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Story Notes: 

Niall visits Earth the collect on a centuries old debt from Eric Northman. In exchange for killing 

Northman’s maker centuries ago, Eric is tasked with protecting his great-granddaughter.  

This is a shorter, but I broke it up based on the topics (and maybe a cliffy).  I use what I want from canon 

and ignore other storylines, characters, and topics as needed to fit into my story. 

 

Chapter 1 - Repayment 

Eric broke the wax seal already knowing the letter’s sender; the mark of the Fairy Prince was 

unmistakable. If the contents were as expected, the notice was long overdue relief. The Prince held a 

debt over the Viking and it was high time it was repaid. While Eric had no idea what task or assignment 

awaited him, he held no regret over enlisting the Fairy’s help in killing his sadistic maker. Eric chuckled 

to himself, Niall didn’t help; he handled it. How he discovered that Eric needed to be saved from Appius 

was something the fairy never disclosed. Over the centuries, Eric realized he didn’t care what other 

magic or intel was used. Three hundred years of pain, punishment, and violation caused by his maker 

had the Viking ready to give up, but Niall had saved his life.  

Eric pulled the thick paper from the envelope and laughed. As usual, Niall’s words didn’t disclose much, 

it was an order to leave certain doors open to permit the Fairy entrance to Eric’s private office. The 

meeting was two nights away; he’d have to wait only a short while longer. For now, he returned to the 

remaining pile of correspondence on his desk and continued to work. It was work he hated, but 

necessary. When Felipe DeCastro decided he wanted Louisiana, things changed. Then a Sheriff to the 

Queen of Louisiana, Eric had to fight for his Queen. The outcome, Felipe and Sophie-Anne perishing, 

wasn’t expected. Since all Sophie-Anne’s children died in the takeover attempt, Council stepped in and 

named Eric King of both Louisiana and Nevada.  

He hadn’t wanted either state.  

With the better shopping options, his child, Pam, volunteered to handle Nevada. He sent both his 

children to manage the state on his behalf; his oldest child, Karin, was the named Regent with Pam as 



her second. Thalia, his trusted and very strong two-thousand-year-old friend, moved to New Orleans to 

serve as his second in command, state enforcer, and personal protector.  

He kept two prizes from the fighting for his occasional entertainment, Victor Madden and Bill Compton 

sat in cells below his New Orleans palace. Their collaboration brought about the takeover, but it was 

their other sins that had Eric ‘visiting them’ at least once a week.  

“Your Majesty,” His assistant called from the door to his office. “Your next appointment is here.” 

“Send him in,” The start of his meeting ended the trip down memory lane. 

OOOoooOOOooo 

Two nights later, Eric waited in his private office with his doors open. The Fairy Prince knew that 

sections of the palace were built with layers of iron to prevent unwanted fairy guests and open doors 

would be the only route directly into the secluded area. Eric hated hosting Niall in his private chambers 

since he didn’t share his personal life and history with many. At the same time, he welcomed the 

opportunity to keep their conversation confidential. As scheduled, the fairy appeared in the room. It had 

been centuries since Eric had seen Niall. Though he’d aged with some graying hair and faint wrinkles, the 

prince was an imposing presence in the office. Eric recalled that the man always appeared happy in their 

prior encounters, yet today he wore the weight of the world on his shoulders.  

The debt to be paid was going to be large. Eric could feel it in his bones. 

“Viking.” 

“Fairy.” 

The two greeted each other cordially as they met in Eric’s private office. Niall took in Eric’s casual outfit 

and almost scolded the King’s appearance, but refrained given the severity of the situation on Fairy. 

Leave it to the Viking to dress in jeans as a King. “Are you enjoying life as Royalty?” The Prince asked. 

“I find it boring. The biggest threats to the Kingdom were eliminated in the takeover, and New Orleans 

and Nevada are quite profitable,” Eric wasn’t exaggerating. Felipe DeCastro and his fighters had been 

the only potential threat to Louisiana, the Council fully backed his position and now, for close to a year, 

Eric sat on a lucrative, but utterly monotonous kingdom.  

Niall laughed at Eric’s response, “It might be boring now, but I heard the fight for the Kingdom was 

epic.” 

“As far as battles go, it was satisfactory. Felipe and his senior staff were killed. The loss of the Queen and 

her court was regrettable.” 

“Yes, I understand you aren’t happy with the results,” Niall smirked at the new King.  

“My youngest child certainly is. She offered to manage Nevada for me immediately.”  



Niall raised an eyebrow and offered, “Let me guess, she’s living on the Strip?” 

Eric shrugged, “That’s where the designer shops are. As an added benefit, the stores are all open 

twenty-four hours.” 

“From what I’ve heard, I could see where a wealthy female would enjoy it,” The Prince walked around 

the office for a moment before settling in one of Eric’s guest chairs. He was stalling, trying to get a read 

on the vampire before he announced his visit’s purpose, “I teleported quickly, but did see your Palace is 

under renovations.” 

Eric’s scoff was loud, “Sophie-Anne was a fair and shrewd leader, a designer though?” He shook his 

head. “I’ve been able to pay for all the renovations by selling the gold she used in her trimming, 

doorways, you name it, she covered it with gold! I did keep some of the paintings.” 

Niall looked up to the painting behind Eric’s desk. It looked like a farm with a rustic, narrow, and long 

building in the center. “I don’t know much of your life’s history,” He pointed to the painting, “Is that 

from your time as a human? It doesn’t look like something Sophie-Anne would have collected.” 

“I sketched what I could from memory and worked with a painter to create something as close to my 

human home as I remember. The large building was my house. I raised six children there,” His 

expression changed and for a moment, his normally stoic mask softened. Eric shook his head, “I guess I 

can’t say that I raised all of them since my maker had other plans.” After a pause, the king stood now 

with his hands on his hips and was slightly angry that Niall had opened the door to difficult memories, 

“That painting is one the reasons this office is not for the public. I have a meeting room instead.” 

Niall nodded, “I realize that, but I didn’t want to be part of a public meeting, fairy in a vampire palace 

and all that.” He smirked at his joke. Niall could see that his attempt at humor failed, so he dropped his 

smile, maintaining a pleasant outlook was difficult these days anyway. “Hence my request for you to 

open the door and allow me directly into your chamber office,” Niall was taken aback by Eric’s anger, 

but after a moment, he realized Eric’s attachment to his family would serve him well with the favor he 

needed. Satisfied that Eric would be up to the task he was about to bestow on him, he started, “I’m 

certain you’ve figured out why I’m here.” Eric nodded in affirmation. “The favor I’m about to request will 

cancel your debt to me.” 

“It’s been a long time coming, and I’m prepared to pay as we discussed. Killing my maker is worth any 

price, nothing could be worse than living under the thumb of that sadist.” Niall noticed that Eric’s face 

was tight as he mentioned his maker.  

Niall paused and thought that Eric might change his mind when he learned of the favor, but then he 

recalled what he’d learned about Appius and decided Eric was correct. This favor would be nothing in 

comparison, “I have a great-granddaughter. She needs protection.” 

Eric was immediately concerned, “A fairy? A young fairy? Can she cover her scent?” 



“She’s a human fairy hybrid, she smells sweet, but not of fairy. She’s prepared to live in a gilded cage, if 

you will. Her safety is paramount until I can deal with certain…threats.” 

A hybrid to protect? Never did Eric consider this could be the favor. When he thought about it over the 

centuries, he was sure Niall would request someone’s death. The comment about the gilded cage 

bothered him, but it was accurate. He would take the woman’s protection seriously, and frolicking 

outside the palace would be forbidden. Her happiness with that situation would depend on how long 

this protection would last. “Perhaps you should start at the beginning. What is the threat? How long will 

I have this woman?” 

Niall sighed and began his story. Fairy, his realm, was currently engaged in a civil war. At the root of the 

conflict was reproduction. The Fae had seen a dramatic drop in birthrates over the past four centuries. 

“Some fairies came to Earth specifically to breed. My wife, Queen Mab, agreed with the method of 

breeding with humans, but only if the resulting children were raised on Fae.” 

Eric couldn’t hide his disgust, “So she’s been kidnapping the hybrids?” 

Niall lowered his face, ashamed of his wife’s actions, “Not at first. She yielded to my wishes to allow 

them to remain on Earth. About ten years ago, our birth rate dropped to almost zero, and she 

disregarded my edict. We’ve been fighting over this for years now.” Niall sighed and rubbed his face. 

“Now the hybrids are brought to our realm to mate. Mab isn’t a proponent of Fairies approaching and 

courting the hybrids. Rather, her soldiers capture hybrids on Earth and move them to Fairy. There, they 

are forced to breed. The resulting children are treated as members of the Fae race in adopted families 

and the hybrids are kept as breeding slaves. My granddaughter was one of the hybrids captured.” 

Eric was startled that Mab would go as far as capturing her granddaughter, “She kidnapped her own 

family?” 

Niall looked down, “No…no. My Earth relations resulted from a relationship I had with a human before I 

married Mab.” 

Eric nodded in understanding, “You got her out though?” A ghost of pain crossed Niall’s face while he 

responded with a nod. Eric realized the situation with the great-granddaughter and war with his wife 

explained the somber look Niall was sporting.  

Both men were quiet for a moment. Eric’s head was spinning on how to fulfill his debt to Niall while he 

kept a young fairy hybrid safe. Keeping her at a distance was out of the question seeing as he felt 

compelled to have her live in his secure chamber and if she went anywhere, it would be with him. He 

glanced at Niall while he deliberated. The Fairy prince said he needed time to deal with a threat. 

Knowing that time worked differently in Fairy, Eric wondered just how much time would be needed. In 

addition, many fairies, like Niall, could teleport and he considered this to be the biggest security risk. 

Since Eric’s chamber was protected from teleporting fairies, he worried that the hybrid might become 

sick due to the exposure for he knew iron was lethal to fairies. So, in addition to time, he needed to 

understand how to prepare his palace for the woman. The more he thought, the longer his list of to-dos 



grew, mostly human needs. Currently, his chamber had a shower and a tub, but no other equipment for 

human needs, access to food was only in the donor residence (a separate building), and given the 

pained look on Niall’s face, the hybrid could be delivered to him in a broken condition. Dealing with an 

injured human, emotional or otherwise, wasn’t something he was prepared to handle. 

“Niall,” he paused, “Understand that I’m not declining you this repayment, but I will need to learn more 

before I can agree.” 

“Of course. What do you need to know?” 

For the next hour, Niall and Eric reviewed his concerns and made plans for the next steps. In the end, 

Eric realized that while for Niall, he might end the threat to hybrids in a few months, on Earth, that same 

time-frame could be years. That lead to a dizzying discussion on how time worked between the two 

realms. Niall had somehow synced the time on Earth to his great-granddaughter, so for her, the time 

that passed in Fae was the same as how the time passed on Earth.  

The time difference would now work to Eric’s benefit as Niall had agreed to cut the time hold with his 

great-granddaughter while Eric prepared his home. So while it could take several months for Eric to line 

his iron with copper (the trick he learned that would prevent fairies from entering while protecting the 

fairy within from iron poisoning) for his new charge, the time in fairy could be minutes.  

The hardest part was dealing with the emotional healing of this hybrid. Niall agreed that she needed the 

additional time for healing in Fairy, but he needed her gone so he could fight the war without her 

getting caught in the fray. For this situation, Niall suggested a demon counselor and Eric agreed, a 

demon would know about the Fae realm and could offer better support.  

“So we have a plan?” Eric asked to confirm. 

“One more thing, Eric. This will impact you the most and I have an offer to ease your…inconvenience.” 

