile came onto his 

face. One that had the ability to slide my panties down – if I’d been wearing any, that is – as he 

toasted, “Here’s hoping.” 

Had our bond made him telepathic too? 

Because from the look in his eyes, I would swear he was hoping my nonexistent panties had slid 

down, over vampire fuckery giving him and his other sword something to do. 

‘Tell him we’re not wearing any!’ 

Shut up Betty! 

Nobody asked you. 



Betty POV 

“Here boy! Where are you boy? Come to momma!” 

If only my set of lips could whistle. 

I’d done all that I could to keep her on edge all day long. 

Thought nothing but inappropriate thoughts. 

Filled her head with images of his head hitting the back of her throat. 

Who said I couldn’t share? 

And it seemed to have worked because I was salivating just as much as she did above me. For 

once – it seemed – we were on the same wavelength. 

Which was why we were dressed in barely a scrap of fabric, and heels high enough to make 

me dizzy, while she casually stalked through the room and pretended she wasn’t searching the 

crowded nightclub for him. 

LIAR! 

But even if she’d been wearing pants, they couldn’t have burst into flames. 

Too moist down here. 

Why she continued to play these games with him, I’ll never know. 

We wanted him. 

He wanted us. 

Why beat around my bush and act like they had better things to do? 

She’d all but shoved him out of the bar, telling him he still had to make an appearance in the 

nightclub, so she could go back to work. 

I showed her. 

Two could play that game. 

And work it, I did. 

I recalled every image in her memory of him. 

Painted vivid pictures of everything he’d done both to and with us. 

Seeped every emotion those things caused into her veins. 



Enough so that something other than emotions seeped into the seat beneath us. 

Clean up at Table 9. 

Bring a mop. 

But what got her onto her feet and carried us into the nightclub wasn’t anything I had projected 

into her thoughts. 

It was the thoughts from another tramp who had him in her sights. 

That was the ONLY thing she would be getting him in. 

But we weren’t worried. He was ours just as much as we were his. 

We knew that. 

But we were territorial bitches and he wasn’t the only one who could bare their teeth. 

It wasn’t hard to find him. Nor was it surprising to find him already hard. 

That bond thing was GREAT! 

“Miss me?” he purred, heating up our kitty even more. 

Rawr… 

“Mmhmm,” she acquiesced, marking his body by rubbing hers all over him. 

“Let’s go! Let’s go! Let’s go! Let’s gooo!!!” 

If I had a foot, I would’ve stomped it. 

I wanted to go-go all over his gadget. 

But the most I could do was sock her in her clit. 

It was nearly as effective. 

But instead of rushing us off into the wild blue yonder of their silk sheets, he pulled us out onto 

the dance floor. 

Now wasn’t the time to be cutting a rug! 

Now was the time for him to be cleaning our carpet! 

“I take it you’re done working for the evening?” he asked. 

She may have made some sort of noise in agreement, but I couldn’t tell. 



I was too busy working it because my job was nowhere near done. 

Maybe I could get her to give him a blow job to get things started? 

Moving his gadget against our Gidget had me planting flags to warn of the high tide coming in, 

but both of them acted like they couldn’t feel the storm I was brewing, when he casually asked, 

“Anything noteworthy to report?” 

“Not really,” she sighed. 

Making me sigh with relief. 

Because we’d never get any relief, if they decided actual work needed to be done. 

But my swollen lips had spoken too soon. 

I knew it when he froze against us, hearing her say, “Unless there’s a reason we should be 

worried about something called ‘V’?” 

If only I’d been able to knock against his wood, then this never would have happened. 

Because that was when it all fell apart. No longer feeling in the mood, they were just in a mood. 

A bad one. 

I stopped paying attention, knowing I wouldn’t be getting any attention any time soon. I didn’t 

know what this ‘V’ was, but I did know one thing. 

It sure as hell didn’t stand for Victory. 

Fin…for now. 