Warning lights went off in Eric’s head. So far, hosting and protecting his great-granddaughter was 

already more than an inconvenience. He couldn’t imagine what more could be coming. Niall spoke and 

Eric couldn’t contain his reaction. 

“I want you to bond with her for protection from your own kind.” 

“Do you know what you’re asking? A bond is forever. If either of us die…does she plan to be turned? I’ll 

be tied to her…” 

“VIKING! Hear me out!” Eric stopped talking, nearly embarrassed that he’d rambled out of his reaction. 

“I can break the bond when I’ve stopped the madness on Fairy.”  

“I appreciate that suggestion, but I’m still not comfortable with a bond.” 

“I’m prepared to offer you something in exchange,” Niall pulled a box from his pocket and approached 

Eric. “This.” 



The King’s brow furrowed in confusion, “This looks like a ring box. Are you proposing, Niall?” 

Niall smirked, “You’re not my type, nor am I yours.” The Fairy Prince joked. “Speaking of type, I didn’t 

ask…you’re not currently linked to anyone? A bond won’t be an issue for that reason?” Niall was fishing 

for information.  

This time, Eric’s face projected hurt before he schooled his features, “No.” 

Niall nodded, Eric’s answer confirmed something for him. Rather, Eric’s hurt face confirmed he had 

someone of interest, but no longer. “I had heard rumors of an…attraction a while back,” Niall opened 

the box. “Back to my offer. When you wear this ring, you’ll be immune to silver and sunlight. You’ll feel 

no pull to rest, though your body will need sleep like a human.” 

“WHAT?! How is this possible?” Eric put his hand out for the box 

Niall shrugged, “I’m a powerful fairy, you know…lots of magic.” 

“There are two rings in here.” 

“I believe you’ll need additional coverage. Share as needed.” 

Eric was puzzled by the comment for additional coverage, he was shocked by the promise of daylight, 

and he was concerned about the trouble this woman would bring to his doorstep, “What am I missing, 

Niall? Are you taking these rings back when you collect the woman? This seems like overkill to 

compensate for a bond, especially as you confirmed, I am not tied to anyone.”  

“My research showed that bonds are sacred for your kind, I felt the need to compensate for it. Repaying 

my debt is her protection from fairies and the bond ensures she won’t have problems with your kind 

either,” As an afterthought, he added, “The rings are yours to keep.” Eric had been studying Niall 

carefully throughout the entire conversation and felt something was being left out, but when pushed, 

Niall kept quiet, “You’ll understand more once you meet her. I’ll teleport her here now for a quick 

meeting, and then we’ll leave so you can begin preparations.” 

Eric tried once again for full disclosure from Niall, “There’s nothing else you need to tell me? Nothing I’ll 

need to prepare for meeting her?” He shook his head. “I’m agreeing to fulfill my debt, and I promise no 

harm will come to her that I can control.” He stood and moved closer to the fairy. “The thing is,” Eric 

paused, “She doesn’t know that, or me, and I don’t want to scare her.” 

Niall put his hands up to calm Eric, “She’s been primed for this brief meeting. I anticipated that you 

would need time to prepare for her arrival. I’ve studied your current history, and shared it with her so 

she knows something of you. Most importantly, I’ve told her I would not introduce her if I had any 

concerns about her safety.” He stared into Eric’s eyes. “You will not frighten her.” 

Reluctantly, Eric nodded his head, “If you’re sure, then I am ready.” 



Niall disappeared in a blink and returned as quickly. Eric’s eyes bulged out of his head and he ran around 

his desk to get to the woman. Before anyone registered his movements, he had the great-

granddaughter in his arms, and he called out her name, “SOOKIE!” 

  



Chapter 2 – Surprise 

The embrace ended abruptly. Acting as if she’d burned him, Eric pulled back. It wasn’t to get away from 

her though, it was to get a good look at what he’d felt. Sookie was dressed in traditional Fairy clothing, a 

long, flowing, gossamer dress with a full-length cloak covering her. The clothing hid her news, the 

embrace did not. Carefully, he pulled back the sides of the cloak, and tightened the fabric of her gown to 

reveal a large baby bump. “Sookie?” His word was a question with layers that were understood, but not 

heard. In a flash, he realized what had happened and he turned to Niall, standing protectively in front of 

Sookie. “You said you saved her!” In his rage, he spit the words out, but tried to control his urge to lash 

out further, an angry Eric would not help Sookie right now. 

“Yes, but not until after Mab had her in the program.”  

Eric restrained his reaction with great difficulty. Sookie was raped. Niall used words like mated and 

program, but they all boiled down to the violation. He’d speak more to Niall about his lack of action for 

his great-granddaughter later. Right now, he needed to understand what the hell had happened. The 

last night he’d seen Sookie was the night they handled the Maenad and found her friend Lala’s killer. It 

had been a good night, they had kissed, multiple times, and when Bill had shown up, she refused his 

claim on her. Then nothing. She’d vanished by the next night. 

“Sookie, what happened after the Maenad situation? I called the next day to see if you were alright and 

you were gone.” 

She shook her head and started to speak, but she never looked up at Eric, “After you dropped me at 

home, I went to bed. I woke the next morning and got ready for work. There was a note from Bill on my 

car, but honestly, after the way he treated me in Dallas, calling me a whore for kissing you, well, you 

know… Anyway, he left this note like everything was fine and I tossed it in the trash.” She shook her 

head. “I’m getting off track. On my drive to Merlotte’s, it happened,” she started to cry and Eric pulled 

out a handkerchief. The two men waited for her to take some breaths and calm down before she 

continued, “I was in my car…” 

He couldn’t stand her cowering stance any longer, so he interrupted her, “Sookie, stop.” She stopped 

talking, but did not look up, “Look at me. Why are you looking down?” 

Niall interjected, “Knowing I was planning to have her pose as your pet for protection, we trained her for 

you.” 

“YOU WHAT?!”  

“We didn’t use punishment, Eric. It was a review of the rules as we know them.” 

Eric stared at the Fairy Prince for a moment, trying to ensure Niall knew how pissed he was. Then he 

softened and turned back to Sookie, “Sookie, look at me.” She made no change to her stance. “Please, I 

want to see your beautiful eyes. I’ve missed them for over a year now.” 



Slowly Sookie raised her head and Eric had to stifle a gasp. The woman in front of him was Sookie, the 

object of his infatuation, the girl that lit up rooms, and brightened his spirits. At the same time, the 

woman in front of him wasn’t that Sookie. Her time away had been wearing on her, her light was gone. 

Instead of calling attention to her changed appearance, he smiled and said, “There you are. I’ve missed 

you.” He hoped his statement would get her smiling, but it had no effect. ‘We have a long road ahead of 

us. I can see that.’  

Sookie had spent months in a cell, she’d been beaten, she’d been raped, and she’d been told repeatedly 

that she was worthless. As a result, she took his comments as an admonishment, “I’m sorry, Master, I 

didn’t leave on purpose.” 

The word ‘Master’ got caught in his throat when he tried to reply. Niall may have been accurate that she 

would need to refer to him as ‘Master’ per protocol, but that didn’t mean he liked it.  

He offered the prince a scowl before he responded to Sookie.  

“Sookie, please don’t call me Master. I don’t like it. My comments were not scolding. I know you had 

nothing to do with your disappearance. I wanted you to know that while we hadn’t known each other 

for long, your departure had an impact on me personally,” He moved her to a chair and he sat in front of 

her. “Can you continue your story? You were trying to drive to work?” 

She nodded. “I never made it,” She shook her head and continued. From her description, one moment 

she was in the car, the next there was a flash, and she was in some garden. Eric realized this was why 

her car was found smashed into a tree on the side of the road. Sookie went on to explain that at first, 

the place looked like a paradise. To her surprise, she saw her brother, Jason, in the garden as well. As 

soon as she’d mentioned Jason, the crying started again, and Eric looked to Niall for answers.  

Niall shook his head and answered Eric’s unspoken question, “Jason was killed as a lesson to Sookie. 

Sadly, the women are more valuable, so the decision to hurt, and then kill Jason to punish Sookie was 

made.” 

From what he knew of Sookie, Jason was her only family since her Gran was killed. He pulled her into a 

hug. “I’m sorry, Sookie,” Stroking her hair, he spoke other soothing words, “I know how much you loved 

your brother.” 

Meekly, she offered, “I have nothing left.”  

Eric kept his mouth shut at her comment. Sookie had a baby on the way, she had friends (he hoped), 

and she had him. Right now, she didn’t need a lecture on what she had, she deserved time to grieve 

over everything she’d lost, and what had been done to her. He decided to change the subject so they 

could move forward with her emotional healing by having her live with him, “Sookie, I need to make 

some preparations for your arrival. Since the work is extensive, I can relocate my palace to Shreveport, 

close to Bon Temps if you’d like that. I can also refurbish this palace. I’ll leave that to you.” 



“There is no reason to be close to Bon Temps. Sam is the only person there that would be of interest to 

me, and I don’t know how seeing him will go,” Sam had been on her case about vampires before she left 

for Dallas. Now she’s returning after being hurt and violated by yet another race? Knowing how 

judgmental Sam could be, she wouldn’t risk it. 

Eric chose not to concentrate on the Shifter. Relations between the two of them were combative ever 

since Sookie went missing. “Arlene, Tara?” He knew all her friends since he’d searched for her for 

months.  

“How do you know them?” 

“Sookie, I searched for you for months, and met those two as a result. I regret that the takeover and 

fighting stopped my search. Well, it wasn’t the fighting as much as taking over the states.” 

Sookie looked at him sideways and asked about his new position, recalling that he’d never wanted to be 

more than a Sheriff. Glad she was talking, he spent time on the story, leaving out the parts that related 

to her in the takeover. There would be plenty of time to cover that given all the threats were gone. For a 

few minutes, Eric got a glimpse of the old Sookie; she was attentive and interested in the story. It 

seemed that talking about the fight for a takeover, Pam’s new full-time shopping job in Vegas, and his 

boring kingdom had taken her mind off her plight. That lasted until the baby moved. Instantly, her hand 

went to her stomach, and Eric could see the slight shift under the dress. Instead of causing a look of joy 

from the expectant mother, Sookie deflated. That, he would need to discuss with Niall. From what he 

knew of Sookie, motherhood would be a natural fit for her big heart. 

Since the distraction of his kingdom was over, he returned Sookie to her friends, he wanted to be sure of 

his Palace location. “So, Sookie, your friends? As I said, my kingdom has taken me away from the search 

personally. I want you to know though, that I’ve had three investigators searching the world for you. 

Because I dropped out personally, I lost track of your friends, but surely you can reconnect.” 

She shook her head as tears formed. Rather than explaining, she gave Niall a pleading look and he 

responded, “I’ve researched these friends. Arlene got herself in trouble committing a hate crime on 

behalf of the Fellowship of the Sun, so she’s in jail. Tara ran off, no sign of her. I have someone following 

up. I believe she’ll be found as soon as she starts working or using some type of identification.” 

“I’ll follow-up as well, Sookie. We’ll find her,” He took her hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. “It boils 

down to where you want to live, Sookie.” 

“If you really don’t mind, Shreveport, maybe a suburb, would be quieter for me.” 

“Done,” He waved his hand like it was magic and the new palace would be ready. “I’ll have something 

constructed immediately.” 

Sookie nodded, and looked at Eric with a question in her eyes. She wanted to ask him about his search. 

She wanted to know why he searched for her. Eric could see the unspoken question, and encouraged 



her to ask. With a deep breath, she spoke, “Why did you search for me?” She put her hand out to stop 

him from answering immediately, “And don’t lie.” 

His eyebrows rose as he realized Sookie had no idea that he was interested in her, “Sookie, I missed 

you.” 

She scoffed, “You missed my telepathy!” She waved her hand to dismiss his words, “I told you not to lie, 

if you searched for me because you wanted my telepathy, I need to know.” 

He knelt at her feet and took her hands, “Sookie, you’ve been through the ringer, you’re stuck with me 

regardless of how this conversation goes. Right now, I’m asking you to trust me that my interest in you 

was not telepathy, and we’ll talk more when you return. You look tired, and I don’t want to push you 

into too long of a visit when I have no place for you to rest right now.” His hand moved to her face to 

wipe her tears. “Can you trust me on this for now?” She cleaned her face for a moment; then nodded. 

As Sookie stood to leave, Eric asked her for any specific requests on her new home. She had none. 

Luckily, he’d kept up the expenses on both her and her brother’s home. Perhaps he would be able to use 

items from them to help make her comfortable. Niall left with Sookie, and returned quickly so he and 

Eric could finalize the timing of the construction and Sookie’s return. 

Niall knew the conversation was going to be difficult. Eric had held back in front of Sookie. “Let it out, 

Northman, I know you kept your comments to yourself.” 

Eric didn’t disappoint, “SHE. WAS. RAPED!” Niall took a breath, and Eric stopped him from speaking, 

“Don’t say mated, or bred, or in the program, the word is raped!” 

“You don’t think I know that? I can see the results when she walks into a room. I’m reminded of her 

abuse when she cowers at a raised voice. The hardest to witness is the lack of any maternal feelings an 

expectant mother normally has. She refuses to acknowledge the baby and if the topic does come up, she 

calls the baby ‘his’ and not ‘hers’,” He inhaled a large breath to clear his head, and the Viking noticed the 

pained look on his face. “I know you’ve seen that in your few minutes with her. That came from Mab’s 

program, the babies are never considered to belong to the birth mothers,” Eric flinched at that wording 

and Niall knew he needed to disclose as much as possible so the king could prepare. “There’s more.” 

“MORE!?” 

“Sookie is stubborn, and she didn’t exactly comply with their wishes,” He paused and gave Eric an 

apologetic look. “She has scars from her early lessons.” Niall stammered over what he needed to say, 

“Physical scars and beyond, she’d timid and nervous. I know she has a long road of healing ahead.” 

Eric seethed. How could he have let her be taken!? One moment, he was driving her home from the 

orgy, the next she was gone. Why did it take so long for Niall to rescue her? The questions in his head 

were flying in and escalating his anger by the second. His look was ominous when he glared at Niall. 

Unfazed by the anger, and acting like he could read the vampire’s thoughts, Niall spoke calmly, “If you 



kill me now, you’ll never get her back. My staff are caring for her in Fairy, but they don’t know how to 

get her to you.” 

“Someone needs to pay for the crimes against her!” Eric yelled. “Where is the animal that touched her?” 

“Still with Mab.”  

“I want him.” 

Niall thought long and hard about the answer, and Eric gave him the time. The fairy knew who the 

baby’s father was, and he deserved a lengthy and painful punishment for his actions against Sookie and 

other hybrids, but he was a fertile male fairy. While he hated his wife’s actions, her motivation remained 

a problem on Fairy as the population was dwindling. The fact was Preston, Sookie’s rapist, might be 

needed to repopulate. Looking at Eric though, knowing he was leaving his very troubled great-

granddaughter with him for protection and he hoped, healing, he acquiesced, “I will do everything I can 

to save him in the fighting so he can be brought to you.” 

“That’s a good start,” He moved to sit behind his desk and gestured for Niall to sit as well. “How will I 

handle the scent of the baby? He or she will likely smell strongly of Fairy, I guess.” 

“It’s a she, and you are correct,” He reached into his pocket and pulled out a glass vial with a silvery 

liquid. “One drop of this after a bath, and the scent will be covered. When I return with Sookie, I’ll 

ensure you have a significant supply.”  

Eric took the container from Niall and opened it to sniff. It smelled of nothing, so he was concerned 

about its effectiveness. Guessing where Eric was headed with his frown, Niall explained that it was a 

proven serum and used by thousands of young fairies on Earth. Knowing he had no choice but to trust 

the prince, he put the vial in a desk drawer, and moved onto his next topic, “I’d like to know more 

history, please. How were Sookie and her brother found? Did you know Sookie and I already knew each 

other? Anything else that hasn’t been covered.” 

“I knew I had family on Earth, but my son hid them with magic. When Adele Stackhouse was killed, the 

spell hiding them was lifted. Mab found them.” 

“I don’t understand. Did some beacon turn on at the farmhouse when Adele died?” 

Niall shook his head, “No. Adele came to Fairy on her way to the Summerlands, she’d been blessed with 

this gift as the bearer of Fae children. Since Fintan, my son, was already dead when she arrived, Sookie’s 

grandmother was seen by one of my other grandchildren, Claudette. Unfortunately, Claudette has been 

tainted by my wife’s beliefs and to gain her mother’s respect, she started the hunt for Jason and Sookie. 

I didn’t know about Adele’s visit or the hunt until it was too late, after Jason and Sookie had been 

captured.” 

“And what did you know of Sookie and me?” 



“I knew you’d met, interacted a few times. From my Earth investigators, I also know that Compton was 

here to enslave her for the Queen,” Eric nodded. “I guess you found out?” 

“I still have Compton in a cell that I visit on a regular basis. His crimes go further than that. Queen 

Sophie-Anne, I learned, only wanted to have Sookie brought to her for her vampire child, Hadley. The 

enslavement was Compton’s part, and he’d double-crossed his Queen in an attempt to gain a Sheriff 

territory in Nevada under DeCastro. This was all handled by DeCastro’s lieutenant, Victor Madden. He’s 

currently Bill’s neighbor in my cells,” Eric let out an angry breath before continuing, “Compton had lost 

Sookie and needed to make it up to DeCastro. He and Victor planned the takeover, and Bill enabled the 

Nevada vamps to get into key areas of the Palace.” 

“They didn’t count on you.” 

“I would have fought for my Queen and her court as her Sheriff, but at that point, I found out about the 

plans for Sookie. It added to my enthusiasm,” Niall nodded in approval. “I can arrange for you to visit 

them if you’d like.” 

“I would. Compton took Sookie’s virginity under false pretenses. I’d like to tell her I made him answer for 

it.” 

“Sookie knows what Bill had planned?” 

“Yes. I didn’t keep any secrets of what I discovered when I researched happenings on Earth for her,” The 

Prince leaned forward over Eric’s desk. “I also understand that she was an infatuation of yours when you 

first met.” 

Eric stiffened. His feelings for Sookie were not Niall’s business, and he wondered how the fairy had 

heard about his interest in Sookie. Of course, referring to it as an interest was lying, Eric became smitten 

with Sookie the moment she stood up to him at Fangtasia. His feelings had only grown. He’d made up 

reasons to see her. Dallas hadn’t been his idea, but he was happy to have her there. That is, until she 

opened her mouth to infiltrate the Fellowship during the day. He was mad then, and her bravery made 

him mad now as he thought of it, but he was getting off track, and Niall was staring at him, expecting 

something, “I won’t deny that.” 

The Fairy chuckled before he added, “Before the takeover occupied you, I know you personally searched 

for Sookie. Once your Kingdom drew your time, you continued to spend significant time, resources, and 

money searching for her via others. I think I’m leaving her in good hands.” He rose now and smoothed 

the nonexistent wrinkles from sitting. “Speaking of leaving her, I’ll join her in Fairy while you get to 

work,” He pulled a phone out and handed it to Eric. “I’m in the contact list of this phone. It’s the only 

way to reach me directly. Call when you’re ready.” 

“I will.”  

Niall added with a twinkle in his eye, “I’ll meet with Compton when I return.” 



Eric’s phone rang as Niall was disappearing, “Pam.” 

“What has been going on, Eric? Karin and I can barely keep up with your moods.” 

“She’s back, Pam.” 

In Nevada, Pam smiled, knowing exactly who the she was. Her maker‘s reaction to the missing girl was 

like nothing she’d ever felt from him, grief, full-blow grief over the loss of Sookie. By the next night, he’d 

transferred his grief into his obsession with finding her. Pam knew that while he went on day-to-day 

with the Kingdom, some part of her master pined each night for the lost telepath. She was relieved and 

happy for him, “That’s great news! Where was she?” 

He sighed, ready to dig into what he knew with his child, “It’s a long and difficult story.” 

OOOoooOOOooo 

For the next few months, Eric threw his efforts into selecting a property, designing two buildings (a 

residence and offices for his kingdom work), securing staff for Sookie, and most importantly, brushing 

up on babies. It had been over one-thousand years for him, and things may have changed.  

Once the initial decisions for the buildings were complete, he focused on the people Sookie would need. 

For the birth, Eric had met with Dr. Ludwig and she would arrive the same day as Sookie, and stay 

through the birth.  

Ludwig had recommended a demon counselor, and she was also moving into the residence. Eric spent 

time meeting with the counselor so she would be prepared to help Sookie on the first day. Eric was 

confident that Sookie and the baby’s physical needs would be met, but it was the emotional recovery 

that would be the problem. 

He was most pleased with the hire of a caretaker for Sookie, Carrie Williams. The woman would serve as 

a doula for the birth, then as a nanny and aide for Sookie. She was caring, she was excited to help with a 

baby, and she was a Werewolf. The Were part added a layer of security he couldn’t pass up.  

Once the buildings were close to completion, Pam flew in to help decorate. Eric and his youngest child 

spent two days combing through Sookie’s farmhouse for ideas and furniture they could use in the new 

house. Eric was proud of his youngest child, she refrained from saying anything snarky or nasty about 

the farmhouse and its collection of old, worn furniture. She tagged items for a move, all while keeping a 

rough layout of the new living area in mind, and then moved on to the next task. 

In the attic, Eric found something that he thought Sookie would enjoy and he decided to design a 

nursery around the piece. It was an old rocking chair made of dark stained maple with soft, green 

painted swirls as highlights. He could match the furniture to the wood of the rocker, and use the green 

as a base color for the walls. From there, Sookie could incorporate whatever linens and decorations she 

wanted to customize the room. He hoped she’d want to do that for the baby, but given her lack of 

enthusiasm over pregnancy, he wasn’t confident that she’d want to outfit a nursery. 



Pam was also given the additional task/reward of shopping for Sookie’s clothing. She filled a closet with 

the maternity clothes needed for the next two months and started a collection of post-maternity wear 

that she placed in storage for now. Pam was pleased to buy all designer labels for the woman, knowing 

Sookie would likely yell. She had enjoyed Sookie’s fire before she disappeared. 

With a team working overtime, the house was outfitted for Sookie, her baby, and staff, so he made the 

call to Niall.  

“Niall, we’re ready.” 

 

 

  



Chapter 3 – New Home 

Sookie and Niall arrived on the back porch in a flash of light and Eric quickly escorted them inside the 

house. It was daylight, and he’d planned the arrival that way since all his vampire staff would be down.  

“Welcome home, Sookie,” Eric waved his arm around and Sookie gasped.  

The first room they’d entered was the eating area of the kitchen. The front door may have been more 

appropriate, but he chose the sliding doors to the deck entering this room because it was a replica of the 

farmhouse. “That’s my Gran’s table!” She ran into the cooking area and opened the cabinet doors, “Her 

dishes and glasses!” 

Eric smiled at her excitement, “Pam and I raided the farmhouse. There’s much more to see.” He put his 

hand out and she took it without hesitation. 

Niall raised his brows; Sookie had been resistant to all physical contact while in Fairy. Pam, also present 

and wearing the ‘sunlight’ ring, stayed in the kitchen and asked Niall a question so he would remain with 

her, “Niall, are you staying until nightfall? I understand you wanted to ah…meet Bill Compton.” 

He looked down the hall where Eric had led Sookie, concern etched on his face, “I am staying. I want to 

be sure she’s settled in.” Pam nodded. “Though after seeing her willingly take Eric’s hand, I think I’m not 

needed.” 

Pam hesitated to say anything until she heard the door close to the upstairs master suite, “He loves her. 

He was taken by her when she first arrived, and it grew from there.” Pam knew Eric would kill her for 

sharing, but for some reason, Niall’s concern about leaving Sookie had her talking, “In the last five 

months while he prepared for her, his infatuation with her grew.  When you popped onto the deck, his 

emotions exploded. You’re leaving Sookie in the best place for her.” 

“Thank you for telling me. I can focus now on what I need to do in Fairy,” He paused and considered 

what he and Pam could do while Eric gave Sookie the tour. “Are you aware of the safety features added 

to this new home?” Pam nodded. “Why don’t you review those with me so we can give them time 

alone?” 

She put her arm out toward the door, “We’ll start outside. When I leave tomorrow at dawn, I have to 

turn the ‘sunshine’ ring over to Thalia. I want to soak up the sun while I can.” 

Niall chuckled at her, “Fair enough.” 

Sookie was on the master suite balcony when she noticed Pam and Niall walking out together, “I guess 

they’re doing their own tour.” 

Eric listened for a moment and answered, “Pam is reviewing the outside security elements added to the 

building.” They were in the master suite, sitting in a room full of farmhouse furniture. In this room, there 

were three doors, two bedrooms and a nursery. Ignoring the nursery door, Sookie walked to the door on 



the right. She peeked in, noticing the feminine décor and correctly guessed that it was her room. Eric 

watched Sookie take in the room for a few moments, and then sat on the bed, “Do you like this room?” 

“It’s beautiful and I appreciate that you found my Gran’s quilts. They are a nice reminder of her.”  

“I wanted you to feel at home, but what I mean, there are two bedrooms in this suite. You can have 

either.” 

“But I see some of my things in here?” 

“Anything can be moved.” 

Her head shook as she answered, “No, this is nice.” The room was large with a king-sized bed dressed in 

soft pink sheets and one of her Gran’s quits. On one wall, there was a large collection of hanging and 

shelved family photos that Pam had found at the farmhouse and Jason’s house. It was a beautiful 

collection, and Sookie could hardly believe the cold vampire had put it together for her. Many of the 

photos were in shoeboxes, so it wasn’t a matter of taking them off the mantle and moving them here. 

On another wall, there was a dresser with a mirror and to the right door, her walk-in closet. The door 

was open so she pointed to the clothing, “Pam?” Eric smirked and nodded. The final wall had two doors 

and Sookie could see one was to the bathroom, the other one had her fearful.  

Eric saw her look away after taking a glance at the door to the nursery. It was a topic they couldn’t 

avoid, so he dove in, “It’s the nursery. There are three doors to it, one from the sitting room, and one 

from each of the bedrooms.” Sookie turned her head in question at Eric’s description. He stood and 

answered, “I know you’re struggling with the pregnancy. I have a hired someone to assist you, but 

Sookie, I won’t let you go through this alone. I’m going to help you through the remaining days of your 

pregnancy, I’m going to coach you through and heal you from the birth, and I’m going to be an active 

caretaker for your little girl.” 

It was too much. For her, she’d only left Eric about two hours ago and she was no further along with her 

healing. He’d had five months to plan and look forward to her arrival, and she knew he was happy that 

she was here; he’d already told her multiple times. Instead of thinking through a response to his kind 

and sincere words, she spat out, “It’s not my baby, it’s his!” Now that the anger had broken through, she 

continued, “Niall should come and retrieve her after she’s been cut out of me because make no mistake, 

I’m not making the effort to birth this baby!” 

Though his plan was to not respond to her anger, the words were spoken with so much venom Eric 

reacted. He audibly gasped and took a step back from Sookie. He knew this reaction was possible, but 

seeing it was another thing. They had about two months before the birth, and the demon counselor 

would need to work hard with Sookie. “We’ll take things one day at a time. Can we do that, Sookie?” His 

words and expression pleaded with Sookie and she nodded after a pause. “Would you like to rest or 

meet your staff? They are waiting for my call to join us if you’re ready.” 

“Why do you keep referring to people as my staff?” She shook her head. “I have no staff.” 



“You do now,” He moved back and took her hands to guide her to the bed. Once they were seated and 

angled to face each other, he explained, “Look, my kingdom is boring and practically runs itself, but 

there are times I will need to leave this house and go to the offices I built next door. On some rare 

occasions, I may need to travel for business. Right now, when I leave, you’ll need to stay here and I don’t 

want you to be alone.” Sookie started to speak, but he held her off. “Let me finish explaining then you 

can yell.” He hoped she would yell at him, it would be refreshing, as if the old Sookie was still in there. 

“You have healing to do, so Marina Simpson will be staying here to help with your emotional healing. 

I’ve also hired Carrie Williams to provide for your physical care. She’ll cook and care for you and,” He 

didn’t want to say baby and start the issues all over again since she had calmed some. “She’ll provide for 

whatever needs you have.” 

“I don’t think I’m very good company.” 

He smiled, “You’re always good company and in this case, it’s not for you to be good company. These 

women have been hired to help you.” Since Sookie hadn’t recoiled from any of his touches, he put his 

arm around her shoulder and pulled her to him. “I’m also here to help you. You can yell, hit…  Sookie, 

you can even cry on me.” 

Sookie looked up at Eric and gave a watery smile, “But you hate tears. You told me so in Dallas when I 

cried on you after the Fellowship thing.”  

Sookie was correct; he hated tears, but knew they would be part of her healing process and the 

postpartum experience. He really had read up on babies and births. “I know, Sookie, but it’s all part of 

the process. There are things that will be part of your life with a vampire that you won’t like. We’ll both 

adjust,” In an effort to lighten the mood, he added, “I’ll purchase hankies and tissues by the case.” 

When she snorted a small laugh, he wanted to claim victory.  

“Now, though, my little fairy, it’s time for you to rest.” 

“Yes, the travel and house tour have worn me out,” She added with a large yawn.  

“I can see that,” He got up to leave, telling her, “I’ll be in my room. I can hear you if you call, the 

soundproofing encompasses the entire master suite, but we can hear everything within it.” 

“Thank you, Eric.” He nodded and headed to the door. “No, I mean, really, thank you for all of this. I 

know this is a debt you’re repaying, but I appreciate it.” 

“I would have taken you in for protection without the debt, Sookie. I wish the circumstances were 

different, but I’m happy you’re here.” 

“I appreciate that, Eric, and I know you’re giving this your all, but…” 

He put his hand up, “I know you’re not in a position to respond to that in kind. I’m trying to ensure you 

know I’m here for you and no other reason.” 



She gave him a soft smile before he left the room. 

She got in the bed and tried to fall asleep, but her head was spinning. For some reason, she trusted Eric 

and believed he was telling her the truth. He wanted to help her, not repay his debt. That belief had her 

feeling safe for the first time since she’d been captured. Niall and his staff had cared for her, but she 

lived in fear every moment. One thing she knew about Eric, he had the strength and resources to 

protect her, and she also knew he had the motivation. His feelings for her came through in every look 

and touch. She wasn’t in a position to reciprocate. Right now she had to focus on getting through each 

day.  

OOOoooOOOooo 

Eric lounged in his room as promised. He took the time to sort through Sookie’s first hours. To his 

surprise, she responded positively to physical contact. She also appreciated the furniture and other 

items from the farmhouse. That was all good. The baby though, she refused to consider the baby. That 

was going to be a hurdle to get over, but he was confident they would. If Sookie denied this baby to the 

extreme she’d claimed, having Niall take the baby to Fae, she’d regret it years from now. Before he 

could consider more, he heard Sookie crying out in her sleep and he ran to her. Sookie was deep into the 

nightmare and Eric had a hard time waking her. He held her loosely since she was thrashing around and 

called to her, but it was several moments before her eyes were open and she recognized him. “ERIC!” 

“You’re okay, Sookie, I’ve got you,” His grip tightened and he rocked her for a several moments until the 

shaking stopped. “Do you want to talk about it?” She bit her lip and shook her head. Eric, she believed, 

would never understand and she feared his reaction. What Sookie didn’t realize is that while Eric may 

have hired a counselor, he was likely more suited to handle some of Sookie’s therapy. He proved it by 

sharing something of his own history, “It’s hard getting through this. I know all the feelings you have 

inside, well, some of them. You’ve been violated. We share that, Sookie.” She turned in his arms to see 

his face. It was a look she’d never seen before, vulnerability.  

“I had no idea.” 

“I don’t talk about him, my maker, but he turned me into a vampire so he could have a sex toy to use 

and abuse at his whim.” Fresh tears fell on Sookie’s face, though this time she cried for Eric. Guilt 

covered his features, “Sookie, I didn’t tell you to upset you. It’s been over for hundreds of years. I 

wanted you to know so you could feel free to share anything with me. I won’t judge you,” He’d seen the 

panic on Sookie’s face after he’d asked her to talk about the dream. While he wanted to help her, he 

wasn’t sure how she would feel about that. He hoped some knowledge of his background would ease 

her concerns. 

“I appreciate that, Eric, and maybe at some point I can voice what happened in reality and my 

nightmares if that’s what’s needed to move forward. Right now, though?” She shook her head as fresh 

tears fell, “I’m sorry for what we both went through, but I can’t put it into words yet.” 

“I understand. Do you want to continue your nap?” 



“No. I’m…” Her stomach chose that moment to finish the sentence with a loud growl. 

They both chuckled and Eric was relieved she could still smile, “Hungry, I guess?” She nodded. “The 

kitchen is stocked. Perhaps your great-grandfather would like to join you for some refreshments.  

“Only if you have sweets,” Her smile grew. “In Fairy, at least at great-grandfather’s house, sweets are 

the biggest part of the food pyramid.” 

Eric made a mental note to check with Ludwig on whether sweets were an indulgence or a necessity for 

fairies. Sookie’s baby was over half-fairy and they’d need to know the best diet for the pregnancy and 

beyond. This was not something he would bring up with Sookie yet. When the baby was mentioned, he 

could see her shut down. A loud growl came from her stomach, so he helped her out of the bed and 

headed to the kitchen. Like he was a lifeline, she gripped his hand on the way down the stairs. Niall met 

them on their way and again noticed Sookie’s ease with Eric. Perhaps the feelings weren’t only Eric’s. 

Sookie would need that connection to get over her ordeal. He smiled and helped her to a seat at the 

table while Eric pulled some prepared platters out of the refrigerator. He’d been given specific 

instructions on the meal by Carrie.  

Pam joined the group in the kitchen and asked Sookie if she liked the house. “Yes, Pam. Thank you for 

helping Eric. I especially appreciate the photo wall. That must have taken many hours of your time.” 

Pam gave her a soft smile, “As soon as I found the pictures, I knew I had to do something with them. 

They won’t do you any good in a shoebox.” Pam sipped from her goblet and added, “I also enjoyed 

shopping for you.” The statement was made with a twinkle in her eye, she wanted to make Sookie yell. 

She was let down by the girl’s subdued reaction.  

“Yes, I’ll spend more time on the closet later, but I can see it’s full. Thank you.” 

Pam’s disappointment flowed through her bond with Eric. His head whipped in her direction and he 

quirked his brow, not able to figure out the cause. She mouthed ‘later’ to him while Niall was capturing 

Sookie’s attention.  

By the time they’d eaten their late lunch, the sun was setting. Niall took advantage of a gap in the 

conversation to ask Pam for help with the ‘matter they’d discussed earlier.’ Knowing this was Niall’s 

request to ‘visit’ with Compton, she smirked, standing to guide him to the Kingdom offices. Niall 

explained that he’d be leaving after he was done with Pam, so he said his goodbyes to Sookie. Her lack 

of reaction to his departure stung some. He’d enjoyed being with her. Leaving her with Eric was the right 

choice though, she needed to be out of Fairy for her health and his ability to focus on his war.  

Once Pam and Niall were gone, Eric turned to Sookie, “How about we finish the tour?” Sookie looked 

panicked, and he realized she thought he meant the nursery so he quickly added, “We didn’t cover this 

floor or the grounds yet.” He positioned his arm with the elbow out and she took the hint. Her hand was 

swallowed by his larger arm and, at the same time, they fit. “Let’s start outside while we still have some 

twilight.” 



Eric and Sookie walked the garden paths, around the pool, and to the gazebo, chatting about life in 

Louisiana, his duties as King, and any gossip he had from Bon Temps. Since the baby wasn’t discussed 

and thankfully, the little one didn’t wake for the walk, they were able to ‘ignore’ the elephant in the 

womb, so to speak. Needing a break, Eric eased Sookie onto one of the cushioned lounge chairs in the 

gazebo. There, he covered some of the details of Sookie’s life with him. Her main guard would be Eric. 

For her first two weeks, he would be her only guard as she adjusted. Once his vacation was over, 

another vampire in his retinue, Indira, would cover when Eric was not available. Eric was concerned 

about introducing Indira given that she was excited to be helping with a baby. The vampiress would 

need to control her enthusiasm until Sookie was ready. Indira would wear the other ‘sunshine’ ring 

when needed. So far, Eric was the only vampire to sport the ring continually.  

“I met Indira once at Fangtasia.”  

Eric nodded, “She puts in time to be on display as part of her fealty.” He paused and added, “Well, now 

her full-time job is guarding you, so she doesn’t put in time at Fangtasia.” Eric noticed Sookie was 

rubbing her ankle, or at least trying to bend over to do it. He positioned himself so he could put her feet 

on his lap and proceeded to ease her swollen ankle discomfort. Sookie moaned her reaction. “You may 

have my second as your guard due to scheduling.” 

“That feels good,” With her eyes closed and a soft smile on her face, she asked, “Do I know this 

vampire?” 

“Vampiress, and I know she’s been at Fangtasia when you’ve been there. Her name is Thalia.” 

Looking horrified, Sookie cried out, “SHE’S MEAN! She’s the one that scowls and doesn’t speak.” 

“She’s also two-thousand-years-old and would protect you if needed. Indira will be your friend while she 

protects you. Thalia will be a protector only. I know she’s not ideal, but I need you to accept this. My 

Kingdom may require my attention while Indira is unavailable.” 

It was said with a grumpy face, but she did offer a ‘Fine!’ then told him to get back to her ankles. He’d 

stopped while reacting to her comments about Thalia. “Eric?” He hummed a response and she 

continued, “Niall said we needed to bond.” 

“Did he tell you what that means?” 

“Yes, we exchange blood three times, and after that we’re connected until he returns. No other 

supernatural can touch me without penalty of death, we’ll be able to locate each other, share feelings…  

I’m not sure about anything else.” 

“That about covers the blood bond part. There is also a Pledging ceremony I’d like to do as well. That’s a 

public declaration of our bond. In supernatural terms, it’s a marriage.” 

“Is that what you want?” Sookie was taken aback by this news. 



“Very much, and I know right now it’s overwhelming. We’ll bond before the baby comes so my claim will 

include her, then later we can discuss a Pledging Ceremony.” 

Sookie was visibly relieved, “Thank you. I was prepared for the bond, not anything else.”  

He nodded and changed the topic, “Ludwig will meet with you when we return to the house.” 

Sookie scowled at the mention of the elf-doctor, “Has she gotten any more pleasant since my last 

interaction with her?” 

“Unfortunately, no,” With her scowl, he felt the need to explain why he chose Ludwig as her doctor. 

“She’s a supernatural doctor, so it makes sense for her to work with you.”  

She scowled again, but ordered him to keep rubbing. 

He happily complied. 

OOOoooOOOooo 

Later that night, Sookie met her staff followed by a medical appointment. Ludwig gathered a family and 

health history from a petulant Sookie, measured Sookie’s bump (causing Sookie’s mood to plummet 

further), and then set her up for an ultrasound. Sookie tried to stop the ultrasound, she did not want to 

see the baby. Citing a medical need, Ludwig persisted. With her head turned away from the monitor and 

her hands clenched in anger, Sookie acquiesced with a huffed out ‘Fine!’  

Meanwhile, Eric was torn. He’d never had this viewing opportunity of his children so he wanted to look 

and enjoy it. On the other hand, Sookie needed his support, and he feared she would distance herself 

from him if he gave into his desires. Somehow, Ludwig must have picked up on his dilemma and she 

gave him the opening, “Eric, come take a look.”  

He started to shake his head, but Sookie gave him permission, “Go ahead! I’m certain this is your only 

opportunity to see something like this.” Before he moved to the monitor, he kissed her head in thanks. 

When she didn’t recoil, he figured he was safe for looking at the baby. As he moved to stand behind the 

diminutive doctor, he had to control his reaction. Ludwig had ordered a 3D ultrasound machine and the 

baby’s face was front and center. One little hand was raised up next to her head, the other was 

positioned on her chin as if she was in deep thought. Over the years, Eric had heard the phrase ‘cute 

Button nose’ and now that he’d seen this baby’s nose, he understood. Modestly, her legs were crossed 

covering her private parts, and Eric took a moment to pray she would continue to hide her private parts. 

Forever. While all that was cute, he found her mouth amusing, rather her tongue was amusing since it 

was currently sticking out. He couldn’t refrain from commenting, but did so quietly to Ludwig. “Do you 

think she’s sticking that out at me or you?” 

Ludwig raised her eyebrows and smirked, “Definitely you.” 

“That’s what I was afraid of.” 



Ludwig helped Sookie clean up all the goo, and told her they needed to talk. While Sookie was getting 

her clothes straightened out, the elf handed Eric a thumb drive, whispering pictures and video. He 

smiled at the doctor in thanks. 

When he returned to Sookie’s side, he took her hand, asking, “What did you need to discuss, Doctor?” 

“Two things, first your bond.  When will that happen?” 

“At the end of my two-week vacation.” Ludwig nodded her approval, but remained quiet until Eric 

nudged her, “The other thing to discuss?” 

“The birth.” Sookie appeared stricken. The birth wasn’t something she wanted to think about, let alone 

talk about. Ludwig saw her discomfort, but forged ahead, “I understand there are difficult circumstances 

surrounding how your baby got here…” 

Eric winced and knew what was coming. “It’s not my baby; it belongs to the rapist.” 

Grateful that Niall had prepared her for such a reaction, Ludwig stayed cool as a cucumber. It was her 

hope that in asking her next question she might see some maternal instinct emerge, “So I’ll be finding 

some way to get the baby back to Fairy after the birth?” 

Eric was about to step in until he saw Sookie put her arm across her baby bulge. ‘Maybe there is some 

part of her that what wants to keep this baby.’  

Sookie replied to Ludwig’s question, “That won’t be necessary. Eric has a nanny here.” 

She responded with a bland, “Fine,” but inside she was cheering. Sookie’s first thought was to physically 

protect the baby. She and the demon counselor could work with that, “We’ll discuss more in a few days. 

“I’ll see you all tomorrow. I have some appointments tonight.” 

“Oh,” Sookie said. “I thought I was your only patient?” She backpedaled, “Not that I need to be, I 

thought that’s what Eric told me.” 

“I’m staying here and my patients are coming to see me at Eric’s offices. My priority is you, and that’s 

why he wanted me close.”  

The elf doctor stood to leave and was to the door when Sookie offered, “Well, thank you for that.” 

According to her Gran, manners always mattered, though she was sure Gran never considered a 

situation with an elf doctor, pregnancy by rape, and a gilded cage for protection.  

After the doctor was gone, Eric took a chance. “Sookie,” He paused until she looked up at him. “The 

nanny isn’t the reason you don’t want to send the baby to Fairy, is it?” 

“It’s not safe there…she…it’s not fair to Niall. He needs to fight a war, not worry about a baby.” 

“I think there’s a small part of you who wants to protect her,” She opened her mouth to deny his words, 

but he didn’t want to hear it, “Let’s get you some dinner.” Her head spun from the topic change and her 



rebuttal on protecting a baby who was lost. That was especially true when they got to the kitchen and 

she smelled fried chicken.  

While she ate, Eric considered what he’d learned. He knew she wanted to deny any concern for the 

baby, he also now knew it was lie, a lie he would help her uncover. 

OOOoooOOOooo 

The next weeks flew and Sookie adopted a comfortable routine. For the first two weeks, Eric spent all 

his time with Sookie at her insistence. He stayed with her when she met with the counselor, he stayed in 

her bedroom when she bathed, he even slept beside her. For Sookie, Eric was her anchor and she 

happily blood bonded to him before he returned to work. Using the bond to feel Eric while he was gone 

helped her cope. Also helpful was Indira’s friendship, the two had hit it off and Sookie often found 

herself confiding in the vampiress. Thalia was another story. The ancient vampiress wasn’t mean, but 

she wasn’t friendly. Sookie chose to steer clear of her. The one time Thalia did need to guard for her, the 

vampire stood outside Sookie’s door while she napped. Eric adjusted his work schedule so he joined 

Sookie for dinner, helped her to bed at night, and returned to sleep with her at about four in the 

morning. He’d found he needed only six hours of actual sleep a day and he knew that would come in 

handy after the baby arrived. For him, sleeping with Sookie had a double benefit. He got to hold Sookie, 

and he got to hold the baby and feel her move. While awake, Sookie wouldn’t permit anyone to touch 

her stomach. At night, he would wrap himself around her, often pushing his hand up under her night 

shirt. Sookie probably knew he wanted to hold her and the baby, but she said nothing. His infatuation 

with her had turned into love and that included the little one inside her. Not talking about the baby, 

making plans, and sharing excitement was frustrating, but she needed the time to heal. He’d make it up 

later with spoiling. 

While Sookie was adapting to life back on Earth, Eric also took time to plan for the birth and first weeks 

of the baby’s life. He met with Ludwig while Sookie napped one day and they discussed, or rather 

argued, over the birth. Sookie had made it clear to Ludwig that she wanted a C-section delivery. 

Adamant that a vaginal delivery was healthier for the baby and mother, Ludwig put her foot down. 

When the doctor used recovery time as an argument against the surgery, Eric, wanting to give into 

Sookie’s wishes, explained he could heal her. Ludwig was livid, and let him know about it during their 

private meeting. Eric didn’t understand the details on the difference between the delivery methods and 

was using his priority to make Sookie happy as his only thought. Realizing he was wrong, he had to 

determine how to recant his promise. To make matters worse, Sookie hadn’t softened in her feelings 

about the baby. Ludwig left in a huff, telling him to fix his mistake, “Sookie is due in two weeks. You 

need to fix this Viking!” 

Before he could get a plan together for the conversation with Sookie, Pam called. “Yes, Pam?” 

“We had a call scheduled to review the next few weeks, specifically the upcoming ball.” 



From his office, Eric groaned. He hated the thought of the ball, especially since it was a week after 

Sookie’s due date, too close for comfort, “I don’t want to think about the ball, I don’t even want to 

attend the ball.” 

“You can’t explain your absence! At least I’m coming to Shreveport instead of you traveling to Vegas.” 

“Thirty minutes away from her is too far right now.” 

Pam lit into her maker. Sookie’s presence wasn’t announced, but it wasn’t a secret. The baby, however, 

the fairy baby she was about to push out, only a few knew about her, “Eric, you can’t do anything to 

raise suspicion. Your attendance is mandatory and you know it.” 

“Fine, Pam. You plan everything out then tell me when and where to appear.” 

“That’s what I’m trying to do!” Though alone in her Vegas office, Pam raised her arms in frustration and 

slapped the desk. Her maker never did think clearly with Sookie so close. She hoped Thalia was ready to 

step up to the plate and run Louisiana in a few weeks. Once the baby arrived, Eric would be good for 

nothing. Before she could say more, she felt panic coming from Eric. 

“Eric?” 

“Sookie needs me,” he said, and the line dropped. Trying to find out what caused the panic, she called 

the onsite nanny, then Ludwig, and then Indira. Nobody answered. As a last resort, she called Thalia.  

“Yes.” 

“Thalia, this is Pam. What’s going on over there?” 

“Sookie’s water broke, she’s having the baby.” 

 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 4 – I never thought it would be like this 

Luckily for everyone involved, Sookie’s labor progressed so quickly, there wasn’t time for a debate on 

the c-section. It helped that Ludwig did her prep work slowly and she told the on-call nurse to take her 

time getting to the house. Before Eric knew it (or more accurately, before Sookie knew it), Eric was 

positioned behind Sookie in a bed helping her push. He’d never attended the birth of any of his children 

so the experience was a blessing and a curse: seeing the birth was a wonder but watching Sookie in pain 

killed him. As he’d promised, he healed her with blood while they waited for the little one to get bathed 

and checked out. Ludwig smiled as she delivered the bundle to an exhausted Sookie. “She’s small but 

otherwise perfect and now that she’s had her first bath, she’s ready for her first meal.” 

Breaking Eric’s heart, Sookie turned away from the girl and adjusted her shirt while she explained. “I 

know we discussed the importance of breast milk with a fairy baby; I know I have no choice for the first 

few meals until I can pump but for now,” She looked at Ludwig’s face and blatantly ignore the baby, 

“You put her on.” 

“Sookie,” Eric beseeched her, “Please look at your baby.” 

“I can’t Eric. I c . . . can’t.” Her eyes pleaded with him to let this go. “You can look at her, you can enjoy 

her. I kn . . . know you want to.” 

She was right, he did want to hold the baby, coo at her, and talk to her. He hesitated and looked again at 

Sookie. With her nod to confirm she meant what she’d said, he took the infant from Ludwig and walked 

a few feet from the bed. The doctor had swaddled her so tightly he couldn’t see much but he knew a 

diaper change would be needed soon: he’d wait for his chance to check her out. For now, he smiled and 

welcomed her to the world. With a soft voice, he also promised to speak to her mommy about a name. 

When he was done with his greeting, he returned to Sookie. With Ludwig and the nanny’s guidance, 

they positioned her for her first meal and Eric beamed, until he felt Sookie’s sadness. “Sookie?” 

“It was easier when the baby was inside.” She looked down. “I could ignore . . .” Her voice trailed off 

without finishing the sentence. 

He wanted to ask her again to look at the baby, and he would, but for now he’d refrain; she just 

delivered a six pound baby. “One day at a time, remember Sookie?” Keeping her eyes on him only, she 

nodded while the baby nursed. When the nanny said she’d finished nursing on one side, she helped Eric 

position her on his shoulder for burping; then got her nursing again. The baby fell asleep while eating 

and Eric moved her to the bassinet in the room.  

Since the baby was settled for a nap, he moved to Sookie’s side and held her while she broke down. 

While he’d been tending to the baby, he felt Sookie’s conflicting emotions: simultaneous longing, fear, 

and aversion. Believing Sookie needed to process her feelings; he kept quiet and soothed her through 

their physical closeness. Finally, she spoke. “I don’t want to feel this way.” 

“I know Sookie, I know.” He kissed her forehead. “We’ll get through this together.” 



They were quiet for a few more minutes before she spoke again. “You love her.” Sookie stated matter-

of-factly. 

With the bond, lying was pointless. He nodded. “Since before she was born. She’s a part of you Sookie, 

and you know I love you. You can feel that.” 

She looked down. Eric didn’t hide his emotions from her like Niall predicted he would. Eric’s love felt like 

a blanket; soft and comforting. She cared deeply for him, those feelings started before her abduction, it 

wasn’t love though. Not yet. She might not be ready to mother this baby, but that didn’t mean she’d 

hold Eric back. “I can feel your love and it helps me. Please know that while I can’t return it yet, I 

welcome it. Right now you’re my best friend,” Before continuing she looked up, “And I trust you and 

care for you. As for the baby?” She paused. “I don’t mind that you love her; Lord knows all this isn’t her 

fault. You can dote on her, coo, anything you want . . . I won’t resent it but right now I also won’t 

participate.” 

“I know you’re struggling. Thank you for understanding how I feel.” He caressed her cheek. 

“That’s just it, I don’t understand.” He raised his eyebrows in question. “How do you . . . I mean, why do 

you love a baby? I didn’t think vampires could love a baby.” 

“Of course we can. Well, not Thalia but the capacity to love isn’t gone. Many wouldn’t love a child 

because they’re too twisted or have no history of children. As we discussed a few weeks ago, I had a 

family as a human, I loved my children. Do you remember Maxwell Lee, another vampire from 

Fangtasia?”  

“Yes, suit and tie all the time.” 

Eric chuckled, “That’s him. Anyway, he knows about the baby and he wants to meet her.” He could see 

her protest starting so he followed up with a quick, “When you’re up to it.”  

Tears pooled in her eyes as she responded. “I don’t know when that will be Eric. Be patient with me.” 

“I will, I am, I promise.” The soft kiss on the lips was his way of committing to his words. “I do have a 

request though.” Sookie nodded. “Can we call her something other than her or the baby?” 

“I’m . . . I’m not ready yet.” Sookie wished she wanted to name the baby, but nothing in her called out to 

do it. She could see and sense Eric’s disappointment but that only made her feel bad, it didn’t give her 

the sudden desire to name the baby. She yawned. “Right now, I want to clean up and sleep. Can you 

take me back to our room?” Eric hadn’t slept in his bed for weeks; to Sookie, her bed was his bed.  

“Sure. I’ll take care of you; then come back for the little one.” He nodded to the nanny as he walked out 

and she confirmed she’d stay with the baby. Once in their room, he helped Sookie clean up from the 

birth and settled her into bed. He rested with her until he knew she was asleep then he was out the 

door like a bullet, heading to the delivery room. There, he found the other ladies of the house cooing 

over the bassinet. In a whisper he asked, “Is she awake?” 



Indira put her head up. “Not yet your majesty, but she’s stirring.” Then her smile took over her face and 

she added. “She’s so cute! Do we have a name?” 

Eric’s joy at seeing the enthusiasm for the little one dimmed as soon as Indira asked about the name. 

“Not yet ladies. I’m thinking I’ll call her Button for now.” Since the others popped their heads up when 

he said she had no name, he told them how Sookie wasn’t ready to name her, and they were not to 

push her. The group was saddened by the news that Sookie hadn’t immediately bonded with the baby 

but Button gave them some immediate comic relief: she filled her diaper. 

The nanny, Carrie, giggled over her shoulder, “King Northman, I believe you were looking for an 

opportunity to change Button. Now’s your chance.” 

He looked around and shook his head. “I suppose I’ll have an audience?” Knowing Eric hadn’t had 

private time with the baby yet, everyone but Carrie left. “You’re staying to help?” 

“I’m pretty sure that’s meconium; that can be hard to deal with. Though not smelly.” 

With Carrie’s help, he got the baby cleaned and changed, including checking her over like he’d wanted 

to before. Eric thought she was perfect. When he was done, she wasn’t crying or looking too sleepy so 

Carrie suggested. “Why don’t you take her to the nursery and show her around. You can hear Sookie 

that way and be close in case little Miss here starts to get hungry.” 

He got to the suite and when he saw that Sookie was still asleep he decided to enjoy the baby. Picking 

her up to his face and whispering he spoke. “Hi Button. Mommy’s sleeping so we’re checking out your 

nursery. Mommy hasn’t seen it yet but she will soon.” When he put his finger into her tiny hand and she 

clasped it; his dead heart melted. “Mommy isn’t ready for all this yet, but she will be.” With a look of 

longing, his head turned to the door where Sookie slept. ‘She has to be ready soon, I hope.’  

His gaze came back to the baby and he told her. “Until then, it’s you and me Button and we’ll start with 

a tour of your room.” He angled her so she could ‘see’ the corner of the room where a large tree had 

been painted over the soft green walls. “This is Yggdrasil, the tree of life. It was very important to my 

people so I will be sure to teach you about it.” He turned in the room with her. It had been supplied with 

linens, diaper goods, and some bright newborn toys but otherwise was undecorated. “I left the artwork 

and other decorations for your mother to choose.” With a smile like he’d had a epiphany, he added, 

“Maybe we’ll all go shopping.” She shifted in his arms and waved a hand. His smile brightened. “You like 

that idea, huh?” Before he could enjoy that reaction to his talking, her face screwed up and almost like it 

was slow motion, she started screeching. “Okay, okay, you’re hungry I guess.” With a finger in her 

mouth to quiet the cries, he added, “At least I hope so.” 

Getting her latched onto Sookie without waking her felt like a triumph but the victory was short-lived. 

Sookie felt the baby and woke. Instead of looking down, since Eric had latched Button on while Sookie 

rested on her side, she turned to Eric. “Hi.” 

“Hi.” 



“Did I sleep long?” 

He shrugged awkwardly from the position he was in to hold the infant. “Maybe two hours. She had a 

dirty diaper that woke her up.”  

Ignoring the mention of the baby, Sookie asked, “Can you get takeout from that Italian place I like on 

Derberry Street?” 

The request was like a blow to Eric and he had to dull his side of the bond so she wouldn’t feel his anger. 

Nothing, nothing about the baby? How could she possibly ignore a child attached to her breast? He 

decided to speak with the counselor directly about the situation. Understanding that she didn’t want to 

fawn over the child was one thing, but ignoring her altogether was another and Eric was concerned. 

The concern only grew over the next few weeks. The demon counselor told Eric be more patient with his 

expectations of Sookie. He countered that they were missing opportunities for the baby and mother to 

bond and he wanted Marina to get more aggressive with her therapy. While the demon insisted the 

baby didn’t realize that Sookie was missing from her life, Eric believed she was wrong. Button would 

turn her head in Sookie’s direction all the time. Now it was happening when Sookie was out of sight. 

With the baby being over half fairy, he wasn’t sure if she had some power than enabled her to track 

Sookie, but even without a power, he knew Button yearned for her mother. Because he bonded to 

Sookie while she was pregnant, he had a faint blood connection to the baby; he felt it from both of 

them. Further troubling him, Sookie began pumping breast milk, so while they had an ample supply for 

food, Button was missing out on the one connection she did have to her mother.  

Eric stepped in as much as he could and enjoyed having the infant with him as often as possible. To 

extend his time with Button, he often did his work from an office in the house (Button would never 

enter the kingdom offices as far as he was concerned). Happily, the newborn slept on Eric’s chest while 

he read reports from his Sheriffs, worked on Kingdom budgets, and participated on conference calls (the 

call attendees were those he trusted with knowing he had the baby as she wasn’t always quiet). In 

between specific work tasks, he would often connect with Button through talk, touch, and sight. He 

loved that if she was upset, a word or touch from him would calm her. He was a pro at diapering, 

sleeper snaps, and swaddling. What he still couldn’t do was get Sookie to bond with the baby and it 

killed him. Nothing could replace the time needed to heal Sookie though. 

Sookie knew Eric was concerned about her less-than-welcoming reaction to the baby, but she felt he 

couldn’t understand. “How could I let myself love that little one knowing …” She stopped her thoughts 

right away. Thinking about Preston’s threats only caused panic attacks and she hadn’t had one since 

before the baby was born; she didn’t want to take a step back now.  

Besides, if anything was going to cause a panic attack; Eric’s planned Christmas Ball would do it. As his 

presence was required (it was his Kingdom), she would be alone for almost six hours that night. Well, 

not alone, but without Eric was the same thing to Sookie. Carrie was a wonderful caretaker and nanny, 

but she wasn’t Eric. The woman had just started dating a new man and in the past, Sookie would have 

latched onto that topic trying to pry details from a girlfriend. Not now, not with Carrie. The truth was 



she didn’t want anyone but Eric so she didn’t try to forge anything but surface relationships with the 

other women in the house. She giggled to herself (and recognized her progress where she could giggle). 

Eric lived with three women in addition to herself: Indira, Carrie, and Marina. Ludwig moved out after 

the birth, though she visited twice a week. Sookie thought that was so she could laugh at Eric in baby 

mode, and that caused another giggle to bubble out. 

“What’s so funny Sookie?” Eric leaned out of the bathroom wearing a towel tied at his waist. He was 

happy to hear her laughing out loud; her recovery was progressing. 

“Thinking about how Ludwig likes to see you with the baby.” 

Eric kept his happy reaction at her words to himself, but Sookie had matter-of-factly mentioned the 

baby without having the associated rush of pain. To maintain her calm feelings, he kept the conversation 

light. “She does enjoy it. I caught her photographing me at her last visit. I better not find them on the 

internet.” 

Sookie smiled, “More likely she’ll save it as leverage for something.” 

“That would be her style.” Not worried about dressing in front of Sookie, Eric had been prepping for his 

night out as they spoke. Somewhere during doctor’s appointments, sleeping together (sleeping), 

Button’s birth, and breastfeeding, they’d lost the need for modesty with each other (not that Eric ever 

considered himself to be modest). Their closeness wasn’t sexual; it was intimate, trusting, and loving. He 

turned after his shirt was on and asked. “Bow tie or long tie?” 

“Long. I like the more modern look.” Sookie smiled at him but he felt her worry and sadness. “You look 

very handsome.” 

“Thank you. Don’t be sad though, next year, you’ll be with me.” 

“I’m not sad because you’re going without me, I hate that you’re going at all.” She pushed her palms 

against her eyes in frustration. “That’s wrong, I know it! I have no right to need you to stay on the 

property with us all the time. You have a life and I . . . I keep you stuck here because I can’t cope without 

you.”  

Her emotions were a combination of sadness and anger and he hated it. “Hey. I like being needed. I love 

you and would stay home with you every minute if I could.” She scoffed and waved her hand. “What 

does that mean?” 

“Eric, I moved in and became your life. It’s not fair to you. You drink bagged blood and you don’t ah do 

any of the other activities you would normally do with a donor.” He started to speak and Sookie held her 

hand up. “People talk Eric, I’ve had your blood and can hear more than folks expect.” She took a deep 

breath. “Anyway, I’m an anchor.” 

“STOP!” His words were more forceful than he intended; thankfully, she didn’t flinch. He stopped with 

tying his shoes and moved to sit with her on the bed. “Sookie, did you or did you not deny Bill’s claim on 



you at the orgy we attended.” He paused then added, “That sounded more interesting than it was, but 

my point is you weren’t Bills.” 

Her brows drew together giving her an adorable confused look. “Correct. He’d been behaving like an 

ass.” 

“Because of that, we decided to see each other, give us a chance. We talked about it on the way home.” 

His eyes sparkled. “In fact, we kissed over it.” 

She blushed, remembering the heated kisses. “We did. Then Mab’s program happened. I don’t know 

where you’re going with this.” 

“Since then, I’ve been searching for you Sookie. What I’m telling you is, you aren’t an anchor, you aren’t 

here to repay a debt, I want you hear, always.” He pointed to the bed at the end of him comments and 

she knew he meant with him, not the bed specifically. 

Still doubting him, she asked. “What if I never recover from all this? What if I’m never comfortable 

sexually?” 

Taking her face in his hands, he responded. “Then we’ll be best friends forever; friends with snuggling 

benefits.” 

She burst out laughing knowing he wasn’t kidding: Eric loved to snuggle. “Okay, I get it. I can’t live 

without you and I can tell you aren’t lying to me. If that ever changes, you tell me. Okay?” 

“I will.” He went back to his shoes and finished up so he could get to his limo. Before giving her a final 

kiss he reminded her about the staff remaining at the house. “Carrie and Marina are here with two 

guards patrolling. If the house is closed up, fairies cannot get in. You’re safe.” 

“Logically I know that. I won’t relax until you’re back though.” 

“I know. I’ll send you love from Shreveport.” He leaned in to give her a goodbye kiss. “Oh, and Pam is 

coming home with me.” 

“Good. I always enjoy a visit from Pam.” 

He smirked over his shoulder thinking that this visit might not be great: Pam had been shopping for 

Button and the closet was going to be filled. Reminding Sookie of the baby would probably have a bad 

outcome, but he wasn’t going to stop Pam either. 

He stopped quickly in the nursery to kiss Button on his way out but refrained from holding her. The 

serum from Niall covered the fairy scent, but not the ‘baby’ scent and only a few in his Kingdom knew 

about the little one. It broke his heart because she was reaching for him as he left and he wished he 

hadn’t stopped in the nursery. Reluctantly, he got in the limo with Thalia and Indira and headed to the 

hotel for the ball.  



A few hours after Eric left, Sookie was reading in her room when she heard Carrie speaking to the baby. 

The Were did this all the time believing Sookie couldn’t hear but with Eric’s blood, the chatter was loud 

and clear. Tonight, the topic was Eric and how much he loved his baby girl. Sookie knew there had been 

talk about how Eric was the Daddy but he’d purposely told the women to stop using that term. Until 

Sookie accepted the baby and honored him with the title, he would not say it aloud. That saddened 

Sookie because she knew Eric wanted to be the Daddy and not a caretaker.  

Her thoughts were interrupted by the doorbell. Carrie peaked her head in from nursery and announced, 

“That’s my boyfriend, I left my phone at his house this morning, he’s just dropping it off.” Seeing 

Sookie’s concerned look, she added. “He’s not coming in, don’t worry.” 

“Okay then. Besides, you told me he’s another Were, so I can’t be too concerned.” 

Carrie nodded, told her the baby had fallen to sleep, and she’d be back right away. Sookie returned to 

her book and only a moment later, she heard a voice she’d never wanted to hear again.  

“Where’s my baby Sookie?” Preston asked in a sing-song voice as he ascended the stairs. “I’m here to 

take her,” He paused as he made his way down the hall, “and you back to fairy. Now that you’ve given 

birth, you’ll be wanted for the program again.” 

Sookie’s worst nightmare had come true; he was back. She sent panic through the bond and thought 

quickly on her next steps. She listened for Carrie in the house (though she couldn’t hear Were thoughts 

completely, she could tell Carrie was unconscious). Marina was in the house and Sookie could hear her 

running from the kitchen to help. The demon counselor could throw fireballs but that wasn’t safe in the 

house. Sookie was at a loss for how to get out of this mess. Her gaze turned to her closet door. In the 

back, there was a panic room and she only needed to get to that. Since Preston wasn’t in the room yet, 

she could probably make it herself leaving the baby vulnerable. Sookie knew that wasn’t acceptable. In 

that moment, she knew her desire to keep the baby out of her heart had failed. Fear of Preston’s return 

was the exact reason she chose not to love the baby; ironically it was now exact reason she knew she 

did love her.  

As quietly as possible, she tiptoed to the nursery, grabbed her infant, and made a dash for the panic 

room. She didn’t make it. Preston grabbed her by the hair and started pulling backwards; her feet 

scrambling to stop him while her arms banded tightly around the baby. “PRESTON! Eric will find and kill 

you. Let us go!” 

His grip only tightened as he tried to pull her back. “I heard Niall put you with a vampire. Are you letting 

him feed from my child?” 

Preston was making headway on getting Sookie to the door and while she could feel Eric coming closer, 

she didn’t know how close. If they made it to within a few feet of the open front door, he could teleport 

with both of them. At that moment, Marina entered the room and tried to fight off the fairy. Marina was 

thrown against the wall and knocked out but her fight gave Sookie a few precious seconds to make it to 

the closet. There, she reached for the door to the panic room but not before Preston caught her. He 



grabbed the end of the long shirt she was wearing and she was able to get away for a second; not long 

enough to get to the panic room. 

Sookie knew she had to protect the baby; Button (yes, she knew the nickname) had to stay on earth 

with Eric even if she died trying. 

The baby wasn’t going to like it, but she opened the nearest deep draw and shut her in. Then she 

grabbed a shoe off her rack, turned it with the stiletto heal facing out (thank you for the never worn 

spike heels Pam) and struck. Preston reared back from the blow and shook his head but lunged at Sookie 

again. 

This time he grabbed her throat and tried to choke her but with the heel still in hand, she lowered her 

weapon into his back over and over again. The Fairy was persistent though and after giving a good fight, 

Sookie blacked out. 

OOOoooOOOooo 

She woke in bed, cradled by Eric. At first her eyes were wildly looking around for a threat but she calmed 

quickly. Her second reaction had Eric bursting with joy. “Where’s my baby?” 

Button was sleeping next to Eric and he handed her to a crying Sookie quickly. “I’m so sorry baby, so 

sorry. Are you hurt?” Sookie continued to cry, talk to, and rock the baby until she started rooting for a 

breast.  

Eric was overjoyed. “Guess she didn’t forget about nursing. I was afraid after we switched to bottles.” 

He leaned over to help the baby attach then wrapped his arms around both of them.  

The only noises came from a grunting baby as she nursed. Sookie took the time to stare at her baby for 

the first time. Tears fell as she watched her eat, the baby raising her arm trying to touch Sookie’s face. 

After the infant was burped and switched to the other side, Sookie finally spoke again. “He’s dead? He 

can’t take her, right?” 

“He can’t take her and he will be dead shortly. I wanted to stay with you for now.” 

“So I can love her and not lo . . . lose her?” Sookie was still scared, he realized. Her voice had a childlike 

quality to it as she asked.  

“That was your fear? That you’d love her and lose her?” 

She sniffled and nodded. “For the entire pregnancy, I was told the baby wasn’t mine. Don’t bother to 

love her. You won’t be allowed to see her. You know, things like that. It was drilled into me Eric. I was 

afraid to love her.” Her head dropped and she added, “I was afraid to love you too. I thought I would be 

taken back.” 

He smiled and chose to focus on Sookie’s revelation about the baby; that was most important. “But you 

do love her?” He nodded to the closet. “You fought for her.” 



She nodded and more tears fell. “I felt the moment I realized she was my baby, not his. I knew I had to 

save her, protect her. I knew that if I died, she would need to stay with you. If distracting him gave you 

the time to arrive, then that’s what I had to do.” She turned her head suddenly when she realized 

something. “Carrie said she was dating a Were! Preston can shift like that: scent and everything. He 

planned this!” 

Eric nodded. “Yes, he tried to shift when I got here but I put him in iron cuffs. That stopped him.” 

“This whole thing was scary but part of me is glad it’s over. He’ll never hurt us again.” She gazed lovingly 

at the baby and sighed. “I never knew it could feel like this.” 

With her hand cupping the top of the baby’s head, she asked the infant seriously. “Can you forgive your 

Mommy for being scared? Will you let me love you?” 

The baby grunted again and Eric interpreted. “That grunt means yes, in case you didn’t know.” 

Sookie looked over her shoulder at Eric. “I didn’t know. You’ll have to teach me everything.” She gave 

him a peck on the lips. 

He added his hand to Sookie’s at the top of the baby’s head. “We’ll both teach you.” Then he leaned his 

head around so the baby could see him. “Won’t we Button?”  

“I do like that nickname, but I think it’s time she had her real name.” 

“Do you know what name you want?” Sookie nodded. “Gonna tell me?” 

“Abigail. It means . . .” 

“Father’s joy.” If his heart could beat it would be stopped right now. He’d considered himself to be 

Button’s, rather, Abigail’s father but Sookie never agreed to marriage and never made him an offering of 

co-parenting. He was going to need to ask. “Why did you select that name?” 

She gave him a beatific smile. “Because she is your joy. Also, with the pledge we’ll be married.” If 

possible, Eric’s smile grew at this news.  

“You’re sure? I mean, the pledging and the baby?” 

“Yep. I love you, you’re my best friend.” Sookie shuffled to rest Abigail on her lap while the baby’s eyes 

continued to explore her Mommy’s face. “As far as the baby, well Eric, you are her Daddy.” She looked 

at him with hesitation, “You want that don’t you?” 

“I want all of it Sookie. Forever.” 

They sat in silence as Abigail drifted to sleep in Sookie’s arms. Eric knew Sookie wasn’t completely 

healed but today was a huge breakthrough and he remained silent while enjoying the feelings of relief 

and love coming from Sookie. Eventually, Sookie started to nod her head as well so he repositioned 

them on the bed, the baby sleeping between them as she should have been from the start. Sookie was 



right, feeling her panic, leaving the Ball without explanation, arriving and seeing Preston trying to kill 

Sookie: the whole thing was scary. The outcome though? He knew they’d make it; Sookie would make it.  

OOOoooOOOooo 

A week later, Christmas Eve afternoon, Sookie and Eric came in from the limo, their arms laden with 

shopping bags, treats, and in Eric’s case, a baby carrier. The day after the Preston incident, Sookie woke 

with an urgent need to decorate a nursery and Christmas shop: they’d been out every day since them 

for ‘just one more thing’. Seeing her excitement was Eric’s Christmas gift, and he told her that often. She 

still found things to buy him from Abigail, and most of them related to him being a Daddy.  

Once their bags were down and Abigail was sitting with Sookie near the tree, Eric announced a special 

Christmas surprise for Sookie.  

“It’s guests, right? I mean, I noticed the dining table was set for three extra.” She’d seen it as soon as 

they walked by.  

He smirked. “Yes. They are arriving now, is my princess almost done feeding?” 

“She’s been on for a while, so I would say yes.” Sookie answered Eric first then realized what he’d said. If 

the guests were arriving now, they weren’t vampires. Her original guess of Pam, Karin and someone else 

from Vegas was wrong. The sun was still out. 

“It will be a few minutes until they park and unload.” 

“I’m very excited.” 

“I can feel that.” He watched as Sookie moved Abigail to her shoulder for a burp; then pulled her back. 

“Hopefully she’ll stay awake for a few minutes. She’s looking around now.” 

“She loves the tree.” 

Eric knelt to the baby’s level so he could speak directly to her. “You do don’t you Button?” He gave her a 

wide grin and she gave him the reaction he wanted: a squeal. Squealing had started two days before and 

he tried to get that reaction from her whenever she was awake. This time, she added a swinging arm to 

her response and Sookie and Eric gave each other goofy grins.  

The doorbell took them out of their fawning and Eric moved to answer it. Sookie cried out when she saw 

the three walk in: Hoyt had Arlene’s kids with him. “HOW!?” 

Eric smiled at her excitement. “I still cannot find Tara, but with further investigating I discovered that 

Hoyt took in Arlene’s children when she was jailed. I heard you talking about them to Carrie one night, 

did some digging, and here they are.” 

Coby and Lisa ran to Sookie calling for their Aunt. She handed Abigail to Eric and took them in an 

embrace. “You got so big! How are you? What grades are you in? Where are you living?” 



Lisa answered. “Give us a second Aunt Sookie.”  

Sookie gave a tearful laugh. “Okay. Settle in first.” They hugged for another moment then Sookie 

grabbed Hoyt. 

Eric explained. “Hoyt knows what’s happened. He wanted to see you.” 

“Thank you Eric. This was a great surprise.” She moved to stand beside him. “Everyone, this is Eric 

Northman and he’s holding our daughter, Abigail.” She waved her arm in a come here motion. “Come 

on, meet my family.” 

OOOoooOOOooo 

Epilogue 

Four years later . . . 

Eric was woken in the best of ways. Sookie was naked on top of him showing all her glorious six month 

baby bulge. “Wake up my husband, I want you.” 

He responded immediately and banded his arms around her waist. “What time is it?” 

She gave him a naughty smile. “Early enough for a quicky before Button wakes up; if you get moving.” 

She changed to a pout. “You had to work late last night, you know how horny I am with this pregnancy; I 

had to go to bed,” She put a hand to her brow showing her hardship, “Unsatisfied.” 

He chuckled at her theatrics. “Well, let me make that up to you. I can’t have my wife walking around 

telling people she’s unsatisfied.” He leaned in and went for a nipple and had Sookie bucking right away.  

Before they went any further, he heard a voice from the other bedroom, “Daaaadddyy, Moooommmy.” 

Sookie whimpered and he laughed at her. He was already pulling away since Abigail only needed to run 

through the nursery to make it to their room. Before Sookie could finish with her nightshirt, Abigail was 

jumping on the bed. “GOOD MORNING Mommy and Daddy!” 

You’d never guess Eric had missed out on sex from his reaction. He grabbed her and started hugging her 

as though it had been years since he saw her. “Good morning Button!”  

Sookie knew Eric loved her, she knew he loved sex, but Abigail was a bright spot in his day and she held 

no resentment over their special bond. Instead she rubbed her tummy and thought about the boy they 

would have in about three months. Likely, she guessed, he would have the same bond as Abigail with 

Eric since they continued to share blood while she was pregnant. Baby Jason was going to be loved and 

spoiled like his older sister, no doubt. Sookie shook her head to get going on the day. Though silently she 

counted the hours until Abigail needed a nap; her husband better prepare to be attacked! 

While they were finishing breakfast, Eric received a call on his cell to open the house door: Niall was on 

his way. He froze. In all the years they’d been together he knew in the back of his mind that Niall would 



come and tell Sookie the threat was over. He could feel her love for him, they’d been married for three 

years now, she was expecting their second child and yet a pang of concern still rose within him at the 

call. 

“What’s wrong?” Sookie had felt everything right away. “What was that call?” 

Eric was already standing to open the door when he answered. “Your Great-grandfather is here.” 

She wasn’t seeing the problem. “Oookay, why are you upset?” She asked as she followed him with 

Abigail trailing behind. 

He turned from the door with a pained look. “If he’s here, the threat is over.” She nodded and offered a 

‘duh’ look. “You don’t need to stay here for protection.” 

The AHA popped into her head. She wanted to clear it up immediately. “No, we’ll stay because we are 

your family.” 

His face visibly relaxed. “I was pretty sure that would be your answer but . . .” 

“You thought I’d see him,” She pointed to the regal fairy in the doorway, “And want to leave?” 

“Something like that.” 

She moved to stand with Eric as he grabbed his Button. “Niall,” She started. “Come in, we were just 

finishing breakfast. Would you care to join us?” 

“That would be lovely.” He pointed to her stomach, “I see marriage and children agree with you so much 

you wanted more.” 

“It took a while; Button and Eric were patient with me but I came around. Marina stayed with us for a 

year; we still talk on the phone sometimes. Carrie is still with us.” 

“I’ve been peeking, I know. Finished your degree too. What will you do with that?” 

“I run the charitable arm of Eric’s corporation. It gets me out of the house part time, the rest I can do 

here so it’s a good balance for a working mother.” 

They sat at the table and she laughed when Niall went for a danish; he loved sweets as did Abigail with 

her fairy genes. They chit chatted about the kids and their lives; Niall gave a summary of the fighting in 

Fairy. After the breakfast had been cleared, Sookie asked Indira and Carrie to play with Abigail for a 

while; she wanted to talk to Niall without the child around. 

“I’m glad your war is over.” 

“It’s a relief.” He turned to Eric. “I heard about Preston. Though the situation had been handled before I 

knew he had left fairy.” 

Eric beamed at his wife with pride. “Sookie fought him off.” 



Niall smiled at her. “I’m glad. Anyone that knew you before your time on fairy knew you had spunk. 

Looks like it’s back.” 

Eric laughed. “She gives me grief all the time,” She mocked being affronted and he smiled. “I love it.” 

“Good, good.” He flattened his hands on his legs and took a breath. “So, now that the threat is over, 

your debt to me is paid in full Viking.” Eric nodded and Niall turned to Sookie. “Will you be staying with 

your vampire?” 

“Forever Niall. We’ve decided to have a few more kids; then I’ll be turned.” 

“That’s as it should be. “How many?” 

Eric and Sookie answered at once. He said six while Sookie said four. Eric raised his brow at her and she 

set him straight. “When you’re the one pushing them out, we’ll have six.” 

He looked at Niall and shrugged. “Hard to argue with that.” 

Niall laughed at their discussion as he pulled a box from his coat pocket and spoke to Sookie. “I guessed 

that your turning was the plan so I prepared these.” He opened the box and inside Sookie saw about a 

dozen sunshine rings. 

“Niall?” 

“For you and your children.  At some point you might need to start sharing, but that’s better than no sun 

at all.” 

“It is Niall, thank you.” 

“I’ve got to get back. Things are still adjusting from the civil war.” Eric left to get Abigail so she could say 

goodbye to her Great-great-grandfather.  

With Abigail back, they started the goodbyes and he gave Sookie a hug. “You be happy Great-

granddaughter.” 

She stood wrapped around Eric while he held Abigail. With a bright smile she offered, “We are Niall, we 

are.” 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Name her Abigail. 

 

OOOoooOOOooo 

Over the course of the next six weeks, Sookie settled into a mostly comfortable routine. Mostly 

comfortable because it was only during her  

 

Why not stay in fairy or tell niall to come back from the baby – not safe: opens the door for him to 

realize she has feelings for the baby. 

Birth 

First 6 weeks, then the kidnapping attempt. 

 

 

Niall had sent a summary of Sookie’s recovery while he’d been preparing the house. From that report, 

he knew Sookie had nightmares. He wanted to be near her when she slept at all times. Some work 

duties would prevent that but he’d do it as much as possible.  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

touched one of the pictures on a shelf. It was of her and Gran about three years ago.  
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